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"So, Penny, you still want to see what's behind that door?"

"Yes," I said.

"What would you do to prove it?" he asked, now taking his turn to put his hand on my thigh. My heart raced, imagining the possibilities of what he'd ask me to do. Or, were they things I wanted to do?

"Whatever it takes," I said, shivering in excitement. "Name it."

"Would you..." he paused, thinking. He grinned devilishly and stroked his chin exaggeratedly. "Would you suck my cock in the men's room?"

"Yes," I said. I meant it too: for whatever reason, his offer set my insides afire, calling out to be bent to his will. I could picture myself on my knees, and the image caused my pussy to ache with carnal hunger.

"You would, huh? Would you get down on my lap and let me spank you until your ass was red as an apple?"

"Gladly," I said, thinking about the way he'd smacked Lovelace's ass in the motel parking lot.

"Would you undress in front of everyone and dance on the stage like a stripper?"

At first the idea of being ogled by all the men in the club twisted my stomach, but it quickly gave way to an unexpected new arousal: I wanted my body to be appreciated. I put enough work into staying fit, why shouldn't I enjoy the benefits of all that effort?

"I would," I answered. I'd seen strippers dance in television and film, I could emulate their routines. I'd taken dance classes when I was younger; they weren't exotic dances, but I knew how to move suggestively.

"Good," said Kevin. "Because that's what you're going to do."
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Submissive Professor, Dominated and Needing It

The change in Lovelace's behavior was so subtle. I'm not surprised most people didn't notice. Sometimes I'd see that her stride had changed, as though something was affecting her movement, but not all the time. Often she'd simply seem friendlier, less frustrated by the world of academia and its many challenges.

I barely knew Victoria, or Professor Lovelace, as most would call her, even amongst her colleagues. As a professor of behavioral psychology, I never worked with her directly: her field, old English literature, never crossed paths with mine. However, we'd met at numerous university functions and, as women in academia who were in charge of a major department, we shared much in common. Both of us were known to be hard on the outside and harder on the inside. We didn't care how well we were liked, or so I thought. Now she was more aware of her perception, I could tell.

Knowing the adjustment to her persona had to have a cause, I began to wonder what had changed in her life. The most obvious cause - she'd met a new man - seemed likely, though I had yet to see her with somebody. Perhaps she was due to receive a prestigious award, or publish a groundbreaking study? I looked up all the information I could, but found nothing. Maybe she'd discovered a bright pupil who reinvigorated her sense of purpose as an educator? A possibility, but one that would be difficult to investigate.

At first I set aside the notion. So she's a little happier for some reason? Big deal. Just let her enjoy it
, I thought to myself.

I understood that it would be incredibly rude to pry into another woman's personal affairs, but I couldn't shake the idea from my mind completely. The mystery was too intriguing. The more peculiar the enigma, the more driven I felt to unravel it. So, when I happened to come across Lovelace at the Gravity Lounge one evening, I couldn't help at least testing the waters.

Standing at the bar, sipping a martini, something seemed off: her forehead glistened every so slightly, as though she were sweating just a little. She started to sit down at the stool next to her, but as soon as she did she jumped right back up. Was it somehow painful for her to sit? Only so many things could be the cause of that...

I had to talk to her. The curiosity was overwhelming. "Victoria, it is you!" I said, sitting down at the stool next to her, pretending as though I had just spotted her.

"Professor Henstridge," she said, a slight wavering in her tone. Is she nervous?
 I wondered. "Penelope," she added, correcting herself.

"What are you up to tonight?" I asked. "Are you here with somebody?"

"N-no," she said, the same skip in her voice. "I mean, I was. Meeting somebody. But they called to cancel, and I was just finishing my drink."


Lies!
 I thought. She's not a good liar
. This made sense, of course: Lovelace was known for her brutal honesty, which was often interpreted as a disregard for the feelings of others. Now that she's clearly fibbing, it's obvious how little practice she's had at it.

"Oh, sorry to hear. Care to have a drink with me? We could catch up," I said, trying not to sound too pleased with myself. I knew I was up to no good. She had a secret, and she wasn't the type to keep a lot of secrets, so it must have been for good reason.

"Thanks, but I'm not feeling well," she said. "A rain check, perhaps?"

Considering how much she was sweating, I believed there was something wrong, but not that she was actually sick, as she claimed. "Sure," I said. "I look forward to it." There was no way to get Lovelace to stay, so no reason to press the point.

She quickly reached into her purse, pulled out her wallet and dropped a ten on the bar, then trotted out on her high heels without saying goodbye.

For some reason I watched the spot where she'd stood as I drank the rest of my Riesling. After a moment, a young man arrived at that spot with a serious look of confusion on his face.

He looked slightly familiar to me, but I couldn't place him. He was handsome, with short black hair that shined from all the gel. He wore a white button-down shirt that had clearly been custom-tailored to compensate for his very thick biceps and chest; clearly the man was an athlete.


Is he on the university basketball team?
 I wondered. It would explain why he struck me as somebody I'd seen before, but didn't know.

The man twisted around, scanning the lounge. Clearly he was looking for Lovelace. He reached into his pocket and retrieved his phone, which lit up and buzzed that very second. He checked the message, then promptly turned and left the bar.

That was the moment I should have stopped, though I'll always be grateful I didn't. The only morally sound action to take would have been to stay put.

Instead, I followed the man out of the lounge, pretending to look at my phone, but watching the man to see which car was his. He got into a Lexus, and I thought I could see a person in the passenger seat. Was it Lovelace? It had to be. I broke for my car, digging through my purse for my keys.


This is crazy!
 I thought as I turned the ignition. You're not seriously about to follow somebody?
 I asked myself, though I knew the answer: Yes. Yes, I am.


I pulled out of the parking lot on the tail of the man and kept my distance. The Gravity Lounge was located on the outskirts of town, a fairly nice place in a somewhat seedy locale. When the man's car turned east out of the lot, rather than west, I was stunned: he was heading even further away from town, instead of back to the center!

Where was this young man, who clearly had some money to his name, driving to in this part of town? Who was he? How did he know Lovelace? I had to have the answers. I'd blown past the point of no return without slowing down.

As we drove I began to get nervous that I'd be spotted. The further out we went, the less traffic would disguise my pursuit. I dropped back slightly, and as I did, the man's car turned off the road and into the lot for a low-rent motel.


Is that it?
 I was disappointed. The logical conclusion was that he was a student, and he'd brought his professor to a secluded destination for a clandestine tryst. Whatever
.

Sure, some would see the rendezvous as scandalous: a teacher and a student. Rules were being flagrantly broken. It could ruin Lovelace's career. Maybe somebody in her department would be jumping for joy at the chance to poach her position, but as a member of a completely different discipline, I couldn't care less. They're consenting adults, and he was quite handsome.

I pulled into the parking lot after them and found a spot as far from them as I could. I figured I would wait until they went up to their room, then drive away and give them their privacy, Victoria Lovelace's secret safe with me.

If they had just done what I expected and gone into the motel, that night would have ended completely differently. Instead, the man and his passenger - Lovelace, as I had suspected - got out of the car. What I saw then shocked me so deeply, it awakened an instinct in me I'd never felt before. I couldn't explain why, but as soon as I felt it, I knew it had been deeply, deeply buried inside me, just waiting to escape.

Lovelace and the man must not have thought anyone was watching, because right out in plain site she began undressing. However, removing her skirt revealed she wasn't just wearing panties underneath: she had on a much shorter red miniskirt, one that barely covered her buttocks. Taking off her blouse exposed the tight tube top Lovelace wore beneath it, one that hugged and lifted her ample chest.


What in the hell is going on?
 I wondered. Why is she dressed like that?


I sunk down in my seat, thankful for the shadows that obscured the interior of my car. I rolled down the windows, glad for once that my car was old enough to have a manual crank. Cool evening winds gusted through the vehicle, but I felt sweltering heat throughout my body as I watched what unfolded then.

Lovelace took a last look around, then bent over the hood of the man's car, spreading her arms and legs. When the man pulled up Lovelace's skirt, my disbelief grew even greater: not only was she wearing a black G-string, her ass cheeks appeared almost as red as her skirt.


How did that happen? Is that why she wasn't sitting down?
 Questions tumbled through my mind, but most importantly, I had an answer to the mystery of why Professor Victoria Lovelace's behavior was different: she was leading some kind of double life. Unfortunately, solving the initial mystery only posed bigger questions; I still had to know more. Lovelace's secret activities had had a positive effect on her. I needed to know why, because the more I witnessed, the more I knew I would be affected the same way.

The man began slapping Lovelace's ass, eliciting a series of pained yelps. This close to a motel like this, those sounds could go unheeded, but I was amazed by the brashness of their conduct. What if somebody called the authorities? Maybe danger excites them
, I realized.

When he finished spanking her, he yanked out his tucked in shirt and unbuckled his belt.


No fucking way
.

He unzipped his fly and let his pants fall in a pile around his legs. He pulled down Lovelace's skirt and thong and massaged her pussy with his hand. I could hear her moan in pleasure, and when he showed her his hand, I could see it glisten, reflecting the orange glow of streetlamps and the motel's neon sign.

Through the darkness I couldn't see the outline of his member, couldn't tell how large it was, but when he entered her, Lovelace shuddered and gasped. The man began thrusting rapidly. Both were panting heavily, trying to keep their voices low. I got the sense that this wasn't their first time having sex in a public place.

The scene was fiercely erotic, as the man continued to slap her ass every few thrusts, eliciting silenced screams of pain and pleasure. I was sure one of them would slip up and let loose a shout that would alert everyone as to what was happening mere yards away. Then again, I doubted anyone would care. Most would be too busy having their own fun to spy on others.

When the man had nearly reached his climax, he pulled out his tool, grabbed Lovelace by the shoulders, pulled her off the hood and spun her around. He stroked his rod, keeping it hard and then stuffed it between her open lips. She quickly started sucking his cock, swallowing it deep into her mouth, her head lifting and rising as she worked the shaft. It only took a minute for her to finish him off.

I listened for the telltale sound of spitting, or of liquid hitting pavement. I heard none. All I could hear was the sound of my own inhalation, which was heavy with desire. I was sweating, and fog had begun to creep down my car's windshield.

After a minute, Lovelace stood and pulled her thong and skirt up to her waist. Still trembling slightly, she retrieved her purse from the car. It was as if nothing out of the ordinary had transpired: she was smiling! Did she even climax? I imagined myself in her place and found I was aching with desire. Lovelace had been used, but she enjoyed it. I couldn't explain it, but part of me understood. Part of me wanted to feel the same way. I had to know more. Whether that meant talking to Lovelace directly, or her man, I had to learn what was going on, and why the thought of it was driving me wild with yearning. My path forward was clear, though I had no idea where it would lead.

---

Lovelace opened her purse and pulled out something that she put on her head: a wig! A beautiful wig of shoulder-length, dark black hair obscuring her natural blonde locks. It looked gorgeous, but why put it on now? Who was the disguise meant to fool? The only theory I had was that they were they meeting someone else at the motel.

The man put his arms around Lovelace and they began making out. Watching them I felt a dampness begin to spread through my panties, and I realized how much I envied the professor at that moment. Her actions were so uncharacteristic for her, so unthinkable and forbidden. I wished I had that kind of freedom, that courage.

My theory about meeting someone was quickly dashed: when they finished making out, they did not head toward the motel. They crossed the street and walked toward a small strip mall. I watched them walk away and began to understand a little more as I checked out what was there: not one, but two gentleman's clubs were located in the mall, as well as a few other businesses. Lovelace and the man were walking straight toward a club called Delilah's. It explained her clothes.

Before I'd given any thought to my actions I was out the door and flying across the street, desperate not to let them out of my sight. I hid behind a parked car as I saw them enter the club: the bouncer at the door seemed to know Lovelace and the man quite well, exchanging handshakes and words before holding open the door for the couple.

"Kevin, Vikki," he said. "Welcome back."


Vikki? Nobody calls her that!
 I thought. And now I knew the man's name was Kevin.

In that moment, I knew I had to follow them in there, but I doubted it would be smart to just stroll on in. Delilah's looked to be the kind of place with few female customers, especially single women. Lovelace could pass for a stripper, dressed as she was, but I would stick out. I would draw unwanted attention. Lovelace and I were in the same boat: neither of us wanted to be seen by someone we knew.

I opened my purse and took out my glasses. I took the disposable contacts lenses from my eyes and threw them away. I only kept the glasses in my purse for emergencies: nobody had seen me wear them since before I could afford the contacts. A pair of glasses wasn't much of a disguise, but it would help. Next I unbuttoned my blouse, exposing my white bra. It might not make me look like a stripper, but it would draw some eyes away from my face. Finally, I took some hair bands out of my purse and tied my hair into a pair of pigtails, a look I hadn't used in years.

Feeling comfortable that I wouldn't be instantly recognizable, I was ready to enter the club. Trying to act as naturally, I walked up to the bouncer with a strut in my step. I belong here. I belong here
, I thought to myself. Why did I phrase it like that? I wish I knew.

"Hi," I said coquettishly. The bouncer was tall and seriously overweight, but he looked like he could throw down should the need arise.

"You lost, lady?" he said.

"Looking to be," I replied. Where did that come from?
 "You letting me in, or what?"

"You got it, honey. It's just... unusual... to see a fine hottie like yourself on her own."

"I'll be meeting some friends," I said.

"The more the merrier," he said, opening the door. "The more the merrier."

As I stepped inside I felt like a pilot who had crash landed in a jungle. I drank in the environment, realizing I'd never been inside such a club before. The music's thunderous base beats hammered at me in time with my pulsing heart. Flashes of strobe lighting burned my eyes, which had become so adjusted to the dark.

Then there were the dancers: three gorgeous women at different ends of a raised stage were displaying their bodies and skills. Barely dressed waitresses carried drinks and offered private performances. Gazing at them, I knew I was as attractive as they were, but here they were using their looks for profit. I'd always tried to tone down my appearance, lest I be judged on them. Here it was my most valuable quality, and though I hated to admit it, I liked the way it made me feel; just one of the many inexplicable discoveries of the night.

I searched the scene for Lovelace and Kevin and spotted them at the other end of the club. His hand clutched her behind as he whispered in her ear; she nodded quickly at whatever he was saying. When he was done, he knocked on the wall behind him.


What is he doing?
 I wondered. After a second, a door opened where he had been knocking. Lovelace stepped inside the secret door, then vanished. Kevin, for some reason, didn't follow her. He took a seat by the stage to get a closer look at the dancers.

I don't know what came over me then. My feet were moving and Kevin was getting closer, but I can't remember actually deciding to approach him. What if he had been in a class of mine and I just couldn't remember? What if he didn't even know Lovelace was a teacher? What if he remembers me from the Gravity Lounge? There were so many reasons to turn around, but I couldn't. I had to press on.

I sat down in the seat next to him. "Hi," I said. "I'm Penny."

He turned and looked at me, lowering and raising his gaze to take in my figure and chest. "Penny," he said. "I'm Kevin. You new here?"

I laughed, trying to seem nonchalant. Was it a compliment that he thought I could have been working? "I've never been here before," I said, "I'm not a stripper." I put my hand on his thigh and smiled.

He took my hand and put his over my shoulder. "Oh yeah? In that case, what brought you here?"

"A mystery," I said. I moved my hand closer to his crotch, which I saw was beginning to bulge. What am I doing?
 I thought. I never knew I could be so bold, so instinctual.

Kevin smiled, and my breath caught in my throat. He was so handsome! "What kind of mystery?" he asked.

I blushed and shook my head. "The mystery of what's through that door," I said, pointing at the spot in the wall where Lovelace disappeared.

Kevin's face darkened, as though I'd committed a breach of etiquette. "Who are you?"

I took the peak in his pants into my hand. "We haven't met."

"What do you know about..." he pointed at the secret door.

It was a challenging question. I didn't want to reveal I knew Lovelace, but I had to know what was on the other side of that wall. "I know it's a place that brings out a side of people they've never seen before," I said, thinking of how I'd seen Lovelace dressed. "I know it offers something very special."

Kevin nodded, but he didn't seem completely convinced. "How did you hear about it?" he asked.

"I didn't," I admitted. "I just saw you and that stripper there and I was curious."

Kevin chuckled. "Believe it or not, that woman wasn't a stripper."

"Really?" I said, trying to sound surprised. "Is she your girlfriend?" I asked, withdrawing my hand from his pants, as though I'd made a mistake.

"No," he replied, taking my hand and bringing it back to his crotch. "She's not my girlfriend. I just give her something she needs. From time to time."


Interesting.
 The way he spoke, he seemed proud. As though Lovelace represented some kind of conquest. Perhaps she did.

"Is this what she needs?" I said seductively, softly caressing his cock through his pants. In my small hands it felt enormous, and even through his clothes it felt rock solid.

Kevin laughed loudly. "She can't get enough. But inside there, she gets something she needs far more."

"I don't suppose you'd show me," I said. "I'm dying to know."

He stared at her for a second before responding. "I'll think about it," he said after a moment. "I'm going to get a drink. Can I get you something?" he asked.

"A glass of wine? Anything would be fine," I said.

He nodded, then left. I watched as he went to the bar and placed an order. While waiting he took out his cell and made a call. I couldn't help but stare, wondering what was happening. He looked right at me while speaking, catching me. I almost flinched and looked away, but instead I kept my gaze on him. I didn't want to give the impression I was scared, though I was; I wanted him to believe I knew exactly what I was doing, though I didn't.

"Excuse me, miss?"

I turned away to find a cute waitress standing in front of me. She held a small, round tray with two shot glasses filled with something clear in each. "These are for you and Kevin," she said, her large, frizzy brown hair bouncing as she set the drinks down on the edge of the stage.

"Thanks," I said. She left before I could fetch a few bills from my wallet to tip her. I looked at the drinks with confusion.

"You didn't think they served wine here, did you?" said Kevin, sitting down next to me.

"Is that vodka?" I asked.

"It is. You can have one, if you want."

"No, thanks," I said.

"Suit yourself. So, Penny, you still want to see what's behind that door?"

"Yes," I said.

"What would you do to prove it?" he asked, now taking his turn to put his hand on my thigh. My heart raced, imagining the possibilities of what he'd ask me to do. Or, were they things I wanted to do?

"Whatever it takes," I said, shivering in excitement. "Name it."

"Would you..." he paused, thinking. He grinned devilishly and stroked his chin exaggeratedly. "Would you suck my cock in the men's room?"

"Yes," I said. I meant it too: for whatever reason, his offer set my insides afire, calling out to be bent to his will. I could picture myself on my knees, and the image caused my pussy to ache with carnal hunger.

"You would, huh? Would you get down on my lap and let me spank you until your ass was red as an apple?"

"Gladly," I said, thinking about the way he'd smacked Lovelace's ass in the motel parking lot.

"Would you undress in front of everyone and dance on the stage like a stripper?"

At first the idea of being ogled by all the men in the club twisted my stomach, but it quickly gave way to an unexpected new arousal: I wanted my body to be appreciated. I put enough work into staying fit, why shouldn't I enjoy the benefits of all that effort?

"I would," I answered. I'd seen strippers dance in television and film, I could emulate their routines. I'd taken dance classes when I was younger; they weren't exotic dances, but I knew how to move suggestively.

"Good," said Kevin. "Because that's what you're going to do."

At first I thought he was joking. Some part of me had doubted his questions were truly serious, but now I realized he wasn’t kidding. I looked at the other glass vodka the waitress had brought. I grabbed it, brought it to my lips and poured the drink down my throat, swallowing it all in a single gulp. The liquor burned as it went down, but I didn’t care. The last thing I’d need is my natural inhibitions getting in my way.

“I should take that as a yes?” he asked.

“Just say when,” I replied, hoping it would be soon. I didn’t want to have time to overthink my decision, because if I did, I might hesitate.

Fortunately I got my wish: as soon as the current song ended, Kevin looked toward the DJ booth and gave a thumbs up.

“All right, boys and girls, it sounds like we have an amateur who wants to take the stage and show us what she’s got,” said a smoky, female voice. “Make some noise for Penny!”

One of the naked dancers reached a hand out toward me. I took it and planted one foot on the stage. The woman pulled hard on my hand as I pushed off, and then I was on the stage. The dancer winked at me, then skipped away as the spotlights converged, bathing me in bright light. Though I was blinded, I was glad not to be able to see the audience.

I began my dance by sashaying across the stage, pursing my lips and sending seductive looks out into the darkness. When I’d traversed the stage and returned, I pulled off my blouse one sleeve at a time, then swung it over my head like a lasso, and threw it out into the crowd. As soon as I did I realized, What if I don’t get it back?
 But it was too late. I’d think of something later.

The crowd clapped and hooted as I continued to strip, unbuttoning my skirt so it could fall to the stage. I stepped out of it with one foot and used the other to kick the garment out into the audience, eliciting cheers.

I was astonished at how pleased I was by the audience’s reception. Being objectified went against everything a woman in my position stood for, but I couldn’t deny the thrill I felt as I bent over and grabbed my ankles. The pose drove the men wild; I’d never gotten such a sexually charged reaction from a man before, let alone dozens. Some part of me craved it, like I had just discovered a sweet new flavor and now it was all I could think about.

I took a deep breath, ready to take the next step, and reached behind my back to unzip my bra. It wasn’t a skimpy bikini top or a sheer piece of lingerie like most of the employees wore - it was functional and inexpensive - but that didn’t matter. They just wanted to see me take it off. I obliged, but not immediately: I teased the audience, pretending as though I was about to drop the bra, only to pull it back up. I traipsed across the stage cupping my breasts with the unhooked bra, showing each side of the club the same act until finally tossing it aside.

The crowd roared at the site of my bared chest. My breasts were not enormous, but they were round and firm: they were the tits of a twenty-year-old on woman in her mid-thirties, and they could tell. Now that I was nearly naked, I danced my way to one of the stripper poles, gripped it with one hand and swung around. I shut my eyes so I wouldn’t get dizzy, and thought of the women I’d seen when I came in: they could cling to the pole upside down - I didn’t think I could pull that off without any practice. Instead, I lifted an ankle with my other hand, spreading my legs wide. When I’d gone around a few times, I planted myself on the stage, looked down at my feet and waited for the slight dizziness I felt to pass.

“Take it off!” shouted someone in the crowd. I knew what had to come next.

I put the index fingers of both my hands through the waistband of my panties, which by now were nearly soaked, and started to pull them down. I played the same game with it as I had my bra, pulling the undergarment down an inch or two, just starting to expose myself, then yanked it back up and walked a little across the stage. The men laughed, but then started applauding, wanting me to finish what I had started.

At last, I gave them what they craved, pulling my panties down completely. The applause reached a crescendo as I got down on my hands and knees and crawled across the stage. The floor was slick with sweat and more, but the way the cacophonous cheering assaulted my ears, I didn’t care. Getting lower to the ground allowed me to see the individual audience members, so I crawled my way across the entire stage, giving each one a closer look. When I returned to where I started, Kevin was there. He looked right at me and beckoned me toward him. I obeyed, coming to the end of the stage, but he kept on waving me forward. I swung my legs to the edge of the stage so I was in a seated position, then hopped off.

“That was Penny, everyone! Not bad for an amateur!” said the DJ over the loudspeaker. I could see a woman with dark curly hair in the booth clapping softly. The audience roared one final time, at first for me, and then for the professional dancers who re-took the stage.

The club’s floor was cold under my feet, and I felt goosebumps rising all over my skin. I couldn't believe what I just did, and that it had gone so well! I was strangely proud.

I followed Kevin to his seat, not sure what would happen next. I’d done as he asked, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t ask for more.

“Turn around,” he said. “Bend over.”

Something about the way he gave orders sent adrenaline coursing through my veins. I wanted to be commanded, I wanted to be subservient. Doing as he said I felt intoxicated. My heart raced and my nipples grew hard as diamonds. Then I felt it: a heavy hand slapped my ass hard, making a clap loud enough to be heard over the music.

I shrieked, not expecting to be spanked. I’d never felt such a firm hand against my skin. Now I knew what Lovelace felt like back in the parking lot: though the hit hurt, somehow I couldn’t help feeling like I wanted him to do it again. I’d heard of people enjoying pain, but I didn’t really believe how powerfully erotic it could be until that moment. Is that what’s going on behind that secret door?
 I wondered. Is that what made Kevin so protective?


“You’re a real hottie, Professor Henstridge,” he said. I turned around, appalled. How?


Kevin held up his phone. “I sent a picture of you dancing to a friend of mine, who showed it to Professor Lovelace. Vikki. She was royally pissed, by the way.”

I was speechless. First my mind went to what must Lovelace be thinking. Was she worried I'd blab to our colleagues about her... extracurricular activities? What if she was the kind of person who would act rashly in a tense situation, and do whatever it took to keep a secret?


Don't be an idiot
, I realized. If you were in danger, they wouldn't have said anything
.

"I'm sorry," I muttered, knowing I had to say something.


Why couldn't I just leave it alone?
 If I hadn't been so desperate to discover the answer to one tiny question, I wouldn't be here right now, putting a woman I respected into a serious dilemma.

I wasn't angry just at myself, of course: I had gone to such lengths to stay out of sight, and all of it had been undone in moments. I thought cell phones weren't allowed in strip clubs, for obvious reasons?

"Don't worry about it," said Kevin. "She's not worried. I'm not worried. Do you know why?"

My mind was racing. Did he really mean it? "Why?"

"Because Vikki and I know, if I take you inside to where she is, you're going to love it. You're going to want to stay for as long as possible, and come back all the time. I can tell. You just stripped in front of everybody because a total stranger told you to. She can tell too, because she knows you well enough to recognize in you what she sees in herself. How does that sound to you?"


Cryptic
, I thought. But I didn't stop to question the situation one more second. There was no need. I replied, "It sounds perfect."

---

When the secret door opened, I had built it up in my mind like a gateway where I would be exposed to a new world, like Alice down the rabbit-hole. Walking down that bright corridor in the nude, it felt as though I were heading toward something unimaginable. It turned out, I was.

"Welcome to Club Odalisque," Kevin told me as we entered. "Look there," he said, pointing.

I followed his direction and there she was: Lovelace, as naked as I was. Only, she appeared to be wearing some kind of dark bracelets around her wrists. She was standing up straight, her arms held up and spread, with her mouth wide open. Then I realized: those weren't bracelets. They were cuffs! Her legs were spread too - she was bound to some kind of X-shaped surface.

Without waiting to ask, I began walking toward her. I was transfixed. Kevin followed behind me. Once I neared Lovelace, I realized that her mouth was indeed open wide, but only because a big, black ball was keeping it that way: she was gagged! And something was hanging from her nipples: pairs of clothespins were pinching them. It looked particularly painful, but bizarrely enticing.

Kevin put his arms around my shoulders from behind. With one hand he cupped my breasts and the other he slid down toward my crotch. "Like what you see?" he asked.

"Yes," I said, my voice hoarse. He hadn't needed to ask if I liked what I saw: with his hand between my legs he could feel the wetness escaping from my crevice. He knew full well that I was beyond excited.

Club Odalisque was unlike anything I had imagined. Instead of a single stage, the club featured a handful of smaller platforms where naked women were displayed in various states of bondage. Some were being flogged or spanked, while a couple were in the middle of public intercourse, screaming loudly and in obvious ecstasy. Decorating the club's walls were cages with women inside them; they danced slowly and sensually, aware that most of the audience's attention was on someone else, but not caring.

There was another major difference between Odalisque and Delilah's, though it was not apparent immediately: the audience was not uniformly male, as one might expect in a strip club, and it appeared to be a much classier crowd. All of the men wore quality, custom suits, while the women wore exquisite dresses. Even Kevin had put a jacket on. I wondered, Were all of these women there strictly to observe, or would they take turns being on display as well?


When I brought my attention back to Lovelace, she was looking right at me. The fury in her eyes bore into me with a sense of betrayal, but also a playful malevolence. Like she knew something I didn't. Then, as if out of thin air, a black flogger swung in an arc and lashed both of her breasts. Lovelace moaned from the pain, closing her eyes, but didn't flinch or struggle. A handsome man with long blonde hair massaged Lovelace's crotch, then stepped back and continued to flog her breasts.


What is wrong with us?
 I thought. Not "her." Not "me." Us. There was no doubt she was enjoying being tied up and punished, and I believed I would too.

"Does this answer all your questions?" Kevin asked me.

"Yes." This was it. This was what had changed Lovelace. She had kept it a secret, but the change in her behavior was significant enough that she couldn't hide all the little signs. She did, however, do an admirable job: she was being sexually fulfilled in a way neither of us could have ever expected, and it had given her something to enjoy that - until my intrusion - was her's alone to cherish. Nobody else knew, save for Kevin. For anyone else, such an earth-shaking change would be impossible to hide. Most would want to shout from the rooftops their new found bliss. Who wouldn't want to brag that they'd finally discovered something that had been missing from their life?

"Good. Does that mean you're ready to try this out for yourself?"

"Yes," I repeated. There was nothing I desired more.

"You will do exactly as I say, when I say it. Understood?"

"Yes."

Kevin smacked my ass, and I shook in his arms. "You will address me as 'sir.'"

"Yes, sir," I said.

"All right. Hold on one sec," he told me, then shouted, "Elissa!"

A pale, thin woman in a tight black dress walked over carrying a brown, leather messenger bag. "Everything is as you requested, Mr. Cross," she said.

"Thank you, Elissa," said Kevin.


Kevin Cross!
 I thought. The name did sound familiar. He could have been on our university's basketball team, like I thought. He certainly had the build for it.

Kevin opened the bag and took something out I couldn't identify: it looked like a series of black leather belts connected by large metal rings. He set it down on the table, then pulled out a black, phallus-shaped object, only it was wide at the base - some kind of dildo. If that's how large it looks, how must it feel?
 I thought nervously.

"What are those?" I said.

Kevin slapped my ass. "Don't speak unless addressed, Penny. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir," I replied, rubbing my skin where I'd been slapped. It felt hot, and I expected it would sting for some time.

"Arms behind your back," Kevin ordered. I obeyed his command, and soon he was fitting the belts around my body, forming a harness. When he was finished, my arms were stringently bound together at the wrists and elbows, preventing me from moving them, and together they were strapped tightly against my back. The belt along the waist was cinched like a corset, making breathing slightly difficult: not enough to be dangerous, but enough that I couldn't help but notice every time I inhaled. There was one belt that he left undone: it ran vertically down the front of my mound and hung in the air. I wasn't sure what it's purpose would be.

"Tell me, Penny. Have you sucked a lot of dick in your life?" Kevin asked.

The room had grown quieter. The other performances were stopped, in many cases with the women still tied up on their platforms.

"A few, sir," I said, answering honestly.

He smiled. "A few. Is that, a few three? Or, a few ten? Which is closer?"

"A few three, sir."

"That little? How come?"


That's a good question,
 I realized. It's not as though I didn't enjoy giving blow jobs. In fact, I found I felt incredibly sexy when I did. For some reason, the men in my life never seemed to ask if I wanted to do that for them. Maybe something about my personality made them think I wouldn't? "I... I don't know, sir."

"Do you enjoy it?" Kevin asked.

"Yes, sir. Very much."

"That's what we like to hear. Have you ever sucked a cock with your hands tied behind your back?"

Members of the audience laughed.

"No, sir," I replied.

"Well, you're about to. But first-" he held up the dildo. "Open your mouth."

He tapped my lips with the dildo, so I opened my mouth to accept it. "Show me your technique," he said. "Your friend Vikki is great at it, isn't she guys?"

Several men in the audience clapped and cheered while chuckling. I could see Lovelace; she was blushing, but her lips were curled upward in a smile.

"That's right," said Kevin. "Now we're going to see who's better."

I began working my mouth up and down the slippery rubber shaft. I moved my head as fast as possible, sucking and licking as hard and fast as possible. It was ridiculous, considering the inanimate object couldn't tell, but it felt like the right thing to do. My sopping wet pussy could attest to that.

"Good, that's enough," said Kevin after I'd begun sweating from the effort. "Doesn't this look nice and lubricated?"

"Yes, sir," I said. The black rubber looked glossy and reflected the lights of the club.

"It does, though I have more if you need it," said Kevin. "Now, spread your legs."

I almost laughed, thinking about how drenched my folds would be. No lube necessary, Kevin!


However, once I widened my stance, Kevin pressed the dildo not against my inviting crevice, but against my tight bud.


Oh oh!
 I thought. Alarms blared in my head, terrified of what I'd figured out.

"Relax, Penny," said Kevin. He leaned in close to me and whispered, "You can leave here at any time, but if you want to stay, this plug is going in your ass. Understood?"

"Yes, sir," I said.

"Which is it going to be?"

I'd never had anything so big penetrate my anus before. I'd experimented with my finger, but it always seemed demeaning: a tramp's sex act, not a dignified woman's. However, as I considered my options, the fear of having the plug in my ass  struck me as idiotic. Why not try it? How was it any different from anything else I'd done tonight? So what if it was painful? I was quickly discovering how much I liked pain.

"Do it, sir," I said.

He kissed me on the cheek. "Good girl. Now relax."

I did as he said, breathing deeply and calmly. Again I felt the cold rubber toy prodding against my rear entrance, but now I also felt a cool liquid being dripped in between my cheeks. More lube,
 I realized.

As the lube made its way inside, Kevin pressed the plug harder until it finally found its way. The pain was intense as he worked the toy in and out, slowly and methodically driving deeper. I never imagined such a large plug would fit, but after a few minutes Kevin successfully inserted it all the way to its end. The wide base of the toy stopped against my cheeks, preventing it from going in any further, but it was already unbelievably deep.

When he was finished, Kevin took the last part of the harness and pulled it up tightly against my crotch and between my ass cheeks. He fastened it to the harness, effectively making sure the plug wasn't going to come out. Finally, he went back to his bag of toys and retrieved a flogger. It had long, dark lashes. He swung it around a few times, letting me hear it whoosh
 as it cut the air. "Walk," he said.

I took a careful first step, feeling the plug shift inside me as I moved. The sense of fulness  in my ass was overwhelming; it felt like a tree stump, thick and hard and firmly rooted in place. The thought that I couldn't remove it, that the length of its presence would be decided by Kevin, and not me, made it hot as hell: I couldn't explain it, but I loved the idea of being in his control. The slightest tap against the plug could send arcs of pain shooting through my body, and if I misbehaved, I had no doubt that is exactly what would happen.

Following Kevin's prompts, I made my way through the club, slowing down and speeding up as ordered. As I came close to members of the audience, they took turns fondling my breasts and feeling any part of me they wanted. I'd never been pawed at like this before. The effect nearly brought me to tears in frustration: I was so turned on, I wanted release! I needed to orgasm. It would be so easy now!

"Stop," said Kevin. I froze in my tracks. I was standing in front of the man from earlier, the blonde with long hair. "Stuart, would you like to be served by my new slave?"

The audience laughed. I found my mind swirling around the word slave
. Is that what I am now?
 I wondered.

"I think I'd like it very much," he said in a suave British accent.

"I'm sure you will. Penny, on your knees," said Kevin. "Here, I'll help you." He put his hands between belts that ran over my shoulders and connected below my breasts, and pulled upward, lifting me into the air. "Feet up," he said.

I lifted my feet and held them high. Kevin then lowered me to the floor and softly set me down on my knees. He's so strong
, I thought. He lifted me like it was nothing!


I walked on my knees until I was close enough to Stuart to see the bulge growing in his pants. He stood up, unbuckled his pants and dropped them to his feet. His hammer was fully erect, long and thick. It was lovely, and I lowered my mouth onto it with glee. I treated his cock the same way I did the plug I now wore, and in less than a minute Stuart leaned back in his chair, shut his eyes and groaned in pleasure. He put his hand against the back of my head, forcing his member deeper into my throat. I struggled to suppress a gag, wanting to feel his hot staff inside me and keep it there.

Before Stuart finally climaxed, he pulled out his dick so his seed could land in a torrent all over my face. Nobody had ever done that to me before, and I couldn't believe how used it made me feel. I was so turned on I couldn't stand it.

"You did well, Penny," said Kevin.

"Thank you, sir," I replied.

Kevin looked around at the crowd. "Who's next?"


You're kidding me!
 I thought. I'm ready to explode!


Kevin must have seen the desperation on my face. "Hold on, I think Penny here wants to be next. I don't know, should she be?"

I nodded furiously, eliciting a chuckle from the crowd. Kevin paced back and forth, acting as though he were in furious internal debate. "I can't decide. Vikki!" He jogged over to my colleague, who had been watching the proceedings intently. "Vikki, what do you think? Should I give her release?"

Lovelace shook her head vigorously.

"No. You think she should suck a few more cocks first?"

Lovelace nodded.

"I see. Of course, a slave's opinion doesn't really count. But, does anyone agree with Vikki?"

The audience cheered and clapped. Kevin came back to me and held my chin in his hand. "Looks like the people have spoken, Penny. Do you agree with them?"

"Whatever they say, sir," I said. No thought had ever been more certain in my mind than the one I had right then: I would do whatever he or they asked. I wanted to serve. I needed to be dominated. I craved it. The thought of being passed around and used was powerfully arousing. My nipples were so erect they hurt.

"Good answer," said Kevin. "Okay, let's see... Freddy! Come here, take a seat."

The man Kevin called out stood up and took Stuart's place in front of me. To my delight, I discovered his cock was just as large and hard as his predecessor's, so I gave it the same effort, and quickly achieved the same result. As soon as I finished, Kevin called over somebody else.

My body was fueled by adrenaline. Every sensation was being imprinted in my mind: the feeling of restraint caused by the harness, the smell of sweat and cocktails, the taste of the men I'd serviced and their sticky seed; the sound of men enjoying euphoric pleasure, the noise of whispered conversations and soft music; the sight of one stiff, massive cock after another. I could picture each one distinctly in my mind, like a catalog.

I don't know whether I sucked off each man present that night, or if Kevin simply decided enough was enough, but when the last man pulled out of my mouth and added his juice to the collected fluids drying on my face, he thanked everyone and encouraged a hearty round of applause.

"She's good for a first timer, isn't she folks?" he said. "Do you think it's time she received her reward? Vikki?"

Lovelace's ball gagged lips raised up in a snarl. She shook her head once again.

"No? After all that?" asked Kevin.

Lovelace remained adamant, shaking her head again.

"Are you still mad about what she did?"

She nodded.

"I get that. What would you say if I punished Penny for that. Would that make things square?"

Lovelace thought for a moment, then nodded.

"I think that's pretty reasonable too. Penny, do you accept that you have wronged Vikki here, and that a suitable punishment is justified?"

"Yes, sir. I will accept whatever you deem fair," I said. The feeling of the plug in my ass already seemed pretty punishing - serving so many men had taken a long time, and it's presence in my ass only became more distracting. I knew when it came out I would be sore for hours.

"Good attitude. You'll make for an excellent slave, Penny. I can tell you'll fit in perfectly here. Club Odalisque welcomed Vikki warmly, you can ask her later. Do you think you'd like to come here regularly?"

"I don't ever want to leave, sir," I replied. I knew I would have to eventually, but I wasn't exaggerating: a part of me wished I could stay forever.

Kevin leaned in close and whispered. "You joke, but there's a place not far from here where that can be arranged, if it's what you truly want. But not tonight. You're not ready yet." He raised his voice and added, "Let's see how much you like being here after you've had a real thorough flogging."

Kevin again took hold of the harness binding my arms and pulled on it, this time to raise me to my feet. Looking down at my knees, I saw they'd taken on a deep red hue from all the time I spent on them.

"Spread your legs," he instructed. I did as told. He opened up the bag the woman Elissa had brought him and retrieved another toy: a ball gag, much like the one in Lovelace's mouth. This one was red, instead of black, but looked to be just as big. "Open wide," he said.

I stared at Lovelace as Kevin jammed the gag into my mouth and buckled it savagely tight. I had never been gagged before, but I wasn't surprised to learn that I enjoyed it as much as anything else. My mouth had served it's purpose; now it could be bound like the rest of my body.

Kevin began the flogging on my breasts. His hits started off soft, testing my reactions. I was more resilient than I expected, taking the early barrage without flinching.

"Impressive," said Kevin. "But we've barely even gotten started." He increased the intensity of his swings, both in speed and strength. The fierce pummeling quickly broke down my resolve, and soon I was biting back tears. My breasts screamed for mercy, as welts grew and the sensitive skin burned. Despite the agony, my arousal only increased.

Just when I felt like I couldn't take anymore, Kevin paused. He looked at my breasts, squeezed them with his hand. He looked to Lovelace and pointed down toward my crotch. Lovelace nodded.

I trembled, realizing what they had wordlessly communicated.

"Walk to that table," Kevin instructed, pointing to a round table a few feet away. He swatted my ass with the flogger as I obeyed, and when I got there he picked me up by my waist and set me down on the table.

He put me down ass-first, striking the plug in my seat and sending jolts of torment through me. I squealed through my gag and fidgeted in the harness.

"Don't give me that. Lie down on the table," he said. I let my head fall into his palm, and he carefully lowered it to the table's surface. He loosened the strap on the harness that went up through my crotch, exposing my drenched pussy.

"This is going to hurt," he warned. "But after that, you'll be rewarded. How does that sound?"

I shut my eyes and nodded. Whatever
, I thought. Just do it already, please!


Kevin caressed my thighs, his touch tingling on my skin, until he reached my tender folds. He massaged them briefly, eliciting joyful moans from me, but he didn't stimulate them enough to bring me to orgasm. It was just enough to tease, though.

His flogging of my pussy started just like his work on my breasts. The hits started out soft and gradually became harder. However, unlike with my breasts, even the softest hits felt torturous. The area was so sensitive, and I had never been flogged there before. I howled through my gag, feasting on the pain. I didn't want it to continue, but I couldn't bear for it to end either. I felt like an addict, knowing my drug would only bring me further suffering, but suffering was the drug itself.

To make the situation more trying, I was lying on my bound hands, which was uncomfortable to say the least, and despite having the harness opened, the plug in my ass wasn't going anywhere.

Thankfully, as soon as Kevin tired of flogging my poor pussy, he tossed the implement aside and dropped his pants. He didn't look to Lovelace for permission: he took out his cock and plunged it deep into my inviting chasm. Though sore from the flogging, I was nevertheless still aching for release, and his engorged package had finally arrived to provide it.

Kevin was just as ready as I was for this moment: full of energy and lust, he thrust himself in and out like a jackhammer, calling out in bliss in time with my muffled moans. The sensation of his steely rod pressing against the hard plug inside me was unlike anything I'd ever felt, and I writhed there on the table, barely able to process so much bliss. When he came, he burst inside me. He laid down his head on my chest and panted. I shook my hips, trying to squeeze all the enjoyment I could out of his still solid package.

When he caught his breath he withdrew, but didn't forget about me: he took another dildo out of his bag and stuffed it inside me. I heard a click and then it began to vibrate, sending me right back into another wave of ecstasy.

I don't know how long I was on that table enjoying one orgasm after another, but it felt like hours. The rest of the club was drowned out by everything I was experiencing, a world of enjoyment and torment. The contentment was total, unadulterated. It was perfect.

---

I must have passed out. When I awoke I was on a nice leather couch. The bondage harness, dildo, buttplug and ball gag were all gone, but I was still in Club Odalisque. Lovelace was there, still tied to that cross. She looked to be asleep. I noticed that next to her there was another cross, an empty one. Had that been there before?
 I wondered. It could have been brought in. Then I realized that my head wasn't resting on a pillow, but on a lap.

"Hi," said Kevin.

I sat up and stretched out my arms. As I expected, my crotch and ass felt beyond sore, but I liked it. It made me feel as though what I'd experienced wasn't in the past; in a way it was still happening. "Hi," I replied, blinking out the grogginess.

"So, what did you think?" he asked.

"I... I... I can't even begin," I stuttered.

"It's okay," he said. "That's what I thought. Were you serious about never wanting to leave?"

"I thought you were kidding. Just setting up the mood, you know?"

"Oh no. That is a very real offer, should you want to give up the world of academia and become a full-time slave."

I laughed. The idea was ridiculous. I couldn't leave my job - my entire life - based on one night. What a night though...


"You don't have to decide now, and it doesn't have to be full-time. What would you say if I asked you to stay the weekend?" he asked.

"You mean, like, at the motel?"

Kevin shook his head. He pointed to the empty cross next to Lovelace. "That bed is yours for the night, if you want it."

I gasped, amazed at the thought. "She's staying here overnight?" I asked.

"She is. She's forgiven you for spying on her, assuming you're not going to tell anyone."

"No!" I said quickly. "No way. This is my secret now too," I explained.

"That's right," said Kevin. "And she knows it. But it would mean a lot to her if she woke up in the morning and saw you tied up next to her."

I wish I could say I had the wherewithal to pretend like I had to seriously consider the offer. My mind was made up before he'd even finished asking.

"Yes," I said.

Within minutes I was gagged and locked into the device, my gorgeous colleague a foot away, sleeping contentedly. The rush of being bound again kept me awake for hours, but eventually my energy was drained and I felt my eyelids dropping. I didn't mind. I'd solved the mystery I'd set out to unravel, and discovered something wonderful. Would my behavior change too? Would other see the subtle differences? Who's to say? I'd worry about that later.


For Further Reading: "Submissive Professor, Humiliated and Loving It"
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"No," said Kevin. "I'm not fingering you through your skirt. That's not what either of us really want."

"It isn't?" I said, anger rising. "I think I know what I want."

Kevin laughed. "No, you don't. But don't worry, you will. After tonight. Now take off your clothes, Vikki."

"It's Victoria," I said.

"Not tonight it's not," he replied, coming toward me. Before I could react, he pulled down my skirt, then spun me around by my shoulders. I had never been manhandled like this before. None of my past lovers had been so aggressive, even when I was Kevin's age.

Yet, I could feel myself responding to his touch. I wanted him to put his fingers in me like he'd started the other day, but instead he slapped my ass. I yelped and jumped forward, surprised. My skin stung from the strength of the slap, and I was shocked to realize the sensation felt good despite the pain. That's new
, I thought.

"Strip," Kevin said again. followed by another slap. He managed to strike the same spot he had the first time, intensifying the pain. Part of me was afraid, but also excited, and wanted nothing more than to start disrobing, but another part of me wanted to disobey his order, get him to slap me again. Before I could feel a third slap, I started unbuttoning my blouse.

"Good," said Kevin. "Whatever you thought was going to happen tonight, I promise you, you're going to like my plans better."

It was then I realized that since I handed him the envelope days earlier, I hadn't really thought about what exactly would happen tonight. Sex, I figured, obviously, but none of the details. What's more, I'd been so preoccupied by all the disaster scenarios - being recognized by another student, or another teacher - that I hadn't taken the luxury of enjoying the anticipation of all the fun this would be.

"Yeah? What's the plan?" I asked as I removed my socks. Now all I had on were my bra and panties, a fairly plain set of white lingerie. They were nothing too fancy, but they were the nicest I owned. If the sight excited Kevin, he kept his cool. Then again, a young stud like him, he'd probably seen lots of women half-dressed.

Kevin picked his backpack up off the floor, unzipped it and spilled a pile of clothing and accessories onto the bed. "I don't want to spoil the surprise, but it will involve all of this," he explained. "But first..." He sifted through the pile and found a pair of scissors. "Stand still," he said authoritatively.

Although I could feel I was trembling, I did my best not to move a muscle. With great care but also impressive speed, Kevin grabbed my bra and panties and snipped them off. I gasped, thrilled by the sudden exposure. Sometimes the dull side of the blades briefly touched my skin, the cool metal sending electric shivers through my body. When he was finished, he tossed the scraps of my panties aside with the scissors, then put his hands around me, clutching my ample breasts.

"You have an exquisite figure," he said, tracing along my thighs with his fingers. "You could have guys like me lining up whenever you want, and tonight, I'm going to prove it."

"What does that mean?" I asked, not understanding.

"You'll see. Now, I think it's time for a warm up."

He reached for my right wrist and pulled it behind my back. I felt something cold wrap around it, then a series of clicks. Did he just...?
 I thought. I started to pull my arm away, but he held it in place, then grabbed for the other wrist. He pulled it behind my back until both were touching, then he secured them, and I knew what had happened: I was handcuffed.

"What the hell?" I said, swinging my arms around, trying to shake off the cuffs.

"Relax, Vikki. It's just some handcuffs. The really kinky stuff comes later. Now get down on your knees."


Kinkier than handcuffs?
 I thought, incredulous but excited. I got down on the floor, intrigued to learn more. I quickly realized that despite my initial reaction, I liked the way the cuffs restricted my movement. The more I thought about it, the more sense it made: some weird part of me had liked obeying Kevin's orders, as a part of me craved the feeling of submission. I was mentally bound by him; now, I was physically bound too. I didn't have to understand it; I knew it felt good...


For Further Reading: "The Kinky Inventor" series
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"So, tell me about this special project of yours." said Rebecca.

"No. It's a surprise. First, your up front payment."

"Fine," she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.

"Your usual?" he asked.

"I think so," Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.

"Good. Let's get started," he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She'd taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms. If they only knew
, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends. How jealous they'd be
. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.

When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn't wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.

"Let's move this to the bedroom," he said, after they'd made out for a while.

Rebecca giggled. "Bedroom," he'd called it. The term was relative. "Okay," she said.

In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised whoop
 and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short - petite - but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.

She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn't have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.

Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. "I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite," he said.

"Ropes are like chocolate," Rebecca replied. "They're cheap and simple, but they always satisfy."

"Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you're asking for Milk Duds."

"I like Milk Duds," Rebecca argued.

"Quiet," Harry ordered. "Spread your legs."

Just like that, he was in the zone. He knew what she wanted: dominance. His tone changed from playful and loving to demanding and cruel. There would be no more tender kisses or smooth caresses, not for a while.

With her legs spread and her wet chasm exposed, Harry spooled out a length of rope and tied it around her ankle. He then drew the rope through the bed's lower headboard and tied it off. Unlike the head and headboards on most beds, this one was custom made by Harry, and it was not a decorate piece of wood with posts on each end. Instead, it consisted of a series of inch-thick metal pipes that formed a grid of hollow squares. This allowed ropes and other binding tools to be fed through the board in a nearly infinite number of ways. Additionally, the contraption was adjustable, and could be lifted up or down, or detached altogether. Harry had also made three more of these boards, and they could be used on any side of the bed, in whatever number necessary. Normally only two were in use.

Harry finished with one ankle and then secured the other. "Hold out your arms," he said. She did as asked, Harry repeated his bondage work on her wrists, spreading them wide and fastening them to the bed. Each time he tied a wrist, he pulled her forward as far as she could stretch, and he made sure there was no slack in any of the ropes.

Just as Harry described, the technique was simplistic, but as Rebecca pointed out, it was effective. The stringent ropes immobilized her completely, and exposed her sex to whatever pain or pleasure was in store.

Rebecca didn't know why, but this was what she craved. Being made helpless aroused her like nothing else could. Submitting to the sexual whims of a man like Harry satisfied her on a level some women couldn't even contemplate.

Harry picked up the ball gag. "Open," he said. Eyes shut, she opened her mouth and let him put it in. He lifted her head and fastened the gag's buckle, pulling it tight. Rebecca tested his work, attempting to spit out the gag, but of course this would have been impossible. She tested his rope work, but his expert ties were inescapable, as she expected.

His prep work finished, Harry climbed onto the bed and positioned himself on top of Rebecca. "Are you ready for your payment?" he asked.


For Further Reading: "Kinky Katrina's Double Date"
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.

Once we got inside Trent's apartment I tossed my purse onto the kitchen table and started to take off my dress.

"What are you doing?" asked Justin.

"What do you mean?" I said, confused. "You don't want me to get naked?"

"You don't do anything you're not told to do," Trent explained. "You do what we say, when we say. That's how this goes. Got it?"

"Okay," I said, flustered. Was he really serious?

As if to answer my question, Trent came up to me, twisted me around, then slapped my ass with his hand, "Okay? Okay what?"

"Yes, okay!" I said.

He spanked my ass again, aiming for the same spot. The hit stung, sending tendrils of pain throughout. "You'll address both of us as 'sir.' Now, try again."

"Yes sir," I said. I was in pain, yet the burning felt electric. I savored it, though I couldn't explain why. It just felt good.

"That's better," said Trent. "Now, lift up your dress,"

The idea of obeying their orders was appealing to me more and more. I did as instructed and hiked my dress up to my waist, revealing my skimpy black thong.

"Very good," Justin said circling me and staring. "You have a great figure."

"Yes," added Trent. "A hot body and a dirty mind. Makes for a nice pairing." Looking into my eyes, he reached down and slipped his hand into the waistband of the thong. He ran his hand over my warm mound, massaging it. I groaned and squeezed my eyes shut until I perceived just his touch and the sporty scent of his cologne. Then he clutched the thong in his hand and pulled on it hard, drawing it deep into my folds.

I started to pull back, but Justin put his arms around me, holding my arms tight against my body. "You can back out of this any time you like," he said. "But if you want us to give you what you want, you have to behave yourself."

Some part of me wanted to run, to get out of Trent's apartment and call the last few weeks a loss. However, I was increasingly turned on by the way I was being treated. The manhandling, the warnings: it was kinky, being dominated like this. The way Trent held my thong caused it to split my pussy, but the sensation was as erotic as it was painful.

"Sorry sirs," I said. "Please, do as you will."

"Excellent." Trent gave the thong another harsh pull, causing me to squeal, but I didn't try to writhe free. Finally, he yanked the panties downward, and let them fall to the floor. "Now you can finish undressing."

Eager to experience what these men had decided was in store for me, I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it across the room. I quickly removed my bra, revealing my firm, round breasts.

"Put your hands behind your back," said Justin. I did as asked, feeling like some kind of servant. Still, it was incredibly intoxicating.

Trent opened a cabinet in his living room, revealing a whole collection of toys. He pulled out a bundle of rope and tossed it to Justin. "You know how to use this?" Trent asked.

"Oh yeah," Justin replied. "I've learned a few things."

"You hear that, Kat? You found yourself two men with very similar tastes. How lucky for us."

"Yes, sir," I said. I didn't disagree. In the past I'd been fortunate enough to meet some guys freaky enough to fulfill my needs, but none had awakened the desires I was starting to feel now. What I wondered was, Would these new feelings replace my original need, or join it?
 The idea was startling, but I was having too good a time to consider stopping now.

Justin wound the ropes around my wrists, binding them together behind my back. The rough fibers were uncomfortable against my skin, but not being able to escape them was making me hotter than boiling kettle. If Trent and Justin were to plunge their shafts into me right now, I could be finished in minutes, I knew. When he finished tying my wrists, he pressed down on my shoulders; I got the message, and dropped down to my knees.

"When we're finished tonight, you won't be faking anything," said Trent.
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