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  Roped In


Chris collected her extensive rope collection while her handful of students said goodbye and filed out of the room. It had been a rather successful lesson, she felt. They’d gone over all of the simpler techniques of knotting armbinders, and she was especially proud of Mr. Hammerworth’s progress. 
In the beginning, the dwarf had struggled with the most basic slip knot and almost given up right then and there, but now, a few months later, his skills had nearly caught up to those of his elvish boyfriend.
All of her students had come a long way, really. Chris only hoped that enough of them would want to continue once the course was done. She had an advanced shibari course all planned out, but that didn’t help much without an audience for it.
Lost in those thoughts and the coiling up of the ropes, she didn’t notice her visitor until there was a voice right beside her. “Excuse me. Are you Miss Chrysopeleia Cloverica?”
Chris winced, both from surprise and from the confrontation with her full name. “I am, but please, just call me Chris,” she said as she turned to the newcomer.
Her visitor turned out to be a stunningly gorgeous bunny girl. With her brightly colored sports bra, hot pants and sneakers she looked like she was about to run a marathon. Her hip-long black hair was open and looked damp. So maybe she had finished running already and was fresh out of the shower. She also looked strangely familiar, although Chris couldn’t remember ever having personally known a bunny girl.
“I’m Berry Cupcake,” said the bunny girl. “You can call me Berry. Pleasure to meet you!”
Chris shook her hand. She knew enough about bunny people to know that this name was perfectly normal. “How can I help you? Are you interested in one of my courses?”
“Something along those lines.” Berry quickly checked if they really were alone before she continued. “Thing is, I’m in a relationship with a well-known person. Like, too well-known to join a public shibari course. Press would be all over that.”
“So you’re searching for a private tutor?” Chris did her best to maintain her professional facade and not let her excitement shine through. Whoever this “well known person” might be, the whole thing sounded like money. Lots of it. And, with a bit of luck, connections to other prominent kinky people. With a bit of luck, this could be her opportunity to finally quit her day job at the flower shop and go full-time in the rope business.
“Kinda,” Berry said. “We’d discuss the details together with my partner. For now I just need to know if you’re interested in principle.”
“Absolutely! I mean, I’d be very interested in such an arrangement with your… partner.” Chris left the question implied, in the hope that Berry would pick up on it.
“Very well. Would you mind giving me a brief demonstration? Please don’t take it personally, but I need to see your skills before we can continue.”
Chris didn’t take it personally. Berry’s partner likely was a very busy individual, so it only made sense that they wanted to make sure she was qualified before investing any of their valuable time. Also, she was the last person to rent this room for the day, so she had the flexibility to stay as long as she wanted. “Of course. What did you have in mind?”
Berry’s eyes wandered over the assortment of ropes on the table. It was hard to read her expression, but when she continued, she sounded a lot less business-like. “Honestly, I don’t know how any of these knots or techniques are called. Which is exactly the reason why we’re looking for an expert. So, if you can make a harness that looks and feels good, that should be enough for now.”
Chris allowed herself to relax a little. This should be easy. “What kind of harness do you want?”
“What kinds are there?”
“There are harnesses for just the chest area or the waist or the hips. There are ones for the entire torso or even the full body. There are harnesses that bind the arms as well, and ones that leave them free. They can be supporting, so you can do suspension with them. There are ones that are comfortable for long-time wear and there are the more… adventurous ones.”
It was clear from Berry’s face that she was utterly overwhelmed by this flood of options, which had been Chris’ plan all along. It might be a cheap trick to flaunt her knowledge like that, but it usually worked. With her professionalism established, she added “Just give me a general idea of what you want and I’m sure I’ll find something for you.”
“Something for the chest and waist for now, I think. Something comfortable, but fancy looking, if that’s possible.”
“Everything’s possible,” Chris said with a smile. She picked up one of her black bamboo ropes. With their smooth structure they were better suited for beginners than hemp, and they would also look better against Berry’s tanned skin.
When Chris looked up, she found that the bunny girl had slipped out of her sports bra. Chris managed to stay professional. While her students usually stayed in their underwear when they practiced on each other, she had experience with nude models, of course. Still, suddenly being confronted with a topless bunny girl wasn’t something that’s easily ignored.
“I’ll have to touch you a bit when I bind you. I’ll try to keep it to a minimum, but please tell me right away if you feel uncomfortable.”
“Don’t worry about it. I was the one who requested it, after all.” Berry caught her hair with a cotton band, forming a thick ponytail. “Anything you need me to do?”
“Just stand here in front of the mirror and tell me if you want me to do something differently.”
Berry got in position. The confident way she moved around and looked at herself while being almost naked made it clear that this was a normal state for her. Chris hadn’t thought about this until now, but it all fitted: So many of the rich and wealthy had a bunny person as a boyfriend or girlfriend, that it had almost become a cliche.
While Chris didn’t know how many of the things she had heard about bunny people were true and how many were just perverted urban legends, she could personally attest that Berry was pure eye candy. It was perfectly believable that some politician or business tycoon would pick her for a – as it was so diplomatically called – mutually beneficial relationship.
A relationship that was about to go into kinkier territory. While it was, of course, none of her business, Chris wanted to know how much of this all had been Berry’s idea. She wasn’t comfortable teaching some random politician how to put Berry in bondage if that wasn’t something Berry herself was excited about.
“Do you have any experience with rope?” Chris asked as she lined the first length of it up under Berry’s sizable breasts.
“Not much. We played around with it a bit, but it was all pretty clumsy. We even bought a book that’s supposed to teach you how to do bondage. The only thing it taught us was that it’s fucking complicated. Which is why we’re coming to you for help.”
“I see,” Chris said while she slung the rope around Berry. “I’m just asking because if you’re new to bondage, I can make sure to slowly ease you into it.”
“Don’t worry about it too much. My partner and me, we haven’t done any fancy bondage yet, but we did a lot of other… similar stuff. Rope bondage is just the obvious next step we want to try out, and since our first attempts weren’t all that successful, we decided to bring in an expert.”
“I see,” Chris repeated. She’d have to wait and see how the meeting with Berry’s partner went, but so far it didn’t sound like Berry was in this situation against her will. “Could you lift your arms for a moment?”
She guided the ends of the rope along the top of Berry’s chest, connected them and guided them between her breasts. Chris did her best not to look at Berry’s chest more than professionally necessary, but she was already sure that the mental image of those big, puffy nipples would stay with her for quite a while. And the few unavoidable times Chris had to touch Berry’s breasts proved to her that they were indeed as soft and squishy as they looked. Berry’s partner was a lucky person indeed.
Chris went for an Elf Harness. It was nothing special when it came to chest harnesses, simply framing the breasts and accentuating them a bit without applying much pressure to anything. It looked nice on pretty much any model, though, and it was a solid introduction to rope play. Also, the design could be modified a bit, so that the rope formed a heart-shape between Berry’s breasts.
“Is it done already?”
“That specific design is finished, yes. Of course, if you want something different, we can still change it. Is it not to your liking?”
“No, I just… thought it took more time, I guess.” Berry made a few steps and twisted her torso, all the while looking at herself in the mirror. “It’s strange. I feel that it’s there, but it kinda looks like I should feel it much more. It’s pretty, though.”
“You said you wanted something that feels good, so I went for a very smooth harness,” Chris said, not sure if she was being criticized or not.
“It’s okay. But, not gonna lie, I kinda expected it would, you know, rub all over. Squish my chest a bit. Do something when I move around.”
She sounded a bit disappointed. Chris needed to do something quickly to keep her attention and goodwill. “There are harnesses that do that. For starters, I could’ve used the hemp robe, that has inherently more friction. The rope framework also comes in all kinds of strength. This here is the most harmless one. If you want, I can switch it up to a technique that applies more pressure to the base of the breasts. With your chest, we could also go for the so-called ‘boob cuffs’, which is very restricting. There’s also a breast cage technique that has ropes running over the breasts, but that one’s very advanced.”
“Advanced as in, you haven’t learned it yet?”
“No, advanced as in, it traps the nipples between the ropes, which is far too intense for a beginner.”
“Interesting…” Berry smiled mischievously as she kept ogling herself. It was unprofessional, but the image of these puffy nipples trapped in constantly pinching ropes was now living rent-free in Chris’ mind.
“We’ll definitely have to come back to you about that. But for now, maybe some extension over the waist area? To finish the look.”
“Of course,” Chris said, trying not to get too distracted. “Maybe a classic diamond dress tie? It’s pretty, and the tension can be easily tailored to your liking.”
“Sure, why not? You’re the expert here.” Berry ran her fingers along the ropes of her chest harness. Maybe she was beginning to feel them after all. Or she just liked how they looked on her.
Chris picked up another length of rope and got to work. Usually when she went for a diamond dress, she knew it beforehand and included the chest harness into its design. However, it was too archetypal not to go for it anyway, especially with a beginner who likely didn’t know anything else and might find other designs a bit wonky. And it wasn’t that hard to fidget with the connecting knots a bit so they looked almost natural.
Berry was a pleasure to work with. Like most bunny people she was on the chubby side, so every time Chris pulled a rope taut, it dug into Berry’s flesh, making it bulge a little to either side of it. The diamond harness looked good on pretty much everyone, but on Berry it made her look even more plastic, dividing her torso into invitingly grabbable, roughly square-shaped sections. The added tension gave her usually soft skin a firm texture that made you want to really sink your fingers into it. Berry’s partner would love it so much.
“We’re almost done,” Chris said when the knots reached the hips. “The harness is held together with some kind of crotch rope. There’s different designs, depending on how you want it to look and feel, so if...”
Her voice trailed off when it became apparent that Berry wasn’t listening. The bunny girl checked herself out, turning her body to see herself from all sides while Chris followed her movements, keeping the loose rope ends in hand so the unfinished harness wouldn’t unravel.
“I don’t think we need to bother with that now. You clearly know your stuff. Just get me out again, and if you don’t mind, we can go to my partner’s place right away. I’ve got a pegasus waiting outside.”
“Um...” Chris did mind, in fact. Her clothes were already starting to get itchy. For now it was just a slight nuisance, but traveling to this mysterious partner, talking everything through and going back home, was bound to take several hours. By that time, her skin would absolutely hate her.
However, Berry was here on a private pegasus, which meant that she was involved with a fuckton of money. Chris would have been mad to do anything to jeopardize this deal. She couldn’t allow herself to appear unprofessional. And nothing said “I’m a professional adult who makes good life choices” like “I’m sorry, I can’t come with you right now, because I decided to dress all in black leather even though I’m a dryad, so I need to go home and drown my skin in herbal lotion. Yes, I do this every day, why do you ask?”
Then again, she didn’t have to be this truthful. It was perfectly reasonable to have evening plans already. Someone rich and powerful might find it a bit less reasonable that these plans couldn’t be canceled for them, but if Chris played it right, she should be able to phrase it in a way that postponed the appointment without making anyone angry.
“Actually, since you’re going to meet her now anyway, there’s no point in hiding it anymore. If you didn’t know already, that is. My partner is Amanda Drake, from Drake Industries.”
Chris stopped everything she was doing and just stared at Berry. Of course, that was why the bunny girl had looked familiar: Chris had read in the society section of some second-grade newspaper that Amanda had found a girlfriend.
There had been only a few lines and a small picture of the two of them smiling for the wizartist at some gala or other. By that point Chris had long since made peace with the fact that her feelings for Amanda would never amount to more than a pipe dream, but it had still stung a little.
“She said the two of you went to the same school or something,” Berry went on, totally oblivious to the existential crisis she had just caused. “That’s why we came to you first, by the way. Amanda was really amused when she found your name on that ad for shibari workshops. Couldn’t believe that you changed this much. Not that I have any idea what you were like before, of course. But apparently the two of you go way back, right?”
“Something like that,” Chris said slowly. “We were friends as kids, but we… kinda lost sight of each other.”
It was close enough to the truth. Chris certainly wasn’t going to go into more detail about how once they’d hit puberty, Amanda had become increasingly popular and always hung around with the cool kids, while Chris had stayed that same bland dryad girl in the stereotypical leaf dress who would at some point inherit her parents’ farm and spend the rest of her life growing plants or some shit like that.
It wasn’t like Amanda had told her not to hang out with her anymore, but Chris had felt more and more out of place between all these much cooler friends Amanda had found, until they had grown apart completely. It certainly hadn’t helped that she had developed a crush on Amanda early on and, being a stupid teenager, had opted for the time-honored strategy of pining after her from afar, never acting on her feelings and spending all her time fantasizing about would could have been.
“Yeah, I know how it is,” Berry continued. “I haven’t seen most of my school friends since I left that place. Anyway, I hope it’s not too weird for you, doing this bondage stuff for someone you’ve known for so long.”
“Me too. We’ll see,” was all Chris was going to say about this for the moment. Of course it was going to be weird. There was no way it wouldn’t be. But realistically, this was also the only chance she’d get to meet up with Amanda again. Not that she had any idea what she expected to achieve, but she wasn’t going to miss this opportunity.
Berry and her made a bit of idle small talk while Chris undid the rope. Chris mostly let her mouth run on autopilot. Nether the uncomfortable clothes nor the presence of Berry’s gorgeous topless body mattered anymore. Her mind was racing, trying to make sense of the situation and to figure out what she was supposed to do. It was a blessing when they were finally done putting the ropes away, because that meant it was time to get on Berry’s pegasus, and that was crazy enough to distract her a bit.
Berry’s (or rather, Amanda’s) vehicle consisted of an elegant carriage, big enough for four people. Its benches were lined with dark red upholstery to make sure these four people would ride in comfort.
The pegasus spanned before it was taller than Chris, with wings a good three meters wide if it unfolded them. Its fur was of the same radiant light blue as the summer sky on a cloudless day. Like a unicorn, it didn’t smell of much, but unlike unicorns, who always had a faint sweetly scent on them, the pegasus surrounded itself with an air of freshness, as if it perspired mints. Even Chris, who had never had much love for horses and their like, had to admit that it was an elegant creature.
“First time flying?” Berry asked when they got into the carriage. The upholstery was at least as soft as it looked, and you just had to run your fingers over it to feel how expensive it had been.
“Technically not, but the other time doesn’t count.”
Chris briefly told the story of her disastrous first flight. A couple years ago she had been on holiday at the sea with her girlfriend at the time, and they had decided to live a little and take a pegasus shuttle to get there. It had seemed like a good idea at the time, seeing the world from above for once.
In practice the shuttle had been more crammed than the public unicorn buses in downtown, and the windows had been permanently hogged by some overexcited banshee children. At this point, enjoying the flight had become secondary, and so had pretty much everything else. If there existed anything more obnoxious than overexcited banshee children, scientists had yet to find it, and as far as Chris was concerned, they should be forbidden from even starting the search. Her ears had rang for two days afterwards, and on their way back they had gone with the intercity teleportation service. Less scenic, but much faster and better for the nerves.
Predictably, there was no comparison between the two flights. The pegasus lifted off quickly after only a few meters’ running start, and it did so with such grace that Chris almost didn’t feel the acceleration. Only when she found the buildings shrinking away did she realize that they were already nearing their terminal flight altitude.
“Pretty, isn’t it?” said Berry. “Like a giant beehive, only much more colorful. And less sticky. For the most part, at least.”
Chris mumbled something in agreement. Of course she knew from maps that the entire city was organized in hexagonal blocks to better funnel the leylines through the streets, but it was the first time she saw it all laid out before her like that. From this height it was hard to make out the individual people, but the unicorn buses were still visible, scuttling along the grid like rainbow-colored worker bees.
Looking down at it, she also realized just how many small districts the city actually had. People of similar species preferred similar living conditions, so they naturally tended to lump together. There were green blocks with plants growing on each roof and out of each window for elves, nymphs, botanists and other weirdos who where into such things. Other blocks were completely covered by a tinted glass plane, so the undead citizens could walk around freely without having to worry about the sun. Cutest of all were the hexagonal blocks that separated into six smaller blocks, where fairies, pixies and other smaller citizens lived.
“From up here it almost looks like it makes sense. Like there’s some order to the chaos.”
“Almost,” Berry agreed.
The pegasus accelerated even more until the city zoomed by underneath them at a rate of one block every few seconds. Chris was surprised to find that she didn’t feel the speed at all. She had expected there to be some sensation of rushing, some queasiness or something, but if she closed her eyes she would have been able to convince herself that they were actually standing still. Maybe it had been the same on her holiday flight, only back then there had been too many other factors to get queasy over.
The city wasn’t that big, and all too soon they reached the outskirts. Unsurprisingly, the pegasus headed for one of those fancy districts where every block consisted of just one villa and its surrounding gardens. For a moment Chris was impressed at this reminder how far Amanda had gone in the world, until she remembered the point of this trip and got queasy after all.
They hadn’t seen each other for almost five years, and Chris had no idea how to go about this sudden reunion. And now it was too late to turn back. How had she ever thought this endeavor could end in anything but awkwardness?
“We’ll go through the perception field now. It helps to close your eyes if you’re not used to it.”
“Hm?”
The pegasus descended onto the premises of one of the virtually identical villas. Until this one stopped being identical.
It felt is if Chris’ eyes had hiccuped. From one moment to the next, the building lost all its higher floors and grew in width to make up for the lost space. The surrounding gardens turned a lot more disorderly. Untrimmed trees and bushes grew everywhere, without any visible underlying order. Large patches of the premises didn’t even have grass, and looked like they’d turn into mud pits at only the slightest hint of rain. The only somewhat orderly part was the gravel road leading from the big gate in the surrounding wall up to the main building.
Chris blinked a few times to make sense of what she was seeing. Her ears had popped as well, and she retained a faint tingle even after she had swallowed a few times.
“I don’t like it either, but it’s necessary. Too many peeping harpies flying around. You get used to it, though.”
The pegasus went straight for the gravel road. Logic dictated that it should have exploded pebbles in all directions upon touching down, but the magical grace of the creature was above such mundane concepts. Chris barely felt the landing, and once more it only took a few meters to decelerate from their breakneck speed to a complete standstill.
“You okay? You look a bit pale.”
“I’m fine. Don’t worry.” Chris emphasized her words by quickly getting up and out of the carriage.
The smell hit her immediately. That pungent odor of wet grass, mud and tree sap. Just when she’d thought she’d finally gotten rid of it, the countryside had found a way to ambush her.
On second thought it wasn’t that surprising that Amanda would want to keep a bit of nature around her, what with her being a werewolf and all, but still. There was a clean, proper kind of nature, and then there was this… nature nature.
Thankfully Chris didn’t have to interact with it in any way. It was only a few steps from their landing spot to the entrance, and the gravel was well kept, so she didn’t even have to get her shoes dirty.
The inside looked more like what you would expect from the home of a rich person. Chris didn’t have eyes for the furniture though, since right after they had taken off their shoes in the opulent antechamber, she was already greeted by a familiar voice.
“Wow, Chris, is that really you? God, you’ve changed!”
Amanda hadn’t changed all that much, except that she was now clearly an adult. She still had her thick golden hair that flowed down her body like a silky mantle. A tight red shirt hugged her upper body, but left enough of her belly free to show her impressive abs. The only other thing she wore were a pair of short sports pants. She looked more like an athlete on a comfy day off than the CEO of one of the world’s most influential companies. She also looked drop-dead gorgeous.
“Erm, yeah, I guess,” was the very eloquent reply Chris’ brain came up with. It didn’t exactly help her overwhelmed mind when Amanda swooped over and pulled her into a tight hug.
“It’s been ages. So good to see you again! But seriously, what have you done with your hair? And your clothes?”
“I… thought it was time for a little change.”
Chris awkwardly reciprocated the hug. It was hard to do so without touching Amanda’s skin. Not that Chris expected that Amanda would have minded, but she already felt guilty enough for how much she enjoyed the homely smell of Amanda’s hair. She also couldn’t help noticing that apparently the moon was currently in a phase that gave Amanda these sexy wolf ears.
“Little change? Looks like you completely reinvented yourself.” Amanda laughed. “But there’s no need to stand around in the ante. Come in!”
Amanda went ahead. Chris followed, trying not to stare at her fluffy tail as she did so.
They came into an expansive living room. It was laid with dark red carpet that felt ridiculously fluffy under Chris’ feet. A good chunk of the room was used up by a table surrounded by comfy looking couches.
Amanda and Berry sat down on one side of the table. Chris, feeling that this was the most appropriate for the situation, went to the couch opposite of them. They exchanged a couple of pleasantries, but Amanda didn’t waste much time before getting to the point.
“So, how come that cute girl from way back ended up in the rope business? And in the big city to boot?” she asked. She had swung one leg over the other and was lying back, hands crossed behind her head as if she owned the place. Which, technically, she did. “I thought you were the type to stay in the countryside and take over your parents’ farm, but I guess I underestimated you.”
Of course she had expected that. She and every single other person on the planet.
“Well, I wanted a bit more out of life. And I’ve always been interested in ropes and knots, so I thought, maybe I should give that a try.”
“That so? When you say always, you mean all the way back to when we were in school?”
Amanda had that dirty grin that had always made Chris’ stomach flutter. Chris desperately wanted to say something cooler than “Maybe,” but her brain once again betrayed her.
It made no sense. She had now spent more than a year teaching kinky people how to do bondage. She had never had any problems talking about this topic with anyone else. But now that she was in Amanda’s presence, she immediately became that shy school girl from back then again.
“Really? Pity I didn’t know it then.” Amanda giggled, unaware of the jolt her words sent up Chris’ spine. “But it seems like we get a chance to make up for that missed opportunity. Did Berry already tell you what we’d like you to do?”
“Yes,” Chris said, struggling to stay professional and prevent her emotional baggage from interfering. “You want me as a private tutor to teach you bondage techniques.”
Amanda turned to Berry. “Is that what you told her?”
“I didn’t tell her anything. Didn’t want to spill anything behind your back. She just assumed we wanted a teacher and I didn’t correct it.”
“Oh my.” Amanda laughed nervously. “Hope this isn’t going to get too awkward.”
“So… you don’t want a private tutor?” Chris asked, now completely lost.
“We don’t need someone to teach us bondage, that’s true,” Amanda said slowly. “We need someone to do the bondage for us.”
Chris blinked a few times, as if that would somehow change what she’d just heard. “You mean…”
“Exactly what you think we mean,” Berry said. “We want you to be there when we have sex. We’ll tell you what kind of bondage we’d like, and you’ll do it for us.”
Chris shuffled around nervously, and not just because her skin was getting seriously itchy. The idea was ludicrous. Not only did the job basically boil down to becoming a glorified sex toy, she’d also have to actively assist her crush in having sex with someone else. If she had any self-respect, there was no way she could agree to this.
And yet… this was a unique opportunity to rebuild her relationship with Amanda. In a very intimate setting even. She hated herself for it, but a part of her was honestly considering if maybe getting to be in the same room with a naked Amanda was worth the jealous sting it would give her.
And wasn’t this even the mature option? After all, she had already given up on ever being with Amanda anyway, so that shouldn’t factor into her decision.
“I know, it’s a bit weird,” Amanda said when the silence became uncomfortable. “And we totally get it if you don’t want to. Now that I think about it, it would’ve been much less weird do ask someone who doesn’t know me already, but I was kinda excited to see your name popping up and I thought it would be cool to see you again and… yeah, I guess that kinda clouded my judgment.”
Chris felt bad for Amanda. She looked so dejected.
“No, it’s not weird at all,” she quickly said. “I mean, maybe a bit, but it’s okay. I just… need to think about it, I guess.”
Chris took a deep breath. She forced herself not to fidget around too much despite the growing itch all over her body. She had to keep it together long enough to make sense of what was going on here. “But are you sure you don’t want me to teach you? It’s not that hard, and I’d imagine it would be more comfortable for you, too. You know, not having someone else… there.”
“Absolutely sure,” Berry said. “I’m garbage with my hands. The one time we tried it, I was so frustrated, I bit the rope to little bits. It just wouldn’t do what I wanted.”
“But… why…”
“Hm?” Berry tilted her head, apparently confused by Chris’ confusion.
“Just in case that wasn’t clear: I’m the one getting bound here,” Amanda said, clearing things up, but raising so many more questions in the process.
Chris just barely managed not to blurt out a “What?” that might have quickly gotten herself on Berry’s bad side. See managed to restrict her reaction to a neutral “I see.” Or at least she hoped it came across as neutral.
“As I said,” Amanda continued “now that we’re here, I totally see how weird I’ve made it for you. Like, the last time you saw me, we were barely of legal age, and the first thing I ask is if you want to put me in bondage. Maybe we should just forget the whole thing.”
“No, really, it’s not…” Chris bit her lip. This was such a crucial moment, and she couldn’t think of the right thing to say because her skin had started itching to the point where concentrating on anything else was impossible. If she didn’t get home and out of these clothes soon, she’d develop a serious rash that might take days to fully heal.
She tried to inconspicuously scratch herself, but it was impossible through the thick leather and would have only made things worse anyway. Why had she agreed to come with Berry? She could have just scheduled a meeting like any sensible person, and would not have fucked up her only chance to reconnect with Amanda.
“Look, you don’t have to pretend,” Amanda continued. “I can see you’re uncomfortable. I shouldn’t have brought you into this position and I’m sorry for that.”
Chris could have screamed. “I’m not!” she insisted. “It’s just a bit much and it’s been a long day and I’m tired and…”
She could tell from Amanda’s face that she thought Chris was just making flimsy excuses. “So, yeah. I’m not really in a state to make big decisions now. As I said, long day. But, you know what, I’ll just sleep on it and think about it and… I’ll get back to you… if that’s okay?”
“Sure,” Amanda said after a short pause. “If you’re tired, I’m sure Berry won’t mind bringing you home with the pegasus.”
“Not at all,” Berry agreed. “I bet getting home publicly from here would be a hell of a hassle for you. It’s just a couple minutes with the pegasus, I don’t mind.”
“Yes. Thanks.” Chris got up and used all of her willpower to keep still, even though everything in her wanted to jump wildly up and down and furiously scratch herself all over. She should have stayed and cleared everything up, saved what was left to save. Going now would mean leaving Amanda with the feeling that she had driven Chris away and fucked up any potential future relationship, when in actuality it was Chris who had fucked things up.
But staying wasn’t an option anymore, unless she wanted to make an even bigger fool of herself by jumping out of her clothes in front of everyone and showing off her reddened skin. However, she could do at least one little thing to suggest that she wasn’t just fleeing Amanda’s presence. “How can I reach you once I’ve been able to think about it?”
Chris noticed with relief that Amanda actually seemed to cheer up at the request, even if just a little. There was still the possibility of Chris only asking out of politeness and never planning to actually use whatever way of communication she was offered.
Amanda turned to Berry. “Is it okay if I leave that to you?”
“Sure thing. Want to discuss it on our way back?”
Chris’ urgency to leave must have been really obvious, but she couldn’t afford worrying about that anymore.
“Yes, please. But now I have to go. Very… tired.”
There were a few more awkward goodbyes that made Chris regret the day she was born, and then, finally, she was back in the carriage with Berry, incessantly shuffling around on her seat in the vain hope that this would make it feel less like her skin was about to disintegrate in the slowest and most maddening way possible.
“Well, that could’ve gone better,” Berry said once they were airborne again. “Hope you don’t think we’re two perverted weirdos now. Don’t know if it helps, but we honestly thought you might be up for it, you being a bondage teacher and all. Of course we should’ve expected that it might be weird, what with you knowing Amanda already, so, yeah… sorry, I guess.”
Berry looked so crestfallen that Chris was close to just spilling the beans, and with them any chance of appearing like a rational adult. She didn’t, but she still had to cheer Berry up in some way. “Hey, no harm done. And I haven’t said that I won’t do it, just… today’s not a good day. I should be the one apologizing. I shouldn’t have come with you in the first place. We should’ve just met on a different day when I feel better.”
Berry gave her a sympathetic look. “Something the matter that you want to talk about?”
It was hard not to give in to those bright, earnest eyes. “No, it’s not a big deal. Just a little… me problem. Don’t worry about it.”
They spent a minute in silence while the city zoomed past beneath them. Chris had told Berry the address, so she assumed they were heading in the right direction. At their speed it should have only been a few more minutes, which was still several minutes longer than Chris expected she could sit still, but there was nothing to be done about it. Half to distract herself and half to clear things up, she started talking again.
“So, Amanda said something about you knowing how to contact her? Or the both of you?”
“Ah, sure, yes.” Berry seemed surprised, as if she had expected that Chris would “accidentally” forget to ask. “I work near where you hold your courses. You can meet me there. Wait, I’ll give you the address.”
Berry picked around in her pockets until she found a paper card which she handed to Chris. “That’s the place. I work until 8 on Monday, Wednesday and Friday. Tuesday and Thursday till 4, and Saturday till 12. If you want to meet, just be there five minutes after I’m done.”
“Central Mail Service,” Chris read. “Interesting. Are you a manager there?”
For a moment Berry had an unreadable expression on her face. “No. I’m a mailman, actually. It’s a good job for a bunny girl. You know, us being fast and all.”
“I see.”
It did explain a few things. The working hours, for once. Or why she was dressed in what looked like runner gear. It did, however, raise the big question why Berry was working a minimum wage job when she had a girlfriend who could probably afford to take over the entire mail service company if she felt like it.
However, it seemed like a topic that was both rather touchy and required much more time to get into, so Chris ignored it for the moment and instead focused on her gladness that the pegasus was already descending.
“Well then, thank you very much and I’ll see you soon,” Chris said once they had landed.
“I hope so.” Berry opened the door for her. “And once again, sorry for the awkward evening. And I hope you’ll feel better soon.”
“I will, don’t worry. Bye!”
A less abrupt goodbye would have been more diplomatic, but it already took everything Chris had not to sprint to her door. Or at least not while Berry could still see her. If she’d had any eyes for her surroundings, she would have noticed several of her neighbors staring at her and especially the pegasus. At this moment she didn’t care, though, that her arrival would fuel the local gossip for days to come. All she cared about was getting inside as quickly as possible.
The moment she was through the door, she all but tore her clothes off and dropped them wherever on her mad dash for the bathroom, furiously scratching herself. Angry red dots had spread all over her legs and her belly. A normal treatment wasn’t going to cut it anymore. She’d have to go for overkill.
Chris threw herself into the bathtub and gasped as the cold china touched her skin. She reached for the nearest bottle of lotion, ripped it open and unceremoniously poured it over herself.
The relief was instant. Chris’ moan echoed through the bathroom as the cool herbal tonic extinguished the maddening itch. She threw the now empty bottle away and rubbed the lotion all over herself with both hands. Her frantic movements didn’t stop until she was sure she had covered every little bit of her skin in copious amounts of lotion. Only then did she allow herself to lie back and bask in the sweet embrace of bliss.
For the next couple of minutes she just lay there, not even thinking about anything, just gratefully enjoying the calming effect of the lotion slowly sinking into her skin. At same later point she’d have to deal with the fact that her bathtub needed cleaning, and that she had just wasted a week’s worth of not so cheap lotion in a single go, but those were problems for future Chris. Present Chris regretted absolutely nothing.
That was, until she came down from her wave of bliss long enough for the memories of the evening to resurface. At this point she regretted a lot. Including, but not limited to, her entire existence.
Chris did her best to fight down the urge to wallow in self-pity for the rest of the night. She had been down that path often enough to know it didn’t lead anywhere she wanted to be. And it wasn’t all bad. Sure, her years-long crush thought that Chris had run away out of disgust for her sexual preferences, but…
Chris realized what she was doing and forced the thought out of her mind. This wasn’t helping. What’s done was done. At some point she’d be able to explain everything to Amanda. Or at least make her intentions a bit clearer. And this whole shit show had at least one little bright side: Amanda and Berry were convinced that Chris intended to ghost them, so it would be a positive surprise for them when she contacted them after all.
Which would, of course, imply that she took them up on their offer. Chris leaned back, closed her eyes and tried to think about it with an open mind.
Initially she had thought her job would be to teach Amanda how to better fuck another woman. Turned out, they actually wanted her to help another woman fuck Amanda. Chris still didn’t know what to feel about the fact that apparently Amanda was the bottom in the relationship, and went for the sensible option of simply ignoring it for the moment. She had enough of her own issues to figure out; she didn’t need those of other people in the mix.
It only concerned her insofar as that this meant she’d have to bind Amanda. More precisely, it would be her job to run ropes all over the naked body of an already aroused Amanda.
She hated herself for thinking like this. She wasn’t that needy and that lacking in self-respect that she’d take the job only for the cheap thrill of getting to touch her crush. No, if she was actually going to take the job, she’d have to take it fully aware that Amanda was forever out of her reach and it was going to stay a purely professional relationship.
Sure, as if she could do that.
It wasn’t even a case of destructive self-deprecation. Chris knew herself too well to fool herself. Just hearing Amanda’s name had been enough to stir up all these years-old feelings she had believed to have left behind. There was no way she could separate her feelings from this job. If she took it, she’d go right back to that limbo from back in school where she pined after Amanda while never having a chance for anything to come from it. Only that it would be a much hornier limbo this time, which didn’t necessarily make it better.
So the obvious choice was not to do it, right?
Well, except that this might well be her one chance to actually break through and support herself solely on her shibari skills. Her workshops might not be financial failures, but at the current rate it would take a decade before she could even think about quitting her day job. Never having to set a foot into that goddamn flower shop again did have its appeal. And with a bit of luck, the job with Amanda was a stepping stone to different gigs that also paid the bills and didn’t break her heart in the process.
Chris opened her eyes again and starred up at the ceiling. She was starting to get a bit cold, lying around all wet in the empty bath tub. Her skin seemed to have recovered for the most part, although a few red spots remained on her belly which might well take a day to fully heal.
And all those little discomforts were welcome distractions from the realization that both pathetic needy Chris and rational professional Chris had come up with the same answer. She might not be fully ready to face it yet, but in the end she’d take the job.

It didn’t take long for that end to arrive. To be precise, it took another six hours of binding flower wreaths. Yes, she was good at that job, and yes, Lilioideae, the shop owner, was a pleasant enough lady, but still. It was such a waste to tie up stalks of glorified weeds when she could have spent the same time studying how to tie up people.
And besides, she hadn’t left the countryside and her parents’ farm only to end up in a job where she tended to plants all day. No way she’d allow herself to let this opportunity with Amanda pass, her juvenile feelings be damned. She’d find a way to deal with this problem once it actually became a problem.
That left only the question if she should wait. It was a Thursday, meaning Berry was off work early, at the ideal time for Chris to meet her once she was done herself. But would she come off as desperate if she met her so soon? In her efforts to hide her skin condition, she had made such a big deal out of her having to think about things, and it hadn’t even been twenty-four hours yet. Hardly enough time to ponder anything of relevance. But if she didn’t meet with Berry real soon, they’d just get convinced that she was ghosting them and search for someone else. Which they might as well have been doing already.
In the end, the dilemma was a short-lived one. If Chris’ time in school had taught her anything, it was that trying to wait for the perfect moment never worked out. It always ended up with her overthinking things and missing every even remotely passable moment in the process. Not this time, though.
When her shift was over, Chris went straight for the make-shift dressing room in the back and picked up the lotion bottle she always kept there in case of emergencies. She slipped out of her leaf dress (the work uniform Lilioideae imposed on her, and another reason why Chris wouldn’t be sad to leave this shop behind for good) and applied a thin layer of lotion over her torso and especially the areas that were still a bit irritated from the day before.
After wearing the leaf dress for most of the day, she should have been good until midnight or so anyway, but better safe than sorry. Once that was done, Chris slipped into her trusty leather pants, threw her heavy leather jacket over her shirt, put on the cap to hide her antlers, slipped into her leather boots and headed out to meet Berry.

She had expected the “Central Mail Service” to be a post office, but instead Chris found herself in front of an ugly concrete block that clearly wasn’t designed for customers. By the looks of it, it was a pure distribution center, an intermediate storage for all kinds of mail before it was sent to its final destination.
The building had a massive gate, likely owing to the fact that it was mostly centaurs going in and out, laden with bags of letters and packages. Other than this obvious choice of postmen, there was a bunch of harpies buzzing around, carrying pieces of mail through the air. In her ten minutes of waiting in front of the building, Chris didn’t spot any species other than these two working there, but then again that was hardly an exhaustive study.
At precisely five past four, Berry left the building. She wore a different set of running clothes, her hair was bunched up in a giant pony tail, and she was sweating all over. She would have walked straight past her, if Chris hadn’t called out and stepped in her way.
“Chris?” Berry’s utterly puzzled look confirmed Chris’ suspicions that they hadn’t expected to ever see her again.
“The same. You said I could meet you after work. So, yeah. I’m here.” At this point Chris realized that for all the time she had wasted pondering a dilemma that wasn’t actually a dilemma, she hadn’t spent any real thought about what exactly she was going to say once she met Berry. Once again, her ability to make good life choices reared its head.
“I see.” Berry bit her lip, a gesture that had much more weight when you had slightly enhanced front teeth. “Truth be told, I didn’t expect I’d see you again so soon. Sorry that I’m looking like this.”
“No problem at all,” Chris said quickly. “And I don’t want to stop you if you want to go home first to freshen up.” She looked around, noticing the distinct lack of pegasi in the vicinity.
“Yeah, about that, I usually just run to Mandy’s place from here, so I can’t really take you with me.”
“Wait, you run? Don’t you live, like, on the other side of the city?”
Berry shrugged. “So what? I’m fast. For me it’s actually quicker than taking a unicorn. Bus connections are pretty bad in those posh districts, since everyone there is too rich to use public transport.”
“Still, impressive. I’d die if I had to run this far.”
“That’s nothing. I cross the city several times over on my shift. Running’s what I’m good at.” Berry wiped the sweat from her brows. “So, yeah, if you don’t mind, it would be easier if we just talked here. We can grab a coffee if you want. Unless, of course, if you just want to get this over with quickly.”
“No, no, coffee sounds great.” Chris saw no reason to hide her intentions any longer. If she came out right away, Berry wouldn’t have to feel like she was just wasting time before she got rejected. “In fact, I came here because… well, I thought about it and… I’m interested in your proposal. And I’m sure we can work something out that works for everyone.”
“Really?” Berry was obviously surprised, but at least if her tone of voice was to be believed, it was the pleasant kind of surprise. “We didn’t scare you off then?”
“No.” Chris forced herself to smile. “As I said, it just wasn’t a good day for me yesterday. It wasn’t your fault I was so… unsociable. Anyway, you were talking about coffee?”
“Sure, follow me.”

To Chris’ surprise, Berry lead her to a small booth. She would have expected her to frequent some fancy cafe. On second thought it made sense, though. Berry might look breathtaking with her wet sportswear sticking to her shiny sweaty body, but this kind of appearance wasn’t going to fly in any remotely posh establishment. Once again Chris wondered if Berry actually had access to any of Amanda’s money.
They got their coffees from a guy who Chris wasn’t sure of if he was a very tall dwarf or a very small yeti. The booth owner’s hairiness aside, though, he made some decent coffee. Leagues better than you would expect for the handful of coppers he charged. Berry insisted on treating her, and Chris saw no reason to refuse.
“Good to see you came around,” Berry said once they had made it to a bench a few steps away from the booth, where they could comfortably drink their coffee without other people listening in on their conversation. “Mandy will be happy to hear it. She was pretty worried after you left.”
“Yeah, sorry ‘bout that.” Chris took a sip to win some time. “So, where do we go from here? Do all three of us meet again, or...” She let the question hang unfinished, in the hope that Berry would pick up on it.
“I guess we could,” Berry said. “Then again...” She gave Chris an intense look over her own cup. “We could also speed things up. Stick to the original plan. If that’s okay with you, of course.”
“Original plan?”
“Right, we didn’t get that far. The original plan was to check out if you were interested in the job and if yes, do a small test session on Saturday.”
“A test session?” Chris was aware that parroting the main phrases of Berry’s sentences wasn’t the most intelligent contribution to the conversation, but her brain currently didn’t manage more than that.
“Yeah. Like, you come over and we do a little scene. Or, not even a scene. Just a bit of sex where we try out one or two bondage thingies. Nothing special, just so you get a feel for things and we can see if we’re all comfortable with it.”
Chris took another sip of her coffee. It seemed like Amanda and Berry were really sold on the idea already. Well, of course they were. They wouldn’t have contacted her with such an outrageous offer if they weren’t absolutely serious about it.
Berry seemed to take her momentary silence as her having second thoughts, because she quickly added “As I said, it doesn’t have to be this Saturday already. Or at all, if you’re not sure about it. And, of course, we’ll pay you for the entire day.”
Right, they hadn’t talked about money yet. Chris diplomatically asked Berry what pay they had in mind. Berry told her. Chris took a very long sip of coffee to hide her shock.
“Mandy thought it was a fair price. It’s not easy to find something to compare it do, since, you know, basically no one does exactly that. But we looked up the charges for some high-end escort services, and then Mandy added a bit more for your skills and for you not telling anyone about us. I’d say the price should cover everything.”
“Yes, it’s definitely fair,” Chris said when she couldn’t hide behind her coffee any longer. If she took the offer, she’d make more money in one day than her current job made in a month. And she had noticed Berry’s voice shaking a bit at the end. The bunny girl must have also been very aware that she was offering Chris amounts of money that she could never earn with her position as a simple mailman.
“More than fair, in fact. Honestly, I don’t know if I’m comfortable charging this much. I mean, I know my stuff, but we don’t even know if it works out. Like, if the test session gets awkward, I wouldn’t feel good taking so much money.”
“Then we’ll just have to do our best that it won’t get awkward.” Berry smiled at her. “Don’t overthink it. And especially don’t feel bad about the money. Believe me, Mandy won’t miss it.”
“I guess. But still...”
“I said don’t overthink it. But let’s not talk about money anymore. The real question is: Are you okay with this Saturday?”
Berry could insist on not overthinking the money as much as she wanted, it didn’t make the task any less impossible. Amanda was willing to spend this much money on her, even after that terrible impression she had made the day before. She could tell herself that it didn’t mean anything, that Amanda would spend the same amount on any other person willing to do the job, but that didn’t change how crazy high the sum was to Chris. If they were willing to spend this much on her, she owed them at the very least some spontaneity. It wasn’t like she’d had any big plans for Saturday anyway. Unless fretting over her feelings for Amanda counted as a plan.
“Sure.” Chris tried to sound as self-assured as possible. “When do you want me to be there? And what shall I bring?”
“I’d pick you up at two with the pegasus, if that’s okay. And you just gotta bring your ropes. And whatever else you need to tie people up. In theory we’ve got some ropes ourselves, but we’re completely clueless, so chances are they’re not very good.”
Chris wanted to assure her that it should be fine, when she remembered some of the ropes she had seen her students bring in for the first lesson. One would think that common sense would prevent you from buying ropes that were so thin that they cut into the skin if you applied any pressure at all. Or were so rough that you got rope burn just from looking at them.
One time a dwarf had brought a rope that looked just about the right strength to tow in a battle cruiser. It seemed there was no limit to the mistakes beginners made when buying their own rope. There was a reason Chris only let her students work with the materials she supplied herself.
“I’ll take a look at it, but yeah, I’ll bring my own collection, just to be safe. Other than that… is it okay if the ropes leave marks? No injuries, of course, but depending on the tie, the marks sometimes take a day or two to fully disappear. If that’s an issue, I could bring some pieces of cloth to put between the ropes and the skin.”
Berry smirked. “Not necessary. I like leaving my marks on her.”
Right. She had almost forgotten that Berry was the dominant one. Or at least the one on top. That whole dynamic was still a total mystery to her.
“Well, one thing less for me to pack, then,” Chris said with a nervous smile. “Okay, so, Saturday at two? From where I live?”
“Saturday at two, right from your door,” Berry confirmed and emptied her cup. She took Chris’ cup as well, to return them to the booth owner. “Looking forward to it. I really hope this works out. You seem nice enough, and I’d love to see more of you.”

There wasn’t much to say about the following one and a half days. At least not much that was productive. Chris spent pretty much every waking moment either dreading the date, or looking forward to it with guilty arousal, or questioning if she was on a path to become an overpaid sex worker.
The only thing she was sure of was that she was glad she had agreed to Saturday. A later date would have only extended this period of existential uncertainty, to the point where she’d have to fear for her sanity.

Predictably, she barely slept during the night to Saturday. Three cups of coffee over the course of the morning fought the tiredness down, but only made her nerves flutter even more. Looking back, she had no idea what she did between waking up and two in the afternoon. She remembered that time seemed to not move at all, but she couldn’t really have spent six hours doing nothing but double checking if she had packed everything, right?
To be fair, she ended up packing a lot more than just her ropes and every rope-care kit she might conceivably need. From the way Berry had talked about a “small session” and the fact that it started in the afternoon,  she guessed that they would be done by evening and then she’d simply go home, but she couldn’t be sure.
A professional adult would have thought about asking Berry such an important question, but since she apparently was no professional adult, she was forced to plan for all eventualities, which meant packing another set of clothes, her hygiene stuff and, of course, the herbal lotion.
She half drowned herself in the stuff around noon, just to make absolutely sure her skin would hold out no matter how long the date would take. She still needed to take some extra, though, in case she ended up staying overnight.
It was a relief when the rustling of giant winds and a soft thump signaled the arrival of the pegasus. With a last check that she really had everything, Chris shouldered her two bags and went out to meet Berry, who was in a splendid mood.
“Didn’t know you needed that much stuff to tie people up,” she said as she helped Chris load the bags into the carriage.
“You usually don’t. But I thought, better safe then sorry. Can’t risk anything when you’re paying me so much for everything to go perfectly.”
“Commendable. But don’t feel too pressured to perform. The goal is to have fun, and that goes for you as well.” Berry sat down beside Chris and let the pegasus take off. She wore a small red top with very obviously no bra beneath it.
It was such a pity that Berry wasn’t the one being tied up. Those breasts would have been perfect. There were so many fancy ties that didn’t work, or at least didn’t look good on most people, but Berry’s body would have been the perfect canvas. It was so easy to imagine an intricate harness of ropes hugging her curves and…
Chris guiltily suppressed these thoughts. Even if Berry had chosen her outfit specifically to look sexy, that sexiness was for the benefit of Amanda, not hers.
“I’ll do my best. I’m just a little nervous. It’s my first time after all. I mean, I’ve tied up lots of people, of course, but never in such a… setting. I don’t want to fuck it up.”
“Just act like you did back when you gave me the demonstration and you’re fine. And it’s also the first time for us to have a third person there when we do it. We’ll all figure it out together.”

Once again the flight took only a few minutes. Not enough to completely calm Chris’ nerves, but Berry was doing her best. The bunny girl expected nothing but a fun afternoon, and her good mood was infectious.
Chris felt much more at ease when they arrived at Amanda’s mansion. That was, until she got confronted with Amanda, who was wearing a barely closed bathrobe and very clearly nothing else. A fact that became even more clear when she swooped over to Chris and hugged her.
“So good you came back! I thought we’d chased you away for good.”
Chris awkwardly reciprocated the hug, hoping against hope that no one would notice how hot her face got. She muttered something along the lines of “’course you didn’t”.
“Do you want something to drink? Coffee? Tea? Or something stronger?”
Chris settled for tea. Her heart was pounding enough without another coffee, and alcohol sounded way too risky. She was having a hard enough time keeping her thoughts straight as it was.
While Berry prepared the tea, Amanda and Chris sat down in the living room. Amanda’s robe was held together with only a loosely knotted band at belly height. That had been enough to keep her somewhat decent while she was standing, but when she sat down it opened so far that it just barely covered the naughtiest bits.
“We often don’t wear anything when it’s just the two of us,” Amanda said, having clearly noticed Chris’ gaze. “I just quickly threw something over so I wouldn’t flash you right after coming through the door.”
“I see,” Chris said, doing her best to keep her eyes on Amanda’s face. Not that her pretty face was less distracting, especially when she had this relaxed grin on her lips. Chris once again felt the heat rising in her cheeks when she said “It’s your house. Do whatever you’re comfortable with.”
Amanda’s grin got wider, showing off her sharp white teeth. “Well, if you don’t mind.” She slipped out of her bathrobe.
As much as Chris tried to keep her eyes straight, it was impossible not to notice how dark Amanda’s nipples were on her perfectly hand-sized breasts. Or that the patch of hair between her legs was of the same gold as her flowing hair.
“You can get comfortable, too,” Amanda offered, lounging back into the couch and crossing her legs.
“I’m comfortable,” Chris said quickly. “Do you want me to...”
“I want you to feel right at home, nothing more, nothing less.”
In that moment Berry returned to the living room “Ah, we’re at that stage already?” she asked as she set down the tea. “Perfect. High time I got out of these.” With a swift motion she lost her top. Seconds later her pants followed, showing off her perfectly shaved crotch to the world.
Berry let herself fall down on the couch next to Amanda, who put her hand on her thigh right away. Chris didn’t have any illusions that the two of them didn’t notice how flustered she was. They might be nice enough not to say anything, but their amused grins spoke volumes. In an attempt to reestablish her professionalism, she asked “So, what exactly did you have in mind for today?”
“Getting right to it, huh?” Amanda winked at her over her tea. “What do you say, Berry? You’re the one with the plan.”
“I thought, for our first time we should stay here, in the living room. Let Chris get a feel for it before we take it outside.”
“Do you usually… do it… outside?” Chris couldn’t stop herself from asking.
“When we’re doing a real scene, usually yes,” Amanda said. “Another reason why the perception field was such a valuable investment.”
“It’s not my fault you’re getting this loud,” Berry teased her.
“It’s not? I’m pretty sure I only get loud because of the things you do to me.”
“Are you saying it’s my fault you can’t control yourself?”
“Maybe?”
Berry took Amanda’s chin and made her face her. “I think it’s time I put you into your place again.”
Chris was almost through her cup of tea already. She had no idea if she should say something or not. Amanda and Berry acted like they were oblivious to her presence. On the one hand it was good that they were this comfortable around her. On the other, she got strong get-a-room vibes, only that they had already gotten a room and Chris had somehow ended up inside of it as well.
The last of her tea evaporated when Berry pulled Amanda in for a kiss that seemed to go on forever. Chris found that the jealous sting wasn’t as bad as she had feared, but that might have only been because she was too flustered to feel anything else. Her cheeks were burning up as she tried not to get affected by these two gorgeous naked women making out right in front of her.
“I think it’s time you got your collar,” Berry whispered when their lips finally parted again.
Amanda stood up and left the room. Chris’ eyes followed her, mesmerized by the movements of her firm butt cheeks and her wagging tail.
“You okay?” Berry asked, sounding far too amused. “You look like you could fry eggs on your face.”
“I’m sorry,” Chris said immediately. She tried to hide behind her tea again, only to get reminded that her cup was empty already.
“Don’t be. I bet this is far more awkward for you than it is for us. The only question is: Are you ready to go on? That’s your last chance to leave before the action starts for real.”
“No, I’m fine.”
As if quitting had been an option at this point. Chris knew, if she left now, she’d lie awake every day for the rest of her life, fantasizing about what could have happened.
“Great. Now then...” Berry stood up as well and walked to the middle of the room. The movements of her curvy body were a feast for the eyes. “You surely know some rope thingy that brings out the ass.”
Chris didn’t know if she was supposed to follow Berry, so she just turned around on the couch and looked at her over the backrest. “What exactly do you mean with ‘bring out’? I know a few harnesses that frame it, or squeeze it, or whatever. Do you have anything special in mind?”
“I thought of something like this...”
Berry went down on her knees and then lowered her upper body to the floor until her ample butt was the only thing up in the air. Her back flexibility was enviable.
“I want her to stay like this. And I want to spank her, so if you know some ass tie that works for that, that would be great. And maybe bind her hands as well so she can’t wriggle away.”
It felt as if a hot hand was squeezing Chris’ lower belly. She had spent so many years worshiping Amanda in her mind for how absolutely everything about her was perfect, and now she was to assist in her getting spanked in such a humiliating position. It felt so wrong. And yet, there was something so deliciously naughty about this wrongness.
“I guess a peach box tie would work. It’s a bit like rope pants. They frame the cheeks really well and apply enough pressure to push them out, but they shouldn’t get in the way too much.” Chris was glad that her expertise allowed her mouth to work without her conscious input. Which was good, because her mind was fully occupied with imagining what her words meant in the concrete case of Amanda.
“Sure, why not, you’re the expert.” Berry got up again. “As long as it looks good and it works, I’m happy. Just don’t give her too much slack. She tends to struggle a lot. Don’t you, Mandy?”
“Only when you make me.”
Unbeknownst to Chris, Amanda had returned. She had put on a black leather choker that looked uncomfortably tight. It had a length of chain running around it that joined in an iron ring at the front. Chris’ stomach somersaulted as she realized that it was made to be an attachment point for a choking leash.
“Oh I will make you.” Berry hooked her finger into that ring on Amanda’s collar and pulled her closer. Amanda gasped as the chain tightened and pulled the leather tight enough to choke her. “Only this time you won’t be able to struggle.”
“We’ll see about that.” Amanda playfully tried to bite Berry’s hand, but her girlfriend dodged easily and increased the tension on the choker for a few seconds before letting Amanda breathe again. She turned to Chris. “Time to get out the ropes!”
“Sure!” Chris’ face was burning up, to the point that she heard a faint tingle in her ears when she got up and opened the bag with the ropes. She wasn’t going to make it through the afternoon without the memories of this encounter haunting her. Then again, she wasn’t sure if that was a bad thing.
“These are the two basic kinds of rope to start of with,” Chris said, presenting Amanda with the same choice of the bamboo rope and the hemp one that she had given Berry a couple of days ago. “They work equally well, but feel a lot different.”
Amanda didn’t reach for the samples. She just looked at Berry, who tested both of them between her fingers.
“This one, definitely,” Berry decided without a second thought.
“You sure? Hemp might be a bit rough for a beginner when it gets to the more… intimate areas.”
“She likes it rough. Don’t you, Mandy?”
Instead of an answer Amanda, bared her teeth in a giant grin and tried to bite Berry again.
“See? And if she doesn’t want to chafe, she’ll just have to keep still for once.”
With her heart pounding, Chris put the samples down and took out a ten meter piece of hemp rope. “Okay, Amanda, put your arms in front of your body and lock your fingers like this. Very good.”
“Isn’t that rope kinda overkill for simple handcuffs?” Berry asked when Chris wrapped it around Amanda’s wrists, fiddling to make sure the trailing ends wouldn’t tangle.
“I’m going for something better than cuffs. And prettier.”
Chris slowly worked upwards. There were many techniques for an armbinder tie, but most of them fixed the arms either behind the back or to the sides of the body. It wasn’t easy to fix the arms in front with sufficiently firm ropework without putting the wrong kind of tension on the elbows.
Of course she could have just gone for simple cuffs and called it a day, but for this kind of money they deserved nothing but the best. Besides, after so many years of fantasizing about it, she actually had Amanda’s naked body to do with as she pleased. And there was an armbinder technique she had always wanted to try out. With a bit of luck, Amanda’s breasts might just be big enough to make it work. With a bit of luck and some less then gentle assistance, that was.
“What I have in mind is a bit more advanced. I guarantee, it’s perfectly save, but it might put an uncomfortable amount of pressure on your chest. If it gets too much, say so immediately and we’ll go for something else.”
“Don’t worry about it.” Amanda straightened up, pushing her chest out. “I can take a bit of punishment.”
Chris tried to stay professional. She really did. But Amanda’s cocky words and the soft yet firm feeling of her breasts when Chris wrapped the rope around their base… how could she not get aroused? Once this was over, she really, really needed to get herself off. Hell, depending on how this session went, she might have to excuse herself to the bathroom before it was over, just so she could keep a somewhat clear head.
Even with Amanda’s attitude, she did let out a sharp gasp when Chris pulled the rope taut and its rough surface squeezed her breasts into shape, making them bulge.
“Everything okay?”
“Yes. It’s just… interesting.” Amanda shook her upper body and bit her lip at the sensation. Her breasts barely followed the movement, being held firmly in place by the boob cuffs. The little freedom they had got directly translated into friction against the rough rope.
“It will get even tighter in the final tie,” Chris said. She found it hard to look Amanda in the eyes, but lowering her gaze meant staring directly at her bound breasts and those deliciously protruding dark nipples.
“Looking forward to it.” Amanda’s voice had taken on a deeper, raunchier tone, and Chris couldn’t help notice the change in her smell. Amanda was clearly getting aroused herself.
Chris continued wrapping the rope around Amanda’s upper arms. The idea was genius both in how effective and how naughty it was: Forcing the arms together put too much strain on the elbows. That was, unless you used the breasts to cushion the arms. This way, any excess strain didn’t end up in the elbows, but worked to constrict the breasts even more.
When Chris was finished, there was not the tiniest bit of sag left in Amanda’s boobs. They had taken on a healthy rosy color under all this pressure, and even her hard nipples seemed to have grown bigger, stretched out over the now firm flesh.
“That looks amazing,” Berry said from behind. “Can I play with them? It looks like it’d be so much fun.”
Chris had to agree. Amanda’s bulging breasts screamed to be fondled. The mere thought of how Amanda would moan if she were to tease those exposed nipples was almost too much for Chris to bear. Sadly, that would overstep the boundaries of her job. But it wasn’t like her own fun was already over.
“You could, but it might be safer to wait until I’m done. She can still move her arms forward as a whole, and if she does that, the whole tie might come undone. Once the armbinder is connected to the peach tie, that won’t be possible anymore.”
“Pity,” Berry said. “But I guess I can wait a few more minutes.”
Chris took the next length of room and walked around Amanda. She crouched down so Amanda’s perfect ass was right in front of her. “The next part is mainly optics, but it’s also a handy way to fully immobilize your arms. And it will add some stimulation.”
“No need to sell me on it. Go for it!” Amanda shook her butt seductively in Chris’ face. Surely it was just meant as a joke, but being this aggressively flirted with made Chris feel hotter than even the sight of Amanda’s bound breasts had been able to.
Chris lead the rope around Amanda’s waist. “Just a heads-up: I’ll have to touch you a bit down here while I do the tie.”
“Good. I could really do with some fondling by now.”
It’s just sexy banter, Chris kept telling herself, it’s just sexy banter, it doesn’t mean anything…
She tried to concentrate only on the task at hand, which in this case was only marginally less distracting than Amanda’s carefree sexiness. At least the peach tie was one of the easier ties, even with the additional loop to make sure there was no undue pressure on the tail.
Since Berry’s goal was spanking, Chris went for an open version that left the main area of the cheeks unobstructed, only framing them with a big diamond knot each. If you pulled the ropes tight enough, it was still enough to constrict the cheeks and push them out a bit, although Amanda’s butt was so firm already that it was hard to have any effect on it without a significant helping of violence.
Another feature of this version was that one of the knots rested directly on the anus, which, especially with this coarse rope, might get real interesting for Amanda if she tried to move around.
To finish it off, Chris pushed the two loose ends through Amanda’s legs, to both sides of her crotch, and joined them with the wrist part of the armbinder.
“Are you sure it’s a good idea to fix her hands right there? I don’t want her playing with herself when I go at her.”
“I wish.” Amanda wiggled her arms as much as she could, which was basically nothing at all. “I can’t even properly rub myself like this. And this fucking knot destroys my ass if I try.”
Chris had a perfect view of Amanda’s problem. With her fingers joined like that, she had no way of getting at her pussy, even though the sides of her hands were resting directly on it. She might have still been able to pleasure herself if the tie allowed just a tiny bit more movement, alas it didn’t.
And the knot might really be going a bit too far. So far Chris had only used this tie on people who still had their underwear on, and even then only with smooth rope. Having that coarse knob rub directly against her sensitive back entrance must be really intense.
“I can undo the knot and go for a different tie if it’s too much.”
“It’s fine. She can take it. Can’t you?”
“I can take anyth-” Amanda’s sentence cut off into a loud howl.
Startled, Chris jumped back up on her feet, only to find that the source of Amanda’s anguish was Berry pinching her exposed nipples.
“Amazing,” Berry said as she kept rolling Amanda’s nipples between her fingers, eliciting more anguished howls from her girlfriend. “And here I thought tit play wouldn’t do anything for you.” She let go, allowing Amanda to compose herself.
“Fuck, does it hurt this much for you when I bite your nipples? No wonder you don’t let me do it.”
“Don’t give me ideas.” Berry dragged her nails over Amanda’s taut breasts, drawing out a whine that resonated with Chris’ very soul.
Her immediate instinct was that she had to protect Amanda from this abuse. She might have actually spoken up or even done something real stupid if she was still the same Chris from school. Thank God she had become enough of an adult since then to recognize that Amanda was free to enjoy herself in any matter she saw fit.
Still, it was impossible to be unphased by a whine like that. You’d have to be a heartless bastard not to get your protector instinct activated by it. But it wasn’t a helpless puppy making these noises. It was Amanda. And as Berry kept abusing her now oversensitive breasts, Chris realized that she actually got aroused seeing this strong, sexy werewolf crying out in torment, stomping her feet in an attempt to manage the pain, and yet make no attempt to escape it.
And while all her fantasies with Amanda so far had been about how she wanted to worship her and see to her every pleasure, Chris caught herself questioning if maybe she would like that herself, to have Amanda this helpless in front of her, with the permission to do with her whatever she wanted…
“I’m going to have a lot of fun with them later, but your ass needs some love, too. Get down!”
“Yes, Berry.”
Amanda’s voice sent shivers down Chris’ spine. It was hoarse and filled with pure, unapologetic lust, while at the same time carrying a deep submission. If someone said her name in this tone, Chris was sure she’d cream her panties immediately.
Amanda carefully got down on her knees, hissing at the friction this movement caused on her ass. Chris had expected Berry to help her girlfriend lie down, but Amanda slowly bent over on her own until her head was resting on the floor, her ass still up in the air. The whole progress must have taken more core strength then Chris would ever have in her life, and yet she had made it look so easy.
Berry stepped behind her and lifted Amanda’s tail. She turned to Chris. “Can you do something so this thing won’t get in the way?”
Chris swallowed hard. “Maybe. It depends. How sensitive is it?”
Chris had worked with many kinds of species, but there were too many of them, and too many differences between them that greatly affected the shibari possibilities to keep them all in mind. And this was even without taking into account all the personal preferences.
Cat people for instance were all but infamous for how pissed they got if someone so much as breathed onto their tails, and yet Chris had once had a particularly kinky cat girl in one of her seminars who had liked nothing more than to weave tight rope corsets around hers. On the other hand, most lizard people only realized they had caught their tail in the door when they found themselves unable to take a step forward, and yet there were some individuals who were very protective of their tails. Chris had learned long ago that asking one time too often was far better than trying to keep everything in mind and getting it wrong anyway.
“Oh, pretty sensitive, I’d say. It drives her crazy every time I pull it.”
“I see,” Chris said, unable to decide if the mental picture of Berry pulling Amanda’s tail was very disturbing or very sexy. “The classical approach would be a hair tie, but if she’s too sensitive for that, I can keep it up with two or three loose loops as well.”
Berry’s eyes glittered. “What would this hair tie look like?”
“Well, I’d trap both her hair and her tail in a conjoined knot. It looks real good, but it’s only effective if you put enough tension in, so it would pull on both her hair and her tail pretty much all the time.”
Amanda gasped at those words. Berry caressed one of her perfectly exposed ass cheeks. “What’s that, Mandy? Was that a yes?”
“Let’s try it.”
From her lust-drunken voice, it was impossible to say if Amanda was still able to judge how much she could really take, but there was at least no mistaking her intentions. She really, really wanted this.
“Okay. But again, please tell me right away if it’s too much.”
“It won’t be.”
Chris hoped Amanda knew what she was doing. She got some doubts when she wrapped the first loops of rope around her tail and Amanda’s breathing immediately fastened. It felt far too good to work with this fluffy tail, but at the same time it was impossible not to appreciate how sensitive it was.
Many people needed to braid their hair, or at least put it into one big pony tail, before a hair tie was possible. Not so Amanda. Her hair was so strong and thick, the rope caught around it like it was an additional limb. And it was so long that it wasn’t really a case of joining it with the tail via the rope. Instead, Chris could take both the hair and the tail and weave them into one big fluffy tube connecting Amanda’s head with her butt, held together with an intricate network of rope that seamlessly blended in with the hair.
When Chris tightened the tie to finish it up, it forced Amanda’s head up and back to relieve the tension. Or at least some of the tension, since the whole point of the tie was to make it impossible to escape the pull.
“Everything okay?” Chris asked after checking that every knot was firmly in place.
Amanda’s breaths came in sharp bursts. “Fuck, that’s crazy,” she moaned. “I’m dying here. That hair tie is fucking evil.”
“Too much?” Chris reached for the knots, but Amanda stopped her.
“I… I can take it for now. But it’s really, really crazy. And my breasts are killing me. You fucked them up real good, and now I’m lying on them with all my weight. Do you have any idea how much they ache?”
“No,” Berry said and Chris could hear the smirk in her voice. “But I’m very interested to learn. Please tell me about it in all the juicy details.”
“Wait a second, I’ll check if everything’s okay.” Chris lay down before Amanda and put her head to the floor so she could see under her. Amanda’s poor breasts were indeed crushed from all sides. They still had the same rosy color, though. “I need to see if the circulation still works. Please tell me if you feel anything.”
Chris tried and failed not to think about what she was doing as she reached under Amanda and dragged her fingers over these firmly squeezed breasts.
“I feel it! God, I feel it!” Amanda panted heavily, her hot breath blowing directly into Chris’ face.
“I’m sorry,” Chris said, immediately pulling her fingers back.
“Don’t be.” Amanda grinned at her, still breathing heavily. Sweat was beginning to form on her forehead. In this moment she truly was the sexiest woman on the planet. What Chris would have given to kiss her!
“Everything’s in order,” Chris tried to keep up her professionalism. “In theory it should be safe to keep this tie up for hours.”
“Hours?” Amanda’s laugh was bordering on insanity. “I didn’t take you to be such a sadistic bitch. If I’d known that you were this twisted back in high school…”
Chris gasped involuntarily. Had Amanda really just implied that Chris might have always had a chance with her?
“Language!” Berry’s admonishment cut through Chris’ musings. “You’ll treat Chris with respect and not use any foul language with her. Otherwise I might really keep you like this for a few hours.”
“I’m sorry I called you a sadistic bitch,” Amanda said obediently, but her voice was still dripping with sarcasm. “I highly value you and your work. It’s so nice of you to make me pull my own tail and to make me feel like my tits are going to explode any second now.”
“You’re welcome.” Chris felt incredibly corny saying it, but she couldn’t stop herself.
“Time to take your mind off your tits, then.” Berry’s hand connected with Amanda’s ass with a loud smack.
“Fuck!” Amanda growled. Chris saw her face twist in pain from up close.
The next slap was even harder. The impact shook through Amanda’s body, pushing her forward.
“Argh! Stop!”
Berry, who had already raised her hand for the next spank, stopped immediately. “What’s the matter? Are you okay?”
“Kinda.” Amanda tried to compose herself, which wasn’t easy with her head locked back and her being almost unable to move as a whole. “But if you push me like this, I’ll seriously rub my nipples bloody on that carpet.”
“So, no spanking, then?”
Amanda took a few deep breaths. “The spanking’s not the problem. Just the push.”
“You can’t have a spanking without pushing. Even I know this much physics. Don’t worry, I’ll find another way to play with you.”
“Wait.” Chris got to her feet. “I think there should be a way to do it.”
“Do you know how to bind her to floor so she can’t slide anymore?” Berry asked.
“No, I don’t think that’s possible without some serious magic. But you could spank her with this.” Chris offered Berry another length of rope, a shorter one this time. “You can’t create much force with just a rope, so it shouldn’t push her forward. But if you swing it quickly enough, it should sting quite bit.”
“I take my apology back. You really are a sadistic bitch.”
Chris giggled nervously. It was all so surreal. And it felt so good. Tying Amanda up, coming up with ideas… sure, she was doing it all for Berry’s benefit,  but she was actively participating. It was almost as if she, too, was having sex with Amanda.
Berry took the rope and doubled it up. “I told you about swearing to Chris. I’ll show you what happens to foul-mouthed doggies.”
The rope hit Amanda’s ass cheek with a frighteningly loud snap. With her already firm butt being stretched even more by the peach tie, there was not a single ounce of softness to cushion the blow. Amanda yelped almost as loudly, but as Chris had predicted, the only moving she did was due to her own twitching.
“Fuck, that stings!”
Chris believed her. A red loop was already forming on Amanda’s cheek, perfectly tracing the line the rope had hit.
“Language!” Berry let the rope fly again, this time hitting the other cheek.
Amanda whined. She instinctively tried to twitch away, which only ended in her pulling her own tail, making her whine even more.
“How is it?” Berry asked. “Still rubbing off your nipples?”
“My breasts are still killing me,” Amanda said once she had caught her breath. “But in a fun way. Maybe. You have no idea how intense this is.”
“I’m afraid that’s your problem. And if there’s no further complaints…”
The rope didn’t stop raining down on Amanda’s ass for quite some time. Her whines became a continuous howling that went up in volume until it completely filled Chris’ ears, drowning out even the snaps of the impacts.
At first it was possible to follow the growing network of crossing red lines running across Amanda’s cheeks, but soon the lashes became too many to separate them. Her ass turned a homogeneous red, with darker splotches where particularly cruel strikes had made her cry out. There was no way her ass wouldn’t end up bruised all over. Even just sitting down wouldn’t be easy for Amanda for the next couple of days.
Several times Chris caught herself chewing her knuckles, a nervous tick she had believed to have left behind since her teenage years. She could no longer pretend that seeing Amanda abused like this wasn’t a huge turn on. Her panties were soaked. She was still torn if she wanted to cuddle Amanda, comfort her, tell her everything was going to be okay, or if she wanted to pick up the rope herself and torture Amanda’s abused ass, reveling in the knowledge that these sexy howls were all her doing.
When Berry finally relented, Amanda’s eyes were glistening with tears of pain, and she kept shaking for minutes afterwards. Chris couldn’t blame her. She could almost feel the heat radiating from that shining red ass. She knew from experience how much even one snap of the rope could sting if there was enough speed behind it. She would have broken down crying after at most a tenth the lashes Amanda had stomached, and yet the werewolf still looked almost composed. Chris had to admire her strength and endurance.
“Have you learned your lesson?” Berry let the rope cut through the air again. She didn’t even aim to hit, but the sound was enough to make Amanda flinch.
“I guess.” Despite her still heaving breaths, Amanda managed something almost like a growl.
“You’d better. I didn’t plan to hit you this much, but your ass looks so fucking inviting between these ropes. I just couldn’t help myself. And you better believe I’d have a lot of fun having another go at it.”
“Be my guest.” The words were a hoarse whisper that went straight into Chris’ crotch.
“I could.” Berry let the rope fly once more. The loop connected with full force right where a dark bruise was already forming, eliciting a loud shriek from Amanda. “But I got pretty hot playing with your ass, and I think you should do something about that.”
Berry dropped the rope and went to the front of Amanda. She sat down on the ground, her legs spread, so Amanda’s head would have rested right in her crotch if she lowered it. She kept trying to do so, even when these attempts were quickly thwarted by the tension it created on her tail.
“Aw, come on,” Amanda whined, her eyes fixated on Berry’s glistening pussy, so near and yet unreachable.
“Look how much fun I had playing with your ass.” Berry wiped her fingers over her folds, bringing them up drenched in her juices.
Amanda opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue, but Berry intentionally avoided her, instead smearing her juices all over Amanda’s lips and under her nose.
“You like that? Want more?”
“Please!” Amanda’s whining got more urgent. Her tongue lapped across her lips, trying to catch every last drop.
Chris didn’t know what to do with herself anymore. It was impossible to stand still while this spectacle of pure sex was going on in front of her. The need to join in became overwhelming. She wanted to kiss Amanda, to do anything with her invitingly bound body to relief her tension. Hell, her raging need would have been content to get on the floor herself and lap at Berry’s pussy, see if her juices tasted as good as that sweetly smell which had begun to permeate the entire room suggested.
But even if she stayed professional and not joined the two lovers in any undue way, her body still demanded of her to take care of her urges in some way. She desperately wanted to get out of these uncomfortable clothes. She wasn’t a machine. How could these two expect her to watch all this and not get affected by it?
Of course she still held herself back. It just wouldn’t do for her to start masturbating when she was here to do a job. Even as it became pure torture to be surrounded by this much sex without being able to take part in it.
Berry got her fingers all sticky again and held them just out of reach of Amanda’s desperate tongue. “Think you’ve earned it, yet?”
Amanda let out another whine. “What do you think?” It was obvious how hard she had to bite back a sarcastic remark. Chris could relate too well with this glimmer of longing shining in Amanda’s eyes.
“Good girl.” Berry thrust her fingers into Amanda’s mouth, who immediately started eagerly sucking them. “I think you’ve earned yourself a little treat. Chris, would you free her hair? I need her head down here.”
“Sure,” Chris said automatically.
Undoing the hair tie took longer than usual, and not just because Chris’ agitated state made her fumble a bit. Amanda sharply sucked in air whenever Chris touched her tail, so she made sure to take her time and undo the knots in the gentlest way she could. That this also extended the time Chris spent running her fingers through Amanda’s beautiful hair was pure coincidence.
The moment the main knot came undone and the tension was gone, Amanda’s head fell forward, right into Berry’s waiting crotch, where she started lapping away at it immediately and rather noisily. Between that and Berry’s moan, it was hard for Chris to concentrate on the task at hand, but a part of the rope was still tangled up with Amanda’s hair and she did her best to get it out.
Chris had expected to get stuck watching Amanda eat Berry out for an uncomfortably long time, but in fact she had barely finished undoing the rope when Berry already came.
It was rather understated, as orgasms went. Her moans cut out and she only gasped a few times as her body shook. But by the way she closed her eyes, the corners of her slightly parted lips curling upwards, the way she clutched at her own breasts, it was clear that she was deeply enjoying it despite her muted response.
When Berry was done, she slid back, just enough to be out of reach of Amanda’s still frantically licking tongue. She took a few seconds to recover, but not more than that before she got up and addressed Chris. “Can we turn her around while she’s like this? So she’s lying on her back?”
“I guess?” Chris said, caught unaware by the question. “The tie should hold without any issue.”
“Good. Got a hand for a second?”
Berry crouched down beside Amanda, laying both hands on her shoulder, ready to roll her over. After making sure she had understood her correctly, Chris crouched down as well and took Amanda’s hip to stabilize her lower half. Or that was that she had intended to do, until she realized that this would mean touching Amanda’s bruised and still very hot ass. From up close she could make out all the details of the abraded skin, the traces of the countless impacts. That had to hurt pretty badly still, and once again Chris was awed by Amanda’s pain tolerance. 
Since the hips seemed far too risky, Chris instead grabbed Amanda by the side and her upper thigh. It was barely less intimate, but at least she wasn’t going to cause Amanda any more pain with her touch. As alluring as that might have been.
Amanda groaned when they turned her around. Every movement rubbed the tightly bound coarse ropes over her already irritated skin, and she definitely didn’t appreciate having to lie on her abused ass.
“How’s your tits feeling?” Berry ran her fingers over Amanda’s compressed breasts. Even though she seemed to not apply any pressure at all, Amanda immediately started howling again.
“Awful!” she whined. “Like they’ll explode any minute now.”
“What does the expert say?” Berry asked, turning back to Chris. “Are they still doing okay?”
The pink color of Amanda’s breasts had turned a shade darker, but they were still far from even beginning to get concerned over.
A thought flickered through Chris’ mind: She had the option to lie. She could claim that Amanda’s circulation was having issues and they needed to undo the bondage. Neither of the two had enough experience to call her bullshit, and doing so would save Amanda a lot of pain and discomfort. What happened next was completely up to her, and this knowledge made it all the sweeter when she dutifully said “Circulation seems to be fine and there’s no signs of bruising. From a health perspective, it should be no problem to keep her like this.”
“That’s what I wanted to hear.” Berry shuffled over until she was kneeling right over Amanda’s head, as if she wanted to prepare the next oral session. However, for now she was only focused on Amanda’s juicy dark nipples. “You know, I always thought it was a pity that your breasts are so insensitive. I want to get a real reaction when I do something like this.”
She rolled Amanda’s nipples between her fingers. It got a reaction, alright. Amanda struggled against her bonds, howling like a wounded puppy. However, the only part of her she could really move were her legs, and kicking around would only rub the knotted rope of the peach tie into her ass. She did it anyway, since it was her only way to vent even some of the pain.
“That’s more like it.” Berry let go and gave Amanda a few moments to compose herself. “Want me to continue?”
Amanda managed a snarl. “Can I stop you?”
“No.” Berry let her fingers hover over Amanda’s nipples again. “But would you even want to?”
“Is it fun, torturing my tits?”
“Oh yes. So much fun.”
“Then go for it!”
“Good doggy!”
Chris was biting her knuckles again, but this time she was doing it to hide how erratic her breathing had become. She only hoped Berry wouldn’t ask anything of her. If she opened her mouth right now, it would be impossible to hide her arousal.
She kept biting when Amanda’s agonized howls filled her ears again. It was all she could do not to rub one out right then and there. Maybe the scene would have been easier to bear if she had looked away, but then she would have still heard Amanda’s howls, and it was impossible to avert her eyes anyway. She was mesmerized by the creative ways Berry found to torment Amanda’s breasts with her nimble fingers.
Pinching her nipples was just the start. She prodded Amanda’s trapped breasts, scratched at them, pinched them all over, even slapped them with her open palm, making Amanda cry out loudly. She didn’t give her girlfriend a moment’s rest, always attacking her from different angles to make sure she couldn’t get used to the sensations.
When Berry finally relented, Amanda kept whimpering, no doubt still tortured by the constant ache. After catching her breath, though, she found the strength to ask “Satisfied?”
“Very,” Berry purred. “Playing with you got me all pent up again.”
“Let me do something about it, then.”
Berry lowered her hips. Amanda raised her head, but try as she might, Berry kept herself high enough that Amanda couldn’t reach her glistening pussy.
“You want this, don’t you?” Berry teased her.
“Of course I do!”
“What would you do for the permission to eat me out?”
Amanda growled. “Whatever you want.”
“And if I want to spank your tits with the rope?”
Chris scraped her knuckle when her teeth slipped. Had she heard that correctly? Berry couldn’t have actually suggested that, right?
Berry turned to Chris, having noticed her shock. “Would it be possible to do that? Or would it seriously hurt her?”
Chris swallowed hard, trying once again not to let her vivid imagination get the better of her. “It shouldn’t do any serious damage as long as you don’t overdo it,” she said slowly. “But it would hurt like hell.”
“Don’t worry, I’d only do it once or twice. I just want do see what it does. But it’s Mandy’s choice anyway.”
Amanda whimpered. “I don’t think I can do it. It hurts so bad already.”
“It’s okay,” Berry said, gentle stroking Amanda’s cheek. “Just lie back then and enjoy the show.”
Berry slipped her other hand between her legs. This time she made no attempt to suppress her wanton moans as she fingered her wet folds with abandon. She kept her legs spread, maybe also for better access, but mostly so Amanda would have a good view.
Amanda’s eyes were glued to the shiny pussy so close to her. She kept furiously licking her lips and shifting uneasily, as if she was in great discomfort. Which she had to be, given the sorry state of her ass and breasts, but it looked as if the sight of Berry masturbating made her forget her pains. When Berry showed her sticky fingers to her girlfriend before noisily sucking them clean herself,  Amanda whined loudly.
“That’s cruel!”
“I know,” Berry said, sucking her fingers one last time before plunging them back into her folds.
“Please, let me eat you!”
“Nope. You had your choice.”
Amanda whimpered, but she kept watching Berry with tortured longing in her eyes. Chris had no idea why she was this obsessed, but it was hot to see her this eager to pleasure her girlfriend.
If Berry’s earlier performance was anything to go by, it should have taken her no time at all to finish, but this time she was in no rush. She kept teasing herself extensively, only going for the clit when she wanted to startle Amanda with a particularly loud moan, taking frequent breaks to make a show of tasting herself.
Berry knew how to turn simple masturbation into a feast for all senses. She was remarkably wet. Her entire crotch region soon glistened with her juices, and the air was ripe with her sweet scent. After a couple of minutes even Chris wished for the honor of eating her out.
But while Chris got swept away by Berry’s celebration of her sexiness, it was nothing compared to the effect it had on Amanda. That poor girl was squirming in her bonds, her immobilized hands wiggling up and down in a vain attempt to reach her own crotch, but only succeeding in tormenting herself with the knot in her ass.
Several times she pressed her eyes shut, but judging from her whimpers that seemed to make it worse rather then better, and she soon opened them again. It didn’t take long for her resolve to break. “Please,” she begged. “Please, hit my tits if you want, but please let me eat you out!”
“Such a needy doggy.” Berry’s voice sounded full of love, as if she was praising Amanda instead of mocking her. “Chris, please!”
Chris picked up the rope and put it into Berry’s outstretched hand. Berry let it swish through the air a few times, just to see Amanda wince from the sound.
When she did hit Amanda, she used a lot less force, though. The impact was almost gentle, if you could use that word when talking about snapping a coarse rope against someone’s tightly squeezed breasts.
Judging from Amanda’s breathless yelp, it had still been plenty painful. Her complaints immediately stopped, though, when Berry fully sat down on her face and she hungrily lapped away at that glistening pussy.
Berry kept moaning under the administrations of Amanda’s tongue, but Chris didn’t think she was playing it up anymore. Chris would have also gotten loud if someone ate her out with such vigor, and Berry had already worked herself up into a frenzy beforehand. Once again it took barely any time at all until she shook under an orgasm that seemed rather understated, but still must have felt really good going by her sounds.
This time she didn’t leave it there, however. She kept sitting on Amanda’s face and Amanda kept lapping, if anything with even more vigor than before. Amanda seemed almost desperate to catch every last drop of Berry’s juices with her tongue. Did bunny people excrete some kind of natural aphrodisiac? Chris hadn’t heard of anything of the sort, but it would explain why Amanda moaned more than Berry did. And why her pussy was this wet. Chris knew that it was unprofessional to stare, but she just couldn’t avert her eyes.
Berry got loud herself for a moment as another orgasm hit her. Chris had to respect her stamina. If she had orgasmed this often in such a short time, she would have been far too sensitive to go on, but Berry kept grinding her crotch on Amanda’s face like she was just getting started.
The distinct smell of sex filled the room and Chris felt more awkward than ever. More awkward and more horny. Was she supposed to stand there and keep watching Berry going at Amanda like a, well, like a bunny? There was nothing the two of them needed her to do, so she didn’t even have the excuse that it was her job to partake in the scene.
But underneath the horniness another, not so nice, feeling grew. It was almost uncanny how Amanda and Berry could have such uninhibited sex, as if there was no one else in the room. And sure, good for them, but at the same time it made it painfully clear to Chris that she didn’t have a part in it.
Not that she was supposed to, of course. She was only here for one specific job, and by God did she get paid enough for it, but still. Back in school she had always felt that she was so many levels below Amanda that it wouldn’t even cross Amanda’s mind to consider her as a potential partner. And now, as an adult, it appeared that her presence really didn’t affect Amanda in any way at all.
After who knew how many orgasms – Chris had long lost count – Berry was finally satisfied and climbed off of her girlfriend. Amanda however didn’t look like she was done at all. She kept following Berry’s movements with her tongue for as long as she could and let out a whine when she realized that it was over. Her own pussy kept twitching excitedly and a thick strand of her juices stuck to her inner thighs.
“Wow, wow, wow.” Berry stood up. Eventually. It took her several tries before her footing got at least somewhat steady. “You really did a number on me there. Didn’t see you this excited in a long time. And that in the week of the waning moon.”
Amanda whined again. Her face was an absolute mess. Berry had ridden her so intensely that she had gotten sticky from her chin all the way up to her forehead. Amanda didn’t seem to mind at all, though. A wild hunger shone in her eyes and she breathed heavily, her tongue still hanging out, completely unbothered that she was drooling all over herself. Chris wasn’t sure if she found this obscene display hot or disgusting.
“Well, look at you.” Berry walked around Amanda and crouched down between her legs. “Almost looks like you’re in heat. If I’d known sooner that a bit of rope has such an effect on you…” She slid her finger over Amanda’s drenched folds, drawing out a needy howl. “Seems like we have a fun couple weeks in front of us.”
Berry stood up and turned to Chris. “Okay, that’s it. Can you untie her again?”
“What?” Chris was so stunned by this sudden switch that she was sure she had misheard Berry.
“We’re done for now. Well, except for the cuddles and the making out and stuff, but we don’t need any bondage for that. So, if you could be so nice…”
“… sure…” Chris crouched down beside Amanda, who very clearly wasn’t done. She was still panting with her tongue sticking out, and her whole body radiated hot need. Chris realized that she hadn’t heard Amanda say anything for quite some time. “Are you okay? Can you hear me?” she asked.
Amanda nodded, dribbling onto her chin as she did so. The revulsion must have shown on Chris’ face, because Amanda blushed a little and pulled her tongue back in. She opened and closed her mouth a few times as if she had to remember how to talk, before answering a very hoarse “Yes.”
“Okay,” Chris said slowly. Her stomach twitched as her body tried to make sense of what she felt about Amanda’s disheveled state. Like, sure, it was undeniably hot to see her letting go like that, but did she have to do it this… sloppily? “I’m going to untie you now. Please tell me if I hurt you or anything.”
Amanda nodded again. And then, as if she had remembered that talking was an option, added “Don’t worry. I’m tough. As you’ve seen.” Her dirty grin made Chris shiver.
“Yeah,” Chris answered weakly and got to work on the armbinder.
After being under pressure for so long, Amanda’s breasts were ridiculously sensitive. Couple that with Amanda still being out of her mind from arousal, and it meant that even the slightest touch of Chris’ finger made her whine and shiver. Chris tried her best to keep the touching to a minimum, but it was hard when she had to untangle the tight ropes. Also, as much as she hated herself for it, it felt good to make Amanda acknowledge her presence after having been completely ignored by her for so long.
Amanda calmed down a bit when the constricting armbinder was gone, and even more so when Chris undid her rope pants. As she did that, Chris had to once again admire Amanda’s pain tolerance. These bruises on her ass were brutal. Berry had not held back at all. It still had to hurt like hell, but Amanda acted as if she didn’t even notice it.
Once she was completely free, Berry got down on the floor beside Amanda. “How’s my good girl doing?”
“Great.” She might have been a werewolf, but the word came out like the purr of a kitty. Amanda pulled Berry into a tight embrace that quickly became an even tighter make-out session.
 Immediately all the awkwardness was back. Chris started rolling up her ropes in an attempt to keep busy while the two of them caressed each other, once again totally oblivious that there was a third person in the room. She was almost done cleaning up when the two of them finally separated again.
Amanda was still visibly glowing, but at least it seemed like she had her wits about her again and wasn’t controlled by her horniness anymore. That didn’t stop her from getting up and hugging Chris, still very naked, very sticky and very much smelling of sex. “God, Chris, that was amazing! You were amazing! I love you!”
“Erm…” was all Chris managed. She had no idea what to feel, never mind what to say. And she sure as hell didn’t dare hug Amanda back.
Amanda must have noticed the decided lack of reciprocation, because she let go rather quickly again. “Sorry, got a little carried away there. We’ll talk more later, but now we gotta clean ourselves up. Make yourself at home in the meantime. My house is your house!”
“Sure, thanks,” Chris managed as Amanda and Berry kissed once more and walked off, presumably to the bathroom.

It took a couple of minutes before Chris managed to even sit down on the couch. Her mind was at the same time racing and completely blank. She tried to make sense of the past hour and her feelings about it, but every time she tried to start, her brain went into overdrive and she ended up just blindly staring at the wall again.
There was just too much to process. She had fully expected there to still be some lingering feelings for Amanda that might complicate things, but not that it would be so… weird. She would have never thought that Amanda would be this unabashed in her sexiness. It was as if she had absolutely no inhibitions at all.
While they might have been friends in school, at this point Chris was effectively a stranger to her, and she had still had less than zero issue with Chris touching her in such intimate ways. And it had been so exciting to manhandle an oversexed Amanda, a wet teenage dream come true.
But ultimately it didn’t mean anything.
Chris had known that she had been hired to be, for all intents and purposes, a sophisticated sex toy, but she hadn’t anticipated to feel so much like, well, a tool. The bondage itself had been fun enough, but it was almost creepy how effectively Amanda and Berry could completely ignore her presence.
And it wasn’t like she even wanted their attention. It would be even weirder if they looked at her all the time while they went at it. And they clearly appreciated her efforts. But still… being forced into the role of a fly on the wall felt so terribly… empty.
And if that all wasn’t enough, she was shocked at herself at how much it bothered her to find out that Amanda’s sex life was this messy.
Chris considered herself very sex-positive. She’d had several partners in the past, and all in all quite a bit of sex, some of it good, some not as good, but all of it feeling a lot cleaner than what she had witnessed today.
There was eating someone out like a lover, and there was eating someone out like a dog slurping a bowl. Seeing Amanda’s face shiny and sticky from slobber and Berry’s love juice had been so… disgusting? Irritating? Confusing? Weirdly hot, but only on a conceptual level and kinda repulsive in real life and she wouldn’t want to participate in anything of the like?
Chris groaned and leaned back. Why did this have to be so complicated? Why did she have to be so complicated? Well, it was clearly her own fault for agreeing to this job, but still. What the hell was she supposed to do with all of this? And more importantly: What should she tell Amanda and Berry when they eventually asked her if she was up for more of this?

About half an hour later they returned, and Chris hadn’t come one step closer to figuring out her feelings. The only thing she was sure of was that she needed to talk to them about her experiences, find out their side of it, before she could even begin to make a decision. Chris knew painfully well that without external input she tended to get lost in her own head.
“Well,” Amanda said as she plopped down on the couch beside Chris. Only the tiniest wince suggested that her butt was still red and raw.
Both she and Berry were wearing bathrobes, likely in an attempt to make Chris more comfortable. Or it was just because they were still wet and didn’t want to ruin the couch, who knew.
Amanda looked at Chris with big shining eyes. “I gotta let you know, that was the best sex I had, like, ever. You’re a wizard with your ropes. I knew bondage could be nice, but that was crazy. Absolutely crazy. Believe me, normally I only get this horny when I’m in heat.”
“Erm… thanks.”
Amanda grinned at Chris’ bashful response. “No need to be shy. You should be proud of your skills. We both had a lot of fun. And…” Amanda leaned in a bit, and her voice became a conspiratory whisper. “I know you had fun as well.”
“What?” Chris’ cheeks were burning up.
Amanda tapped her nose. “Werewolf. Remember?” She laughed. “Aww, don’t look like that. We don’t judge, right, Berry?”
“’Course not,” Berry said, also pretty amused by the whole situation. “A scene like that would get anyone hot and bothered.”
“Yes. Erm, I mean…” Chris was painfully aware that her face had to be glowing red. What was she supposed to say to something like this?
Weirdly, being put on the spot like that only made her arousal flare up again. The embarrassment should have stomped out any amorous thoughts, but the revelation that Amanda was fully aware of the effect she had on her was also strangely validating. Sure, she might still only be a fly on the wall, but the fly was at least openly welcome to enjoy the show.
“If you want to take care of yourself to get your head clear again, feel free. We’ve got a very comfy guest bedroom. With a well-stocked drawer,” she added, the dirty grin never leaving her lips.
“I’ll think about it,” Chris mumbled.
“I’m sure you do.” Amanda must have realized that she was coming on a bit strong, because she sounded a lot less inappropriately flirty when she continued. “It’s just a suggestion. But we’re all adults here. There’s no shame to admit that you gotta do what you gotta do. And also, I thought you’d might wanna spend the rest of the afternoon hanging out. You know, catching up and stuff. And it would be a shame if you were too distracted to enjoy our company.”
Chris swallowed. She knew that Amanda was right. In her current state she was completely unable to look at Amanda’s face without remembering how obscene it had looked after Berry had ridden it. Or how she had howled in pain when Berry had spanked her firm ass so cruelly. Or the time Chris had told her that they could keep her breasts constricted for hours and Amanda had said that she wished she had known about Chris’ sadistic side sooner. Especially that last one.
“Maybe not a bad idea,” she conceded. “If you don’t mind.”
“Not at all,” Amanda said, leaning back. “In fact, I find it rather hot that you like working with us so much. I’d hate to have a one-sided relationship with you. Berry, would you be so nice and show her to the guest room? I’ll get us something to eat in the meantime.”
“Sure.”
Chris was glad that no further input was required of her, because she didn’t think she would have been able to utter a single word. How could Amanda drop such a bomb on her so nonchalantly? And did her words mean what Chris didn’t dare hope she meant?

What followed had to be the most awkward masturbation session of Chris’ life. After a quick glance at the ominous drawer, she decided that she didn’t have the mental capacity to rummage through the assortment of sex toys, most of them looking like they had some kind of magical enhancement. So she simply rubbed one out while her mind kept bombarding her with flashbacks from the session, while at the same time her brain insisted that she needed to angst about her feelings right now.
It would be wrong to call the resulting orgasm good or satisfying, but after all that buildup it was intense, and it did flush a good part of the raging hormones out of her system. For the next quarter of on hour or so she kept lying in the ridiculously soft guest bed, trying not to feel bad that it would need its sheets changed, and enjoying the relative calm in her head.
Once she felt that staring at the ceiling for any longer would only make her thoughts run in circles again, she got up, cleaned herself – of course the guest room came with its own bathroom – took a couple of deep breaths and returned to the living room.

Saying that Amanda had gotten them something to eat was the understatement of the century. As if by magic – actually, given Amanda’s wealth, very possibly by actual magic – a small buffet had appeared, stocked with at least ten different dishes and overall enough food that the three of them wouldn’t be able to move for the rest of the day if they finished all of it.
Amanda had her own section of slaughtered animals on one end of the table, but the diets of dryads and bunny people were similar enough that no distinction was necessary there. As Chris’ eyes scanned the assortment of vegetables, fruits, nuts, mushrooms and oils, her stomach reminded her that in all the excitement she hadn’t eaten anything at all that day. Her breakfast of three coffees certainly didn’t count.
“It’s been a while, so I’m sorry if I forgot some of your favorites, but I thought, if I take the full course, there’s gotta be something on there you like,” Amanda said.
Both she and Berry had lost their bathrobes again. But while their gorgeous bodies were still eye-catching, Chris was glad to realize that her session of self care had calmed her down enough that their presence didn’t immediately throw her back into the cycle of arousal and embarrassment. Also, she was actually hungry.
“I’m a simple girl. I see bracken fungi, I’m happy,” she said, picking one of them up. It was big enough to serve as a plate. For a moment she was tempted to use it that way, to simply throw the assembled assortment of roots and herbs on it and drown everything in walnut oil, but that could only end in making a complete mess, so she went for an actual plate. Some forward thinker had designed them to be both big enough for the giant fungi and to come with separated sections for sauces and oils.
The others joined in as well. Berry filled her plate with about every fruit in the world, and Amanda started off with a chicken leg which she devoured in a couple of bites, bones and everything.
“I hope you don’t mind,” she said as she licked her fingers clean after very noisily crunching the rest of the bone between her teeth. “It’s just, on the weekdays I always have lunch with some client or manager or whatever and I gotta eat all proper and stuff. You have no idea how nice it is to let loose and eat how I want on the few weekends I’m at home.”
“Not at all,” Chris said, maybe a tad too quickly.
Watching Amanda eat wasn’t exactly a wholesome sight. She seemed to have a deep seated disdain for cutlery. Coupled with most of her food being on the bloody side, it got kinda messy. But then again, it was her house, and it wasn’t like Chris was forced to stare at her while she was eating.
“Perfect,” Amanda said as she dug into a particularly bloody piece of something that was probably liver. “So, anyway, what have you been up to? Last time I saw you, you were this timid girl who was gonna inherit her parent’s farm some day, and now you’re in the big city doing bondage for a living. There’s gotta be a juicy story in there.”
“I’m afraid it’s not all that juicy. Or much of a story, to be honest.”
Chris gave a quick rundown of her life since school. How she had never liked working on a farm, and how the only thing about plants that had ever really interested her was how you could use vines to restrict someone. Not that you would, outside of very specific roleplaying scenarios, because conventional rope was just much more convenient. But back then, when she had jokingly fooled around with the other dryad kids in the vineyard, that had definitely been what lit the first spark.
And as she had said, there wasn’t much of a story afterwards. She had moved to the city because that was the only place she saw any future in the bondage industry, got a job at the flower shop to pay the bills, and used the evenings for her workshops.
“And that’s it, basically. The workshops are going pretty well, I’d say, but it will be some time till I can quit my day job and rely on them completely.” Or at least that’s what it had looked like a week ago. Chris chased that thought away very quickly, though. With all the other turmoil, she definitely did not want to think about the mind-numbing amount of money Amanda had offered, and how it factored into the rest of her life.
“But tell me a bit about yourself. You’ve done ridiculously well since school. I couldn’t believe it when I realized that this Amanda Drake who founded Drake Industries was the Amanda Drake that went to school with me. Like, I didn’t even know that you had such a knack for magitech.”
“Can’t blame you. Honestly I don’t know the first thing about it.”
“Wait what?” In her confusion Chris even forgot to be disgusted at how Amanda finished her meal by licking the rest of the blood and gore from her hands. And upper arms, including that one drop that had made it almost to her elbow.
Drake Industries had risen to the top because they had revolutionized the storage of static spells. Only five years ago, there had been no cooking field smaller than at least two square meters. And out of that, you only had an actual working area big enough for one big pot or two small ones. The rest was taken up by the inlaid runes and the storage system for the crystal powders.
To trap a fire spell in a way that anybody can freely use it basically requires the setup of a complete ritual space. And rituals have to be grand, that’s just how magic works. Or at least that had been the state of knowledge until Amanda’s company had come out of nowhere and released a fire lighter small enough that it easily fit into your trouser pockets.
“Okay, I know a little bit about how it works,” Amanda conceded. “But just enough to throw some big words around when I try to land a contract. Like, I could tell you that we’re currently developing a crystal-infused mythrilium alloy that allows for a more direct interface with the fundamental runographic matrix of the sub-ether. But please don’t ask me what any of these words actually mean. All I know about the tech is, crystal dust and some fancy metals go in, magic comes out. And somewhere in the middle there’s this bunch of tiny runes that make it all happen.”
“It’s ingenious, really,” Berry said with a smirk. “So many people have tried to get some trade secrets out of Mandy, but you can’t pick a mind that’s empty.”
“Yep. Ignorance can be a blessing in disguise,” Amanda admitted happily. She had finally gotten the last of the blood off her, but Chris still wouldn’t have liked to shake her hand at the moment. “So now you’ve gotta be wondering: If I have no clue, how can I make all this fancy tech? Well, remember Franzi?”
Chris almost said “no” before a hint of a memory resurfaced. “You mean Franziska, the dog girl? Franziska Rabi…”
“Franziska Rubicon, yes. Brightest gal in our class.”
“Yeah, I remember her. Don’t think we’ve talked much, though.”
That was a giant understatement. Chris was pretty sure that she had never had a conversation with Franziska during her entire time in school, and she was in good company there. In fact, she was able to count the number of times she had heard Franziska’s voice on her fingers.
Chris wouldn’t even have known about her allegedly being the brightest girl in class. Her grades definitely hadn’t reflected it. As far as Chris could remember, Franziska had always put in the bare minimum to pass, spending most of her time at school either doodling or day-dreaming.
“Yeah, she never was all that big with people skills,” Amanda said. “Like, most of the time I forgot she was in the same room with us. But then, on one fateful day, not long before we were all done with school for good, I had to run back to class because I’d forgotten my sports bag, and there she was, sitting at her desk.
“Like, she was skipping sports all the time, so that wasn’t the weird part. The weird part was the sparks flying from whatever she was working on. Green sparks, and lots of them. Of course I had to know what was going on. She very much didn’t want to show me, but you know me, I’m pretty convincing when I want something.
“So yeah, turns out, she believed that you could more or less fold a spell in on itself if you did it the right way. She tried to tell me that it was just some silly toy and that it hadn’t worked anyway, but you didn’t need my nose to smell the bullshit. She had a metal board smaller than my hand, and even I knew that no one can trap a spell in something that small.
“I knew that this was something special, so I said fuck sports and grilled her about everything she was doing.
“Not that I understood much of what she mumbled about runes and alloys and whatnot, but she was trying to trap a simple fire spell, and apparently the problem was that she hadn’t used clean mythrilium because, well, that stuff is expensive. Not sell-your-kidneys-expensive, though, and I was intrigued, so I made her the deal that I’d get her some if I got the finished fire machine in return.
“Long story short, it worked. Naturally, that prototype was nothing like the lighters we produce now. It barely fit into your hand, and it was less of a flame and more of a controlled explosion, but that only made it cooler. Everyone in class wanted one. So I had Franzi make more, and we split the profits. And then the friends of our classmates wanted some as well and we made even more. And then some parents noticed that the new toys of their kids flew in the face of what science thought possible. We were real lucky that one of them was Walter. Legal guy. Told us to patent that shit right away, work out the kinks and go big. He’s the main legal guy in the company even now.”
Chris knew that it was less then diplomatic, but the longer she listened to Amanda’s monologue, the more confused she became, and she just had to ask. “I see. But what I still don’t get is: How did you become the CEO? Don’t take it the wrong way, but it sounds like Franziska did all the work.”
“What?” Amanda asked with a dangerous grin. “Are you implying that I stole her ideas to get rich?”
“I… no… I…”
Berry gave Amanda a slap on the back of her head. “Don’t be mean, Mandy. Anyone would think that if you tell it like this.”
“Yeah, I know. No offense taken. Truth is, Franzi is a wiz in the lab, but she’s completely useless outside of it. If she ran the company… well, first of all, she’d hate it, because every meeting is time she can’t spend in the lab. And believe me, there’s a lot of meetings when you’re the boss. But also, she’d get screwed immediately. She has no idea how to read people. Or how to assert herself, for that matter.
“I, on the other hand, know very well how much she is worth, and how great all the stuff we produce is, and no one’s ever managed to screw me over. And not to be racist or anything, but people are much less likely to dare and pull a fast one on a big, muscular werewolf than on a timid girl with floppy ears. People just assume that all dog people are submissive doormats.”
“Yeah, that’s people for you.” Berry ruffled Amanda’s hair before grabbing it and pulling her head back. “If only they knew that actually it’s this werewolf who’s the submissive doormat.”
Amanda freed herself and playfully snapped at Berry’s hand with her teeth. “Hey. I might be submissive, but I’m not a doormat.”
Chris didn’t feel like she could stomach it if these two naked women continued their playful banter, so she quickly brought the conversation back. “So you’ve become the CEO because you’re good at being the face of the company while Franziska is the one who keeps everything running.”
“You can say it like this if you want to, but don’t think for a second that anything would keep running if I wasn’t there to keep it together. You wouldn’t believe the kind of bullshit I have to put up with on a daily basis. Once a certain amount of money is involved, nothing is simple anymore. But let’s not talk about dumb work stuff. Tell me, what else is going on in your life?”

For the next couple of hours they just sat around in the living room and talked about, well, whatever, really. They gossiped about the rest of their classmates and what they did now, they exchanged funny and/or embarrassing stories of past relationships, and for most of the time they laughed at Berries anecdotes from her job.
One of the perks of being a mailman was that you came in contact with all kinds of people. Chris had thought that some of the customers she met in the flower shop were on the strange side, but they had nothing on the two elves that sent each other several letters each day, even though they lived literally next to each other. Or the goblin family who permanently got mail from the police and switched their address on a weekly basis. Or the dwarven clan that did ballet in full armor in their front yard.
It was so easy to talk to Amanda and Berry that Chris even forgot about the context that had brought her here. Before long she didn’t think anything about the two of them being naked anymore. Even Chris had lost her jacket and her trousers when they threatened to get uncomfortable.
Sitting around in just her shirt and her underwear wasn’t exactly decent, but so what? In this room she was still severely overdressed, and they were just three friends having a good time, enjoying each other’s company with nothing naughty going on.
It stayed that way until far in the evening. It had already turned dark outside, and after several snack breaks even the buffet wasn’t all that full anymore. They had upgraded their drinks from root beer to regular beer, and while they weren’t drunk, it certainly helped to keep them going.
The conversation had shifted back to Amanda’s company. However, when Amanda talked about some future products they were working on, she once again got that mischievous look.
“You know how we say in the ads that Drake Industries is here to make the world a better place? I completely stand with that. And one of the ways we’re making it better is this new product line we have in the works. Just out of curiosity, did you have a look at the drawer?”
Chris was momentarily taken aback by this sudden shift from company talk to sex. She settled for a truthful “Not really.”
“I get it. It’s a lot, and half of the stuff you wouldn’t know what to do with without an instruction manual. But you gotta see what we’re up to. Berry, would you be a dear and get the eggs?”
“That’s dangerous,” Berry said. “You know, if I get out the eggs, there’s no way I put them back again without using them.”
“That’s a risk I’m willing to take.” Amanda kissed Berry before turning back to Chris as the bunny girl left the room. “It’s funny, really,” she said. “The thing I’m going to show you, these eggs, Franzi almost threw the prototype away because she thought it was a failure. Well, technically it was, but only if you have no creativity.
“You see, Franzi is trying to get two different spells into the same mythrilium circuit. If she ever manages to do that, we’re gonna have the next revolution in our hands. She has this big dream that she can combine spells before they are cast, so you don’t get two spells, but one combined one. The possibilities would be endless. Like, you could mix a basic air and fire spell and get something that spits hot air. Or you take a spell of clairvoyance and a teleportation spell, clip that circuit on anything you want, and then whenever you lose that thing, it comes immediately back to you.
“Anyway, so far it doesn’t look like we’ll be able to do that anytime soon. But this one time Franzi had a circuit with a movement spell trapped in it, and she tried to fuse it with something else, but in the process she broke the circuit so that the spell triggered like ten times a second. That thing wanted to throw itself everywhere at once, so in the end it stayed where it was, but buzzed around like crazy. Luckily she told me about it before she threw it away. Ah yes, here we have the refined version that’s soon to hit the public.”
Berry had returned. She held a couple of things that, in Chris’ opinion, could only be called eggs if you had never seen a chicken before. Or were dealing with the ovaries of some strange monsters indeed.
They weren’t really egg shaped and more like elongated spheres. Each of them had a different color, but they all fell on the bright side of the spectrum. They also each had a string attached to them, which Berry used to carry them.
“Go ahead, try one!” Amanda said.
Rather skeptically, Chris took one the things from Berry. She held it by the string so it dropped down like the world’s saddest yo-yo. When she gingerly touched the “egg” part of it, she found it to be made of some kind of rubber. Chris didn’t doubt that it had some erotic applications, if only for the fact that people found ways to use just about everything for sex, but it wasn’t obvious how that thing was better than pretty much every dildo ever made.
“So, what exactly does it do?” she asked after she had prodded the thing for about a minute and was beginning to feel a bit stupid.
“It’s heat-activated,” Amanda said. “Put your fist around it. That should be enough to get it going.”
Chris did as she was told. At the very least the egg fitted perfectly inside her fist, almost as if it was made to be enclosed by fingers. It still didn’t do anything, though. She threw Amanda and Berry a questioning glance, and they told her to have a bit of patience. Apparently it only activated at slightly below body temperature, and hands are one of the cooler areas of the body. So Chris gave it another minute or so. She wasn’t convinced that it could be a good idea to have such a bothersome trigger and was about to say so, when the egg finally did something.
“What the fuck?”
If she hadn’t closed her fist so strongly, she would have dropped the egg in her surprise. The thing did indeed try to go into every direction at once, which lead to it vibrating in her hand as if she held an entire swarm of bees. The buzzing sound it made also fit that analogy perfectly.
“Fun, isn’t it?” Berry asked.
“I guess?” Chris looked at the egg that still buzzed excitedly in her hand. As she opened her fingers it got slower, though, until it stopped after a couple of seconds. “Honestly, it seems more like a toy for children than anything else.”
Berry giggled. “I guess you could use it that way. But I don’t think the children will be all that thrilled when their Mum shoves their toys up her snatch.”
“Right,” Chris said flatly. She had already thought about dildos, but hadn’t followed that train of thought any further when she had seen that thing vibrate. After all, if one was to magically enhance a dildo with a movement spell, they’d make it go back and forth on its own, right? What was the point of a dildo that very actively stayed in the same place?
On the other hand, there had been times when she’d had her crotch against something rumbling, and while it was weird, she couldn’t say that it was a bad feeling per se. Still, she would have never had the idea to shove something vibrating inside of her, and not just because there existed basically nothing that both vibrated and was safe and comfortable to insert there. You had to have a mind like Amanda to see the potential. “I have to admit, I can’t imagine what it would feel like.”
“I know what you mean. When Mandy first brought that thing home, I thought she’d gone crazy. Turns out, I was the crazy one for not trying something like this sooner. These things are amazing.”
“I see,” Chris said, not quite sure what reaction they expected of her. “Guess I’ll keep my eyes open for when they hit the shops.”
“You do that.” Berry took Chris’ fingers and closed them around the egg again. Now that it was already warmed up, it took only seconds for it to start vibrating. “Or you just try it out now. I promise you, you won’t regret it.”
“Berry, don’t be weird to our guest.” Amanda half-jokingly put her arm around Berry and pulled her away. “Don’t mind her. She tends to forget that not everyone is as straightforward as we are.”
Chris looked at the two of them and back to the egg. That was the crux, wasn’t it? Chris wasn’t that straightforward. She might have her own bondage workshops now, but deep inside she was still the unassuming dryad girl that Amanda liked to have around but wasn’t part of her more daring adventures.
Maybe it was the two beers talking, maybe the bottled up emotions from today’s sessions clouded her judgment, but she was suddenly really sick of being someone Amanda had to protect from some slightly aggressive flirting. Also, she was honestly curious what these eggs could do.
“Actually, I would like to try it out, if it’s okay with you. You know, to give you some customer feedback to work with.” It wasn’t the best of jokes, but she had to say something to stop her nerves from taking over.
“See, I’m not the weird one. Or at least not the only one.” Berry got out of Amanda’s grip and came back to Chris. “Don’t mind me. I’m just really looking forward to your reaction. It was so crazy for me the first time, but I couldn’t show it to anyone else, because technically it’s still a top secret prototype that no one’s supposed to know about.”
“O…kay.” Despite her best efforts, Chris felt her normie side rise up again. She had thought that this was about her going back to the guest room to play with the toy, not her doing it right in front of everyone.
If someone as sexed-up as Berry talked so highly of it, it was likely a really intense experience. Who knew how she’d react to it? She might find that it was too much for her. Or she might get really into it, and it was hard to decide if that would be even worse. Either way Amanda and Berry would get to see a side of her that so far only very few people had been privy to.
And there she was, chickening out again. She could already see it in Amanda’s face: If she hesitated just a little longer, Amanda would tell her that it was okay and that there was no shame it refusing.
“Let’s do it,” Chris said a bit too loudly in an attempt to hype herself up. “Anything I should know or do, or do you just, you know, put it in and that’s it?”
“It’s pretty much plug and play.” Berry sounded way too amused. Surely it was hilarious to her how Chris tried to keep up a daring facade, but she had the good grace to play along. “I guess depending on your body and how horny you are, you might need to lube it up a bit, but I’ve never had the need.”
Of course you didn’t, Chris thought. From what she had seen of Berry so far, it was a wonder she hadn’t died of dehydration yet.
“Me neither,” Amanda added. “But that might just be because Berry makes sure I don’t dry up.”
“Of course I do.” Berry embraced Amanda and ruffled her hair. “You’re just too precious when you’re my needy little doggy.”
Amanda made an attempt to bite Berry in the nose, which was blocked and lead to an intense make-out session.
For once Chris wasn’t unhappy that the two of them were lost in their own sexy world and seemed to have momentarily forgotten about her. It gave her a bit more time to gather her courage. Also, all mental and emotional hiccups aside, having two hot naked women make out in front of her did have an effect on her, which was good. It might be completely irrational, but Chris felt that she would die of shame if it turned out that she was the only one who needed extra lube.
She pulled down her panties and felt proud that she only turned away a little as she did so. When she brought the egg to its target, though, she found that she had underestimated its size. It didn’t look all that big in her hand, but she didn’t have much experience with sex toys.
One of the reasons she was glad to be a lesbian was that penetration didn’t do all that much for her. She did own a dildo, but had only tried it a couple of times before deciding that even with its moderate size, the discomfort outweighed the pleasure she got out of it, and that she was better off just using her fingers.
“Take your time,” Amanda said, having freed herself from Berry again while Chris had struggled with the size of the egg. “Take it at your own pace. The goal is to have fun, after all.”
“I know. It’s just a bit weird.” Chris was painfully aware that she had become the center of attention. While she had her hands inside her pants, no less.
“I guess it can take a bit of getting used to,” Berry said, even though Chris couldn’t believe that Berry would need to take any time to get used to anything related to sex. “Maybe you’ll feel less weird if we slip one in as well.”
Amanda sighed theatrically. “And there I thought you could peacefully coexist with a sex toy in the room for more than five minutes.”
“For the record: I truly believe that it’ll make it easier for Chris when she’s not the only one who gets down and dirty. And when we show her how nice those things really are.”
“And it’s definitely not just a pretense so you can get off again.”
“I admit, that’s a nice plus.” Berry took one of the eggs for herself and tangled another one in front of Amanda. “And I said ‘we’. Don’t think I’ll let you sit that one out.”
“You just want to see me suffer,” Amanda said, but took the egg anyway.
“Always. Well, let’s show Chris how it’s done.” Berry reached down and slipped the egg inside her with a ridiculous level of ease. Within seconds it sat snugly inside her with only the end of the string showing. Only the tiniest of gasps betrayed that she had just done something this intimate. “Should’ve warmed it up before,” she muttered as she squirmed.
“That’s what you get for being so greedy.”
Amanda took some time to get herself ready. She played with the egg, sliding it up and down her already wet folds. It wasn’t just a way to lube it up. Between her fingers and her hot pussy, the egg didn’t take long to just barely reach its activation threshold.
Amanda closed her eyes and parted her lips as she guided the slightly vibrating ball towards her clit. When it reached its target, she let out a breathless moan that sent shivers down Chris’ spine. It was barely audible, but that soft, vulnerable sound of pure bliss was the hottest thing Chris had heard come out of Amanda’s mouth.
At the same time Berry’s egg started up, and she was everything but silent. “Oh fuck, fuck, fuck,…” Her hand immediately shot between her legs and she fingered herself with such abandon as if she had been starved of sex for weeks and not had countless orgasms that very afternoon already.
Once again Chris’ body reacted on its own to the amount of sexiness in the room, only this time it was a lot more exciting because she was a part of it. Well, not yet, technically, but the two of them wanted to share their experience with her, and that made all the difference.
Emboldened by her own awakening arousal, she dropped her pants completely. She felt a bit weird being this exposed, but her shirt still covered almost everything, and it was just too impractical to have her legs all tied up.
Like Amanda had done, she slowly guided the egg along her folds. She might not have been as wet as Amanda and Berry seemed to consider the norm, but the first couple of drops had already come out, and it felt heavenly how the smooth surface of the toy spread them across her lips. It was different than when she did similar things with her finger, but not in a bad way. The egg somehow felt more rough and at the same time more slippery.
By this point Amanda had slipped her egg in as well, and the combined moans of the two of them, coupled with her own intimate massage with the egg, was already almost more than Chris could handle. Her breaths came irregularly, and when the egg activated just as she had it against the hood of her clit, she let out a shriek.
“Nice, isn’t it?” Berry asked. Her own voice had gotten rather hoarse, and her fingers were still going strong. The smell of pure sex she emanated was thick enough to make Chris dizzy. “And now imagine what it’s gonna feel like inside you.”
Chris didn’t dare imagine it. The brief second she had felt the vibrations on her clit had been like an electric shock. It was pleasure, but in such a concentrated, raw form that it was almost painful. If she hadn’t pulled it away immediately, the intensity of it would have made her scream.
The clit was especially sensitive, though. Both Amanda and Berry had had the egg inside of them for a good couple of minutes now, and while they were clearly shaking with pleasure, it didn’t seem like they were in any discomfort.
A nagging voice in her mind suggested that maybe the two of them simply had a much higher tolerance for everything sexual than Chris, and maybe she just wasn’t strong enough. However, this time Chris was both too horny and too determined to pay it any mind. She grabbed the egg, which had once again fallen silent, and shoved it inside of her before she could think better of it.
In hindsight, she should have definitely been more careful. While the egg was not quite as thick as the dildo she had experimented with, it still stretched her uncomfortably going in. For a few seconds afterwards there was nothing but this irritatingly confusing feeling of something sitting inside of her while her entrance didn’t feel an intruder anymore. Then the egg activated again, and Chris couldn’t spare a thought for anything else.
She doubled over as the vibrations shook her entire core. This was nothing like fucking herself with the dildo. In fact, it was nothing like any kind of fucking she had ever experienced. The egg directly set her nerves ablaze. The intensity of the sensation instinctively made her clench her pussy, which only increased the intensity even more, but it was impossible to relax her muscles.
She cursed, she screamed, she dropped to the floor, but nothing made any difference. The egg was trapped inside her, and there was no escaping the relentless vibrations. Chris was ready to just reach down and rip it out again, when she felt two strong arms embrace her from behind.
“Don’t fight it.” Amanda’s deep voice tickled her ears. “Just let it happen. Enjoy it.”
Chris wanted to protest that there was no way anyone could enjoy something this intense, when she realized that the soft pressure against her back was Amanda breasts. They way Amanda held her, Chris could feel exactly how pointy Amanda’s nipples had gotten.
“I know it’s pretty intense the first time, but it feels so, so good if you just let it.”
Chris took Amanda’s hands and squeezed them. She could just about hear her own heartbeat. Teenage Chris wouldn’t even have dared dream of something like this, of snuggling up so tightly to a naked Amanda while both of them were absolutely ravaged by sexual pleasure.
And it was pleasurable, she realized now that Amanda’s presence had helped her over the initial shock. The vibrations were still incredibly intense, but they had only seemed unbearably uncomfortable because she had never felt anything like it before.
It was still extremely weird. The egg vibrated so hard that it was utterly impossible to feel its size because it made her inner walls almost numb. But it also rested against places inside of her that she hadn’t even known were there before, and completely overloaded them with pleasure.
Now that she had come to actually enjoy the sensation, she could see why Berry had immediately started rubbing herself. The vibrations felt crazy good, but the pleasure, as hot and urgent as it was, didn’t actually build up to anything. It got her all hot and bothered and it enhanced every experience – which was especially nice with a naked and very horny Amanda wrapped around her – but Chris couldn’t see it getting her any closer to orgasm any time soon.
“I admit, that thing is amazing.” Chris tried to play it cool, but her panting was so heavy that the words barely came out coherently. She realized that she was still holding Amanda’s hands, and decided that she wasn’t going to let go until Amanda retreated first. “But I feel like I’m going crazy if this goes on any longer.”
“Right?” Amanda breathed that word into Chris’ ears. Her tone implied that going crazy wasn’t all that bad. “It never stops, and you never really get used to it. It’s just you and the buzz, keeping you going.”
Chris’ stomach clenched. Amanda sounded like she was getting completely lost in her own arousal. Not that it was surprising, given that she had felt the eggs for at least twice as long as Chris had by this point. If anything, their embrace had become even tighter, and Amanda’s lips were almost brushing against Chris’ face when she spoke.
If Chris had any decency, she’d have broken it up. Amanda was already in a relationship, and this was getting way too intimate. Not that Berry seemed to mind much. Granted, she had closed her eyes and was shaking from her umpteenth orgasm, so she clearly wasn’t all there at the moment. Still, Chris couldn’t bring herself to let go of Amanda’s hands. They were such a nice anchor in this sea of overwhelming sensations.
“You know…” Amanda said, and this time Chris actually felt her lips brush over her skin “I don’t mind if you help yourself. And neither would Berry. Do what feels right to you.”
It was tempting, it absolutely was. Chris could already feel herself getting a bit antsy. The pleasure didn’t let up, but there was nowhere for it to go, and her body demanded that she got a move on. However, doing so would require letting go of Amanda.
“I think I want to stay like this for a bit,” she said. “Really enjoy the moment.”
“Be my guest.”
Was Amanda really brushing her cheek against Chris’? She didn’t dare move her head, in fear that Amanda would realize what she was doing and back up.
The following couple of minutes were both the quickest and slowest in Chris’ life. Berry came at least two more times while Chris and Amanda just sat there, holding on to each other as the eggs kept building them up endlessly.
It became impossible to form a coherent thought. The presence of Amanda, her raspy breaths, the smell of pure lust she emitted, the way her slightly sweaty hands held on to Chris’, it all added up to the most powerful aphrodisiac.
Chris never wanted this moment to end, but at the same time it got harder and harder to bear. Her vagina was starting to get oversensitive, while the vibrations did not loose the slightest bit of their strength. Her pleasure level had plateaued as well, and her body was more and more urgently demanding that she got some stimulation where she actually needed it. The amassing need had turned into something like a hot itch between her legs, not unlike the one she got on her skin when her body decided that it had had enough of the leather clothes. It was annoying in a sexy way, but if it kept building up, it would soon turn into torture.
Amanda must have felt similarly. Her moans had become a continuous whine, and she was rhythmically moving her body against Chris, as if trying to hump her back. Seeing her this needy only made Chris even hotter, but just like Chris herself, Amanda also didn’t seem to want to let go of their embrace to help herself.
“One would think the egg would be enough,” Chris panted in an attempt to distract herself.
“It’s not.” Amanda had her voice better under control, but she too had problems forming words. “When we tested it, only a handful of woman were able to come from having it inside them. For the rest, it just builds them up, and up, and up. It makes every other touch so much more intense, but if you have nothing else, it drives you completely crazy. Just you and the buzz, forever and ever.”
Chris shivered. Amanda had to be doing this on purpose. She had to know what effect these words would have on her, especially if spoken in such a hushed, husky voice.
“I see what you mean.”
Amanda giggled. “Do you want a really explosive finish? The eggs might not be enough inside of you, but against your clit…” She left the implication hanging.
Chris didn’t answer. She didn’t doubt that she’d explode pretty much immediately if she touched her clit right now. And the vibrations had been absolutely devastating in that brief moment in the beginning. If she got this much stimulation now…
However, in the beginning she had simply been overwhelmed by these strange new sensations. Back then she had also believed that having the egg inside of her was unbearable. Well, it was rapidly approaching being unbearable again, but for completely different reasons. So maybe it wouldn’t be that bad… Well, it would certainly be bad, but maybe bad in a good way, and not in a “this is far too much, I’m dying” kind of way.
Chris reluctantly let go of Amanda’s hand and reached down to retrieve the egg, but Amanda caught her hand. “Leave it,” she said, her lips still against Chris’ ear. “It’s much more intense this way. Let me do it.”
Amanda broke their embrace. In the roughly ten minutes of eternity they had spent together, Chris had become completely drenched in sweat, but at that moment neither of them cared. Amanda knelt down in front of Chris and reached between her own legs. With the cutest little growl she pulled the egg out of her pussy. It kept vibrating in her hand, utterly dripping with Amanda’s juices. Before it could cool down again, Amanda closed her fingers around it and moved her hand between Chris’ legs.
Despite everything that had happened up to this point, Chris couldn’t help but blush fiercely as she realized what Amanda was doing. Not only was she going to finish her off with her own hands, she was using her own cum-stained toy for it. It was utterly obscene, but Chris was too far gone to protest. She locked her eyes with Amanda’s, letting her beautiful face fill her entire world as Amanda pressed the egg against her clit.
Chris would have liked to say that they kept staring into each others eyes and shared the most magical moment of her life. In reality, the orgasm was so intense, she couldn’t even tell if she had her eyes open or closed.
With her own egg still inside her and Amanda pressing down with abandon, her clit got crushed between both violent sources of vibrations. Maybe she screamed. Maybe she passed out for a moment. All she knew was that for a few endless seconds it felt like her clit literally exploded. Then the spasms started and completely swept her away.
When she regained control of her body, the vibrations had stopped. Amanda must have pulled the egg out of her, because she only felt a strange numbness where it had been. That, and the last aftershocks resonating from her clit.
“Wow. Just…” Her body remembered that it required oxygen, and she paused the sentence until she had regained at least some of her breath. “That was unbelievable.”
“Certainly looked like it,” Berry said. She held her own deactivated and also very dripping egg in her hand and sounded like she was still on a high and having the time of her life. “You should’ve seen yourself. Exploded like a volcano. Didn’t know dryads were such messy creatures.”
“What?”
Chris’ post-orgasmic mind took some time to make sense of Berry’s words, but when her gaze fell on the carpet beneath her, the embarrassment hit her like a hammer.
She had exploded all right. Those stains would take quite some magic to come out again. And what was much worse: It looked like several drops had hit Amanda and now formed sticky spots on her legs and knees.
“Oh God, I’m so sorry! I don’t usually… Like, I’ve never…”
Berry laughed wholeheartedly. “Never squirted before? Yeah, those things can bring out sides of yourself you didn’t even know you had.”
“It’s okay, really,” Amanda said. She, too, seemed more amused than anything. Amused and, judging by her heavy breaths and the flush of her cheeks, still very aroused. “Berry is right. During our tests, we had several women who squirted even though they’d thought they just don’t do that. These vibrations are much more intense than anything you’d encounter naturally, so it’s normal that you react in unusual ways to them.”
“Still…” Why did they have to be so understanding about it? Was Chris really the only person in the room who thought it at least a bit obscene to make such a mess during sex? On each other, nonetheless, and that even though they were barely even friends. “I’ll clean it up, I…”
“Don’t bother. We’ve got the best magical cleaning tonics money can buy. It’s no big deal, really. But we should maybe get ourselves clean again. If we keep smelling like this, I’ll need another session. A real one.”
“More sex? How terrible.” Berry embraced Amanda from behind. It would have been a friendly hug, if not for how both her hands ended up on Amanda’s breasts. Her palms moved almost unnoticeably. Or at least almost unnoticeable to an onlooker. By her groan, Amanda very much noticed what they did to her rock-hard nipples.
“Of course it would be terribly inconvenient for me, but if you really need it, I can keep you up the whole night and really fuck you up. And our new friend here can make sure that you can’t do anything about it. Nothing… at… all.” Berry underscored the last words with kisses to Amanda’s neck before she clamped her lips around it and sucked noisily.
“Please, don’t make this even harder,” Amanda begged. “You know I have to get up early tomorrow. And if you start another session now, I’ll be in no shape to face the public.”
“Pity. I love how hot you are right now. I’d be so down to do terrible, terrible things to you.” Berry licked along Amanda’s jaw line, drawing out another whimper. “But I guess we gotta be sensible. Let’s hit the bathroom!” She let go, leaving Amanda visibly shaken.
Once again Chris felt that she had entered a completely different world. After the session with the eggs and that earth-shattering orgasm, she was ready to curl up with a pile of pillows and just keep floating in bliss. Amanda and Berry on the other hand seemed to have no limits to their sexual stamina. It was awe-inspiring, but also a bit scary.
The two of them got up and Amanda held out her hand to Chris to help her up. Chris gladly took it.
“Let’s get cleaned up, then,” Amanda said once Chris felt secure that her legs would carry her. “I want to have an at least somewhat clear head when we say goodbye.”
For the second time this day she and Berry walked off to their own bathroom, leaving Chris to take care of herself.

At least this time she didn’t have to fight with emotional anguish, if only because she was far too physically and mentally exhausted to think about anything really. It would all come to the surface real soon, but for the moment she enjoyed the soft emptiness in her head.
Also, she had Amanda’s shower cabin to distract herself.
Like most people, Chris owned a simple bathtub with a mounted water spell to fill it up. Drake Industry’s efforts to cram more magic in less space hadn’t stopped after providing the basic necessities of personal hygiene, though.
While not yet affordable for the average household, Chris had already had the pleasure to experience a shower cabin at a holiday hotel once. Bathing was nice, but it had nothing on having water rinse you down from all sides. Maybe it was a dryad thing that she enjoyed the feeling of being rained on so much, but if so, then she didn’t mind her racial heritage for once.
Of course the shower in Amanda’s mansion was on a whole other level again. Its roof and sides were all but covered in spell boards, to make sure you could be showered from whatever angle and with whatever intensity you felt like.
Her experiments quickly uncovered an especially concentrated stream of water at crotch height, with obvious implications for its use. She quickly turned it off again and just enjoyed a regular shower and the wonderful feeling of getting rid of all the mess on her. She wasn’t such a beast as Berry and Amanda. The orgasm had been really nice, but if anything touched her down there now, she’d scream.
All in all Chris must have spent longer in the shower than she had planned to, because when she came back to the living room, the other two were already sitting there, again in their bathrobes (this time Chris wore her own; one of them had been conveniently hung up next to the shower). By the look (and smell) of it, they had even gotten rid of the stain in the carpet already.
“Sorry we had to cut it short back there,” Amanda said. She looked completely in control again, with only the tiniest flush on her cheeks betraying how needy she had been not that long ago. “We would’ve loved to have the whole weekend to ourselves, but alas the M3 starts tomorrow, and we can’t just not show ourselves on the biggest magitech exhibition on the continent.”
“Right, I heard it was about now.” It wasn’t really something Chris paid active attention to. Magitech was nice, but she didn’t see much value in gawking at stuff that hadn’t even hit the shelves yet and would take several years to become affordable anyways.
“So I’m afraid we’ll have to go to sleep early today. Far too much to prepare before the masses arrive on Monday.”
Chris had the feeling that this was Amanda getting her to leave in a polite way. “I’m sure you’ll do great,” she said. “And I guess I’ll be on my way then.”
“Right. But first…” Amanda got up and went over to a cupboard where a discrete little bag had been lying around the entire time. She took it over to Chris. “Berry told me you found our offer adequate, but I couldn’t help throw in a bit extra.”
Chris gulped as she felt the weight of the bag in her hand. A quick glance inside confirmed that, yes, it really was all gold coins. This was more money than she had earned from all her workshops put together.
“You didn’t have to… I mean, it’s really…” The weight of all that wealth made it hard to form words.
“You’ve earned it,” Amanda said with a smile. “And we gotta make sure that you’ll come again.”
“Of course I will,” Chris blurted out. She realized that she was coming on far too eager, and that it might look like she was only after the money, so she cleared her throat and started again. “Sorry, I mean, of course I’ll come again if you want me to. The day was very…”
Her voice trailed off as she realized she had no idea how to finish this sentence. It had been the craziest day of her life to be sure, and she had the feeling that Amanda didn’t even realize how much it had shaken her up. She wanted to tell her what it had done to her, what it meant to her, but how could she, if she didn’t even understand her own feelings herself?
“It definitely was,” Amanda agreed, but out of her mouth it sounded like she was making a joke. “And I can’t wait for our next session. Sadly there’s the M3 going on. We’ll only return late in the evening on Wednesday, and the rest of the week I’ll have to catch up with everything that was going on at the company without me. We’ll be lucky if I have at least some of next weekend off.
“So, it’s gonna take a while till next time, then?” Chris wasn’t sure if she should be disappointed or glad.
After this day, and especially after its magical finale, her heart yearned to spend as much time with Amanda as possible. Hell, for a crazy second she considered asking Amanda if she wanted to take her along to M3 as a plus one. Well, plus two, technically, since Berry would be there as well.
However, the day had also lifted a ton of emotional baggage onto her, and she knew that it was dangerous to indulge herself too much without working through at least some of it. She had hoped that their first session would clear up her place in the whole dynamic, and now she was more uncertain about it than ever.
“It truly is a pity,” Amanda said with a sigh.
“We could totally do Wednesday,” Berry chimed in from the couch. “We’ll need to blow off some steam after the trip anyway, and I know you haven’t scheduled anything in the evening because we can’t be sure when we’re back exactly.”
“Right. And that’s why we can’t schedule anything. Because we don’t know when we’ll be back.”
“So what? Does the exact time matter? If we give her a key, she can let herself in when she’s done with work, prepare everything, and then, when we arrive, there’s nothing to do but have sex. And don’t tell me there might not be time for sex, because there’s always time for sex.”
Amanda bit her lip as she did some mental calculations. She turned back to Chris. “I don’t know. Would you be up for it? Depending on how it goes, you might have to hang around for a couple of hours. We’d pay you for them, of course.”
“Please don’t worry about the money!” For the amount she had received today, she could put up with a lot of sitting around and twiddling her thumbs. Especially if the sitting around was done in a mansion this comfortable. “And yeah, sure, if you want me there, we’ll figure it out.”
“That’s my girl!” Amanda’s words once again made Chris’ stomach flutter. “Okay, let’s do it. Next Wednesday, whenever we happen to come back. And now, if you don’t mind, I’ll have Berry bring you home again. There’s stuff I need to do that I’ve put off for far too long because we had so much fun today.”
“Sure. Don’t worry about it. I’ll just… go and get dressed again.”
For a brief moment Chris had forgotten that she wore nothing but the borrowed bathrobe. She quickly went back to the guest room and was very glad that she’d had the foresight to pack a second set of clothes and the lotion. Her shirt from earlier was so soaked in sweat that she was disgusted at the mere thought of putting it on.
When she got back, the pegasus was ready. They said their goodbyes and Amanda handed her a ridiculously shiny and likely magical key before she pulled her into a hug. “One last thing I need you to know: We’re very happy that you decided to stick with us. Both of us. And I can’t wait for all the fun we’re going to have together.”
And with that additional piece of emotional baggage, Chris was sent on her way.

Chris could not wait to finally be home and have a chance to sort through everything in peace. She barely had eyes for the city below her, which at night glittered in all the colors of the rainbow as the prism poles along the streets channeled the leylines into light.
Berry must have gotten worried at her silence, because after about half the trip she carefully said “I’m sorry if I came on a bit strong earlier. I didn’t want to pressure you into anything you didn’t want to do. I was just talking trash.”
“Hm?” After a moment Chris figured that she had to be talking about the eggs. “Don’t worry about it. I’m fine. It’s just… it was a lot today.”
“It certainly was.” There was a bit more silence, which clearly troubled Berry. “Just for the record: I think you did great today. Must’ve been a real weird reunion for you. Like, last time you saw Mandy was a decade ago in school, and now we go straight to the good stuff. Handled it like a pro. And you really know your way around ropes. I’m happy to have you on the team.”
“Thanks, Berry.” Chris couldn’t help but smile. It was hard not to when the bunny girl was this earnestly supportive. “I promise, I’ll bring my A-game on Wednesday.”

Luckily Chris was too tired to worry much about anything when she arrived home. She just dropped her clothes, fell into bed and was asleep barely a minute after. Of course this bliss couldn’t last forever, and all the worries and insecurities were back in force when she woke up.
It took some real mental effort and two cups of coffee to stop remembering the most embarrassing moments. She had squirted over Amanda, for fuck’s sake! Until yesterday she had been sure that squiring was just an urban myth, like vaginal orgasms. But if she lingered on this any longer, it would only end in an overwhelming urge to crawl into a hole and die.
The main thing she couldn’t ignore, though, was the question of what relationship she had with Amanda and, to a lesser extent, Berry. Any hope (or fear) that it would stay one hundred percent professional and platonic had died an explosive death when Amanda had made her experience what her egg thingies could do. Even now the memories made her stomach flutter.
After the bondage scene, she had anguished that Amanda didn’t acknowledge her during sex and that this might mean that Chris was so far below her that she wasn’t even worth being considered as a potential partner. However, it was unmistakably clear now that Amanda was oh so ready to engage with her in very intimate ways. But what did it mean?
The thought that she was so open in her relationship that she would include Chris as an actual part of it was ridiculous. Likely it meant nothing, and she was this open with all her friends. But if she was this promiscuous, wouldn’t the society columns be full of juicy stories about her escapades? Maybe. Or she was just this good at hiding them. After all, the press hadn’t yet figured out her kinkiness. Then again, she hadn’t engaged with it much until now, which was exactly the reason they had needed Chris in the first place. However…
Chris felt her thoughts starting to go in circles again, overthinking anything and everything. It wasn’t like she was going to figure out Amanda’s motives and feelings just from analyzing the few confusing interactions they’d had. She should rather be trying to figure out where she herself stood on the matter. Did she still have feelings for Amanda?
Okay, that question was an obvious yes. But should she hang on to the hope that she might actually still have a shot? She certainly had a shot at more shared sexy time. In fact, at this point she’d have to actively say no to stop getting intimate with Amanda. But while horny Chris was yelling for her to take every scrap of Amanda she could get, down-to-Earth Chris worried if it was worth the risk to engage emotionally.
After all, there was a good chance that Amanda only saw their screwing around with each other as some harmless fun and didn’t have any romantic intentions at all. Whatever way Chris would ultimately decide to approach the situation, the risk of getting hurt had, if anything, only increased.
At this point in her thought process she realized that it was approaching noon, and that she hadn’t much to show for the time spent. Their next date on Wednesday was already set in stone anyway, and if she spent every second until then angsting about it, she’d be a total emotional wreck by then.
She needed some time out of her head, and ideally also out of her house and with other people. Since it was Sunday, a great many of her friends were sure to also be looking for some distraction, so if she went out to get some action, there was a good chance she didn’t have to do it alone.

She ended up spending most of the day in the archery gallery. Despite its name, it didn’t have much to do with actual archery. Out on the countryside there had been a couple of archery routes throughout the forests, but Chris had never seen the appeal of them. You spent about one percent of your time actually shooting at stuff, and the rest was drudging through the thickets from one target to the next and looking for your arrows. The gallery in the city had done away with all of these annoyances by simply hiring a skilled illusionist.
Technically speaking, nothing inside the gallery was real. Neither the giant but completely weightless and self-reloading crossbows, nor the colorful birds, bunnies, drakes and what have you that you shot at. Not that it mattered, because the fun you had as you jumped from vantage point to vantage point, firing at everything in your field of vision, was very real.
Drirk the goblin and Dynkle the fairy were there as well, and the three of them teamed up for some rounds of the Ultimate Monster Warfare course. As always, the mere sight of Dynkle in action was enough to justify the entrance fee. The little fairy wielded a crossbow about twice as big as herself, and she was an absolute killer machine with it. When they did a few rounds of PvP afterwards, with Chris and Drirk teaming up against Dynkle, they still managed to lose two matches out of three.
Afterwards they went out for something to eat, met a couple other friends and hit a bar for some nice but not too excessive end-of-weekend drinking. Chris had managed not to think about her whole situation with Amanda and Berry for the entire afternoon. Only then, as they were sitting together and sharing some juicy gossip, did she remember that there was a lot of that going on in her life as well.
She decided not to share anything about her new side job yet. For once, her friends would want to know absolutely everything and ask very reasonable questions like “Who’s your client?” “How did it go?” or “Does that mean you finally get to quit your day job?”, none of which she could answer without either letting some classified information about the CEO of Drake Industries slip, or without making decisions about her future she didn’t yet feel comfortable making.
The stories and jokes of the others quickly took her mind off things, though, and she still had a nice evening before going home and getting ready for the next week.

The time till Wednesday flew by without any major incidents. Maybe she was a bit more distracted during her workshop than usual. It was hard to teach people how to do an armbinder without remembering what it had looked like on Amanda, and how it had put all that delicious pressure on her breasts. She didn’t think anyone noticed, though. Her students were, as always, completely preoccupied with their own work, and Chris was skilled enough that she could teach ropes even while paying only half attention.
The flower job did give her a bit more to think about. Dealing with customers and weaving wreaths did not get any more interesting, and it was hard not to think about the small bag of gold coins safely tucked away in the back of her cupboard.
If she quit right now, her savings, plus the bit she made with her workshops, would allow her to go for several months before she ran out of money. It was tempting to be sure, but then the only plan for her financial future was to keep getting paid by Amanda. And it wasn’t just that she felt uncomfortable taking money for a job she very much had ulterior motives for.
It was still very, very unclear how her relationship with Amanda would ultimately shape up. Immediately getting financially dependent on her certainly wasn’t going to make anything easier. She’d have to delay that decision until she’d had a few more sessions and it was clearer what direction her life was going. She might hate her cautious side when it prevented her from throwing herself into daring sexual adventures, but she didn’t mind its input in financial matters.
For the first time in her life she also actively browsed through newspapers and magazines for coverage of the M3, only to get reminded that the written news were by necessity always at least a full day behind. To her shame she still spent far too much time reading through all the preliminary interviews with the leading members of Drake Industries, especially the articles with pictures.
Both Amanda and Berry looked absolutely stunning. Since Chris had only met them in very casual settings, she still hadn’t fully realized how big of a deal Amanda’s job was. Amanda might have an imposing aura even when she was dressed in just a bathrobe, but when looking at these pictures of her in that fancy designer blazer, which alone must have cost a year’s worth of salary for a normal person, her sparkling earrings inlaid with pure magical crystals, there was no doubt that she was one of the people whom the world revolved around.
All in all, Wednesday came much sooner than anticipated. Chris struggled to keep her head at least somewhat focused on her work. The big bag full of bondage equipment that sat with her street clothes in the back room of the flower shop weighted heavily on her mind.
While it was clear that it wouldn’t be that long of a session, Amanda and Berry had already proven that they practiced sex on a whole other level, so Chris didn’t dare not prepare for everything they might want to do. And in five more hours she’d go over there for what would without a doubt be the next life-changing adventure. Four hours and fifty-five minutes now. Four hours and fifty minutes…
Despite her best efforts to stay calm, the anticipation was killing her by the time her shift finally ended. She changed her clothes in record time and rushed out, only to be reminded by the unicorn buses that it was actually impossible to save any time. As Berry had already hinted at, public transport was less than ideal in the fancy part of town, because everyone who lived there was too rich to use it.
It took her more than one and a half hours to get to Amanda’s mansion, including two ten minute waits when changing lines, and a fifteen minute hike at the end. Especially that last part was something she hadn’t really considered when packing her bag.
Her stamina was nothing to write home about. Combine that with her clothes being picked more for looks than for convenience, the weight of the bag, and the still pretty hot early autumn weather, and it all summed up to her being drenched in sweat when she finally arrived.
At least the key didn’t pose any problems. It was magical indeed, but not in the complex, ritualistic sense one would expect from a safety mechanism. The moment she waved it in the general vicinity of the gate, it already opened up on its own. Amanda seemed to bank her security on making sure to only hand out those keys to trustworthy people.
To her great relief, no one was home yet. She couldn’t think of a more embarrassing and less professional first impression than showing up completely disheveled from what was effectively nothing more than a bit of a hike.
Well, actually she could. For example, it would be a much worse first impression to show up so itchy that you had to leave again right away, making it seem like you were utterly disgusted by your host.
Chris quickly banished that memory back into the depths where it belonged. What she couldn’t banish that easily was the realization that she had packed nether an extra set of clothes nor her lotion. It had made sense at the time, seeing how today’s session was explicitly set to be a short one with no risk of spending the night, and the last thing she had needed was an even heavier bag, but it certainly left her in a bit of pickle. Well, it was a pickle she could deal with once she wasn’t so disgusting anymore.
While she would have loved to take her time in the shower again, Amanda and Berry could come through the door any moment for all she knew, so she kept it short and slipped into the fresh bathrobe hanging by. She noticed that the sheets in the guest room had been changed, and that the entire mansion looked completely spotless.
She had already wondered about the lack of staff during her previous visits. Never mind the stereotypes of snobby rich people and their butlers, keeping a mansion as big as this one clean was a lot of work. Likely Amanda had some people for the job and just made sure they weren’t around when there were indecent things going on.
Chris’ luck worked out, insofar as that Amanda and Berry hadn’t come back yet when she return to the living room. She took a look at the big pendulum clock. From what she had gathered, the final presentation from Drake Industries had ended about three hours ago. There was bound to be some interviews afterwards, maybe even a little after party. Nothing too excessive, though, or they wouldn’t have made any plans with her for today.
And then they needed to travel back, of course. M3 was held in the golem city of Cyrados, which was on the other side of the continent. Chris wasn’t an expert on the maximum flying speed of pegasi, but even a very optimistic estimate ended up with a travel time of half a day at the very least. They would take the intercity teleportation system then, meaning they’d arrive at the leyline hub in the city center. Assuming they had parked their pegasus there, they could make it in fifteen minutes. Not counting however long it took from the M3 venue to Cyrados’ leyline hub, of course.
All that mental arithmetic amounted to the not very helpful result that Amanda and Berry could indeed return pretty much any second now, but that it also wasn’t unrealistic for them to take another hour or two. Chris sat down on the couch and waited, both to get dry and for them to arrive.
A good fifteen minutes later she was dry and it was starting to get awkward, sitting around all alone in a house that wasn’t her own. She had already hung up her sweaty clothes in the guest room, hoping that they would be at least a bit less disgusting by the time she had to leave again. Or maybe there was something in Amanda’s wardrobe she could borrow then. Either way, after a short mental struggle she had made peace with the fact that she simply wasn’t going to wear anything while she was here.
She hated herself for the fact that it had been a struggle at all. Amanda and Berry had made it ridiculously clear that clothes were something very optional in this household, and Chris didn’t like to think of herself as prudish in any way.
It wasn’t even that she had a problem with her body. She was realistic enough to know that she was rather good-looking. However, there was still quite a bit of room between “rather good-looking” and “drop-dead gorgeous”, which perfectly described Amanda and Berry. It was hard not to compare the goods when they were all out in the open, making it obvious that some of them were more good than others.
Chris managed to get her thoughts under control again. What did it matter if maybe she had a few points less on the beauty scale? Amanda had been very eager to have some naughty fun with her, so clearly she didn’t need to worry about her looks. If anything, she’d make an even better impression now that she finally didn’t hide herself under her shirt anymore.
Another fifteen minutes passed. Not that this was unusual in any way, but Chris was starting to get antsy. Was there something productive she could do in the meantime? She remembered Berry saying something like the key allowing her to prepare everything, so they could start the moment everyone was there.
However, without knowing exactly what they wanted of her, there wasn’t much to prepare. She had already neatly laid out all her ropes on the table for easier access. Or maybe Berry had meant that she should think something up and prepare that. Like, rig up the bed so they could bind Amanda to it later without wasting any time.
That would require her seeking out and entering their bedroom on her own, though, which seemed like a breach of privacy to her. Then again, Amanda and Berry had been so ridiculously open with her on Saturday, walking into their bedroom was nothing in comparison. And there was a good chance they would appreciate it if Chris took initiative and prepared something fancy for them. They were extremely motivated amateurs, but amateurs nonetheless, so they likely didn’t even know half the things one could do with rope.
Cautious Chris held the upper hand against adventurous Chris for quite some time, but when another half an hour went by with no sign from Amanda and Berry, she couldn’t bear sitting still any longer. She had to do something. And it couldn’t hurt to at least take a look through the mansion to see what she had to work with.

The mansion might have been big, but it only had one floor and consisted of large rooms that didn’t even have doors for the most part, which made it easy to navigate. Chris found the bedroom in no time, and it turned out to be her personal paradise.
The bed had neither mattress nor bed frame. It was more of a giant nest, roughly square-shaped with a side length of about three meters, made up of an almost inconceivable amount of blankets and pillows. No person with a heart could look at this bed and not get the overwhelming urge to just throw themselves into this world of fluffiness.
And while the lack of a bed frame might get in the way of some bondage ideas, that was more than made up for by the giant wooden structure around the bed. Four pillars at the bed’s corners were connected with beams that held up one curtain for each side. Since Amanda and Berry shouldn’t have the need for extra privacy in their own bedroom, Chris assumed they were just aesthetic, to make the nest even more cozy by completely shutting out everything that wasn’t part of the big pillow pile.
More importantly though, these pillars also held up a grid of wooden bars, a bit over two meters above the bed. It was the perfect height for someone as tall as Amanda to hang on to, and looked strong enough to easily hold her even if she was going for more active exercises. Which also meant that it was the perfect anchor for some suspension bondage.
It was like a sign from the Heavens. There was no way Chris would not make use of this opportunity. Amanda and Berry would absolutely love it! She went back to get her rope, checked once again that there was still no pegasus to be seen, and got to work.

Time flew by as Chris fixed what felt like a kilometer of rope to the beams. Sure, the suspension base she had set up in the beginning would have already been plenty, but she enjoyed working with the rope so much, she didn’t want to stop. And Amanda and Berry surely wouldn’t mind having options.
Like the option to bind Amanda in a flying spreadeagle position, with an optional waist support to take some weight off her shoulders. Or maybe they felt like some real hardcore stuff like inverted suspension with Amanda’s legs forced open to make her the most helpless target ever. And of course she had to prepare a few nooses at the base of the pillars in case they didn’t feel like suspension after all, and only wanted to tie Amanda to the bed in a more conventional way.
When Chris returned to the living room, she was shocked to find that more than an hour had passed. She had completely lost her sense of time in her fun.
Less fun was that there was still no sign of the two. It was already getting late, and if they didn’t show up soon, they wouldn’t have much time to try out all the fancy rigging.
Still, there wasn’t much she could do except wait. At least she felt a lot better about herself as she settled down on the couch again. She had done everything in her power to make this a truly magical evening, and she already tingled in anticipation as she imagined the naughty sparkles in Amanda’s eyes as she praised her skills.

The anticipation slowly died down as the minutes ticked by. It was close to ten, and Chris was beginning to get worried that something had gone wrong. Maybe they wouldn’t come home at all that night because something had come up.
It wasn’t unthinkable that as the CEO, Amanda was forced to join some after party until the very end. And if that was the case, they had no means of sending a message to her across half the continent. But Chris also didn’t want to give up and go home, only to just miss them and cause a huge disappointment.

A few minutes after ten they finally arrived, and Chris could tell immediately that things were not looking great. Neither of them made a comment about being greeted by a naked Chris, and Amanda looked on with such an empty stare that Chris wasn’t even sure she noticed anything that was going on around her.
After a brief greeting Amanda dropped down on the couch and let out a long sigh. She looked completely deflated. That her wolf ears and tail had disappeared due to the moon phase only added to that impression.
“Did it go so poorly?” Chris asked carefully. She felt up to the task of providing some emotional support to someone who’d had a bad day, but if this was a “the company is going to shit” kind of crisis, she had no idea what to do or say.
“Nothing terrible. I guess. Just… urgh.” Amanda rubbed her temples. “But I really don’t want to bog you down with my shit. We already made you wait so long for nothing. I can get someone to bring you home right away, so at least one of us can enjoy the rest of her night.”
“Don’t worry about it.” While she still wasn’t sure what was going on, Chris was sure of one thing: She was not going to leave Amanda like this. She sat down on the couch next to her. “I don’t mind a bit of shit, if it helps you to get it off your chest.”
Amanda snorted. “Whatever you say. But I’m warning you right now: It’s all gonna sound like first world problem bullshit to you. It’s nothing that can’t be fixed by a drink or two, and me getting my shit back together.”
“If it really was nothing, you wouldn’t look so dead inside.”
That gave Amanda pause. Chris already feared that she had gone too far, when a crooked smile returned to Amanda’s lips. “Guess that’s true. Well, it’s worth a shot.”
“If you don’t mind,” Berry interjected. “I’ll just go and take care of myself real quick. I’ve been there, I know the story already. And don’t bother getting someone else, I can bring Chris home afterwards. Never change a running system, and all that.”
“You’re a dear,” Amanda said as Berry left the room. For a moment Chris wanted to ask what it was that Berry needed to take care of so urgently, but luckily the penny dropped before she could make the situation more awkward.
“So, here we go then.” Amanda leaned back into the couch. “Not that it’s much of a story, just an incredibly annoying day. Like, we found out one hour before the big official reveal that some magical interference has scrambled the main fuck-me-if-I-know of our new prototype. Of course our spare parts were affected as well, and you can’t just go to the store and buy a backup of the new tech piece that’s not even revealed to the public yet.
“We ran around like headless chickens for the entire hour, buying up everything that Franzi said she could maybe use to improvise something. And then I had to stall on stage for half an hour before they had fixed it up enough to send it out. Have you ever tried to stall a crowd for half an hour? Really can’t recommend.”
“But she did fix it in the end?”
“Yeah, she did. If it’s tech, Franzi can do it. I had to improvise the whole presentation because there was no time for the original one, and the prototype was different from what it should’ve been, but I managed to play it off somehow. Could’ve kissed Franzi back there. Until she gave her interview. I could’ve bitten her head off, then.” Amanda groaned. The memory seemed to cause her physical pain.
“You’d think it was common sense that you don’t tell the press all the things that don’t work about your product. Yes, we had this problem, but now we know about it and we can prevent it in the future. Put one extra shielding case in the thing and it’ll never happen again. But if you tell any of that to the press, you’ve got headlines like ‘Drake Industries finished? New product unstable, future unclear’. I had to get in there and clear it up and then stay and babysit Franzi through the entire rest of the interview.
“And then, as if that wasn’t enough, I get the message that our main supplier for crystal dust is pissed off for whatever reason, and so I gotta get my ass over to them tomorrow first thing in the morning and clear it up before we have a shortage that cuts into our production. God, why does everything and everyone have to be this difficult?”
“People gonna people,” Chris said sympathetically.
“Yeah, but why? They could just, you know, not?”
“I’ve long given up on the why myself. Just today I had a customer who wanted a bouquet of roses. So I made him one, and he said he wanted one without thorns. Could’ve said that before, but fair enough. We’ve got this other kind of roses without thorns, so I take some of those and make him a bouquet. He says no, he wants one with real roses. Like, thorned roses. But without the thorns. So in the end I took the original bouquet, clipped off all the thorns, and he was happy. And that was just one guy today. If I tried to understand the reason behind things every time something like that happens, I would’ve run out of sanity years ago.”
“So what do you do then?” Amanda asked. “To keep your sanity when people are difficult?”
“Good question. I guess I just make sure to get away from it often enough. Surround myself with people who don’t make drama. Who are nice and simple and fun to be around.”
“Sounds great.” Amanda leaned over and rested her head on Chris’ shoulder. “Good thing I’ve got one such person right here, then.”
Chris had almost forgotten that she was naked, but that fact jumped to the forefront of her mind as Amanda snuggled up to her. She tried to get a hold of herself. Amanda just needed her as a friend right now, and there was no need to make it weird. Not that she knew the first thing about not making things more difficult and weird than they had to be. “If only you knew,” she said before she could stop herself.
“What?”
Chris cursed herself. Maybe there was a time to bring up her own insecurities and baggage, but now certainly wasn’t it. She wanted to help Amanda deal with her bullshit, not heap her own on top of it. “Forget it. Anything I can do for you? Other than being here and being uncomplicated?”
“Well, since you ask…” Amanda moved her head a bit to get more comfortable, snuggling up even closer in the process. “I wouldn’t say no to a couple head scratches.”
She didn’t have to ask twice. Running her fingers through these beautiful thick hair was something Chris would never get tired of. It was enviable how they could be this silky smooth, and still curly enough to fall in big, beautiful waves. Now that Amanda was rich, she surely had the best hair care products money could buy, but Chris remembered her hair having never been anything less than fabulous even before.
“You can go harder. It feels best when…” the sentence ended in one of her adorable dog-purrs as Chris stepped up her head scratching game. “That’s it. Keep doing that. Especially where the ears should be.”
Chris moved her hand a bit to the side and earned another deeply satisfied growl. It was hard to say who of the two of them enjoyed this more. Amanda sounded like she was in heaven. Soon her head started twitching, following Chris’ fingers.
“God, I wish I had my ears right now. It feels so great to get scratched behind them” she said after indulging herself for who knew how long.
Chris certainly didn’t pay any attention to the time. If she had her way, she could spend the whole night like this, caressing Amanda’s hair and getting lost in their familiar homely smell.
“Seriously, who designed werewolves? Why can’t we just work like all the other animal people? Being human sucks and being a wolf sucks. If I ever become the master of the universe, the first thing I do is reroute the moon so it’s always half full.”
“Sounds like a plan,” Chris said, never letting the head scratches run dry. “And while you’re at it, maybe make dryads cooler as well. They suck as they are right now.”
“You don’t suck, though. You’re great. I’d totally be licking your face right now, but I’m afraid that would come across a bit weird.”
Chris manged to pause for only the tiniest moment as her stomach did a little somersault. How was so she supposed to react to something like this? Happy that Amanda apparently liked her this much? Weirdly aroused at the thought of Amanda showing her affection so openly? Kinda disgusted by the mental image of having slobber all over her face? She decided to play it off as a joke.
“I thought that was a dog thing, not a wolf thing.”
“I can be a dog if I want to be. Woof!” Amanda laughed. “Are you saying I’d be a bad dog?”
“If you ask me, a dog that’s licking my face is a very bad dog indeed.”
“Well, guess you’ll have to train me better, then.”
Chris swallowed. The banter had suddenly changed into pretty aggressive flirting. Or at least that was how it registered with her. Amanda didn’t seem to think much of her own words, because she continued with. “So what would you want to be, if dryads aren’t cool enough for you?”
“I…” It took her a few moments to shift mental gears again. It also wasn’t a question she had a non-stupid answer to. Then again, it seemed like they were just joking around anyway. “A few times I thought being a banshee could be pretty neat.”
“What?” Amanda set up straight, sadly bringing the era of head scratches to an end. “Banshees are a plague upon the world! Why would you want to be one?”
“Yeah, I guess I wouldn’t want to be one in normal life. But I think there’s nothing as badass as a banshee that’s the lead singer in a Death Metal band. Like Emily from Stygian Dusk. Do you know her?”
When Amanda shook her head, Chris went on “I love her. Her style, her voice, everything. Like, she’s the reason I changed my style, but no matter what I do, I’ll never be one percent as cool as her. I’ve never in my life seen anyone look this good in leather. And when she sings… man! All the people who complain that you can’t understand the lyrics are completely missing the point. It’s a vibe, an experience! Her singing makes you feel alive, but not, like, alive alive, but more like…”
Amanda had listened to Chris’ outburst with a polite smile, but she used this moment where Chris struggled with words to interject. “I see what you mean, and it does sound pretty cool, but I’m afraid you can’t sell me on it.” She pointed at her ears. Or rather, at the place her wolf ears would have been. “I can’t deal with banshees. They completely destroy my ears. And that’s when they talk normally. If one of them screams Death Metal at me, I’ll die.”
“Pity. You’re missing out on something there. Is it better when you only have your human ears?”
“I guess. Can’t say that I’ve tried it out much, since I make sure to avoid banshees on principle, but it should be at least a few less frequencies drilling into my skull. But yeah, it’s a good thing you’re not a banshee if you ask me.”
“It’s not like I can sing anyway,” Chris said. “So, being a banshee singer isn’t really a dream of mine. More like a random daydream. I just really like her style. It’s so daring and edgy, but in an awesome way. Wish I could pull off something like that.”
“I’d say you’re on the right track. Got a pretty daring outfit right there.”
“Thank you, but… oh.” Chris stopped when she realized that Amanda wasn’t talking about her clothes, but rather about their current absence.
Amanda laughed at the look of Chris’ face. “Sorry, I just had to say it. For real, though, I think it’s great that you’re feeling this comfortable with us now. And that after only being here a couple of times. I’d say you’ve got the daring part covered.”
“Well, you two make it too easy to feel comfortable.”
“Aww, thanks. Speaking of which, why am I still wearing this shit?”
Amanda grabbed her suit and all but tore it from her body. That Chris didn’t hear any ripping fabric was a testament to the high quality of the clothes. Amanda threw the suit into a corner of the living room. Her trousers quickly followed.
When she opened her bra, she let out a blissful sigh. She threw it onto the pile with a vengeance and stretched her shoulders. “Much better. I try to avoid these things as much as possible, but when you’re on stage, you sadly gotta keep the jiggliness to a minimum, or no one will pay any attention to what you’re saying.”
“I can totally see that happening,” Chris said. She was pleasantly surprised that she could look at Amanda undressing without missing a beat. Sure, Amanda was still drop-dead gorgeous, but the situation wasn’t inherently sexual. It was just… nice, sitting together so openly. “But maybe you can get away with it when you present your eggs.”
Amanda laughed. “Marketing would kill me if I did that. Then again, maybe that’s all the more reason to go for it.”
“What’s the beef with marketing?”
“Don’t ask. They’re always on my ass about the image of the company. And that we need a unified profile. I tell them I don’t give a flying fuck about what they think our image and profile should be. I just want to get all the stuff Franzi comes up with out there. They’ve been scrambling to come up with a marketing strategy ever since I told them we’re gonna have a sex toy line. But that’s company bullshit again. Let’s talk about something else. Since we’re on the topic of clothes, I like your new style. And not just you not wearing anything now. You really reinvented yourself since back then.”
Chris couldn’t help notice that Amanda looked a lot more awake and happy again. It felt good, knowing that her attempts to cheer her up had not been in vain. “Thanks. I just needed to get away from the leaf dresses and the hemp and all that shit, and I figured, if I was already getting away, I might as well go all the way. And when I really got into metal in my late teens, I wanted to look like those guys on stage, and especially like Emily. Well, kind of like them, since you can’t get away with their outfits in public, but that was the general idea. And I just love the look of black leather.”
“It absolutely suits you,” Amanda said. “Don’t get me wrong, you looked adorable in your leaf dress. But now that I’ve seen a bit of your darker side, I get why you don’t want to go with adorable anymore. I bet it also sells yourself a lot better in your workshops. Like, if I wanted to learn bondage, I wouldn’t go to leaf dress Chris. Leaf dress Chris has the vibe of silk scarfs and maybe a soft blindfold. But black leather Chris, that’s where the action is. Black leather Chris looks like the gal you learn the real interesting stuff from.”
“Thanks. And I guess you’re right. Haven’t really thought much about it, honestly. By the time I started these workshops, I’d already long switched styles. But yeah, I couldn’t imagine teaching about body harnesses and crotch ropes and all that in a leaf dress. I’d feel ridiculous.”
“And rightly so. If I had a drink, I’d raise a toast to black leather Chris.”
Chris looked over to a cupboard that was well stocked with bottles. “If you tell me what you want and where to find the glasses, I could get you one.”
“You’re a dear, but…” Amanda stopped and reached a decision. “No, there’s no but. One drink can’t hurt. The glasses are on the top shelf in the kitchen over there. I’ll have a pixie dew. Feel free to take whatever you want for yourself.”
“Coming up right away.”
Chris went to the kitchen and quickly found the shelf in question. She had no idea which glass pixie dew was supposed to go in, but she also didn’t think Amanda would mind if she picked the wrong one. She had never tried the stuff herself, but knew from reputation that it was sickly sweat and not all that strong, so one of the fancy Martini glasses should work.
Back in the living room she filled it up with a good amount of the sticky dew before quickly scanning the cupboard for something for herself. She didn’t recognize any of the bottles, owing to the fact that all of them were very obviously in a price class she could never afford. Not wanting to keep Amanda waiting, she took the next best thing that had the word liqueur and the names of several herbs written on it.
Amanda was still visibly tired when Chris returned, but she smiled brightly as she took the glass and raised it. “Alright, then. To black leather Chris! Cheers!”
“Cheers!”
They both took a sip. Chris’ drink was a bit sweet for her taste, but it had an interesting combination of flavors. She could make out dandelion, yarrow and elderberry among others, as well as something that might have been chili and made the drink go down with an invigorating sharpness that perfectly contrasted its sugary first impression.
For a good minute or so they sat in comfortable silence, just enjoying their drinks and each other’s company.
“Seems like Berry’s taking her time,” Chris finally said. It might not be the most tactful topic, but the atmosphere was cozy enough that she didn’t think Amanda would mind, and she was genuinely curious. It had sounded like Berry had only planned to rub a quick one out before taking Chris home.
“And that surprises you?” Amanda laughed and took another sip from her drink. Chris tried not to look at the sticky droplets that clung to her upper lip until she licked them away. “Girl’s insatiable. With all the stress, we barely got a morning quickie in. And why should she hurry when she knows I’m in good hands? Speaking of which, I couldn’t help notice that your hands are really soft, and that with you handling flowers and ropes pretty much all day. What’s your secret?”
Finding out that Amanda took note of such small details about her felt better than Chris dared to admit. “I guess it’s a side effect of me having to lotion myself up every day. Because of the leather, you see. My skin can’t take it.”
“Right, the being allergic to most clothes thing. Sucks that your style is such a hassle. Have you tried faux-leather?”
“Tried it once, but we didn’t click. It doesn’t feel right, it doesn’t smell right, and it’s just so… I don’t know, clammy? I don’t mind the daily lotion ritual if in exchange I can wear clothes I feel good in.” Well, at least until they didn’t feel good anymore.
Speaking of which, now might very well be the best time to clear up a potential misunderstanding. “That’s the reason I was so eager to get away the first time Berry brought me here, by the way. I’d planned to go straight home, so I didn’t lotion up. By the time I was here, I was all itchy.”
“That’s it?” Amanda laughed and emptied her glass. “And there we were worried we’d weirded you out. Explains why you came back so quickly, though. But why didn’t you just say so? You could’ve saved us all so much heart ache.”
“Sorry about that.” Not wanting to fall behind, Chris emptied her own glass and just barely managed not to cough as the sharp aftertaste burned down her throat. “Believe me, I absolutely hated myself for fucking up our reunion so badly, but I kinda short-circuited there, and I had no idea how to handle it. Like, what impression does it make if the first thing you say is ‘Sorry, but I decided to wear clothes I’m allergic to, and I’m kinda dying here.’ And back then I didn’t know yet that you wouldn’t mind me just taking them off,” she finished, trying to hide her embarrassment with a joke.
“Fair enough. You could’ve rescheduled, though, if you already knew the timing was this bad.”
“Yes. I guess I could have.” Chris twirled the glass between her fingers, wishing it not to be this empty. “But, like, I couldn’t, could I? It was a chance to meet you again. And you’ve become such an important person. What if it was a now or never deal and I wouldn’t get to see you if I said no at that time?
“I thought getting to see you was worth a little itch, and that maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Well, it was more than a little itch, and it was so bad, and I totally shouldn’t have done, but yeah, that was kinda what went through my head. I didn’t want to fuck up my chance to meet you, and in doing so I completely fucked up everything else.”
“Aww, come here!” Amanda opened her arms, and after only the slightest of hesitations Chris allowed herself to just fall into her strong and yet distractingly soft hug. “That’s the most wholesome reason for a fucked up meeting I’ve ever heard. And believe me, I’ve been in a lot of fucked up meetings in my time.” She giggled, but her hug felt earnest.
“I’m just glad I got a second chance to make it up to you,” Chris mumbled into Amanda’s shoulder.

They kept sitting there and talking for who knew how long after. By the time Berry returned, they had made it through both a second drink and a whole lot of nostalgic school stories. Chris got a little shock when she looked at the clock and found that it was almost midnight.
“Guess I should be going,” she said. “You said you needed to get up early tomorrow, and I kept you up for so long.”
“Whatever,” Amanda said. “I’ll survive. And I’m glad you did. I feel so much better now.”
“Shame we didn’t get to play, though,” Berry said. “And that after everything you prepared.”
“What? Oh…” Memories of her extensive rigging session returned. “I might’ve gone a bit overboard there. Don’t worry, I’ll get rid of it all before I go.”
Amanda craned her neck. “What are you two talking about?”
Berry smirked. “You might want to take a look at our nest, Mandy-dear.”
“Sounds like I do, indeed.” Amanda shot Chris a mischievous grin. “Gotta see what our kinky friend here had in mind for me.”
Chris blushed a little and felt the need to defend herself, but was proud of herself to successfully fight that urge. If she had learned one thing in her short time with the two of them, it was that there was no reason to apologize for her naughtier side.

Amanda certainly did like what she saw. She was all giddy as she walked over to her nest. “How many people did you plan to tie up here? A rough estimate is enough, just so I know how big I have to grow my harem until next time.”
“I just thought you might want to have options.” Now that she was saying it out loud, Chris realized that it wasn’t as good an argument as she had made herself believe. The rigging was excessive, no matter how you looked at it.
“Well, I have options alright.” Amanda tested one of the ropes hanging from the grid at the top. “Or, I guess I do. I have no idea what you were going for here. Like, the four on the bottom, that’s for a spreadeagle. I got that much. And I guess you can bind me standing here with my arms above my head or something, but I don’t think you’ll need this many ropes for that.”
“I get it,” Berry chimed in. “The first time we met, when you showed me that harness, you said that you can do one for suspension. That’s the plan, right?”
Chris was impressed that Berry had such a good memory. “Right. I don’t know if you’re even interested in that, but I had a lot of time, so I thought, I might as well prepare it, just in case.” Yes, it had totally been a conscious decision and not just her getting completely carried away.
“Suspension? As in, I hang in the ropes and don’t touch the floor?” Amanda grabbed two hanging loops of rope and pulled herself up with them. The grid creaked, but barely moved at all. Chris saw her assumption that Amanda used it as a workout tool confirmed. “Never really thought about it, but it sounds kinda interesting.”
“Just kinda interesting? If you ask me, it’s a lot more than that.” Berry hugged Amanda from behind. “If you’re hanging in the ropes, you can’t even wriggle away anymore. Then I can really do whatever I want with you. Maybe even push you like a pendulum, just because it’s fun to see you swing.”
Amanda laughed. “I see someone’s really looking forward to it. But sure, let’s try it out next time we get the chance. Whenever that’s gonna be.”
“Speaking of which,” Chris said. “Do you have any idea when you want me to come over again? Or will you just contact me once you’ve figured everything out?”
Amanda sighed. A good part of her regained vitality left her body. “If it was just about what I want, you wouldn’t even have to leave. Sadly, that’s not how the world works. I’ll go meet our supplier tomorrow, and with a bit of luck it doesn’t turn into a big thing, but I don’t know yet. But you have a workshop tomorrow late in the evening, right? Would it be okay if I sent Berry over to tell you how things are going?”
“Yes, of course,” Chris answered, confused that this was something that required her explicit consent. A quick chat at the end of her day wasn’t exactly a lot of effort from her side.
“You’re making me run a lot of errands for you lately,” Berry said with a fake pout. “You better compensate me well for it.”
“As if I’d ever not given you anything you wanted. But speaking of which…” Amanda turned back to Chris. “Once again, I’m sorry that this evening didn’t work out at all. Of course you’ll get paid anyway, since it wasn’t your fault.”
Chris felt the heat rise into her face. Amanda was going to shower her in riches again, and for what? For sitting around a bit in her comfy mansion and having a few drinks with her. She had accepted the payment last time, but then she had at least done some actual work. Chris wasn’t going to take money just for being a good friend.
“Absolutely not,” she said. “I didn’t do anything that warrants any payment. And I had a good time with you. Being paid for a good time is just wrong.”
“I wouldn’t say you didn’t do anything,” Amanda said. “I’d even say you did exactly what I needed of you. You really got me out of my slump there.”
“Well, that’s what friends are for.” Chris realized how cheesy that sounded, so she quickly added “So yeah, let’s say today was just a friendly visit, and we can talk business next time when you’re up for it again. And now I should really take all of this stuff down so you can finally have some rest.”
For a moment Amanda looked like she was going to try again, but then her features softened. “If it’s fine with you, it’s fine with me. And one of these days you’ll have to come over normally. As in, just as a friend, not as a sex thing. I also had a really good time today. We have to do that more often.”
“Could be a challenge, though,” Berry said, her head resting on Amanda’s shoulder. “There’s pretty much always a sex thing going on when the two of us are at home.”
Amanda reached up to stroke Berry’s cheek. “But we’re also able to behave ourselves for a bit when we have visitors.”
“Speak for yourself.” Berry turned her head and licked Amanda’s hand with a little giggle. “But sure, come over whenever. You’re good people. And you don’t mind if I don’t feel like putting on clothes. That’s always a plus in a visitor.”
“Great.” Chris would have liked to say a lot more. Express somehow that it really meant a lot to her that the two of them liked her this much. But she had no idea how to do so without sounding cheesy, so she just reached for the first knot and said. “But now I should really get going.”
Amanda gently took her hand before she could open the knot. “Don’t bother. This looks like it’s gonna take a while, and I could really use some sleep right now. Let’s just keep it for now, so we can try this suspension stuff right away next time we meet. Unless you need the ropes for your workshop, of course.”
“I have spares.”
That sounded a lot better than admitting that Chris had splurged some of her payment on a new collection of ropes, because she had wanted special ones that were only for Amanda.
They hugged and said goodbye and once again Berry took Chris out to the pegasus while Amanda got ready to call it a day.

“God, it’s so pretty!”
This time Chris did have the mental capacity to enjoy the sights of the city at night. If the city looked like the world’s weirdest bee hive at day, all the bees collectively decided that it was time for disco the moment the sun was down.
The street lights went through the whole color spectrum, but they did so with a pretty large wave length, so you didn’t notice it all that much as a pedestrian, or even when taking a few stops with the unicorns. But seeing the big picture from above, it was like waves of color bouncing around the city, emanating from the big leyline hub in the center, but interfering with each other throughout the grid so they didn’t spread as concentric circles, but rather as a shining mosaic that spread and collapsed back in on itself all the time as it traveled.
“Yeah,” Berry also looked down, but she had clearly seen it often enough that it didn’t have much impact on her anymore. “Anyway, thanks for what you did today. Mandy was so done with everything, but you somehow managed to build her up again.”
“Don’t mention it,” Chris said, only half paying attention, her eyes still glued to the kaleidoscope of colors below her. “As I said: That’s what friends are for.”
“Guess that’s true.” Berry paused for a moment, as if needing to build up the courage to say the next part. “I was just wondering. Mandy and you, you’re getting along so well. As if you’d known each other forever. Well, I guess you have, in a way, but what I don’t understand is: Why did you stop seeing each other back then? Like, Mandy told me that you left school, and the two of you kinda lost sight of each other after that, but that doesn’t sound right. If you like each other so much, why did you stop seeing each other? I’ve known Mandy for a good two years now, and I only heard your name a couple weeks ago when we stumbled over your workshops.”
Chris pretended to still look at the city.
“You don’t have to answer if you don’t want to. Or if something happened that you don’t want to talk about. I was just curious, that’s all.”
Chris sighed. It felt rude to keep it a secret from Berry. Especially since there wasn’t really a secret to begin with. It was just hard to admit that there wasn’t any good answer to the question.
“Nothing happened,” she said after a short pause. “That’s kind of the long and the short of it. Nothing happened. And most of that nothing came from my side.”
Berry had the good grace not to say anything and wait for Chris to continue in her own time.
“You might’ve noticed already, but I’m not so adventurous as the two of you. I can’t compete when it comes to doing all these cool and crazy things. Guess I didn’t want to force boring old me on Amanda when she had so many interesting things going on.”
“Excuse me?” Berry laughed incredulously. “What the fuck are you talking about? You have your own bondage workshops for fuck’s sake! And when we asked you ‘Hey, you wanna come do BDSM with us?’ you just said ‘Sure, why not’. And when we said ‘Hey, we have this experimental sex toy, wanna try it out?’ you did. Did I miss something here? What about you is not adventurous and cool and crazy and all that stuff?”
Chris blushed. Berry’s words made her feel all warm inside, but it took more than that to drown out the deep-seated insecurities. “Sure, it sounds good when you say it like that, but… I mean, with the egg, you had to push me a lot. I would’ve totally chickened out otherwise.”
“That’s what you call pushing? I might’ve teased you a bit, but only because I knew you could take it. And you do realize that you’re nitpicking yourself here, right? Like, be honest: How many people do you know who would’ve been up to try those eggs on a whim? And in front of other people, at least one of which they barely even knew? Takes some real guts to do that.”
“Guess you’re right.” Despite herself, Chris couldn’t help but smile. Being complimented by Berry for her sexual daring was the highest praise she could have hoped for.
“And of course Mandy and me come off so naturally when we do all that sexy and kinky shit. We’ve known each other for so long, we’re completely comfortable with each other. You’re coming in from outside and you had to keep up at full speed right from the get-go. Of course you’ve got a disadvantage there. But you took it like a champ, if you ask me.”
Berry shifted in her seat so she sat right across of Chris. “You know, when Mandy first talked about getting someone to do the bondage for us, I didn’t believe in it. Like, I didn’t believe there’d be someone out there who’s willing to do it. Well, you can find someone for absolutely anything if you throw enough money around, and by God does Mandy have enough money, but, like, someone who it actually works out with. Someone we have chemistry with.
“Thought it was a pipe dream. That we’d try it out, and after a few awkward sessions I’d have to learn to do the rope stuff on my own after all. But then you showed up and completely proved me wrong. There actually was a nice gal out there who was kinky enough for the job and gutsy enough to take it. So yeah, I’m really not buying that ‘boring old me’ shit.”
“Okay, maybe I did grow a bit of a backbone,” Chris admitted. “But believe me, it’s not easy to keep it up. And all of that confidence only came after school, when I changed up my style and found out that I might actually have a future doing what I want to do. Back in school I was timid nice girl number 23. You know the one. Never spoke my mind, kinda wanted to be involved in the stuff the cool kids like Amanda did, but also scared that they’d actually ask me to join because I’d only make a fool of myself.
“So, yeah, that’s pretty much the story: I kinda felt that Amanda was too cool for me and I didn’t want to force myself onto her, so I didn’t. And if you want to tell me that that’s a pretty stupid reason to break off contact, then save yourself the effort, because believe me, I already know.”
“Damn, you took the words right out of my mouth there.” Berry still seemed to be in high spirits, which made it a lot harder for Chris to keep her self-pity going. “But then again, I don’t know high school Chris, and I should know best that the dumbest teenagers can still manage to get their shit together at some point.
“But honestly, that’s pretty much the best answer I could’ve hoped for. There isn’t any bad blood between Mandy and you. You didn’t feel good enough back then, but you became good enough in the meantime, and so there’s nothing stopping you from staying with us going forwards,” she said and held out her hands.
“That’s a nice way of thinking about it.” Chris took Berry’s hands and smiled at her. “Let’s just hope everything until now wasn’t just a fluke and I’m really good enough now.”

The next day couldn’t pass quickly enough. Knowing that Amanda and Berry thought of her as a cool friend was like a warm glow that followed Chris around. She couldn’t wait to see Berry again, and to hopefully get told that her next visit to the mansion would be very soon.
Deep down she still wasn’t totally convinced that she wasn’t just an imposter, but for the moment that was drowned out by Berry’s words from the day before. Even if she was an imposter, it at least seemed like she was a damn good one, which had to count for something.
Her good mood must have shown, because several people asked her if there was something to congratulate her for, both in the flower shop and during her workshop. Every time, Chris just smiled cheekily and said “Maybe,” earning a nod and a knowing grin in return.
Of course they would all think that she had entered the honeymoon phase of a new love, and Chris was happy for them to keep thinking that. It wasn’t even that far off course. After all, her high school crush had told her that she treasured their relationship, and there were a lot of sexy shenanigans going on. Sure, it wasn’t quite the relationship Chris would have imagined, and she was still afraid that there was more heart ache in the future, but for now it was enough to keep her floating happily.
She took her time cleaning up after her workshop, figuring that Berry would likely wait for everyone else to leave. And indeed, barely five minutes after Mr. Hammerworth and his partner had been the last ones out, Berry came in.
This time she had clearly had time to shower and change her clothes. She also brought the great news that the issues with the supplier had turned out to not be as bad as they had seemed at first, and that Amanda should be able to make some time on the very next day already.
“It’s gonna be late in the evening, so there’s not gonna be time for a real session, but we thought we can still make it work. We’re all new to suspension, so we should start small anyway. And on Sunday we can do a real session,” Berry told her.
Chris said that she loved everything about this plan, and that was that.

The next day, Chris got picked up by Amanda for the first time, because Berry was working late on Friday. Technically Amanda had also been working late, but since she already used the pegasus to commute, it made much more sense for her to do this little detour on her way home.
Even with all the ropework already set up, with the time it took for them to get back, for Berry to take a shower, and all of them to get ready, it was past nine when they started. But that was okay. This was only supposed to be a small session after all. And even if it should turn out longer than expected, it wasn’t much of a problem.
Chris was invited to stay overnight and didn’t work on weekends. Amanda had a couple of things to do on Saturday, but none that couldn’t wait until later in the day, and while Berry had a Saturday shift, she was both an early riser by nature and the one for whom these sessions were the least exhausting, since all she had to do was pretty much whatever she felt like, and it was up to Amanda to take what she dished out and for Chris to figure out the logistics.
And the logistics were far from trivial. They had to try out a couple of different riggings to find one that was comfortable enough for Amanda to keep her suspended for any extended amount of time. Only for Berry to then play around with her a bit before complaining that Amanda couldn’t eat her out while she was hovering at roughly her shoulder height.
At this point Amanda was grumbling that the whole thing was more hassle than it was worth. Chris was all the more glad that in her fit of over-preparation she had also set up everything for inverted suspension. Amanda’s complaints melted very quickly once she found herself in an upright 69 position.
While Berry quickly went through several orgasms, Amanda completely stole the show. Berry’s tongue and fingers had to feel incredible. Barely a minute in, she was already moaning unabashedly, and she only grew in volume from there. It culminated in an ear-shattering howl as Berry closed her lips around her clit and sucked it with such force that her cheeks popped in.
Once again Chris found herself completely overwhelmed by the sheer power of the kinky sexiness these two radiated. She wished so much that she could switch places with Berry, have Amanda take care of her needs while she, too, teased all these erotic sounds out of her. She would absolutely have to excuse herself to the guest room once this was over, or she wouldn’t be able to think straight.
To their general disappointment, the scene ended not long after. Inversion suspension wasn’t something you could keep up forever, and Amanda’s head already looked very red. And while she insisted that she could still go on, she was also very shaky when Chris got her down. Since it was past eleven at that point and Berry had already had her fill, they collectively decided to call it a night.
When all was done and Amanda had taken off her collar, she collapsed onto the pile of pillows, pulling Berry down with her into a flurry of kisses.
“God, you can be so evil,” she said once she got her breath back. “I’m burning up here. I’ve never been this riled up before, and it’s only week two.”
“And now imagine how bad it will be till the end of next week,” Berry said in a husked voice. “We’ve got a nice, long session on Sunday. And that’s not gonna be the only one till then, if I’ve got anything to say about it.”
Amanda shuddered at these sweet promises.
“What do the weeks have to do with anything?” Chris asked, sitting down as well. She assumed they were talking about the moon cycle and its effect of Amanda, but as far as she knew, it didn’t affect the sexuality of werewolves in any way.
“Oh, haven’t you noticed? Poor Mandy doesn’t get to finish in our sessions. I want my little doggy to be needy and ready to go at all times.” Berry hugged Amanda from behind, grabbing her breasts and pinching her nipples. Amanda had to bite her lip to cut off her moan.
“You mean…” Chris began.
“Yeah,” Amanda said, wriggling away from Berry’s fingers. “I only come in our last session each cycle, right before I turn into a wolf. Normally it isn’t a problem. My sex drive is pretty low when I’m not in heat, and Berry is, well, Berry. She wants to use me pretty much all the time. And I gladly let her, but it sucked that I often had problems getting in the mood and really enjoying it. Until Berry came up with that little challenge. You wouldn’t believe how much you suddenly want something just because you can’t have it.”
So that was why Amanda had been glowing so hard after their session with the eggs. Chris remembered all too well how these devilish devices had completely overwhelmed her, made it impossible to think about anything but sex. And how for all their power they had still left her wanting.
All that had made it so much more intense when she had finally gotten the stimulation she needed and exploded. But what if she hadn’t? If she had just removed the egg after getting riled up by it for so long, and not get to release any of the tension? She doubted she would have been able to hold a normal conversation afterwards, especially while Amanda and Berry were naked. She would have been drooling over their perfect bodies from both sets of lips. And that was if she’d even had enough self control not to masturbate at the first chance she got.
“Yeah, no. I mean, I believe, but I can’t imagine. Isn’t that, like, incredibly frustrating?”
“It depends.” Amanda gently rubbed her thighs together as she spoke. Chris’ face got hot as she realized Amanda was doing it because her denied pussy yearned for stimulation. “On the normal days, when Berry wants me to eat her out a couple of times, it’s really nice. I get in the mood immediately, and it’s like this warm pink fog fills my head. When I get like that, I could just lie there and lick her for hours.”
“Which is exactly what you do,” Berry interjected. “And I’m all for it.”
“Of course you are.” Amanda laughed. “But yeah, those times, I wouldn’t even say it’s frustrating. Like, sure, I wouldn’t mind getting some action myself, but it’s completely fine not to. I love eating out Berry, and I love that being horny makes me love it even more. But if we talk about sessions like today or last Saturday…”
Amanda must have realized what her legs were doing, because she cleared her throat and stopped them. I looked like it took her quite some willpower to do so. “Let’s just say it’s not easy. When I get so much action, get reminded what it could feel like, and know that it won’t lead to anything. Berry was pretty evil today, but last week was really brutal.
“The first session already fried my brain. All that crazy intense bondage you put me into. And that you were so inventive and sadistic. It was like being topped by two people. Felt crazy good.
“And then, just a couple hours later, these eggs. God, I just couldn’t take it anymore. You might’ve noted that I got a bit… handsy there. I know I shouldn’t have, and I’m sorry if I went too far, but I needed to do something to take a bit of the edge off, and you looked so hot how you struggled with your own egg, and you didn’t seem to mind and… yeah, as I said, I was barely functional at that point.
“And then you had such crazy stamina. Like, you were a first timer with the egg and it almost knocked you out at the start, but then you just kept it in forever. And of course I couldn’t give up before you did. But you didn’t, either, and it felt like you were taking so long because you knew how much you made me suffer, and that made it so much hotter and so much harder and…”
Amanda stopped her legs, which had once again started moving on their own. She tried to play off her embarrassment with a forced grin, but she still couldn’t look Chris in the eyes when she continued. “And I’m still oversharing and being weird because I’m too horny to think straight. So I’d very much appreciate it if you acted as if I hadn’t said anything.”
For a moment Chris was just stunned. If she’d had the time, she would have likely just sat there for a good ten minutes with her mouth hanging open as she tried to process what Amanda had just told her. No matter what her lingering insecurities might want her to think, this was irrefutable proof: Amanda thought she was hot, and she actively wanted a sexual relationship with her. And she had even admitted this right in front of Berry, who, at least at first glance, did not look like this was notable news to her.
However, she very much could not afford to sit by and wait for her emotional turmoil to settle down and let her think clearly again. Amanda was clearly uncomfortable with having dumped all this on Chris involuntarily, and any moment now she would play it off and change the topic.
“But you didn’t say anything wrong!” Chris blurted out before her second thoughts could stop her. “And I don’t mind that you got handsy. I… I enjoyed it. Very much. And I…” her voice got smaller and smaller as the realization what she was doing caught up to her “I wouldn’t mind doing it again,” she finished weakly.
“Oh?” Amanda still looked unsure, but her face was lighting up again.
“What’s there to be surprised about?” Berry kissed Amanda’s neck before shooting Chris a wide grin. “You’re crazy hot when you’re such a needy little doggy. Of course everyone would want to do terrible, terrible things to you.”
Chris swallowed hard, unsure of what to say next. But even if she had known, she might not have been able to speak anyway. Her cheeks were burning so hot, she had to be shining in the dark by this point.
“Don’t tease her!” Amanda gave Berry a playful slap on the head before turning back to Chris. “I’m glad you liked it. And there’s no need to be ashamed. I know it’s not easy, but try and be honest with your feelings and own them. Shame is the enemy of enjoyment. If something feels good, allow it to. We don’t judge.”
“Yeah, don’t worry about it,” Berry added. “I might talk shit, but I totally get it if you lust after Mandy’s hot bod. No hard feelings there.”
Chris swallowed again. She almost wished the two of them would be less understandable. It made it so much harder to keep her feelings in check if they allowed her so much freedom in getting physical. She was still pretty horny and knew that this had to cloud her judgment, but she just couldn’t bear all that tension in silence anymore. “I’m not sure you really want me to be honest with my feelings,” she mumbled.
“Of course we do.” Amanda took Chris’ hand into hers. “We want you to be happy, too. And we want to know what’s going on inside you. Right, Berry?”
“Absolutely,” Berry said, still hugging Amanda from behind and looking at Chris over her girlfriend’s shoulder. “And don’t worry about being weird. Like, seriously, have you not seen us? We’re as weird as it gets.”
“I guess.” Chris couldn’t help but smile at this. However, Berry’s supportive words made it particularly difficult to say the next words. “But the truth is… I kinda want to do more than just lusting.” She bit her bottom lip so hard it hurt. It was out now. Whatever happened next, she at least couldn’t feel bad about deceiving them anymore.
“Oh?” Amanda said again. She lifted Chris’ hand and laid it against her own cheek, gently stroking herself with Chris’ fingers. “And what is it you’d like to do?”
Chris’ stomach clenched. The way Amanda moved her hand, Chris’ fingertips at times brushed over Amanda’s lips. Amanda’s thin, but oh so shiny soft lips. “I…” she hesitated.
This was the part where she downplayed everything and said that she just needed some alone time to rub one out, and then they could all go on with their lives. At this point she might still be able to turn it around like that, and they could continue with nothing more coming out of this moment but a slightly awkward memory. Only that she’d die from self loathing if she actually did that.
They were giving her every chance she could have ever wished for to come clean. If she didn’t take it, she’d be as dishonest with them as she was with herself. “I’d really love to kiss you,” she forced herself to say.
“Aww~” Amanda softly kissed Chris’ fingertips, sending shivers down her spine, before putting her hand down and shuffling a bit closer. “As if anyone could deny such an adorable request.”
Chris tried to get a hold of herself as she looked from Amanda – sitting there, hands in her lap, lips slightly parted, looking at her expectantly – over to Berry, who, if anything, seemed rather amused by the whole situation. “Is it… okay?” she asked incredulously.
“Don’t worry about me.” Berry giggled as she nibbled on Amanda’s neck. “You’re not cheating on me or anything. Amanda belongs to me, but that doesn’t mean we don’t have some love to share. And I especially don’t mind sharing with a cutie like you.”
“But…” Chris stammered. There had to be a catch. If you had a crush on someone who was part of a happy couple, you sucked it up and moved on with your life. And even if you came clean to the person for some reason, the best you could hope for was an understanding smile and a friendship that didn’t break right then and there. You sure as hell were not going to be invited into their relationship. That wasn’t how the world worked, right? Right?
“There doesn’t have to be any buts,” Amanda said, looking at Chris with her warmest smile. “I didn’t know how you felt about us, but I’m very happy that you told me. And I’d love nothing more than to give some of that happiness back to you. Please, kiss me to your heart’s content.”
Chris fought to keep her breathing under control and not start hyperventilating. This was it. The moment teenage Chris had fantasized about so often. In her daydreams she had kissed Amanda a thousand times, each more breathtaking than the last. None of these thousand times had even come close to predicting this moment, sitting in Amanda’s mansion with a third lover present, all of them naked. Not that it mattered. The only thing that mattered was that it was actually happening. Amanda had accepted her feelings, and now she was going to get the kiss of her dreams.
As Chris leaned forward, her stomach cramped up. It had to be a sign to stop right there, a nagging voice inside of her said. She told herself not to be stupid. It was just her nerves. She had surprised herself with her courage so often now, she wasn’t going to let herself miss her chance at the very last second.
When their lips met, Chris feared that her own heartbeat would deafen her. She immediately got intensely self conscious about her technique. It was so stupid. She had been with a few people in the past; she knew that she wasn’t the worst kisser in the world. And yet she felt like a clueless teen again. How much tongue was appropriate? Did Amanda even want her to be that forward? But what if she held back and came off as prudish and boring?
Chris was painfully aware that her own lips were much rougher than Amanda’s perfectly smooth ones. And instead of that sweet taste of Amanda’s mouth, she surely still had the taste of her previous mushroom stew on her. God, why couldn’t she have eaten anything less… musky?
And then she realized that this sweet taste was likely not even Amanda’s own, but the lingering taste of her eating Berry out previously. The realization could have been sexy, but in her current state this reminder of Amanda’s adventurous sex life only made her feel even more inadequate in comparison.
Once again the old doubts came up, telling her that she would never be on the same level as Amanda and Berry. Even if they allowed her to have a bit of fun now, there was no way in hell this whole situation had a happy ending. Eventually they’d get bored of her, or she’d find a way to fuck it up, and then she’d be left with nothing but a broken heart.
Amanda gently broke the kiss and looked at Chris with concerned eyes. “What’s the matter?”
“What…” Chris realized that she was crying. She quickly wiped the tears away. Not that it mattered. They had already seen it. “Sorry, I’m just stupid. It’s nothing. Don’t mind me.”
“But we do mind you!” Berry let go of Amanda. She, too, looked concerned, but also determined. “Don’t you think you’re getting away like that. You’re clearly not okay, and that needs to change, no matter how many hugs and tissues it takes!”
“But I… I really…” Chris stammered. She tried to get a hold of herself, but every word threatened to open the flood gates for real. Way to leave an impression there. Remember the first time we kissed? Yeah, I remember. Didn’t it make you feel so bad that to cried?
When Amanda gently took her into her arms, Chris finally lost the battle. She sniffled into Amanda’s shoulder as the emotions broke out of her.
“I’m sorry, it’s just, I love you so much and you’re so great and I’m this stupid awkward dryad girl and I can’t even kiss right and you’ve been so good to me, both of you, and I just don’t know what to do and, and…”
Her ramblings devolved into a series of sobs as she found herself unable to speak anymore.
“It’s okay. Let it all out.” Amanda gently stroked the back of her head, patiently waiting for Chris to calm down.
Chris tried to get herself under control, but the truth of her situation only pulled her even further down into her misery. Being pitied by Amanda was the last thing she wanted. Amanda was supposed to see her as this cool person who was worthy girlfriend material. There was no way she’d ever look at her like that now.
“Here you go.”
Berry offered her a tissue which Chris gladly took. As she blew her nose, she realized that she had sniffled all over Amanda’s shoulder.
“I’m so sorry I didn’t mean to…” She tried to wipe Amanda clean, only to realize that she only had her used tissue, which was about the worst tool for the job.
“Don’t worry about it.” Amanda gently put her hand on Chris’. “The only thing that matters right now is you.”
It was such a sweet thing to say, but right now it only brought the tears back. “But I’m useless! Why would you even bother with me?” Chris buried her face in her hand.
Berry sat down on the pillows to the other side of Chris. “Coming from someone who’s met far too many useless people in her life, you can take it from me that you’re not one of them. You know your stuff, you know what you want, and you’re good company all around. What more could you want?”
“Am I, though?” Chris searched for a dry spot in her tissue, only to be offered a new one by Berry. “Thank you. But look at me! I can’t be like you. You’re both so hot, and you do all that crazy stuff like it’s nothing, and here I am, having a breakdown because of a fucking kiss! What am I, fourteen?”
“You had a lot of emotions bottled up. Of course they’d come out at some point. There’s no shame in that.” Amanda laid her arm around Chris’ shoulder again. After the tiniest hesitation, and blowing her nose once more, Chris let herself enjoy the embrace.
“Also, we’ve already had that conversation,” Berry said. “You’re just lying to yourself if you think you’re not like us. Just look at all the stuff you’ve done in the short time you’ve known us. No boring rando would’ve been able to do half of that.”
“Yeah, I know.” The tears were slowly subsiding, leaving a dull, empty feeling in Chris’ head. “I know that I shouldn’t think so badly of myself. It’s just hard when I compare myself to you and…”
“Don’t do it, then.” After making sure that Chris didn’t need her tissue anymore, Berry took it from her and threw it into the trash. “Comparing yourself to others will never make you happy. Especially when you only see the shiny facades, not what’s really going on inside. Just be who you are. Sure, there’s a lot of people out there who won’t like you for it, but I promise you, if you just continue being the person you’ve always been so far, we’ll love you for it. Because you’re pretty fucking great already.”
“Thanks. I guess I was just hoping I could maybe be a bit more than that.”
“Why would you, though?” Amanda asked, still softly caressing Chris. “I mean, I’m all for self improvement, but there’s really no reason for you to beat yourself up about anything. I’m with Berry here. You’re great already.”
“I guess, but…” For a moment Chris struggled with herself, questioned if she should really dare and finish that sentence. She wasn’t sure if they had fully grasped the source of all her emotional turmoil yet. Then again, if they were only half as perceptive as they had shown to be, they had likely figured it out already anyway. Also, if that breakdown hadn’t been enough for them to think badly of her, she was safe to share absolutely anything.
“It’s just, I was hoping that I could be what you need in a partner. Strong and confident and effortlessly dominant like Berry. And I know that it’s just a childish dream, and the absolute last thing I want is to steal you away when you’ve found so much happiness together. But I’ve always wanted to be with you, for as long as I knew you. And I want to be the kind of person you’d want to be together with, I want it so much. But I don’t think I can and that… well…”
Berry was ready with a fresh tissue when Chris’ eyes got wet again.
“God, I wish I’d known sooner.” Amanda was still smiling, but Chris thought she could see her struggling not to tear up herself. “I had no idea that you felt that way. Looking back, it makes so much sense. How you always hung around me, how you looked at me. But I was a stupid kid myself and didn’t notice. Things would’ve gone a lot different if I’d been a bit more perceptive back then.”
“Does that mean… you also…?”
“I also had a crush of you?” Amanda asked with the warmest of smiles. “Maybe a bit? I admit, I never really thought about it, because to my stupid brain it seemed like you wanted to be friends with me and nothing more, and I respected that. But if I’d known that you were available… Well, I’d say your chances wouldn’t have been half bad.”
“Well, if I hadn’t been such a stupid kid, I would’ve actually done something and not keep my distance all the time.” Chris managed a smile. Hearing that she would have stood a chance felt good. But while it certainly made her day, there was still a whole world between standing a chance and actually sticking the landing. “Don’t know how much difference it would’ve made, though. I’m not a natural dom like Berry.”
Berry snorted. “What, do you think I came out of my Mum with a whip in my hand? There’s no such thing as a natural dom. Or a natural sub. Or a natural anything. There’s just people who want something and figure things out as they go. Do you have any idea what our first sessions were like? It’s a good thing Mandy has a sense of humor, or she would’ve died from cringe.”
“It’s not like I was any better,” Amanda said with a little chuckle. “Remember when I told you to bite my clit? And you tried to talk me out of it, but I kept telling you not to worry, because I’m tough? Well, that was the first and last time that I didn’t believe you when you said something was too hardcore.”
“To be fair, it should be common sense that bunny people have sharp teeth. I only did it because you were so insistent that it was okay. And in my defense, I didn’t bite that hard. And I gave you lots of cuddles and cocoa afterwards.”
Amanda and Berry both giggled as they shared that memory.
“But yes, Berry is right,” Amanda finally said. “We haven’t always been this confident in what we do and what we want. There’s a lot of things we’re still figuring out. Especially now that you opened up so many exciting new possibilities. And speaking of which…”
Amanda laid her hand on Chris’ cheek and wiped the last tear away with her thumb. “I think I speak for both of us when I say, we’d love nothing more than to explore this new world together with you. Together in more than a professional sense. More than as just friends, if this is still something you want.”
“You don’t have to speak for me. I can do that myself,” Berry said. “But yeah, I already told you, I have no problem with sharing. As long as we’re clear that this isn’t just between the two of you. We’re all in this together.”
“Oh God, why do both of you have to be this amazing?” Chris felt her emotions come up again, but this time she managed to stay on top of them. “I love you for it. I really do. And it makes me so happy that you still want to have me. But, I mean, where would I even fit in? You’ve already got everything figured out between the two of you and I’m just… there.”
“I already told you that we’re far from having figured everything out for ourselves,” Amanda said. She moved in closer to Chris until their foreheads almost touched. “But that’s exactly what we’re gonna do now: We’ll figure it out. One step at a time. It might be strange at first, maybe even a bit scary, but I believe one hundred percent that we can make this work if we give it a chance.”
“Thank you,” Chris whispered. “I love you so much.”
“Do you want to give the kiss another shot?”
Chris nodded, and once again their lips met.
Despite her best efforts, Chris didn’t manage to keep her eyes completely dry this time either. She was just too happy that against all odds it looked like there was actually a chance for her life long crush to reach a happy ending. Her doubts kept reminding her that this was still far from over, and that there would be lots of challenges ahead. But for once she allowed herself not to think about any of that. For now she wanted to do nothing but let Amanda’s tender kisses soothe her heart.
“Well then,” Amanda said once their lips had parted again. “Welcome to the team, I guess.”
“I guess, yes,” Chris repeated with a slightly shaky smile.
“And what about me? Don’t I get a kiss, too?” Berry was grinning again, as if this whole situation was really amusing. Which, in a way, it kinda was.
Chris turned to her, but didn’t know what to say, or even what to make of it all. She still wasn’t completely sure what Berry’s stance on this was, how she really felt about it. Was this all just a game to her? Or did she just play along because she saw that it made Amanda happy? Or did she, too, want something from Chris?
“Don’t push her,” Amanda said and gently hugged Chris from behind. “This has all been a lot for her. Give her some time to process everything.”
Chris was glad that Amanda was this understanding, but at the same time she once again felt like Amanda was trying to protect her. To make her take the adventure on easy mode. Yes, Chris was still mentally and emotionally overwhelmed, but that didn’t mean that Berry wasn’t allowed to be her usual self. And even if she wasn’t sure if she felt up for it, Chris wanted to take at least some control over where this adventure was taking her.
“Depends,” she said. “Do you want one?”
“Does the hare shit in the woods? Why would I not want a kiss from a cutie like you?”
Berry still had that big grin on her face that made it impossible to tell how serious she was. Maybe she was just teasing Chris. Maybe she actually needed some form of confirmation that Chris wanted her to be an active part of this relationship, and was just joking around to hide her insecurities.
In either case nothing bad should come from playing along. And it wasn’t like Chris didn’t think that Berry was hot. She might still he overwhelmed from the mere thought of getting physical with Amanda, let alone consider how Berry would factor in all this, but she could absolutely handle a kiss.
“In that case…”
Chris freed herself from Amanda’s embrace and leaned over to Berry. She moved in slowly, looking for a sign that she was making a mistake after all. But while Berry clearly was surprised, she kept smiling and even met her in the middle.
Berry’s lips were full and soft, the kind that made you fall into them. Neither of them let the kiss get too intimate, but at some point the tips of their tongues touched, which made Chris shiver. When they broke the kiss, there was short moment of awkward silence during which neither of them knew what to say.
“Welcome to the team from me, too, then,” Berry finally said, getting back to her cheerful self. “Glad to have you.”
“Glad you’re having me.”
Another round of silence followed. Not exactly a bad kind of silence, but now that all was said and done, they found themselves in a situation which none of them understood yet. What did you actually do once you’ve pushed through all the emotions and ended up here?
For the moment there was only one practical thing to do, which Amanda was happy to point out.
“I think we’re all pretty exhausted now. What do you say we go to bed? I’m sure we could all do with lots of cuddles, and everything else can wait until tomorrow for us to figure it out.”
Neither Chris nor Berry disagreed. Chris had reached her emotional limits several times over this evening and desperately needed some rest, and Berry needed to get up early for work the next morning anyway.
So after another round of hugs and a quick trip for everyone to take care of their bathroom needs, they met up in that fluffy pile of pillows and blankets again, where, true to Amanda’s words, lots of cuddles awaited them.

Chris couldn’t have slept much that night. It took a long time for her to fall asleep, even after all the loving pillow talk and cuddling had settled down. Lying in the middle of this big pile of pillows, surrounded by the warm naked bodies of Amanda and Berry, made her happier than she could have ever said.
That same happiness kept her awake, though. Too much had happened, and too much was still happening for her mind to calm down. She turned from one side to the other for what might have been hours, always careful not to wake the others up with her movements.
When she opened her eyes again, the sun was barely even rising. Still, she didn’t feel particularly tired. It was far too exciting to find out upon waking up that she hadn’t just imagined the last evening. She was still there, surrounded by these two wonderful people who had welcomed her into their love with such open arms. She wanted to cuddle them, kiss them, shower them in her gratitude. She also wanted them to get their sleep, though, so she contented herself with looking at their lovely sleeping forms while trying not to panic at the thought of what the future would bring.
It wasn’t all that long until Berry opened her eyes as well. “Already awake?” she asked as she rubbed the sleep out of her own eyes.
“Yeah,” Chris said, fully aware that this wasn’t the most comprehensive of answers. Berry seemed to understand her anyway.
“Can’t blame you. Must be a lot for you, that whole thing.”
“Yeah,” Chris said again, but this time she couldn’t just leave it at that. “I’ll manage. How couldn’t I, if I have such lovely support.”
“That’s the spirit!”
Berry let out a surprisingly loud yawn. Chris wanted to warn her that she was going to wake up Amanda, when she noticed that it was already to late. Upon waking up, Amanda joined in with her own yawn. Chris would have expected a werewolf’s yawn to be a deep howl that reverberated for miles. However, while Amanda’s mouth gaped impressively wide open, nothing came out except for a tiny wheeze.
“So, how was your first night in the nest?” she asked Chris once she had managed to shut her mouth again.
“Cozy,” Chris said. “If I’d known that a pile of blankets and pillows could be this comfortable, I would’ve never bought a bed frame.”
“Yeah, bed frames are a scam. But a good part of the comfort comes from having two warm body pillows in the pile.”
Amanda seemed fully awake already. Chris would have never been able to flirt so smoothly at this time of day. Scratch that, if not for the adrenaline rush of finding herself in a new relationship, she wouldn’t even be able to exist so early in the morning. While Chris didn’t exactly sleep in forever, she was far from being an early bird.
“I just have to ask: Are you always up this early?”
“Pretty much, yes.” Amanda sat up and stretched her arms. “There’s a thousand things I gotta do to keep the company running. If I’m not there early, I won’t come home until late at night.”
“You usually still come home late at night,” Berry reminded her.
“I know, I know.”
“Even today?” Chris asked. She vaguely remembered Amanda saying that there was stuff for her to take care of this day. It might be childish, but she didn’t want everyone to leave her all alone already.
“Technically not. I still need to do some things, but there’s not that much, and they’re not that time sensitive.” Amanda’s smile got a good bit naughtier as she continued. “But Berry is going to leave for work soon and needs someone to take care of her.”
“Take care?… Oh.”
“Girl’s got needs.” Berry had gotten up on all fours. Now that she wasn’t covered in blankets anymore, the smell alone was unmistakable, even if you ignored all the other clues. It was honestly impressive how someone could be this horny so shortly after waking up.
“Hope you don’t mind us going for a little quickie here, but I kinda need to be able to concentrate at work.”
“Sure,” Chris said automatically before she had time to overthink things.
She had watched Amanda and Berry have sex several times now, but after the recent developments it once again felt weird to watch as Amanda made herself comfortable on the pillows and Berry got ready to straddle her face, leaving Chris to sit by at the side.
They were supposed to be in a relationship, which meant that it wouldn’t do to continue in the same way they had done things when Chris had been nothing more than a business relation, right?
“May… erm, may I… join?”
She was ready to crawl under the pillow pile and die. This was supposed to be her taking initiative and showing that she wanted to keep up with the others’ sexual prowess. The result somehow managed to sound both embarrassingly innocent and far too needy at the same time. Chris’ cheeks heated up as Amanda and Berry looked at her in surprise.
“Don’t mind me,” Chris continued hastily. “I was just…”
“Sure. The more, the merrier.” Berry was already kneeling over Amanda’s face. The only reason she hadn’t lowered her hips yet was to give Amanda the opportunity to say something as well before her mouth was occupied with other things. “What you wanna do?”
Chris blushed even more hotly as she realized that she had no answer to that. Sure, she wanted to join their sexy time, but that was a very abstract wish. And eating someone out was a pretty self-contained activity. How was she even supposed to participate? She should have really thought this through before making a fool of herself.
She went for the infallible strategy of opening her mouth and saying the first thing that came to mind. “I mean, I could make Amanda feel good as well.”
“Brilliant idea. She can use the motivation to give it her all. Sometimes her tongue gets a bit lazy in the morning, but that’s nothing a bit of teasing shouldn’t be able to fix.”
“Fuck, I really underestimated you.” Amanda’s voice had gotten all husky. “I should’ve remembered that you’ve got a sadistic streak as well. I have no idea how I’ll make it through the next week with both of you ganging up on me.”
Chris remembered what she had learned about their way to keep Amanda’s sex drive high. With that in mind, her suggestion became a lot less vanilla.
“We don’t have to,” she said hastily. “It was just an idea.”
“A brilliant idea, like I said,” Berry added.
Amanda made a small whine. “Go for it,” she said. It sounded like it took her a considerable amount of willpower, but she seemed genuinely excited as she spoke on. “I’ll survive. I always have. And you have no idea how hot I find it that now there’s two people topping me. Don’t hesitate with the things you want to do to me. I might whine and complain a bit, but in reality I’d love nothing more than for my body to be a catalyst for all your desires.”
Berry snorted. “You’re such a poet when you’re all needy. It’s time I put your mouth to a better use. Chris, you heard her. No need to hold back. Knock yourself out!”
She lowered herself onto Amanda and moaned as her girlfriend immediately got to work with her skilled tongue.
Chris shuffled closer. She was still very unsure of what to do, but Amanda’s words had at least dulled her fears of doing something wrong. They had also made her feel rather tingly.
For a start, she gently ran her hands over Amanda’s belly, admiring how her well-defined abs felt under her palms. It was crazy how strong and muscular Amanda was. She could have easily taken on Chris and Berry in a fight, both of them at the same time, and likely without even breaking a sweat. And yet it was her who was lying on the bottom, completely at the mercy of the both of them, offering her body and her soul to use and abuse as they wanted.
In a way it felt completely backwards. But it also made her surrender so much more meaningful, her submission so much deeper, knowing that she chose to be their plaything even if it would have been so easy for her to take control.
Chris’ hands wandered downwards, stroking along Amanda’s lean thighs. While not even a stubble of hair could be found on Berry’s body, to the point where Chris was sure that she had employed some magical help there, Amanda’s legs were as unshaven as her crotch.
Chris took her time enjoying how the soft fluffiness of the tiny hair added to the skin’s texture. Being a dryad, the concept of body hair was still a bit strange to her, even after her previous relationships. She didn’t exactly like or dislike it. It was just… fascinating in a way. A tiny reminder of how different they all where.
But while Amanda’s skin was nice and smooth for the most part, Chris felt several small scars under her fingertips as they explored Amanda’s upper thighs. Most of them you wouldn’t even notice just from looking, but a closer inspection turned up little marks all over Amanda’s body. It looked like the remains of countless fights and skirmishes. Or maybe they stemmed from some more intense masochistic practices that Chris hadn’t been privy to yet.
Before she could get lost in the little intricacies of Amanda’s skin, though, Amanda spread her legs, making it very clear what kind of attention she was expecting. Chris’ mouth dried up as Amanda exposed herself to her like that.
Already, her pussy was flushed pink, her entrance slightly dilated and glistening. Usually it would take a nymphomaniac like Berry to be this aroused right after waking up, but two weeks of great sex with no release had clearly taken a toll on her.
Chris leaned forward. Her heartbeat quickened as Amanda’s rich, earthy smell filled her nose. Even in her ongoing confusion and insecurity, she knew that she wanted nothing more than to dive in deep, get as close and personal with this heavenly scent as possible.
It would have been more dominant to fuck Amanda with her fingers or rub her clit with her thumb, but that didn’t feel right for Chris at this moment. Amanda might bottom for her now, but that didn’t change how Chris had felt about her for all her life, how she had always admired every fiber of her very being. It only felt right to worship this perfect body in the most intimate way she was able to.
Amanda’s unabashed moans filled Chris’ ears the moment she licked over her shiny folds. At the same time, the intensity of the taste made her mind go all fuzzy.
Chris didn’t have much experience giving oral. Out of her previous sexual encounters, two of her girlfriends had much preferred the rougher stimulation of dildos and strap-ons, and the less was said about her disaster of a cunnilingus attempt with the third one, the better.
Still, even she could tell that a woman didn’t usually have such a rich taste. Amanda’s juices were a lot thicker than she was used to as well, forming strong sticky strands that were reluctant to melt away on Chris’ tongue. Maybe it was a werewolf thing, but more likely it was a by-product of Amanda’s pussy having simmered in arousal for so long.
A part of Chris couldn’t help being a little disgusted at the experience, but at the same time the intensity of the sensations made it even more erotic. While she would have liked the process to feel a bit less messy, she loved that it made Amanda’s taste linger on her tongue. And Amanda’s responses alone would have already made the whole thing worth it.
Every time Chris’ tongue touched her, she moaned and whined, to the point that it had to actively distract her from eating out Berry in turn. Likely she was overplaying it a bit. Chris had no illusions about her oral skills. She could believe that what she was doing felt good, but there was no way it was that good. Surely she wasn’t such a natural at eating pussy.
But even if Amanda was exaggerating a bit, Chris didn’t mind it all that much. Amanda’s adorable little whines sent shivers down her spine, and there was no way it was completely fake. Amanda clearly liked what Chris was doing, which in turn motivated Chris to go on.
As usual it didn’t take long for Berry to reach her climax. When Chris saw the bunny girl shake, she felt a twinge of disappointment that it was over already, only to get reminded that Berry wasn’t one to keep it at a single orgasm.
Still, she wasn’t going take much longer with her morning quickie, so Chris better stepped up her game. After the initial fumbling around, she was really getting into it, and she wanted to make the most of her time. And she especially didn’t want to come across as a clueless virgin who just aimlessly licked around a bit with no idea what she was doing.
Technically it was true that she didn’t really know what she was doing, but she knew how her own body worked, and from that it was easy to take an educated guess of what would feel good to Amanda.
She moved a bit higher, the tip of her tongue gently lapping at the hood of Amanda’s clit. It wasn’t easy to hit her mark without getting hair in her mouth, but Amanda’s reaction was so worth it.
This time Chris was a hundred percent certain that nothing about Amanda’s moan was fake. You’d have to be a world class actor to fake a sound which so perfectly encapsulated pure bliss and frantic desperation.
“Whatever you did, keep doing it!” Berry urged her on. From her pressed voice, it was clear that she was nearing her second orgasm. “It feels so good when she moans into me like this.”
Chris was getting light-headed. For a moment she returned to Amanda’s dripping entrance, got another helping of this intoxicating taste of hers, before moving back. She put her hand on Amanda’s belly and, using her thumb, gently pulled her skin up, coaxing Amanda’s shiny clit out of its hood.
Amanda’s throaty moan when Chris’ tongue licked over her throbbing core reverberated through Chris’ entire body. Berry had her second orgasm, but Chris barely even noticed. Her senses were completely taken in by Amanda’s lust. Chris’ ears were filled with Amanda’s desperate wails, her eyes were focused on that twitching nub which could be the source of so much pleasure and so much anguish, her nose and tongue relished in the scent and taste of Amanda’s pussy, which seemed to only get richer over time as more thick, shiny drops kept dripping from her dilated entrance.
The knowledge that she was the source of Amanda’s lust, the reason for all these lewd sounds she made, got Chris all tingly. She would have loved to take Berry’s place, make Amanda take care of the wanton need between her legs. But since Berry seemed determined to get at least a third orgasm out of her morning quickie, Chris contended herself with lapping at Amanda’s slit, enjoying the taste and these delicious whines she let out every time Chris’ tongue returned to her twitching clit.
Berry called it quits after the third round. While Chris was having far too much fun teasing Amanda, it was likely for the better to stop it there, and not just because she needed to check in on Amanda to make sure she wasn’t going too far.
While she couldn’t have been going at it for more than a couple of minutes, licking this intensely got surprisingly exhausting. Even when she stopped, her tongue kept aching, to the point where she wondered if you could have sore muscles in there. It also gave her a lot of respect for Amanda’s stamina. She had been eating out Berry for much longer and showed no signs of getting tired.
“That was just what I needed.” Berry got off Amanda and sat down on the pillows beside her. “You okay, Mandy-dear? You sounded a bit frantic there.” Her smile was full of mischief.
“Somewhat.” Amanda licked her lips. Once again her technique had been a lot messier than Chris’ clean, targeted tongue strokes. “At one point I was really struggling to hold on. Hell, I’m still riled up like crazy. You have no idea what you’re doing to me. I never thought that having two people gang up on me would be this intense.”
“Well, double the bullies, double the fun.” Berry wiped away a little droplet on Amanda’s bottom lip with her thumb.
“Not just double.” Amanda laughed. She still had a hard time keeping her breathing under control. “That’s some exponential fun right there. If there was a third person, I’d explode. But, like, for real.”
“Pity. Guess we’ll have to work up slowly. Ease you in on the orgies.” Berry laughed at her own joke before turning to Chris. “Good job there. That was some top tier motivation you gave her. Congrats, you passed the test!”
“Thanks. Or something.”
Chris had a hard time context-switching to keep up with Berry’s jokes. She was still overwhelmed by all the new impressions, and not to mention ragingly horny. Still, hearing Berry’s approval made her happy. Of course Berry hadn’t been serious, but in a way Chris actually felt like she had just past her first test.
“You’re welcome. Anyway, I have to get ready. Have a nice day and make sure you behave yourself when I’m gone, Mandy.” Berry bent down and gave Amanda a long, tongue-heavy goodbye kiss. Once she got up again, she waved at Chris. “You have a nice day, too. Take good care of Mandy. And I guess I’ll see you later.”
She was about to leave, but Chris called out for her to wait. They were going to do this properly! She got up as well and went over to Berry.
“What’s the m-”
Before Berry could finish, Chris had already shut her up with a kiss. For a moment Berry froze up and Chris already feared that in her sex-addled mind she had done something real stupid, but then Berry overcame her surprise and reciprocated.
It quickly turned into much more than their first kiss the night before. Once Berry realized that Chris was committed, she roughly shoved her tongue into her mouth. Chris tried to match her pace, but Berry completely dominated her. She sucked on her tongue, tugged at her lower lip with her teeth, pushed far beyond the boundaries of what a kiss was supposed to be.
She never broke eye contact the entire time, and there was always a tiny moment where she teased at what she was about to do before going all in, giving Chris a chance to pull back.
It was a good thing Chris was still floating on her horny high. Under other circumstances she would have gotten intimidated for sure, but in her current state she felt up to just about any challenge. Also, she was still worried that Berry would feel left out, and that she thought Chris was only in this relationship for Amanda.
While it was true that Chris’ feelings for Amanda had made this all come to pass, she’d hate it if this came at Berry’s expense. She might not harbor any romantic feelings for Berry, but she deeply appreciated her support. Showing her that Chris wanted her to be a part of this was the least she could do.
Not that getting intimate with someone as hot as Berry was much of a sacrifice.
Spurred on by Berry’s forwardness and her own need to prove herself Chris, got more aggressive herself. When she tried to use her own tongue, though, the ache came back and she quickly reconsidered challenging Berry’s advances. She clearly needed a lot more tongue workout to keep up with these two.
When Berry finally broke the kiss, Chris was left breathless. Her mouth still tingled everywhere Berry’s tongue had caressed her, and she had to resist the temptation to touch her lips like a teenager after her very first kiss.
“You taste real good. Although that was a bit of a cheat on your side, considering where your mouth has been.” Berry laughed, but behind the trash-talking Chris could see genuine happiness shining out of her eyes.
Berry clearly hadn’t even considered that Chris would want to give her a goodbye kiss on her own accord. A warm feeling grew in Chris’ chest as she realized that she had just made Berry’s day.
“Have a nice day at work!” she said with her brightest smile.
“I’ll try my best. Have fun!” With a last wink Berry turned around and left the room.
“I’d say you handled yourself pretty well there.”
Chris turned around to Amanda, who was still lying in bed and had watched everything with, as it seemed, a not that small amount of amusement.
“Thanks. I just… well, I couldn’t let her leave without a goodbye kiss, right? Since we’re all, you know, together now.” It felt extremely weird to say it, and it didn’t help that they hadn’t really defined yet what this ‘being together’ even meant.
“And Berry couldn’t not try and find out if you were serious about it. And apparently you were. Well done!”
Berry’s departure had brought with it an adrenaline drop after the previous spike, and with it came the insecurities again. Chris knew that she should be confident in the knowledge that Amanda had no problem with her kissing Berry, but she still needed to hear it again.
“I didn’t do a bad thing there, right?”
God, did she really have to phrase it like that? She had to sound like a small child waiting to get scolded for picking apples from the neighbor's tree.
Amanda kept smiling as she answered with a question of her own. “What do you think?”
Chris took a moment to collect her thoughts. She wasn’t sure what kind of answer Amanda was expecting of her. But if the last night had taught her anything, it was that it was best to just say what felt right and figure the details out later. “I think it made Berry happy that I did it.”
“I think so, too. And that means it must’ve been a good thing, right?” Amanda laughed as Chris nodded with a sincerity as if they had just made a significant scientific discovery about the nature of the universe. “Come here!” She opened her arms.
Chris gladly returned to the bed and let herself fall into Amanda’s embrace. Her mind was still running in circles, but it was hard not to feel safe and loved with those strong arms wrapped around her.
“I know it’s hard, but please don’t worry yourself too much. None of us is going to get jealous. In fact, it makes me very happy that you’re opening your heart to Berry as well.”
“It’s the least I owe her.” Chris wanted to list all the things Berry had done for her in the short time she had gotten to know her. How she had built her up when she was doubting herself. How she had helped her challenge her own limits. And most of all: How she had accepted Chris into this relationship without a hint of hesitation, even though it was absolutely clear that Chris’ heart belonged to Amanda. But she didn’t know how to express herself without sounding corny, so she kept it at that.
“You make it sound like an obligation”
“I’m not! I mean, it’s not! I want her to be a part of this. A part of us! She’s such a great person and I want her to have all the happiness and…”
“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have teased you. I just love how worked up you get, how excited you are to be a part of this.”
“Of course I am,” Chris mumbled. “How couldn’t I be? You gave me more than I could’ve ever hoped for. If we can really make this work, I’ll be the happiest person in the world.”
Amanda gently kissed her forehead. “Then it’s high time you started being happy. Because it’s already working.”

After that they spent a long time just cuddling, kissing, and enjoying each other’s presence. Chris’ insecurities melted under Amanda’s loving touches. They would return later for sure, but that was a problem for future Chris. Present Chris was living the dream.
Once the emotional turmoil had settled down, it didn’t take long until Chris’ body reminded her that it had unfinished business that was long overdue. Slowly their kisses got more heated and the cuddling turned into hands wandering all over each other’s body.
“You know,” Amanda whispered after kissing along Chris’ neck all the way up to her jawline. “I wouldn’t mind giving you a fun start into the day as well.”
Chris got a fluttery feeling in her stomach at these words. She really was going to get everything she had wanted.
“I’d love that.” She kissed Amanda one more time before gazing deeply into these beautiful blue eyes of hers. “What do you want me to do?”
Amanda giggled. “You don’t have to do anything. You just lie back and enjoy yourself. Or sit on my face and enjoy yourself. Or enjoy yourself in whatever position you want. That’s the whole point, isn’t it?”
“Yes, but…” Chris didn’t know how to put her feelings into words. All she knew was that it didn’t feel right to just receive, without taking Amanda’s pleasure into account. “How is it the most fun for you? Do you want me to, you know… dominate you? I could tie you up if you want.”
That made Amanda laugh. It was a nice, genuine laugh with no hint of mockery in it. “You really don’t have to mind me that much. I wouldn’t have offered if it wasn’t any fun for me. And it doesn’t have to be bondage and domination every time. If I can make you happy, then that’s more than enough to make me happy as well.”
“But what if I want to mind you that much? You’re the best person in the world and you deserve all the love, and I want you to know that.” Chris blushed as she made herself say these cheesy lines, but she wasn’t going to back down on this. “I demand that you tell me what I can do to make this as fun for you as possible!”
“You demand it, huh?” Amanda’s grin grew wider and a lot naughtier.
Chris stopped herself at the last moment from backpedaling. Amanda couldn’t have given her a more obvious invitation to keep going. And Chris wanted to find out if she could pull off a dominant act anyway. A little fun and games in the morning was the perfect way to experiment with this role.
“Yes, I demand it,” she repeated, more confidently this time. She sat up. She might be neither bigger nor stronger than Amanda, but looking down on her as she spoke still gave her at least an illusion of authority. “You’re going to tell me exactly what you want, and neither of us is leaving this bed before we’ve made it a reality.”
“What a terrible fate that would be. Trapped in bed forever.”
Amanda put her hands on Chris’ side before letting them travel up to cup Chris’ breasts. When her fingers brushed over her nipples, Chris had to bite her knuckles to stay quiet.
“They’re pretty sensitive, aren’t they?” Amanda asked, a hungry glimmer in her eyes.
Chris nodded. It wasn’t the most dominant of replies, but thinking was hard with Amanda's strong hands caressing her chest.
“Berry’s are as well. She barely lets me at them. I’d love showering them with my love, if you’re up for a little demonstration of what my mouth is capable of.”
When Chris nodded again, Amanda pulled her back onto the bed and rolled over, so she was sitting on top of her. The whole thing had taken just a few seconds. Chris gasped as she suddenly found herself at the mercy of a very excited Amanda.
“Let’s see…” Amanda slid back and leaned forward, so her face was right above Chris’ chest. She stuck out her tongue and gave the already hard nipple a little flick. Chris bit her knuckles again, harder this time. Her breasts were far too sensitive for their own good. Just seeing them targeted by Amanda’s hot tongue was already more than she could handle.
“Don’t hold back.” Amanda dragged her tongue along the underside of Chris’ breast, leaving a tingly wet trail. “I want to hear exactly how good this feels to you.”
Not that Chris could have stayed silent for much longer anyway. Especially not when Amanda closed her lips around her other nipple, flicked her tongue against it and gently sucked it into her mouth. Chris let out the most adorable yelp as the intensity of the sensation hit her.
Something about the pressure of the suction forced her mind to focus on nothing but this hot nub as it was gently crushed by the insides of Amanda’s mouth and her soft, wet tongue. It kept throbbing long after Amanda had moved on again to shower the rest of her breasts with kisses and licks.
Chris couldn’t control her moans as she lay there and marveled at the wonders Amanda’s tongue could do, how her mouth never failed to make her squeal in delight. Thankfully she never tried to bite down on Chris’ nipples, but a few times she trapped them between her teeth. Even though she applied the utmost care, Chris still had to clench her fingers around some pillows to deal with the tension.
When Amanda finally let up, Chris had a hard time getting her breathing back under control. Her nipples had become hard as rocks and were throbbing constantly, shaking her body with waves of blissful need. The entirety of her breasts was shining wet. She urgently needed a shower, but in her lust-addled state she didn’t mind being dirty for once. Especially not when it caused such a stimulating chilly tingle all over her chest.
Amanda crawled onto the still winded Chris. Even though she was fully human at the moment, the hungry glimmer in her eyes made her appear more than ever like a wolf staring down at its prey. When her head shot down, Chris instinctively froze up as she expected these sharp white teeth to sink into her skin. She was a bit scared of the pain, but at the same time being at Amanda's mercy like this was almost unbearably hot.
Amanda didn't go in for a bite, though. She just brought her lips to Chris' ears and whispered a husky “You're so unbelievably hot when you squirm like that” before gently scraping her teeth over her earlobe.
Chris gasped. A warm tingle spread from her stomach through her entire core. For the first time in her life she felt like she truly understood the joy of being a submissive. Amanda was unapologetically sexy in displaying her lust, and knowing that Chris was both the target and the source of that lust was exhilarating. In that moment she wanted nothing more than to give herself up to Amanda completely, abandon all agency and just let herself float, safe in the trust that Amanda would take good care of both of them. But that’s not how this was supposed to play out.
“You still with me?” Amanda asked in that same low, hot whisper. “Because I'd really, really love it if you took control in that next part.”
“What do you want me to do?” Chris asked, finding it hard to do anything but agree with whatever Amanda was saying.
“Make me kneel for you.” The hot need in her voice sent shivers down Chris' spine. “Make me go crazy for your scent. Make me earn the pleasure of your taste.”
Chris felt her heartbeat throb in her ears. Conflicting urges tore at her mind. She wanted to keep floating in the bliss of being Amanda's plaything. At the same time she wanted to make every one of Amanda's wishes come true, but that required a completely different headspace.
“Kiss me,” she whispered.
Amanda's kiss started out rough and hungry, but quickly mellowed out into a sensual caressing of Chris' mouth with her lips and tongue as she took herself back and allowed Chris to take the lead.
That Chris' tongue was still sore was a blessing in disguise. It gave Chris something to fight against, something to overcome as she got more forceful in turn. Amanda's deep, throaty moan when Chris shoved her tongue into her mouth was the final push of encouragement.
Chris wrapped her arms around Amanda. As the kiss intensified, so did their hug, until Chris rolled both of them over, so she ended up on top, their lips never parting in the process.
Even as Amanda surrendered control, she never became passive. She kept reciprocating with just enough fierceness to constantly challenge Chris to go further. Her own tongue felt amazing as it flicked against the inside of Chris' mouth, and at times she even cheekily used a bit of teeth.
Amanda's unabashedly lewd responsiveness would have awoken the urge to dominate her in anyone. No matter how Chris used her aching tongue, it was always rewarded with the sexiest moans. And when Chris decided to be a bit adventurous and bite down on Amanda’s lower lip, her hot whine, combined with that burning need in her eyes, genuinely melted Chris' mind. There was no way Chris could lie back and give in to passivity, not when her actions could bring her new girlfriend this much bliss.
“I love you,” Chris breathed when she broke the kiss after what felt like an eternity.
“Love you, too.” Amanda grinned at her before quickly lifting her head and licking Chris' cheek.
It was kinda gross, but also pretty endearing how Amanda showed her affection so directly. Chris wiped her cheek as she got lost in Amanda's fiery eyes. Her girlfriend – that word alone was still enough to make her head spin – wanted her, needed her. Inexperience be damned, she was going to give this her best shot.
Chris got up. Her legs were shaky and there was no way Amanda didn't notice how unsteady she was. But when Chris told her to kneel, making her best attempt to sound confident, she gracefully got onto her knees right away and looked up at her with her naughtiest grin, daring her to go on.
“I don't think you're going to need your hands.” When Amanda moved her hands behind her back, Chris grabbed one of the countless pieces of rope in the vicinity. They hadn’t planned to do an actual bondage session and Chris was going to stick with that, but she wanted to add at least a bit of ropework, even if it was more symbolic than anything else.
She might not have much faith in her skills as a dom, but she had a lot of faith in herself when it came to ropes, and she could need that confidence boost to keep herself going. Also, it felt too right not to do it. Her bondage skills were what had brought them together initially, so it only made sense that they also became a part of the first time they got physical in their new relationship.
She went for a simple box tie, laying Amanda's lower arms horizontally on top of each other behind her back, joining them together with the rope and keeping them in place with a few simple wraps over Amanda’s shoulders.
Functionally it wasn't much different from simply binding her wrists, but as a tie it felt much more restrictive. There was less wriggle room, the tension automatically made you straighten your back, and depending on the way you tied it, it could get surprisingly exhausting. Chris didn't push it to the limits, but judging from Amanda's expression as she tested her bonds, it did make quite an impression.
She was so pretty when she squirmed a bit. And while Amanda might be bigger and stronger than Chris, even if she had tried to break free for real, her impressive muscles would be no match for the sturdy rope and Chris' skills. Sure, it was all just fun and games, but the power Chris was holding over Amanda right now was very real, and this knowledge was truly exhilarating.
“Guess you're mine now,” Chris said. If she hadn't been so ragingly horny, she would have cringed from how corny she sounded. At the moment, though, all her doubts were drowned out by her internal squealing that this was actually happening.
“Guess I am.” Amanda's grin had only gotten wider. She tested her bonds again. The certainty that her arms had been rendered completely useless apparently only added to her cockiness “What'cha gonna do about it?”
“Isn't this the part where you're the one doing something?” Chris stepped closer, so Amanda had access to her pussy. Or at least had the possibility for access if she sat down on her heels and bent forwards a bit. Their difference in height made the position a bit inconvenient.
“Is it? Are you sure you want to entrust such a bad doggy with such an important job?”
Chris paused, unsure what to do. Amanda was clearly pushing for some roleplay. Chris opted for a safe “You don't look like a bad doggy to me” to see where things were going, only to let out the least dominant shriek imaginable when Amanda bent forwards and sunk her teeth into her thigh.
Chris jumped back, which would have made Amanda topple over if not for her impressive body control and abs. Only when the initial shock was gone did Chris realize that it hadn't actually hurt. There weren't even bite marks on her thighs, only a wet spot to prove that something had happened at all.
“What was that for?” Chris heart was still beating hard as she rubbed her legs together to wipe it off.
“You didn't believe me that I was a bad doggy,” Amanda said sheepishly. Her expression had become a bit insecure, though. Maybe she was worried that she had gone too far.
“Yeah, I can see that you are one,” Chris said to gain some time while she thought about what to do next. She wasn't going to leave Amanda hanging, and on an abstract level the thought of getting involved in some sexy roleplay with her was hot and exiting. But on a more practical level she had no idea how to go about it. Was she supposed to scold Amanda? Spank her? Being dominant looked so easy and natural when Berry was doing it.
What was it Amanda had said earlier? “Make me earn it.” There should be a way to work with that. Ordering a naked and willing Amanda around had a certain draw to it. But first Chris had to do something to show her commitment to the role and to display some authority.
“It's time you learned that biting people isn't nice.” She crouched down and bit Amanda in the neck. “See, that's what it feels like!”
Her cheeks turned red as she realized how ridiculous she had to come across. The only thing missing would have been to announce her decent with a “Nom!”
“Don't see the problem. That barely tickled,” Amanda scoffed, before adding, whispered from the corner of her mouth “You're doing great. Keep going!” She put her head back to lay her neck as bare and vulnerable as possible.
Chris' face got even hotter at these words of encouragement. “Let's see about that,” she mumbled before she sunk her teeth into Amanda again.
This time she bit down as hard as she could. Amanda's gasped “Fuck, yes!” only spurred her on even more. Chris clenched down until her jaws ached. The firm, muscular flesh at the base of Amanda's neck felt so good between her teeth as the smell of Amanda's hair filled her nose.
When she sucked Amanda's skin to keep herself from drooling too much, Amanda started moaning. Maybe it hurt, maybe it just felt that good, likely both. Either way, that lewd sound went from Chris' ears all the way down her body, leaving her hot and tingly.
“Ahh~ You win! I'll be a good doggy!”
After sucking for one last time, Chris let go, only to find that she had caused a giant, dark red circle on the base of Amanda's neck. The imprint of every single one of her teeth was clearly visible, and the reddish color around them had a decidedly purple tint. This was going to leave bruises that took a long time to disappear.
“I'm sorry, I didn't want to go this-”
“Your doggy awaits your commands,” Amanda interrupted her. Everything from her smile to the shine in her eyes to the way she said these words was unmistakable: She was perfectly happy with what Chris had done and wanted to go on.
Chris took a moment to gather her thoughts. She could still almost feel Amanda's flesh between her teeth. She had never imagined that biting someone could be this fun. It was such a primal and deeply satisfying way to show her authority. And Amanda clearly loved it too, given how readily she responded to this particular mistreatment.
She tried to push that thought aside for the moment and instead come up with something for Amanda to do. She could make her play fetch or present her paw or something. That would require freeing her arms again, though, and if Chris was honest with herself, there was something else she'd much rather do than play a pet owner. “Actually, I'd love to bite you a bit more. If that's okay.”
“Don't wanna stop now that you got a taste of me, huh?” Amanda laughed. She effortlessly switched from kneeling to sitting with her legs extended. “Go ahead, take all the revenge you want.”
Chris got down on the blankets. Lying there between Amanda’s legs, she once again found herself face to face with her girlfriend’s dripping pussy. Immediately that heavy smell filled her nose again. It was tempting to dig right back in, but that would have to wait for a later time. Instead, Chris shifted her attention to Amanda’s muscular thighs.
They were thick and strong, absolute works of art. However, as Chris quickly learned, this also meant that the skin was taut over the firm flesh, which made them aesthetically pleasing but also almost impossible for questing teeth to gain any purchase. Her first attempt of biting Amanda turned into more of a sloppy kiss than anything else. She quickly wiped the wet spot off, hoping that her embarrassment wouldn’t be too obvious.
No matter how strong Amanda’s legs might be, though, there was still a delicious softness along her inner thighs. Chris lifted Amanda’s knee to get better access. Anyone else would have toppled over and fallen back into the pillows, but despite sitting in such a precarious pose with her arms bound behind her back, Amanda managed to keep herself upright by engaging her impressive abs. When Chris ran her fingers over Amanda’s belly, the muscles felt hard as steel. They must have taken a crazy amount of work and dedication to get this strong.
Chris bent down and closed her teeth around the succulent flesh of Amanda’s inner thighs. Even though she didn’t bite down as hard as she had on Amanda’s neck, that sharp intake of air made it clear how much more sensitive this area was.
Chris didn’t want to leave too many bruises, but it didn’t require much force to get a nice reaction anyway. Amanda kept making these adorable tense whines every time Chris slowly worked her way up her thigh, leaving a trail of shining teeth marks.
She could have switched to the other leg from there, but the temptation of Amanda’s juicy pussy was too strong. After a last, less than gentle nibble, Chris stuck her tongue out and trailed a single forceful lick between Amanda’s glistening folds. Amanda’s moans reached a crescendo when Chris’ tongue arrived at her clit, still not letting up with the pressure.
Chris’ head swam. The taste was intoxicating, and she got such a rush out of the fact that someone as amazing as Amanda was completely surrendering her hot body to Chris’ whims. She needed to use this opportunity to do something special, something that would really leave an impression on Amanda and prove to her that she could be just as hardcore and adventurous as they were. She shuffled forward into a pose that was half kneeling, half propping herself up on her hands, and brought her face level with Amanda’s firm breasts.
“It’s so tempting to bite you in some more interesting places.” She kept placing little kisses on Amanda’s breasts as she talked. Kisses that had her teeth scraping over the soft flesh to make her intentions unmistakably clean. “Do you think you can handle it?”
Amanda let out a breathless chuckle. “First the ropes and now this. Do you have a personal vendetta against my chest?”
Chris looked up at Amanda, wordlessly asking for a clear confirmation, or otherwise a clear indication that she had let her excitement get the better of her after all. Which wasn’t that unreasonable a thought. She didn’t know Amanda’s body and limits all that well yet, and what she proposed was pretty hardcore.
“Go for it. I promise I’ll stop you if you go too far,” Amanda said, alleviating the worst of Chris’ concerns.
Chris’ heart beat like a drum as she took a good part of Amanda’s breast into her mouth and gnawed on it, gently at first to make sure not to overwhelm her.
What the hell was she doing? This was crazy! And yet it felt so, so right to feel Amanda’s deliciously soft breast in her mouth. It offered just the right amount of resistance to make it oh so satisfying to knead it with her teeth. Especially when it drew such adorable noises from Amanda.
Chris had no idea how Amanda still had the focus to keep herself upright. Her breaths were getting erratic and she kept making these little moans that almost sounded like whimpers. Every time Chris increased the pressure, Amanda’s breath caught for a moment, only to go right back to these sweet moans when Chris let up and soothed the aching spot with her tongue.
Those moans were getting more and more agitated as Chris kept switching up the spots she gnawed on. She avoided the areas around Amanda’s dark nipples, but other than that she made sure that every spot got a taste of her teeth. Soon both of Amanda’s breasts were covered in little rosy marks and shining with spit. Chris felt the familiar discomfort with this messiness rising, but with how aroused she was, she managed to push those feelings aside.
Amanda was starting to sweat. Holding herself in this pose had to be exhausting, and Chris’ abuse of her breasts was clearly getting to her. Maybe it was time to proceed to the finale, but there was one thing left to do, something that was far too alluring to pass up on.
Chris trapped Amanda’s stiff nipple between her teeth. Even though she didn’t apply any pressure yet, her girlfriend immediately tensed up to the point that she even held her breath. Only to let it all out in a drawn-out howl when Chris gently bit down in little pulses.
The very moment Chris let go again, Amanda dropped back into the pillows, panting heavily. A thin sheen of sweat was forming on her abs. They really needed to take a shower after this.
“God, that’s intense,” Amanda managed to get out between labored breaths. “You can pinch and grope me all day, but damn, that’s on a whole other level.”
Chris understood her all to well. Not that she had any idea what it felt like, but that was because she would have screamed if anyone so much as threatened to take their teeth anywhere near her sensitive breasts.
“You didn’t stop me, though,” she said, fueling her own confidence with that fact. Despite the care she had put into building the sensations up slowly and controlling the strength with which she bit down, she had been half expecting that she’d overdo it anyway. She hadn’t, though. What might have become a moment of awkwardness and regret had instead been an intensely sensual experience that made her glad to have taken the risk.
“How could I? You were having so much fun there.” Amanda’s grin was ample proof that Chris hadn’t been the only one having fun.
“Of course I had.” Chris crawled forward until she was right on top of the still panting Amanda. “And I think you owe me some more fun still.”
She got on her knees, legs to either side of Amanda’s head, her crotch just a bit too far from Amanda’s face for the moment.
“Have I earned it yet?” Amanda asked, a hint of mischief in her voice that made it sound like she wanted the answer to be a no.
“Well, you’ve been a very good doggy.” Chris had been about to lower herself on Amanda’s hot mouth, but reconsidered as memories of their first scene came back. Memories of Berry getting herself off, which for some reason had driven Amanda crazy.
Maybe she should take this opportunity to find out what that had been all about. Sure, she could really do with an orgasm after all this intense foreplay, but she didn’t mind postponing her pleasure a little bit longer. Especially when Amanda was still eager for more.
“You really want this, don’t you?”
“So, so much.” Amanda’s eyes were glued to Chris’ pussy. She kept licking her lips as if it was impossible for her to keep her tongue inside her mouth.
“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone this eager to eat her partner out.” To be fair, there were precious few people she knew this property of, but at least in the modest sample size of Chris’ sexual partners, Amanda was a huge outlier.
“It’s a werewolf thing,” Amanda explained. Her voice was strained from her effort to control herself. “It’s just, the smell, the taste, it takes over. You have no idea how much your arousal calls out to me. And it’s so close. I need it!”
It made sense. Giving oral had to be a lot more intense if your nose and taste buds where far more sensitive than those of an average person. Chris couldn’t believe that every werewolf was this needy, but it didn’t matter. She knew now what made Amanda tick, and it was far too easy to use this knowledge against her. “Go ahead, then. I’m all yours!”
She stayed just the way she was, kneeling over Amanda’s face, her crotch too high up for her girlfriend to reach it. Amanda’s questioning look was so adorable, but Chris couldn’t let it affect her. She was supposed to play the dominant part, so that was what she was going to do. “I’m sure you’ll manage. You said you wanted to earn it, and I know that you have amazing core strength.”
“I’m gonna be so dead after this.” Amanda gritted her teeth as she forced herself up. The way Chris had positioned herself, she ended up in the middle of a sit-up when her lips met Chris’ pussy. It had to be incredibly exhausting to hold this pose for any amount of time.
Driven by this knowledge and her hunger for Chris’ taste, Amanda didn’t waste a single second. Usually “eating someone out” was only a metaphor, but it truly felt as if this hot werewolf was out to devour Chris. Her tongue lapped at everything it could get at with an amazing amount of strength, and Amanda’s moans really sold how much she was enjoying herself.
Chris couldn’t stay silent herself. The foreplay had gone on for far too long. Her pussy had become crazy sensitive, and as much as she wanted to pace herself, she knew she couldn’t hold on much longer. She already felt the pressure of the impending orgasm building in her loins. It was going to be a big one. She could only hope that the squirting had been a one-off thing caused by the eggs. She’d die from shame if she ended up making a mess of both the bed and her girlfriend’s face.
She was almost at the edge when those heavenly ravenous licks stopped. A little whine of frustration escaped her, but as she looked down, it became clear that she hadn’t been denied out of malice. Amanda lay beneath her, panting heavily, her face drenched in sweat. It seemed like even her impressive abs had to give out at some point.
“Give me a sec,” Amanda managed to get out between labored breaths. “I’ll be right back.”
As hot as it was to see her exert herself this much for Chris’ pleasure, it was clear that Amanda’s strength was at its limit. The last thing Chris wanted was for her to start licking again, only to break down right when Chris tipped over the edge. She gave Amanda a few moments to catch her breath before carefully lowering herself onto her shining lips. “It’s okay, you’ve earned it. You were so, so amazing.”
Amanda’s eyes shone with happiness. If she’d had a tail, she surely would have wagged it. She dove right back into Chris’ pussy with even more force than before.
When Amanda’s hungry mouth found Chris’ clit, it was over. It was all Chris could do to fall forward a bit and steady herself with her hands, or she would have simply collapsed on top of Amanda. Her clit burned as Amanda kept lapping at it while wave after wave of that sweet release washed through her body.
She had never had a single orgasm last this long. Every time she thought she was coming down, Amanda’s tongue pushed her right back towards that peak of pleasure. Was this what people meant when they talked about multiple orgasm? Or was it just one incredibly long one that dragged on and on, endlessly fueled by Amanda’s untiring tongue?
Whatever it might be, Chris was utterly done when it was finally over. Her pussy kept throbbing, and she felt like even the gentlest touch to her clit would kill her. Using the last of her strength, Chris let herself fall to the side into the pillows with just enough control that she wasn’t going to hurt either herself or Amanda.
“Satisfied?” Amanda shuffled over and snuggled up to Chris from behind. It had to be the sweatiest cuddle Chris had ever been in, but right now she was too exhausted to care. They really, really needed that shower, though.
“Oh yes.” Chris took a deep breath as she gathered the strength to turn herself around. She wanted to look Amanda in the face.
Predictably, that face was a complete mess. Amanda’s hair stuck to her forehead in sweaty strands, and the whole area around her mouth glistened wetly. Chris was pretty sure she hadn’t squirted after all, but with how recklessly Amanda went about eating people out, it didn’t make that much of a difference.
“What about you?” Chris asked. “Did you have fun?”
“You have no idea.” Amanda laughed, her whole face lighting up. “If that was your first attempt at being a dom, I can’t wait to see what you’ll come up with next. The things you did, the way you handled me, you were just perfect. Like you always knew what I wanted and what I needed.”
“Happy to hear that it worked out, but I pretty much just made things up on the spot. Most of the time I had no idea what I was doing and was just hoping for the best.”
“Well, you didn’t hope in vain, because the best is exactly what I got.” Amanda moved in for a kiss.
As much as Chris hated herself for it, she blocked Amanda off in a gentle but firm way. She loved Amanda, she really did, but that didn’t stop her stomach from revolting against the anticipation of what had to be the wettest and stickiest kiss ever.
“Thanks, but I think we should really clean ourselves up now.”
The confusion in Amanda’s eyes lasted for barely a second before her smile returned, but that didn’t make it hurt less. Why did Chris have to be such a prudish wuss when it came to these things?
“Yeah, I guess we should. Just give me a sec to collect myself.” Amanda rolled over on her back, closed her eyes and let out a happy sigh as if right now everything was good in the world. And it was. Kinda. Or at least everything was far better than it had any right to be.
Chris kept lying on her side, watching Amanda. Watching the outlines of her sweaty abs, the way her breasts, still covered with teeth marks, rose with every breath she took, the way she was lying on her still bound arms as if it was the most natural thing in the world, that heartwarming smile on her lips, smeared with drool and Chris’ juices. Despite her disheveled state, she was absolutely gorgeous.
“Do you think we can make this work?” Chris asked. “Like, for real?”
Amanda opened her eyes again. “Do you want this to work?” she asked back, giving Chris a look that sent hot shivers down her spine.
“I do,” Chris answered immediately. “So, so much.”
“Then we will make it work,” Amanda said, her face beaming with happiness. “Because I also want you so, so much.”
Chris knew that this wasn’t over, that they’d have to put in a lot of work to make a relationship as crazy as this one work. And even then there was no guarantee that there wouldn’t be any problems, likely ones stemming from her own side.
However, in this moment, still basking in the afterglow of the best morning sex of her life, with her long time crush-turned-girlfriend looking at her with so much love in her eyes, she could truly believe that they’d somehow find a way.
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