
    
      Tigerstretch

      
        	
          Feliformia Ch. 01
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 02
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 03
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 04
        

        	
          The Sun I Can't See Ch. 01
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 05
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 06
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 07
        

        	
          Leopard One Night
        

        	
          Building Reality
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 08
        

        	
          Feliformia - Rubbercat Tails Ch. 01
        

        	
          Tackling the Debt Ch. 01
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 09
        

        	
          Feliformia - Rubbercat Tails Ch. 02
        

        	
          The Sun I Can't See Ch. 02
        

        	
          Winter Maid Ch. 01
        

        	
          Tackling the Debt Ch. 02
        

        	
          Building Reality: Addiction
        

        	
          Winter Maid Ch. 02
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 10
        

        	
          The Sun I Can't See Ch. 03
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 01
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 02
        

        	
          Winter Maid Ch. 03
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 03
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 11
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 04
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 05
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 06
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 01
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 07
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 08
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 09
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 02
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 10
        

        	
          Winter Maid Ch. 04
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 11
        

        	
          The Sun I Can't See Ch. 04
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 12
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 03
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 13
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 14
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 15
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 04
        

        	
          Building Reality: Love
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 16
        

        	
          Mermaid
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 17
        

        	
          Winter Maid Ch. 05
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 05
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 18
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 12
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 18.5
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 19
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 06
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 20
        

        	
          Women Will Save The Males Ch. 01
        

        	
          Women Will Save The Males Ch. 02
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 13
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 21
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 07
        

        	
          Women Will Save The Males Ch. 03
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 22
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 01
        

        	
          Winter Maid Ch. 06
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 23
        

        	
          Feliformia Ch. 14
        

        	
          Women Will Save The Males Ch. 04
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 24
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 08
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 25
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 02
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 03
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 26
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 04
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 27
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 28
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 29
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 30
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 31
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 32
        

        	
          Animal Café Ch. 33
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 09.1
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 05
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 09.2
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 06
        

        	
          Girls and Bridle Ch. 09.3
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 07
        

        	
          Parasitic Love Ch. 08
        

      

    
  Feliformia Ch. 01

        Love story between a guy and a latex catgirl.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/feliformia-ch-01

Title: Feliformia Ch. 01

Author: Tigerstretch

Category: BDSM

Description: Love story between a guy and a latex catgirl.

Tags: consensual, petgirl, catgirl, romance, collar, latex, romantic, rubber, bdsm

Series: Feliformia


------
Prologue
------
"So? Why are you here, then?" she asked.
Well ... This was a darn good question. How did it come to this? Only a year ago, I was sitting in front of my TV all day when not at work and barely had any friends that I cared for. Living alone made it easy for a person to forget about those friendly relationships as it was not the missing part of life. That was me, my routine. Monday to Friday, I was going to work to fill up the bank account, then returned home and did easy things to keep boredom at bay.
My sexual life consisted of watching porn and masturbating; no wonder why I was not happy. It was too easy, and it pulled me down into despair and loneliness until, finally, a voice in my head interjected to my lack of momentum with a classy 'what the fuck are you doing???'. Of course, that didn't change anything at first. The voice had to repeat itself hundreds of times before I could finally understand what it meant. The message was, 'Go out and get yourself a real human girl.' Yeah, my fundamental needs had to tell me what to do with my life, it was rather embarrassing.
One would think that this cute woman sitting in front of me, sipping her beer and waiting for my answer to her simple question, was a potential date. She was not. Or maybe she was. I didn't know just yet. No wonder that with an ambiguous statement like this, she was confused about me. I was confused as well.
"So what? You are not going to tell me?" she insisted.
I took another sip of beer before giving her something to work with.
"Hey, no, it's nothing like that. It's just that I don't know what to start with."
Her name was Erika, and she was now looking at me with a puzzled look before acting reassuringly and providing me with a pair of crutches to palliate my non-ability to communicate correctly.
"Look, if you want to fuck me tonight or if you just want to talk and have fun, just tell me. We are all different, and that is fine. I just need to know so we can move on and enjoy ourselves. I'm not saying that I will let you fuck me right away, but if it ends up that way, I'm good with it, you know. I'm a grown adult."
At least she was super easy-going. I should be grateful to her for breaking the ice like this. But as appreciated as it was, it didn't help me very much at the moment.
"Well, Erika, I am not sure yet about what I want. I'm currently in a strange situation at home, and I'm not sure how to handle it exactly."
She scoffed at me.
"AH! That's what it was. The cat gets out of the bag. Let me guess. You are married, and now you are doing things behind her back! That seems to be the trend these days. And no, I'm not interested. I have no issues with people sleeping around with multiple sex partners, but when you are seriously engaged with someone, and you put her trust at risk, then I want no part of it. If she is okay with it and you are fishing for a threesome, I don't think I want this either ... Mind you, I've never been offered one before ... let's label that as a 'to be considered.'"
I let an audible groan out.
"No, I'm not married! However, there is someone in my life already ... but wait ... before you ask any more questions or come up with new theories, let's order two more beers, and I'll explain everything to you. I'm pretty sure you are not expecting what I'm about to tell you. Once I'm done, then you can judge me all you want. Deal?"
She leaned back in her lounge chair in the corner of the pub, and a smile appeared on her face.
"Oooh ... I get the feeling this is going to be an interesting one ... Well, you know what? I like beer. So I'm in. Try to make it entertaining," she said.
"Oh ... it will be ... it will be ...," I said.
------
Chapter 1 - The naming of the cat
-----
It was about a year ago.
"Hi, my name is Mark, what's yours?"
"My name is ... Theresa ... but ... I don't like it ... I don't know what my parents were thinking ... It makes me feel like I was born in the 60s."
The little librarian was embarrassed by her name. I had to admit, she looked like 25 years old, and Theresa seemed a very odd choice for that age, it didn't match her look either. She was short, about 5'2", she had some Asian genes, tan skin and relatively long black hair mounted in a simple ponytail. Her glasses contributed to her librarian look, an image that made sense since she was working in a bookstore.
I usually didn't do that, but for some odd reason, when I walked past her, my heart skipped a beat. I didn't know if it was pheromones or something, but we both stopped and looked at each other, knowing very well what was happening at that moment.
"Hey, Theresa is fine. A name does not define who you are, I suppose. Look ... I don't want to be inappropriate; I know you are at work ... but ... could we ..."
Before I could finish my sentence, she interrupted me.
"Yes!"
We could only stare at each other past this point. It took a moment to resume the awkward non-conversation. I pulled out my phone from my jeans pocket, created a new contact, and punched in the letter T in the first name field before handing it over to her.
"Hum ... okay then ... here ... Enter your phone number, and I'll text you, so you get mine."
She eagerly entered her number in the contact, and before I knew it, she sent a text message to herself. Bold, but that worked too. She handed me my phone back and looked at me with a beet-red face. I didn't know what took over me at that time, but her burning face was so cute. I extended my arm and patted her head.
"Okay... then ... I'll talk to you later, Theresa."
I walked away, leaving her paralyzed behind me. I came here for a book, but I was going out with a date instead. It was not a bad deal.
Just before exiting the store, I heard a random voice far behind me, probably a nosy co-worker that rushed to Theresa to inquire about me. All I overheard was, "Who was that weirdo that touched your head?", which was enough for me to lower mine and leave this place in a hurry. Maybe I shouldn't have done that.
I drove back to my small townhouse. It had a garage at the ground level, the kitchen and living room were one floor above, and the three bedrooms were on the second floor. Still thinking about what just happened at the bookstore, I let myself fall on the couch and pulled out my phone.
"Is it too soon to text her?"
I went into the messaging app and looked at my sent texts. I clicked on T and read what she sent to herself.
"Meow!"
Meow? That was hilarious. She texted herself, "meow." I mean, that worked, it was just to get my number. But still ... Was she a crazy cat lady or something? It was a good thing not to be allergic to cats in case we started dating. It felt pointless to wait any further. I used my thumbs to send her a real message this time with a touch of humor.
"Hey kitty, it's Mark. Are you free after work? Wanna do something?"
Bzzz! It took only a few seconds before I got an answer back. "Yes!"
"Great. Like a restaurant or coffee, would that work?"
Bzzz! "Food. Your place."
Food? At my place? Geez, she was fearless. Or maybe it was me that was a coward. So I texted her back an emergency exit, just in case.
"I'm okay with that, but are you sure you are? Remember, we never spoke before."
Bzzz! "Yes."
Bzzz! "6 pm"
Bzzz! "Sleepover?"
WOAH! Wait, wait, wait ... What? Did she skip like ten steps just now? We didn't even know each other. We spent a total of one minute together in a bookstore. What should I say to that? It was an instant crush, I thought, but ... still. I was not that confident of a person. I felt intimidated, but I didn't want to close the door either. My thumbs went back to work on the cold screen.
"Dinner at 6 pm, my place. We will go from there, okay?"
Bzzz! "Yes."
Good, she didn't seem offended or anything like that. However, she was only using one or two words at a time; it was pretty hard to interpret any emotions out of that. I texted her back my address and scrambled to clean up my place. Fortunately, I already had enough ingredients to make a decent meal so I could avoid a trip to the grocery store. It was just a matter of making the place look decent. Because of her terrifying 'sleepover' bomb, I made sure to change the bedsheets and picked up the dirty socks populating the floor.
I spent a chunk of the afternoon preparing everything. Good thing it was Saturday, I would never have managed to do all that after a workday. Then around 4:45 pm, my phone buzzed again.
Bzzz! "5 pm"
What now? Was she an hour early? Instinctively, I looked outside my kitchen window. The small Theresa, carrying a backpack that made her look even smaller, was standing out there, in the driveway, eyes fixed on her phone. She didn't seem to have a car. I texted her back.
"You know I can see you, right?"
Bzzz! "No."
"Well ... I can ... Come on in. The door is unlocked, once inside, just go up the stairs."
Bzzz! "Yes."
Theresa moved to the door and got inside. I heard her taking off her shoes and climbing up the steps. She was still the cutest thing in the world. I tried to welcome her in a way that made her feel at ease.
"Welcome to my palace! Hopefully, you didn't have trouble finding the place. Here, let me take your stuff. I'll put it in the living room over there."
With a smile on her face, she handed me over her heavy backpack. I wondered what she was carrying. The real-life girl was much more eloquent than the text version of her.
"Sorry I'm early. I finished work at 4:30, but I thought I was supposed to finish at 5:30. So I decided to come here directly. I hope you don't mind."
"Not at all, I was just cleaning ... or trying to. My plans for the day were quite different. I'm glad they changed, but it was a race to preserve my honor. I didn't want you to see my usual dump. Come, sit down! Do you want something to drink? I have a white already open."
"Sure," she said, "Don't give me too much, though ... I tend to get drunk easily."
Well, she shouldn't give away that kind of information for free as it could get her in trouble with other guys. I poured her a good glass nonetheless and handed it over to her along with a patronizing but not serious comment referring to what she had just mentioned.
"There you go, let me know if you don't like it. Don't drink it too quickly, okay?"
Theresa just stared at me. She didn't say anything, and I couldn't read her mind at all. Was my joke that bad? Then she just gulped down the entire glass of wine to my instant stupefaction.
"I'm sorry, you said something?" she said.
She extended her arm, presenting her glass for more.
"Okay, okay! I see. Forget what I said and drink at your own pace."
I filled her glass again, but this time I didn't make any bad jokes. The last thing I wanted was a drunk girl on my hands before our date even started. But what now? She was still staring at me in silence. Was she going to ... yes ... She was going to do it again. She gulped down the second glass. Now, it was making me feel a bit uncomfortable.
She had been here for less than 5 minutes, and she drank two full glasses of wine already. Einstein could have calculated that. Theresa would be wasted within the next 15 minutes at that pace.
I pushed the cork back inside the bottleneck and put the bottle on the floor next to my seat, out of her reach.
"Okay, Theresa, why don't we slow down on the drinking for now? So, tell me a bit about yourself. Do you work full time at the bookstore?"
She still had a cute smile on her face, was she really here, at my house?
"Yes, I mean, I only started two months ago, I only do it to pay my rent. It is not as if I read books or something. I barely learned how to read and write."
Ah, that would explain the lack of words in her text messages.
"I see. So, you went to a bad school? I know the feeling. My school wasn't good, either."
She objected.
"No, no! My school was great. It is just that I didn't have an interest. I ... I didn't get a secondary school diploma ... I know ... It's bad. A social worker told me to try this job at the bookstore, so I did. It turns out I am pretty good at filling up shelves and following the alphabetical order. I can do that much."
Well, she was honest about it, at least. She wouldn't be the first one that didn't have an academic interest and got crushed by the expectations of our performance society.
"Hey, it's all good. You can do whatever you want with your life, and there is no shame in that. As long as you have enough to sustain yourself and are happy, those are the only things that matter."
She lowered her head and adopted a tired look.
"Well, even that ... Sustaining myself ... It's hard, you know. I wish things were simpler."
Okay, noted, work was not a good topic in this case. It was time to shift the mood a bit before it got too dark.
"Hey, talking about sustaining, let me show you what I'm going to cook for you tonight. Let me grab my cookbook."
"Sure! I'm not picky ... I'm sure it's going to be fine. I like simple things."
I put my almost full glass of wine on the coffee table and stood up.
"It is simple enough, one sec, I'll show you. We can tweak it to your liking too."
I headed to the kitchen to grab my book and got back to Theresa with it, flipping the pages and trying to find the recipe I had in mind. I sat back down in my chair, put the book on the coffee table, and turned it around to show her the picture of the delicious looking pork and apple burger. I looked up to see her reaction, but she was just staring at me again with a flushed face.
"Uh? ... What? ... What's wrong? You don't like pork?"
I noticed that she was swallowing something. That was when I realized my glass was empty. I didn't dream about this ... It was full a second ago. Did she down all my wine while I went to the kitchen? I was only away for ten seconds. That was now three good-size glasses of wine that ended up inside such a small body. There was no way she was not feeling it, and it was going to get worse in a few minutes too, the more it would enter her bloodstream. I had to ask an uncomfortable question.
"Theresa? ... Do ... Do you have a drinking problem? I mean ... If you do, that's fine; I don't mind putting all the alcohol away. But, just tell me."
"No ... I ... I don't."
"Well, you just drank more than half a bottle of wine within ten minutes, not even tasting it."
"Sorry," she added in an apologetic tone.
"There is nothing to be sorry about ... It's just ... This is a date I was looking forward to. I don't want it to end badly. That's all."
She shook her head.
"I'm fine ... I usually never drink. I thought it would give me some ... courage. Sorry."
Ah ... If it was true and Theresa was not used to drinking, that might explain why she didn't know how to drink. That was a plausible scenario in my head.
"Hey ... No worries ... You don't need courage, okay? Here is what we are going to do. We are going to put the alcohol away, and you just relax and let your body process it. Today, you only have two things to do; to be yourself and only do what you want to do. Don't put pressure on yourself like that else it won't be fun for you."
The small girl was starting to feel the effects of alcohol. I could see it in her rolling eyes. That was not ideal, but I could accompany her through this, and she would be fine in an hour or two. It was not how I wanted my date to go, but hey, a bit of compassion never hurt. She stood up on her wobbly legs.
"I ... want to be myself ... Yes ... Sorry ... Can ... Where are the washrooms? Please."
She grabbed her backpack and headed aimlessly to the powder room. I tried to guide her as best as I could.
"Yeah, that is it! You are almost there ... that's the door, yes ... If you turn the handle, it will open."
Few! She looked as if she never drank before. If she were smashed like this after only three glasses, it was because she never built a tolerance for alcohol. While she was doing whatever she was doing, I went back to the kitchen and started preparing some snacks. Food would help her to regain her senses. Some cheese and rosette de Lyon could just be what she needed. Plus, it was delicious, I thought while stuffing my face with some of it.
Time passed, 10 to 15 minutes so far, and she was still in the washrooms. What was taking so long? Plus, I was hearing all kinds of strange noises coming from there. Not natural sounds like what you'd expect from a person doing business in a washroom, but more like ... unidentifiable struggling noises. I knocked on the door.
"Hey, Theresa? Is everything alright? Do you need anything?"
No answer ... Then suddenly.
Bzzz. "No"
Did she ... just texted me? What in the world was going on here? I spoke through the door again.
"Hey, Theresa ... Why are you texting me? Are you okay?"
Bzzz. "Yes. 2 min. Okay."
Bzzz. "Zip me. meow."
Woaaah! ... What was going on inside her head? Her texts made zero sense. Zip me? She couldn't be wasted to the point where she couldn't zip up her pants anymore. What was she talking about? And the meow was back again. I knocked at the door once more.
"Okay, look, I give you five more minutes, if you are not out by then, I'll force my way in, alright?"
Bzzz. "Wait."
Wait wait ... That was all I did so far. What a strange girl. Not what I expected tonight. I brought the snacks to the living room and ate a couple more. The wrestling noises stopped at least, but now it was all quiet in the washrooms.
After the deadline expired, I headed toward the door with a tool that would allow me to unlock it from the outside.
"Okay, you come out now, Theresa or I open the door myself. I'm getting worried."
Silence ... Then the door handle started to shake. It was still locked.
"You have to unlock it first, you know."
For the next few seconds, the handle was rattling, as if unlocking it was the most complicated task in the world, but finally ... clunk! ... It fully turned, and the door slightly cracked open, barely, just to say that it was not closed anymore. Then nothing ... She didn't push it open more than that. I couldn't see the girl still hiding; only her shadow beneath the door betrayed her presence.
"Don't... don't judge me ... okay?" Theresa said with some hesitation. Or was it fear in her voice?
"Judge you for what? Come on, Theresa, I already told you, if you are drunk, it is not a big deal, we will just wait it out."
I said that exactly when she pushed the door open slowly. My jaw instantly dropped, and my eyes became as round as dishes. THAT ... was the LAST thing I expected today. It was Theresa, alright, but she was wearing a full black latex catsuit. It had attached feet, hands, and head. There was also a long rubber tail dangling from her lower back. I couldn't help but notice that there were two large cat ears on top of her head, and her hands were actual paws; she had no fingers. That was what we could call a true catsuit in every sense of the word. Oddly enough, it seemed a bit loose on her, though, around her waist, chest, and neck area.
"... Theresa? ..."
She brought her hands, or should I say paws, up to her chest. I noticed that she had pink paw pads, the same color as the inside of her big ears, to compliment the suit better. She tried to express some words, but she had difficulties letting them out of her mouth.
"I ... This is ... What ... What do you think?"
There was no way I could lie to myself about this. Even though this was super odd and unexpected, I was so turned on right now. She was so hot. But, could I say that brutally like this? Was it what she wanted to hear?
"Theresa ... You ... You look gorgeous!"
I'm not sure if she was reassured because I didn't freak out like she was probably expecting me to, but she made a step forward, one that a girl full of alcohol would do. She lost her balance a bit and tried to take another one, but walked on her other foot and started falling forward. I rushed to catch her, and she ended up face-first into my chest.



"Oof!"
"It's okay... I got you now."
My arms were holding the small girl close. I felt the texture of her latex covered body, gripping on my skin. She was so light too. I looked down at her rubber face, and she gazed back into my eyes. I could tell, even behind the latex mask, that her face was beet red, more than likely like mine.
How did this happen to me? One instant, I was shopping for a light novel, and two hours later, here I was with a sexy fetishist latex covered cat girl in my arms. This only happened in stories, not in real life. Why did she think it was a good idea to get drunk then wear a catsuit here? Who was this girl, and what did she want with me?
"Can you ... zip me up?" she asked.
Ah! That was what she meant earlier in her crazy text and also why her suit was a bit slack. She wore the suit but couldn't zip it up by herself. Without arguing, I reached the back zipper with my hand and started pulling it up but didn't get too far. Knowing what was going on, she turned around and gave me some instructions.
"You have to bring the edges together first, and then you can zip it up, It's tight, it's normal."
Patiently, I worked the zipper up until all her real skin disappeared entirely. I made sure not to catch any hair either as she let down her ponytail, and it was now resting flat on her back. I rubbed her latex encased shoulders and neck with my hands, I supposed I was allowed to do that since she was exposing herself to me like this. She shivered under my caresses, a good kind shiver. She turned around to face me and asked me another thing.
"I put two items on the countertop; you can put them on me if you want to."
Curious about that, I walked to the bathroom, letting my hands slide off her body. I found one collar, which I took in my hand. Upon inspection, I saw it was made of pink leather with the word 'Kitty' written in large in a plethora of small fake diamonds; that was very cute. It needed to go on the rubber cat. The other item was a small silver padlock. A bit confused about it, I looked at the collar again, and it didn't seem to be lockable ... so I was not sure what it was for ...
I brought back the items to Theresa and asked her to stay still.
"Don't move.," I said to the wobbly cat girl that drank too much.
I wrapped the leather around her neck and threaded the end through the buckle, not too loose, not too tight.
"Should I call you Kitty now?" I asked since it was the name on her collar.
She closed her eyes and smiled widely.
"I ... I'd love that ... a lot!"
Wow, that made her very happy all of a sudden.
"Okay, Kitty, what about the padlock?"
"That ... that's for the suit ... To lock me in it."
"I see ... Well, I think it would look good on you. So here it is!"
I threaded the already open padlock through the two zipper tabs and locked it in place so she couldn't get out until someone unlocked her. Not with those fingerless paws.
"That is so darn sexy ... I understand why you were nervous if you planned on doing this all along. You should have said so instead of drinking like that. I would have let you wear it."
She buried her face into my chest some more and started to, hesitantly, tell me about her whole thinking process.
"Sorry, I'm not good at this ... I ... I didn't plan on doing this ... but at the bookstore, you patted me on the head ... which made me start fantasizing ... Then in your text, you called me Kitty ... I was thinking of doing it even more after that ... But then here, you said that I needed to be myself and do what I wanted to do ... You pushed me over ... Can ... Can we lay down for a bit? ... I'm feeling a little overwhelmed."
I laughed at that last phrase.
"You are not overwhelmed, Kitty, you are half drunk. Come, lie down on the couch. It's totally fine and you are safe here."
"Can ... can you lie down first ... I'd like to lie down on top of you. That ... That is another thing I would like to do ... Would that be okay?" she asked.
Having a sexy latex cat girl lying down on top of me? Who in the right state of mind could say no to that? I grabbed her paw and led her to the couch, where I laid down on my back. Immediately, Kitty crawled on top of me and rested her head on my chest. She brought one of her knees up to my belly. The rubber cat was so warm and so light.
I caressed her small latex body over and over with my hands, her curves were perfect, and she didn't seem to mind when I touched her butt and legs either. Surely, by now, she must have noticed the raging hard-on in my pants, but she didn't say anything. She just laid there on top of me, eyes closed. I was pretty sure she was about to fall asleep, maybe I should too..
That moment was when I fell in love. I'd not say it to her, of course, but I knew I wanted this girl for myself, no matter how weird she had acted so far. Who did that, showing up at a stranger's house for the first time and ending up wearing a latex catsuit and took a nap on his chest within thirty minutes. It was nuts ... but it was the moment I wanted to value.
***
Erika, sitting in front of me at the pub, drank some more beer and laughed, significantly entertained by my tale.
"Oh, this is good. So you got a girl that likes dressing up as a cat, and it is not enough for you? What is it then? Do you want me to go to your place and play cat with you two?"
I groaned again at another one of her twisted theories.
"Noooo! It's not like that at all. What are you saying? I'm nowhere near to be finished with my story."
"Ah, but you are still with this cat girl, right? You guys are having cat sex and all?" she asked, determined to tease me.
"Erika! Yes, I'm still with Kitty. And yes, she is my partner that I love very much."
My drinking companion laughed again.
"Haha ... Are you calling her Kitty, like the name on her collar? That is hilarious but very cute nonetheless. Okay, now, what's the deal. Why do you meet up with women like me that are looking to date if you already have a girl that you love? I mean, she dresses up in latex, so don't tell me she doesn't like sex, I'd not believe you."
Erika was a beautiful short woman, late thirties, in very good shape and wearing red hair in a ponytail, the same haircut that Kitty had when I first met her. I loved ponytails. Even though I was with Kitty, Theresa of her original name, I decided to go out and tried to date other women. And now I found, in Erika, someone that, despite all the fun she was making of me, was listening to what I had to say without judging. She was having fun too, and I felt as if, maybe, I could tell her more before explaining my real reasons.
"Erika, let's order two more beers, and I'll continue my story. Do you have time?"
She signified that she wasn't planning on going away anytime soon.
"Ab-so-lu-te-ly! I haven't been entertained like this by a date in a very long time. I have all night to listen to your story, Mr. cat lover. Let me go pee first, if the waiter comes back, ask for the same thing for me, would you.
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Chapter 2 - Adoption
------
Erika came back from the washrooms and sat in her lounge chair, facing mine. A fresh beer was waiting for her on the coffee table between us. It seemed that she enjoyed herself tonight.
"I don't know about you, Mark, but I just love this pub. And we got the best seats too. So, where were we?"
I nodded in agreement about the pub. I've been here in the past, and it was one of my favorite places to relax and drink. The corner we were in was set up as an intimate lounge, which was fantastically comfortable.
"Erika, you know exactly where we were at. You didn't forget just by going to take a leak."
She scratched the back of her head.
"Of course, of course! Catgirl and falling in love. So, next is cat sex. Right?"
That woman ... unbelievable. I pinched the bridge of my nose before rethinking what I was going to say.
"No! Not cat sex!" I paused. "Well ..."
She pointed at me, instantly capitalizing on my hesitation.
"Ah! I knew it! There is some cat sex! Alright, I shut up now. Please proceed with the description of the events!" she said, with a good dose of sarcasm.
"Ok, ok! Some cat sex. I have to admit it. But it is not just that."
I grabbed my beer, took a sip before I continued my story.
***
I must have fallen asleep. Wait! What was this sensation? My brain was sparking back to life as my eyes were opening unevenly. I was still laying down on the couch when, suddenly, all the earlier events were coming back to me. I raised my head a bit. The first thing I saw was a shiny black latex head with cat ears that had its lips wrapped around my dick. Did she start giving me a blowjob while I was sleeping? She must have delicately untied my belt and unzipped my pants, somehow. Did she use her teeth or something?
"Theresa? What ... What are you doing?"
She lifted her head and looked right in my eyes while holding the tip of my penis in her mouth. Her two cute paws were holding the base of it. She didn't speak. Instead, she just cocked her head to the side, making a noise that could be interpreted as "Do you want me to stop?" I didn't force her to do this, but maybe she thought I was expecting something like that? I just didn't want her to do something she didn't want.
"Well, not that I'm complaining or anything. I just want to make sure you are ok with this, I guess."
My comment was rewarded by some sort of paw punch to the belly, followed by an unhappy stare. But she quickly continued her excellent work.
"Ok, ok! I get it. You like it. I said nothing. Keep going."
I lifted myself, so I could rest my back on the couch's armrest and put one of my feet on the floor to get a better view of the girl. She followed my movements, which gave her a bit more room to work, as well. I reached her head with my hands to pet her latex skin. It was so amazing. It was the first time I had sex with a girl wearing latex. It is so soft and warm. I felt fortunate at the moment. How come it felt so right to do this with a person that I knew nothing about?
The sexual pleasure she was giving me was off the chart. It only took a short time for me to get to the edge, so I thought a warning was necessary.
"I'm very close. If you continue, I'll ..."
Right when I started articulating those words, Theresa plunged her head down and deep on my cock several times until I shot my load directly inside her throat. She wouldn't let it go. The sensation was insane. I could hear her little moans as she was trying to swallow everything. She seemed to love it genuinely.
Once she was done with me, she lifted herself and sat, cat-like, in front of me on the couch, tongue out.
"Aaaaaaaaah! That was amazing!" she said.
"Well, I'm glad you enjoyed it, but I think it was a hundred times better for me in this case."
She shook her head in disapproval.
"No, I would not say that. You don't know what is turning me on yet. The only thing I didn't like was when you called me Theresa. I hate that name. Don't use it anymore, okay? I was waiting for you to wake up, but I couldn't wait any longer. I hope you didn't mind too much."
Of course, I didn't. Kitty crawled back to me and laid down on my chest again, hugging me tightly. I checked my watch before wrapping my arms around her.
"I can't believe it! Is it 6:30 pm already? Are you hungry?"
"Yes."
"Ok then, let's take you out of the suit, then we will cook something."
"No."
"What do you mean, no? You don't want to cook with me?"
She shook her head.
"I don't know how to cook. I told you I like simple things."
I scratched her behind the head.
"Ah, ok, that is fine. I'll cook while you watch. No big deal."
"Ok, but I stay in the suit," she said.
I kept scratching.
"You can put it back on later if you want. How are you going to eat with no fingers?"
"I can't take it off."
Wait. What? Did she use the word "can't"?
"I don't have the key with me," she added, very seriously.
A bit surprised by this new turn of events, I grabbed her shoulder and lifted her off me a bit. I looked her right in the eyes, trying to detect a joke or something. There was none.
"You are dead serious, aren't you? So, how are you going to eat, or more importantly, go back home?"
She pulled back a bit more from me with a worried look.
"You don't want me to stay here tonight?" she asked.
Darn, I had to be more careful when I say stuff like that. It came out weird.
"No, no, no! I mean, I'd not mind if you stayed here tonight, but eventually, you'll have to go back to your place to get the key, right?"
She nodded in agreement.
"But that is not today. Can we worry about tomorrow, well, tomorrow?"
"Of course we can. So you are going to stay in your suit until tomorrow. You are okay with it?"
She laid back down on my chest, relieved that I was not going to kick her out after the blowjob she gave me.
"Yes. And for the food, you'll feed me."
And just like that, the small latex catgirl ended up sitting on top of the kitchen island, looking at me while I was preparing something edible. I checked her paws, and there was not enough room for her to open her fingers. She was helpless in the face of that pork and apple burger.
The next hour was a lot of fun. Weird, but a lot of fun. I had to bring the food to her mouth so she could bite. I never had an opportunity to feed someone like this before. I could appreciate how it created a bond between us. It was teamwork. I got to know her a bit more during the process, which was not a bad thing. We didn't have any talk time since she arrived until now. What I realized more and more was how much she was living in the present moment. It was inspiring to some degree. Right now, she was a cat, and it was all she cared about.
It took a while, but we got to the point where she was full and me as well.
"Did you like it?"
"Being fed, yes."
"I know that already, but I'm referring to the burger?"
"It is fine. I am no culinary expert."
She kept repeating that about food. Could people be this indifferent regarding the food they ate? It was just a burger, nothing fancy. She didn't need to be an expert to like burgers. Anyway, her belly was full now, and that was a good thing. She was no longer tipsy either. So I probed her for the next steps.
"So, what do you want to do now, Kitty? Go for a walk?"
"Yes."
"Are you saying yes again just to please me?"
"Yes. Is that a problem?" she retorted.
"Well, it could be. It was a joke. You are dressed in a full latex catsuit, and I asked you if you wanted to go for a walk, you know, outside."
"So? Yes."
Was she missing the point, or was she doing it on purpose?
"People might see you."
"So what?" she asked with determination.
"Well, I don't know ..."
I cornered myself. That was the right timing for Kitty to attack my throat.
"Are you ashamed of me?" she asked.
"No. You are amazing."
"Is there a law preventing me from wearing a catsuit in public?"
"No. Well, I don't think there is."
"So what, then, are you afraid of?"
Good question. Excellent question. I looked inside myself to find an answer that I didn't possess. Kitty was staring at me, waiting for my next words. Was I scared that people would judge me? Or was I afraid that people would judge her? Maybe both?
Still sitting on the island countertop, she pulled me close and wrapped her legs around my waist and put her arms around my neck. Only a few inches separated our souls. Then she told me something that I didn't expect to hear.
"Ok, listen to meow. I'm not smart. I'm not strong. I don't know how to cook nor care about it. But one thing I know is that this fear you have inside you is a GOOD thing. Even though it is completely absurd, it means that you care about us. It matters not if you fear that we will be judged. I'm right here."
"Kitty, I'm not sure I understand what you mean."
She bumped her forehead on mine.
"If an evil man attacks me. Since I'm not strong, would you protect me?"
"Of course! What do you think?"
"Right. So, if an evil grandmother moralizes you, saying that you are walking around with a slut. What would happen?"
What was this question? Where was she going with this? Without realizing it, I turned my head sideways. Kitty put her paw on my cheek and brought my face back to hers and pressured me some more.
"Answer me! Come on, try."
"I dunno. I would ..."
She put her latex paw over my mouth.
"Wrong! Try again."
"Hum. I would ..."
She did it again. I didn't even have time to talk before she stopped me with her paw once more.
"Wrong again. Once more. Try."
"..."
"Good, you are starting to think. But I'm still waiting."
"Kitty, I ... I don't know," I said in a pathetic tone.
"Yes, you do. We are doing it right now."
What was she talking about? What were we doing right now? What would I do if someone on the street placed judgment on us? Would I walk away? Would I yell at them? What did she want me to say? She put her two paws on my cheeks this time and stared at me right in the eyes.
"Don't go back inside your head. Just look at me. I'm a good cat. I'm going to help you this time around. If someone strong attacks us, you'll protect me. Right?"
I nod.
"If someone makes comments about us. You ..."
"I ..."
"No! You ..."
"I ..."
"Nooo! Listen to my words. You ..."
"... You ..."
A bright smile appeared on her face.
"Aaaah, almost there! So, what's the rest?"
Did she mean ...
"You ... will ... protect me?"
She leaned forward and gave me an intense kiss that lasted over a minute. Then she pulled back and let a long, erotic moan out. She looked so turned on right now, with her tongue out again and saliva dripping from her latex chin. She managed to say one more thing.
"See, It is so much better when a relationship goes both ways. I can protect you as much as you can protect me. Hopefully, that kiss will make it sink a bit more into your human brain. Okay, let's go for our walk. Then you are going to fuck me."
I didn't even have time to place another word before she wrapped her two arms around mine and pulled me along. We were going for a walk.
After putting our shoes on, we went outside. It was dark already, but gazillions of lampposts were illuminating the world. There was nowhere to hide. I was walking in the street with a cute girl that was wearing a full-on latex catsuit. It was unreal. I was torn apart between pride and worries, still, but I would not bring it up else she would scold me again.
Kitty was having a blast, running around me, and sometimes even climbing on my back. She was very cat-like. There was no denying it. As unbalanced as it could sound, I only saw this girl out of a suit for a total of fifteen minutes. Since then, it was only rubber. I was even wondering if I could remember what she looked like out of her suit.
Lost in my thoughts, I saw two headlights coming our way. Not the first ones, a couple of cars passed by us already and nothing happened. But this one seemed to slow down a bit too much. Then red and blue lights flashed as if to attract our attention. It was a police car. My blood pressure spiked up a bit. Kitty quickly joined me and grabbed my arm as much as she could. She rubbed my chest with her paw and whispered.
"It's fine, don't worry, let me handle this, they are just doing their job. You'll see."
How could she be so calm about this? It was as if it was all planned. Only a few minutes ago, we had this big discussion in the kitchen about protecting each other. And now this?
The cop car stopped next to us and rolled down the window. The officer greeted us in a way to sense what type of people he was going to deal with. Not so surprisingly, he checked on Kitty first.
"Good evening guys, we got a call regarding two individuals wandering around here. Lady, is everything okay? Do you know that person with you?"
Kitty let my arm go and walked right to the police car before putting her two paws on the edge of the door, pushing her butt out, which gave me a good view of it. She didn't even intend to do this. She answered the question with confidence.
"Yes, everything is great, just relaxing and having fun. And he is my boyfriend. I'd not dare walk around like this by myself."
The cop gave her a little nod while checking his computer.
"Okay, good to hear. Do you mind if I run a quick background check on you guys?"
Kitty denied his request without any shame or hesitation while staying very polite.
"No, we won't do that unless you have a good reason. But I assure you, everything is good. Sorry for the nosy people. I look a bit different tonight."
The cop was not offended in the slightest.
"Ok, no problem, guys. Yeah, it would probably be a waste of time anyway. Thanks for cooperating and have a purrfect evening, guys."
And he drove away. Kitty just burst into laughter.
"Baaahahaha! Did you hear what he just said? Hahaha! What a cool cop."
Yes, I heard that. Pretty funny, I'd say. But I'm mesmerized. When we left home, I had doubts as to how things would go if someone ended up seeing us. Her earlier words resonated inside my head. I will protect you. I didn't fully believe them, despite the erotic kiss that followed. But now, after what just happened.
"Kitty?"
"Haha! Yes?"
"I believe you now."
She stopped laughing and calmed down for an instant. She raised her two arms in the air and flicked her two wrists down, like a cat.
"AH! Told ya! Us, cats, are good to scare humans away!"
She ran to me and climbed on my back again before pointing ahead with her rubber paw.
"Forward!"
On our way back, Kitty noticed a path that was leading to a wooden area.
"Hey, where does this lead to?"
"Nowhere, a crappy park behind the trees. It is supposed to be a picnic area, but nobody goes there. There is not even grass anymore."
"Let's go in there!" she said.
Why in the world would she want to go in there? There were no lights at all in that park, and it was always muddy as fuck. It was one of those parks where you were not even allowed to go after sunset. But she was insisting and was pulling on my arm.
"Come on. I want to see."
"Okay, whatever, but you'll be disappointed. It rained all week. It's just going to be a field of deep mud. Follow the path else you'll get dirt in your shoes."
She poked me in the ribs.
"You are devoid of imagination. Come! Let's go check."
We followed the path for a short moment and ended up, as expected, in a boring park with no electricity at all. It was night time, so we were struggling to see where we were going. On top of that, she was laughing at me because I ran into spiderwebs. I was not enjoying this part of my life.
Kitty looked around and suddenly bolted toward the middle of the mud field. I quickly lost sight of her because of the darkness. All I could see was her two pink ears floating around when she was facing me. Then she stated the obvious.
"Hey, the mud is very deep here."
"Come back, then! You're going to ruin your shoes and your suit."
"No."
Another one-word sentence. What did she want this time?
"Kitty, what are you doing? Come back. I'm not going to get you if you lose a shoe in the mud."
"Yes. Come."
It seemed to be the pattern with her today. Could I win at least this one tonight?
"Mark. Come."
"No!"
"Don't you want to fuck me tonight?"
She was EVIL! What could I say to that? Making love and going for a walk in the middle of a mud pit should be two different and unrelated things, but she managed to mix them up.
"Kitty! Come on! That is enough, let's go home," I begged.
"No."
I was not going to win this. I was either too weak or too nice. I let out a long sigh and started walking to the mud field.
Slurp! Slop! Slosh!
It was gross and cold. I was slowly making my way to the floating cat ears; I couldn't see shit. The sound of mud suction accompanied my short trip. They were going to go right in the washing machine after this. It didn't take long before I reached Kitty; she was holding her hips with her paws. I was heavier than her and was sinking almost down to my knees. She welcomed me with a hug and sarcasm.
"Are you dead now?" she asked.
"No, but I'm muddy. It's not the best thing."
"Isn't mud with me in it great?"
She was toying with me. She always asked those questions that only had one possible answer. I better give her what she wanted and be done with it.
"Yes, mud with you in it is great."
"Oh, ok then! So be it!"
Uh, what? She opened her arms and let herself fall back into the mud.
Splotch!
I shook my head and stared at the small cat that almost disappeared inside the mud.
"Now you have done it. I'll have to hose you down at the house."
"Cuddle with me!" she said, with some erotism in her voice.
"Kitty, what are you saying now?"
"Come here and cuddle with me. I love this feeling."
"You love ... the mud?"
"Yes. I think so."
I tried to remind myself that I met this girl about eight hours ago. And now she was squirming in the mud letting out sexual moans and wearing a latex catsuit. I repeated this to myself several times to make sure I fully appreciated the madness. She interrupted my train of thought.
"Mark. Stop thinking! We are here now, and it is all that matters."
That kind of snapped me out of it. Kitty was probably right. Why did I keep resisting? It was just mud. It was not dangerous. What was more important? A clean shirt or cuddling with a sexy, fetishist catgirl?
Defeated by her insistence and my desires, I lowered myself down to my knees and put my two hands in the mud on each side of Kitty. I grabbed two handfuls of fresh mud.
"So, this is what you want, right?"
And just like that, I started smearing the mud all over her small body. I spent some extra time on her breast and crotch, the areas that made her moan the most. At this point, only her face was still clean. I reached her lips with mine and started kissing her deeply for what felt an eternity. Her small voice kept producing the sexiest moans ever. While kissing her, we were rubbing our crotches together. I couldn't deny it anymore, I was turned on by her, by this. She knew it and let me know that she was victorious.
"I told yaaaa! You like it too."
I wanted to kiss her again to shut her up, but my hands slid and sank a bit, enough to throw me off balance. I ended up putting all my weight atop of her, inadvertently, crushing her in the mud like a lemon. I quickly pushed myself up.
"Sorry, are you ok?"
Her silence was why I realized that even her head sank under the mud. I couldn't see her face or her ears anymore. I could only see part of her torso twisting around, but the suction was trapping it. She was not strong enough to pull her body up and get her head out. I slid my hand under her head and pulled it out of the mud.



"Pffwaaah! Oh my God! Pfwaaah!"
I cleaned up her face with my fingers while I checked on her.
"Hehe, you wanted mud, I guess you got some. Are you ok?"
She seemed a bit confused but then ...
"Please! ... Do it again!"
Did I hear that right? Well, since we were here and she was having fun, I didn't feel like I wanted to argue anymore. I took my hands and pressed her head down under the mud once more. I should have felt a bit bad about this, but curiously I wasn't. Her being stuck was not very dangerous. Her face was only like two or three inches under the mud. For her, that was a lot. There was no way she could free herself. Her arms were trapped deep inside the mud too. But I knew that I could free her up right away ... only if I wanted to. I was enjoying seeing her struggling. It may have been some sort of payback moment for what she put me through so far. I pulled her out again after maybe fifteen seconds.
"Pfaaah! Pffaaah! Oh, my God! This is amazing."
"Are you ok?"
"I ... I think I almost came. Can .. keep doing it ... your ... your way."
Right away, I pressed her head under the mud again. She made a funny noise this time. I didn't think she had time to breathe in first. She sounded like she wanted me to take charge. Well, I was having fun, so why not? For the next twenty minutes or so, I kept drowning her under the mud over and over, occasionally checking to make sure she still wanted to play. A couple of times, I flipped her around and pushed her face down into the soft mud. She was not talking in between dives, but I knew she was having the time of her life.
"Alright, Kitty, one last time, then it's enough."
"But ... I haven't come yet. I was so close so many times," she said.
"Ok, one last time just to see what happens. Put your arms behind your back."
She obediently moved her arms behind her lower back, and I laid her down into the mud. I pressed her whole body down really hard to make sure she couldn't move, and then I pushed her head down a good three inches under. This time I slid my hand down to her neck to make sure she felt that I was holding her there. She must have felt helpless. With my other hand, I reached her muddy crotch and started rubbing it vigorously. If she wanted to come, it was now or never.
Her small body started thrashing around. She was experiencing some strong feelings, but I kept her under. She couldn't do anything about it. I kept rubbing her latex covered pussy relentlessly.
It's been thirty seconds, and there was still a lot of energy in the little cat.
Forty-five seconds now. I was paying close attention to Kitty's body language past this point.
She was still pressing her crotch to my hand. She was somewhere else for sure.
And sixty seconds.
I grabbed her collar and slid a hand under her head to pull her out.
"PFFFAAAAA! AAAAAAH AAAAAAH! FFAAAAAA!"
"It's ok .. I'm here ... I'm here ... Calm down ... Breathe ... You are ok." I said as I was taking care of cleaning her face.
"Aaaah! Oh, my God! I see stars. I came so hard. It was unbelievable. It was insane."
I laid down next to her in the mud and pulled her limp body up on top of me. We were so sticky.
"Come here, just relax, let's take a break before we leave. Just relax. You did well."
The next thirty minutes vanished from our existence. I think we both dozed off in the middle of the mud field. We only woke up when the rain started to fall. For some reason, we both stayed there for a bit when it started. We enjoyed the moment. I could see the raindrops hitting Kitty's mud-covered body and slowly washing it off her latex suit. After a bit, we resigned ourselves to leave the field and go back home. Kitty was exhausted, so I carried her on my back for most of the way back. The rain started pouring, it was a bit cold, but it was doing an excellent job of cleaning us.
At home, we left our shoes and my dirty clothes inside the garage, and then we went straight to the shower. I had a reasonably big rain shower so we could both fit inside at the same time. Cleaning myself was pretty quick, but washing Kitty was not as easy since she couldn't remove her suit, she was still locked in it. Quite a bit of mud got inside through the hood eyes and mouth holes and even seeped through her zippers. We did the best we could with the handheld showerhead, but that left her soaked inside the suit, with no means of removing it. It was not going to dry overnight.
After our shower, I wrapped her in a warm blanket and sat her on the edge of my bed.
"Kitty, we should go back to your place to get that key. Or I'm pretty sure I have a tool to cut the padlock."
"No!"
"But why? You know you'll be miserable if you stay like this all night."
"I won't. I'm used to wearing it."
"I know, but this is different, come on, let's go get the key!"
She was resisting as I pulled on her arm. Why was she so stubborn? She was going to get sick. Then out of the blue, she cast a spell on me that froze me.
"I love you!" she said.
"..."
"I love you, and I want to be with you."
" ... Kitty ... What are you saying? Are you not moving a bit fast here, we only met a couple of hours ago. Once you get to know me better, you might have some regrets. I'm not a perfect guy. Don't you want to take some time to get to know me better?"
She stood up and put her rubber paw on my cheek.
"I understand what you say, and it is full of wisdom. I am grateful to see that you want the best for me, to the point where you are ready to sacrifice yourself for my happiness. But that is the whole point. I've seen enough to know that you are what I want. You are different from the others. You care about me, and it makes me feel very good."
I was struggling to find my words. Pushing Kitty away was the last thing I wanted right now.
"... Kitty ... I'm not sure what to say ... I mean, things look awesome between us so far, I want to get to know you more, but it has only been half a day."
She just nodded.
"I know. I'm not asking you to say that you love me back right away. But you can't prevent me from presenting what I feel. I love you, I know it already. It is pointless to wait any longer before saying it. All I would like is if you could let me stick around for a bit longer and have fun until it is a bit more clear to you as well."
I was patting her on the head. Such gentle words and understanding.
"Of course, I want you to stick around. I promise not to leave you in the dark for too long."
"So you don't mind if I'm Kitty all the time?"
Wait! What? Her nickname?
"I can call you Kitty all the time. It's cute."
"No. It's not what I meant. You know, being Kitty, your sexy cat."
I heard the words, but I couldn't process them.
"Do you mean dressing up as a cat full time?"
"Yes. I want you only to see the cat. Not the human. You had such a good time with Kitty today, so if you don't mind, I'd like to keep it that way for now."
That was such a strange request, but again, it was Kitty talking. The truth was, she was more than awesome today. In such a short time, Kitty opened up my eyes to so many little things. She stirred so many feelings inside of me and resolved conflicts within my souls that were burning me alive. She provided me with a sense of freedom and a sense of security. Who thought a tiny girl like this could protect me from myself and others. Did I want her to be around me as is all the time?
"Kitty, if you want to be my cat, so be it. I am not sure exactly how you plan on making this happen, but if you think you can do it and if that is what you want, I'm going to support you as much as I can."
She jumped around my neck and kissed me. That probably meant she was happy again.
"Alright, let's go get your key now so that you can dry yourself."
"No!"
"Gah!"
"And, by the way, you love me too. And you know I'm right deep inside."
***
Erika's fingers were playing with a coaster she picked up from the coffee table.
"So, let me recap. Your cat friend gave you a blowjob, then you had to spoon-feed her, then you got arrested by the cops, and you tried to murder a girl in a mud pit. Then once you broke her spirit by not telling her that you loved her back, you forced her to become your new pet."
"Erika! Did you even listen to the story I told you?"
"Whaaat? Am I that far from the truth?"
"..."
"Okay, okay! It was a bit of a stretch from my part. So, you did have some cat sex, though? What about the love thing? You told me that you loved her very much. You did tell her at some point, right?"
"Yes, I did. Kind of."
Erika slammed her now empty glass on the table.
"What do you mean 'kind of'?"
"Well, if you want to know ..."
She opened her arms and smiled at me.
"If I want to know? Come on! Let's order two more. We have plenty of time ahead of us. Or maybe I could promise you some sex in exchange for information. Your cat girlfriend seems to be good at using that lever to make you do all sorts of things."
I shook my head at her infinite sarcasm.
"I don't think so, Erika ... I don't think so."



        Feliformia Ch. 03

        Love story between a guy and a latex catgirl.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/feliformia-ch-03

Title: Feliformia Ch. 03

Author: Tigerstretch

Category: BDSM

Description: Love story between a guy and a latex catgirl.

Tags: catgirl, romance, latex, romantic, rubber, spanking, bdsm

Series: Feliformia


------
Chapter 3 - With a Little Help From My Friend
------
Erika brought her paint to her lips and swallowed a bit more beer. Honestly, I didn't think this evening would go that way. She was fun and didn't seem to be offended by anything I said so far. She reminded me of Kitty somehow in a way that both of them seemed to understand better than I ever will the value of the present moment. I was envious.
My red-haired drinking companion interrupted my thoughts.
"So mark, are you going to tell me about that love declaration or what?"
"I will. In due time. We will see how far I can go with my story first."
She laughed at that.
"Well, we've been here for a while, and you only told me about the first 12 hours of your one-year relationship with the cat girl. I get the feeling we will never go back home at that pace."
She was right ... I was a slow teller, but I didn't feel there was an easy way around it.
"Well, all those moments were significant to me. That is how I learned to love Kitty. I can try to accelerate the pace if that's what you want."
Erika shook her head.
"Nope, your story, your pace. As I said, I'm entertained. So take the time you need. I'm curious, though, did you ever manage to get her out of that suit after all?"
"Ah, yes. That is a good question ..."
***
"NO!"
"Don't be stubborn, Kitty. What we did tonight in the mud was crazy. Just do it for me, okay? If you don't want me to see you as a human, for now, that is fine. I can just drop you off at your place while you do your thing and wait for you in the car."
"I don't have a place," she retorted.
"How come? Where do you sleep at night?"
"I don't want to talk about that."
"Ok, well ... where is the key then?"
"Yes."
"What? Yes is not even an answer!"
"No."
I looked at her in the eyes, attempting to read what she was trying to accomplish here. It was a bit hard with her rubber hood on. The eyes told a lot, but not everything. I got the feeling that I was being toyed with. Doing that so far was very entertaining for her. She was sitting on the edge of the bed, wrapped in her soft towel, and was just staring at me. Then I saw it ... one corner of her lips twitched up. I was sure of it. I grabbed her two wrists and pushed her down on the bed, and started pinching the side of her tiny waist.
"Kitty! You are pulling my leg! You evil cat!"
She bursts into laughter.
"Hahaha! Stop stop! Haha! Stoooop! It is in the mailbox! I left it in your mailbox! Haha!"
Satisfied with her confession, I gave back her freedom.
"You are such a piece of work, you know that?"
"I wanted to see if you'd get angry. I don't like people who get angry," she said.
I didn't get angry. I could get irritated, frustrated, and such, but anger was not one of my traits. I poked her on the forehead and went all the way down to retrieve the key from the mailbox. It was indeed there.
When I entered the bedroom again, Kitty was lying on her belly, hugging a pillow, kicking her feet back and forth. She always looked entertained for some reason. I sat next to her and inserted the key in the lock and removed the padlock. Then I unzipped her suit. As expected, her hair was all wet and full of mud still.
"There, you can go take a real shower now and clean up your suit."
"Are you not going to force me out of my suit?" she asked.
"No, you said you didn't want to."
"I did ... but I like testing you."
"I know you do. I'm happy with the rubber cat for now. Go, do your things now. I'm going to read a book, but let me know if you need anything."
"Meow!"
She hugged me and headed to the bathroom for another shower, a real one this time. She let me put a lot of effort into cleaning her earlier so that she could tease me. Unbelievable.
I stayed in my bed, respecting her non-cat privacy. While I was reading my book, I could hear the shower, then the hairdryer, followed by toothbrush action. I sensed that she was struggling with her suit again. It took her over an hour overall, but she finally came back to the bedroom, wearing her suit once more.
"Zip me."
Once that final task out of the way, she got in the bed next to me. We cuddled and kissed for a bit. Unfortunately, we were so tired at that point that we just decided to sleep. I got to hold that cute rubber kitty in my arms all night, which was just plain fantastic.
***
Erika was looking at me with her beer in hand. She didn't look like a person that heard what she wanted to hear.
"Mark. This is boring! You just described that she was a funny girl and that she was good at cuddling. What about cat sex? That is more fun."
"Well, you asked about the suit, no? Plus, I got to know a bit more about her playful personality that night; it is important."
Erika was not convinced. The beer made her a bit intolerant too.
"Is this even true anyway? If you are pulling my leg, I'll break yours. I swear. I mean, running around town with a girl that dresses like a cat, you know. Oh ... I know ... Show me some pictures of her. You must have some on your phone, right?"
"I ... do."
"Show me!"
"Are you sure? It is kind of kinky."
"If you show me, I'll give you a blowjob."
Of course, she said that with a big grin on her face. I knew she was not serious, but she wanted to see. Ah, whatever! Why not? She deserved it after listening to my little story patiently.
"Ok, ok ... Fine. Come here, and I'll show you a couple."
I was sitting on a loveseat sofa, so I invited her to sit next to me. It was going to be more comfortable that way. Surprisingly, Erika stood up and kicked off her heels. She laid down and curled next to me on the sofa, resting her head on my lap. That was unexpected, but I made no comments at all. I was even happy that she decided to do that. The warm and social ambiance of the pub made her action feel appropriate. She pulled my arm lower so she could see the screen better. A cute picture of Kitty was displayed on the small screen.
"Is that her?"
"Yep."
"But why is she pink? I thought you said she had a black catsuit with pink ears."
"Those are the newer pictures. We got that suit only a few months ago. One sec, I'll show you the old suit, we don't have it anymore."
I went back to my picture menu and traveled back in the past to find an older set.
"Look, this is the original Kitty suit."
"Aaaah, how cute. She is so pretty. I'm jealous."
She slowly swiped to the next pictures with her delicate finger while I was holding the phone. Without even realizing it, as she was looking at the pictures and commenting on them, my free hand started caressing Erika's body gently. As soon as I noticed what I was doing, I stopped and apologized.
"Oh! I'm sorry. I didn't mean to."
Erika just laughed at me again.
"Nah, keep going. I don't mind at all. Tell me what happened next. This time try to add some cat sex, else it is too boring. Your mud thing was cool."
"Cat sex? Alright. Let's see ... "
***
It was now Sunday morning, the day after I met Kitty. I woke up, just to find her sleeping in my bed next to me, still wearing her suit, of course. It seemed like a perfect opportunity to pay her back for what she did to me yesterday. She was in an ideal position too.
She was lying on her back with her legs slightly open. Her cute latex suit fitted her like a glove; it must have been custom made. She was probably not rich, so I wondered where she got it from.
I carefully opened her crotch zipper, and for the first time, I saw her cute little pussy. She was clean shaved and so warm ... and wet. She must have had some interesting dreams. I carefully navigated on the mattress and reached her crotch with my mouth.
I barely started licking her when she woke up with a start. Then she let out a long moan mixed with stretch.
"Aaaaaannnhh! What ... what are you ... AAaaaannnhh!"
I wrapped my hands around her hips to hold her steady while I was eating her. This was good. She tried, unsuccessfully, to reach my head with her paws, but she is a weak little thing and couldn't stop me.
"Aaaaannnhhh! Why are ... you ... Aaaannnh!"
Kitty tried to say something, but her brain didn't allow her. Instead, she was assaulted by waves of sexual pleasure. I kept working hard on her small clit. Very quickly, she alerted me that she was about to cum. No ... that she was cumming.
"AAaaaaaaah! .. Aaaaaaaaah! Stop stop! I'm cumming! ... I'm cumming! ... I'm good! Stop! ... Aaaaah!!"
Her cute little body was convulsing non-stop even after I stopped. Whatever I did, send her to a very happy place. I chuckled while she was trying to recover.
"Geez, Kitty, that didn't take any work at all to make you lose it. I barely had time to start."
"I ... I know. I have always been like this. I can come super quickly, it's annoying. You didn't believe me yesterday when I told you that just giving you a blowjob was feeling good for me. Now you know. You have to be careful with what you do to me. I'm almost cumming on demand. To be licked like this is probably the worst of all."
"Or the best. Kitty, you are so hot."
I returned to my spot on the bed and rested my back on some pillows. I couldn't hide my hard-on, but I didn't care even though I'd not mind exploring her body a bit more right now. As if she read my mind, she turned to me and started to pull down my boxer with her paws and her teeth.
She then climbed on top of me, placing her two paws on my chest and positioned her juicy pussy right on my dick. Of course, she started rubbing back and forth slowly to tease me. If she were not careful, I would explode before we could even get to business. I, too, could cum quickly. She was way too hot. Of course, she started her usual teasing, which meant torturing my mind.
"You want to fuck me?" she asked.
"... Can I?"
"No."
She was back in her single word sentences. Every time she did that, the burden of unknotting the knots fell back on me. I always got trapped.
"How come? You are scared of kittens?"
"Nooo .. I have an IUD."
"So I can fuck you?"
"No!"
"Do you want me to fuck you?"
"Oh, yes! I really want to."
She increased the rubbing on my dick and was even bold enough to place my cock head between her burning pussy lips. I tried to move up to go deeper inside her, but she retracted immediately.
"NO!"
"Kitty! I'm going to lose my mind here. What do you want?"
"Nothing. You decide."
I decide? I decide what? She looked so sexually turned on, with her tongue out, drooling and her pussy dripping juice, but yet she said no.
"I'm a good cat. I'll help you again."
"Of course you will."
"Remember the mud?"
"How can I forget? It was insane."
"I liked it a lot. Why?"
"Because you have a deviant mind?"
"Yes. And?"
"You didn't have control?"
"Meeeoooow! That was quick for once."
She started moaning as if her brain jolted her with a wave of pure ecstasy. And she was not faking it either, not with that face. So she didn't want to have control while having sex. I could probably arrange something along those lines. I moved her aside, and her paws immediately went down to her pussy. It looked almost painful, I was not sure what idea crossed her mind, but I was better to hurry before she passed out.
I went to my closet and opened a small chest. I retrieved two pairs of leather handcuffs. I turned around to show her.
"Would this work, you think?"
"Yes!"
I wasted no time, and I wrapped a cuff around each one of her wrists and ankles. Once that was done, using some ropes, I tied her spread eagle in the middle of the bed. She didn't even resist one bit. She was too busy trying to control her overactive brain. But now she was all mine. I climbed on the bed and over her. I took my sweet time and rubbed her whole latex body with my hands. I will never get tired of those little moans. I kissed her deeply several times; she was so great at it.
"You are not arguing anymore."
"Aaanh ... No."
I insert my cock head inside her pussy.
"I'm not sure if you deserve this. You teased me quite a bit earlier."
"Aaaah aaaanh ... I'm ... I'm sorry!"
"I bet you are! What are you going to do about it?"
"Aaanh ... come on ... I'm dying here ... What do you want me to do?"
"You'll do nothing because you can't. You are tied up. As you said, I'm the one deciding."
Of course, I was just playing with her. I didn't have a dominant fiber inside me. But this poor acting got to her anyway. Just the thought of what I have said, of having no control, it was a significant turn on for my little rubber cat. She twisted uncontrollably under me; she was powerless. It was great to see her like this.
It was time to have my share of the fun. I slowly pushed my cock in and out of her, deeper and deeper every time, until our pelvises finally met. The quality of her moans indicated that she was no longer connected to reality.
For the next 30 minutes, I toyed with her. I didn't want to come too quickly, so I took all the time I wanted. I did whatever I wanted with her. I kissed her, caressed her whole body, fucked her, licked her, fucked her some more.
It was true that she was coming quickly. She had three orgasms already, and I didn't have to put a lot of effort into it. It was as if her brain was doing all the work for me, and I just had to find a way to trigger it.
After forcing my dick inside her mouth for a bit, I went back to her pussy and started to pound her hard until I came. That was when she got her last orgasm of the session.
I laid down on my side next to her and kept rubbing her latex encased body, following the curves of her cute little breasts. Her breathing was still a bit quick as she was trying to regain her senses.
"Is Kitty happy now?"
"Very."
She was pulling on her bond quite a bit now.
"Oh, no. You are not going anywhere. You did this to yourself, remember?"
"Aaaanh ... stop ... I ... I shouldn't have told you ... about my control weakness."
"But ... you did. So now I'm going to have a shower and cook us some breakfast while you stay here and be a good Kitty. All tied up and unable to move."
"Mmmm ... aaaanh!! ... Stop talking ... You make it worse!"
On that note, I stood up and walked out of the bedroom. I looked one last time behind me and saw a small latex cat that was twisting and pulling on her bonds, with fresh cum dripping out from between her legs, and that was about to orgasm every single time she was thinking about losing control. I thought to myself, "How cool is that?"
***
Erika was still resting her head on my lap as I was still exploring her body with my fingertips. She interrupted my storytelling for a moment.
"Is she really that sexually sensitive? I mean, it sounds crazy."
"Oh yeah, she is. I just say the right thing to her, and she will spiral out of control and ends up into a pool of sexual bliss. I wasn't too sure if she was acting or not at first, but it didn't take me long to realize it was all genuine, to the point where I even have to be careful when I'm talking."
Erika lifted her body and sat next to me. She grabbed her beer and drank some more of it. My fingers found her hair and started playing in it, causing her to smile cutely.
"Hey, you seem to like my hair a lot. Usually, males just grab my boobs and butt."
"I haven't touched any girl's hair in a very long time. Yours is really soft."
She chuckled.
"Ah, yes, your cat is hairless. So is it true? You never saw her out of her suit again?
"Not once. I know it is a bit weird, isn't it? I'm not even sure I remember what she looks like. I only know the latex cat."
"No, not weird. It's kind of hot actually. What you are telling me sounds like fiction, but it is not. Do you realize how lucky you are? This doesn't happen in real life. I'm curious, though, if she refuses to let you see her out of the suit, how does it play out with work and all. Do you have to hide every time she dresses up for work?"
I grabbed my beer and took a big gulp.
"Well ... are you ready for some more insane stories? The work situation was the next thing that we had to deal with."
Erika laid back down on my lap.
"Yes ... I'm not tired. I'm just happy. Keep going. And keep playing in my hair cause I love it, okay?"
"Happy to oblige. So this is what happened on that very same day..."
***
For the remainder of the day, I kept Kitty tied up in various positions. Like yesterday, I had to feed her, so it was pointless to release her. For breakfast, she was tied up on the bed with her hands above her head. What girl doesn't like a guy that serves breakfast in bed? For dinner, around 2 o'clock, I tied her up on a chair.
In between the two meals, it was a game of teasing, fucking, and trying to get to know each other. The latter was the hardest part. It was not that Kitty was not social, but she didn't want to talk about herself all that much. When I thought about it, the only thing I knew for sure was that she worked in a bookstore. Did she mention a social worker gave her this job?
What she loved to talk about the most was right now. This present moment. Disinterested in the past and future, she was focusing on 'now.' It was great in the way that everything I did to her since the morning, she enjoyed every minute of it. But I could see a bit better why real life is causing her some distress.
It was the first discussion we had yesterday when she mentioned that sustaining herself was hard. That she wished things could be easier. I was already convinced that she would prefer to live in a fantasy and not having to take care of anything else, like having a job, cooking, and doing laundry. Unfortunately, things did not work that way.
It was mid-afternoon already, time flies when you have fun. I was sitting on the couch in the living room, and Kitty was in front of me, arms tied in her back, giving me another one of her awesome blowjobs while I was petting her head. She was still wearing her shiny black catsuit, with her useless fingers curled inside the mitts, her little cat ears and rubber tail dragging on the floor. Extremely cute.
"Mmm, You know, if you continue like this, I'll never be able to let you go."
She raised her rubber head and stared at me for a brief moment before telling me what was on her mind.
"I know what you mean. But you make it sound like you will have no choice but to let me leave. I told you how I feel. You can easily keep me."
I tenderly rubbed the side of her face. She was right; I was sure she would gladly stick around if I asked her to. I couldn't help myself, even if I tried, but think that she needed to go back to her life eventually, whatever it was.
"I'm sorry, yeah, that was not what I meant, of course. It is just that I get to know you right now as a sexy cat girl, but don't you have things outside this? That is what I don't know. I enjoy being with you right now, and I had an amazing 24h so far. I want it to continue badly, but you have to give me something more to work with. So far, outside the bookstore, I know nothing about your life. I'd love to hear a bit about it, do you understand?"
She suddenly straightened her back. She went from the soft, warm, and calm rubber toy to a tense, out of character almost panicked girl.
"What's up, Kitty? Did I say something wrong?"
"No ... Where is my phone?" she said, looking around nervously.
"I put it on the charger for you. It was low on battery. Do you want it?"
"Yes!"
I went to the kitchen to pick it up from the countertop. On my way back, I activated the screen since she wouldn't be able to do it herself. There was 1 text and 3 missed calls. I presented the phone to her.
"Here, look."
"Oh, no. Unlock it, please. It's '5235'. Who called? What is the text?"
She didn't sound like the same girl anymore. She was worried about something. I unlocked the phone and gave her the information she requested.



"The three calls are from the same person, Jane Goodwill. The text is from her too. It just says to call her back."
"Oh, nooo! Please call her and put my phone on speaker."
While I was figuring out how to do this, she stood up and sat close to me. I put the phone on her thigh and let it ring. Then a mature female voice answered, and the two girls started their discussion. It didn't feel it was right for me to listen, but Kitty did sit very close, even leaning on me, so I'm pretty sure that if her hands were not tied behind her back, she would hold my arm tight.
"Hello?"
"Jane? It's Theresa. Look ... I'm so sorry ... I totally forgot to go ... and my phone was on mute ... I will ..."
"Theresa! Theresa! Stop, stop! Listen to me. You know our rules. You know we care. We gave you an opportunity in this program, but we also told you the rules were very strict."
"But Jane ... What am I going to do now?"
"That is why I was calling you. Listen carefully, okay? Do you have something to write on?"
Clearly, something terrible was going on, and I was not sure what it was. Kitty seemed to be in trouble because of something. Is this woman the social worker she was telling me about? Kitty looked at me and whispered-asked me if I had something to write on. I immediately pulled out my phone from my pocket and opened a text app.
"Ok, Jane, I have something."
"Listen, you have to call Mike, I don't have his phone number with me, but it is on the contact sheet we gave you, you still have it?
"Yes."
"Good, so call him and tell him that you need a place to stay tonight. If you don't have money, he will give you a couple of coupons for food. We created a dismissal notice for him. The number is 5557872; he will know what it means. It is important because he will use this number to return you to the basic assistance program. You will continue to receive help from them. If you don't, they will assume that you are still with us. You understand?"
"Is ... is there no other ways?"
"Theresa, we discussed this last time. You know the answer is no. So you can't return to the bookstore, and you cannot come back here. Your access card is disabled, and you don't need to return it. I'm sorry about that. You'll be ok?"
"... I'm ... ok. And ... I'm sorry."
"Good luck, Theresa, I'm sorry it didn't work with us. Again, don't wait and call Mike right away, else he might not be able to find you a bed for tonight. Goodbye!"
"G .. Goodbye. Thanks."
I pressed the red button on the screen to hang up. The screen turned black, like the current mood. The beep of the phone application marked a long pause and the beginning of heavy silence. I put her phone aside, and she flopped on top of my lap. I think I understand what is going on now, at least enough to feel sorry for her. I started to pet her soft latex arm again and decided to get some answers. I can help her, but she has to come forward about this. I tried to initiate a dialogue.
"You had to go to work today, but you forgot, right?"
"Yes."
"That program you were in was a social reinsertion program?"
"Yes."
"So they gave you an apartment and a job under certain conditions, and you didn't respect them. It was not the first time?"
"No ... third."
"Now ... You are homeless. That is not the first time? Did I get that right?"
"..."
"Kitty ... talk to me."
"... yes."
Poor Kitty, she sounded so ashamed after saying that. I may have been wrong, but I thought she was afraid that I'd kick her out after discovering she was homeless. I needed her to help me help her.
"Kitty, I want you to tell me what you think about all of this and what you want to do. No games, okay?"
"Mark ... "
"Don't worry; I'm not your enemy. Just open up a little. You'll feel better."
Multiple times she tried to say something, opening her mouth only to eject a loud silence that dissipated in the living room. Then the dam cracked, and she flooded the space with a torrent of frustration and self-hatred.
"I ... I ... I HATE THERESA! I HATE HER! SHE IS DUMB AND UNDERSTANDS NOTHING OF THIS LIFE! I HATE HER! STUPID LIFE, STUPID MONEY, STUPID ME! I JUST WANT THEM TO LEAVE ME ALONE!"
It was a painful cry of distress, a call for help. It was her life, a life of struggle that she instinctively wanted to escape at all costs. She tried to run away from the pain. She tried to run away from all those obligations that she didn't care about. She didn't want any of that. She just wanted to live.
At that moment, I felt that she was not equipped at all to face our society in its current shape or form. Being brave when walking around in a catsuit didn't bring money in, being extremely smart about living the present moment didn't bring food on the table. She just wanted to live and not worry about anything.
"Well, what should we do about her then?"
My sudden question pacified her.
"... what?"
"Yes, Theresa is dumb, you said, so what should we do about it?"
"I ... I don't know. What do you mean?"
"She has been a bad girl, so she has to pay the price, right?"
"... Pay the price?"
"Kitty, do you trust me?"
"I ... yes ... I do. You are amazing. Why?"
"Come here."
I dragged her further on my lap and rolled her on her belly. Her butt was just at the perfect place for me to rub it with my hand, which I did, and squeezed, and scratched.
"So here is what we are going to do. We will tell Theresa to fuck off and give her something to think about. But to do that, she needs to tell me what I need to know so I can take care of Kitty better. Okay?"
"Mark? ... What are ..."
"Do you trust me?"
"Yes ... O ... Okay ... What ... do we do?"
THWAK!
"OW!"
My hand descended on her shiny ass with a well-gauged power.
"What is your full name?"
"What? ... Mark? Why do you ..."
THWAK!
"OW!"
"Don't make me repeat. What is your full name?"
"Theresa ... Theresa Taylor."
"Good, how old are you?"
"My ... my age? Why ..."
THWAK! THWAK!
"OW, OW! Twenty-seven ... I'm Twenty-seven. Ow, my butt!"
Good, we were finally going somewhere. She was not even trying to get away; that was a good sign.
"Are you a convicted criminal?"
"What? NO!"
"Just asking Theresa, that is all. Are you a drug or alcohol addict?"
"NO! This is embarrassing ... did you think that ..."
THWAK!
"OW!"
"I'm the one asking the questions. So, Theresa just didn't finish school and never been able to hold a steady job because she always got distracted with more fun stuff?"
"... That ... summarizes it ... roughly."
I was now just rubbing her butt gently and massaging it with my fingers. I had so many questions, but there were difficult ones that I needed to be answered. I needed to know about who could support her.
"Do you have friends around here?"
"... No ... not really. It is not easy when you have no steady roof."
"That is okay. I'm not judging, just asking. What about your family?"
"..."
"Come on, Theresa, trust me. I need to know to give Kitty a hand with her things, you understand?"
This time I didn't slap her because that would just be cruelty. She was trying to find her words. I could tell she wanted to say something.
"I ... I don't ... not ... anymore ... Well, my mother ..."
She paused ... but her silence was not regular. I could almost hear her mind thinking about how she wanted to deliver her story. She found just enough strength to continue.
"... My father died about two years ago ... He had a heart attack while shoveling. My mother was Japanese, so she went back to live in Japan. She ... she wanted me to go ... but I didn't want to ... I grew up here. You ... you understand, right? I didn't want to go live there."
Somehow I expected a sad story, but this is not half as bad as I expected. It was not great, but coldly put, it was almost normal events that could have happened to any twenty-seven years old women.
"I understand, sorry to hear about your father. So then what? What happened after that?"
"I thought I could do it, live alone here, but ... with no education, it didn't end up well. It went downhill. And it is still going downhill ... Nothing good happened to me recently. It's a nightmare."
It was time to change the mood a little bit. I raised my hand and slapped her butt twice as hard. Plus, it would be a little payback for what she tried to teach me earlier.
THWAK!
"OOOWWW!! That stung! What was that one for?"
"You said that being here was nothing good."
"Oh! ... No! ... No, no, no! ... I'm sorry! That's not what I meant."
THWAK!
"OW!"
"I'm a good thing for Kitty. Can't you see, Theresa?"
"..."
"Listen, Theresa ... Give everything you have to Kitty right now, and leave her alone for a while until she heals her wounds. Okay?"
"Give everything to Kitty?"
THWACK! THWACK! THWACK!
Kitty was now twisting in pain. Her butt was on fire, and she was a bit mixed up. She wasn't sure where I was going with all of this.
"Yes. Theresa will give you back your family, your limited belongings, and your entire life. Then she will fuck off for a while and wait for you to go back to her if you ever wanted to."
"..."
I lifted the small rubber cat and made her sit on my lap, her knees on each side of my hips. Her arms were still tied up behind her back. I looked at her directly in the eyes.
"So? What does Theresa say? She is going away for a while and let you handle things for once?"
" ... Yes. I think so."
She finally came to understand that she didn't have to hide from herself anymore. Being both Kitty and Theresa at the same time was unsustainable. She had to make a choice and chose the former. Kitty would only find happiness by following her true self. Right now, she needed more to be a sexy rubber cat rather than a struggling girl working in a bookstore and eating with coupons.
"Good. Now, it is just the two of us. No more evil Theresa for a while, okay?"
"My ass hurts a lot. But ... yes ... no more hiding things. I'll share whatever you want to know about me."
"Good. I'm looking forward to it."
"But I'm staying here tonight!" she said.
She started rubbing her crotch on mine, leaned forward and started to kiss me while moaning like the pervert she was.
"Haha ... Kitty is back. Of course, you are staying here. I'm not letting you go anytime soon."
The next two hours consisted of erotic rubber cat sex. This girl was like the sex cauldron of the Dagda. We started on the couch and ended up in the bedroom upstairs. Only when we were finished, I released her from her bonds. I needed a break at that point. It was impossible to keep up with this erotic kitten.
"Meow. Wait."
She bolted out of the bedroom and came back a few seconds later, arms wrapped around her big backpack. She dropped the thing on my stomach before climbing back on the bed.
"Since Theresa is gone, you tell me what to do with this junk."
"Haha .. You would let me look in your magic backpack?"
"Yes, I don't care. Open it. And do stuff."
"Do stuff ... Alright then, let's do stuff."
I guessed it was the right moment for that. Kitty owned her decision to walk away from her misery and fully trust me, at least for now. I was curious to see what else I would find out about her. That backpack was her entire life. I opened it and looked inside. Kitty was hanging to my arm as I did so, she should know what was in it, but she seemed as curious as I was. There was a bit of innocent Kitty acting in the air.
"So, work clothes ... some panties and socks ... is that all she had?"
"Yes."
Good thing she was cute because anybody else that would have worn those clothes would probably never have been able to get a date with me. I tossed them in the trash can in the corner of the room.
"Okay, you don't need those anymore. Right?"
"... ok."
"What is this ... toiletry bag? We keep for now ... but we will get you a new one."
" ... ok."
"Cute pink collar and padlock?"
I turned to her and wrapped it around her neck, then clicked the padlock on her rear zipper. I couldn't believe we forgot about those things today.
"Ah, and the key ... that goes in my pocket until further notice."
"Mmm aaaanh!!"
"Ok, calm down, I can't fuck you. I'm drained. What is next? Hey, what is this binder?"
"Stuff that they told me to keep."
"Who told you to keep this?"
"I dunno, important people. Social workers and family."
Well, that could be important. I opened the binder; the quality was outstanding. It was made to protect Kitty's documents well. I would be surprised if she got it from a social worker. The first thing I noticed was a picture on the inside cover. It was her with two other people, a North American man, and an Asian woman.
"Kitty, are those your parents? They look very nice. Can I put it here for now?"
"... S ... Sure ... Don't lose it, okay?"
"No, no. I'll be careful. Trust me."
I carefully placed the picture on my nightstand. Then the rest wasn't that interesting. There was the social worker paperwork, we put that aside as well, and I made her call Mike to update her case, a formality. She told him that she didn't need a place to sleep or coupons for food. I had to jump in the conversation and explain that I'd take care of her for a while, pretending I was a family friend so he wouldn't ask too many questions. He was simply doing his job.
Following the call, we ended up looking at more personal stuff like her birth certificate and other government documents. I pulled that out, and there was only one thing left, a very good quality plastic envelope with some papers in it.
"Kitty, what is this?"
"I don't know."
"Well, where does it come from? Do you know?"
"They gave it to me when my father passed away. More official papers, I suppose."
"You never opened it?"
"No ... I ... I couldn't ..."
"Do you mind if we look together now? I think I know what it is."
"..."
She hesitated. I started ripping the velcro off slowly, but she didn't react. It was better to look at it. I saw an envelope like this in the past, and it must be opened, whether she wanted it or not. I carefully pulled the papers out.
"Kitty, don't freak out, okay? This paper here is your father's testament. Do you know what it means?"
"... like ... The stuff you give to people when you die? He gave everything to my mother, I think, which is fine by me."
I felt the need to shield her from what might be in it. Sometimes it is not always good news. I wanted to check it first and think of the best way to present it to her. If she possessed this document, she certainly received it from the proper officials. It was a personal document, and they gave it to her for a reason.
"When they gave you this, you signed some papers, right?"
"Yes, I don't remember a lot of this whole day. My mother took care of everything."
I started reading the will. It was pretty standard stuff. No house, no special items, probably everything was just passed down to her mother as she said. I found no big surprise. Then I flipped the last page, and my heart skipped a beat. In bold at the top, I could read 'To Theresa Taylor, daughter of Frank Taylor.'
As I kept reading, my anxiety cranked up a notch. It was saying that if the daughter were over 21 years of age, she would be granted access to an investment account. It doesn't mean that much, but we won't know until we take a look at the real thing. There was nothing else after that. Kitty was staring at me, feeling a bit uneasy about all this.
"Kitty, you need to take a look at this."
"At what?"
"Your father may have left you a gift. But I tell you, don't get too excited. We need to look at it first. It might be nothing."
"Ok, how do we do that?"
She came back close to me and looked at the paper I was holding.
"What are those numbers?"
"Bank account number and validation codes. He may have left you a bit of money."
"Money. Bleh. That sounds like trouble."
Nope, there was not a bit of excitement in her voice. She was simply not caring about things such as finance. Or maybe it was true that she didn't understand any of this.
"I think it would be important to take a look at least."
"Okay then ... I will. How do we do that?"
I got up and grabbed her wrist. We went to my computer and connected to the bank site. She was behind me, wrapping her arms around my neck and looking over my shoulder. It took a while to figure out how to access this special account, but I finally got it to work. I had access to the full detail of the investment account her father left behind for her.
"Oh my God ... Kitty ... look."
"What am I looking at? Am I rich now?"
"Well, not rich, no, but you have a nice head start. See here, 223 016$can ... that is the value of your account."
"Oh, it sounds like a lot."
She didn't seem very excited. She probably didn't get what it meant in the real world.
"It is a lot, but you should be grateful to your father. He saved a lot for you. He would be pretty mad if you were going to spend it all on sex toys. Look, all it means is that you are safe for a while if something bad happens. Nothing else. It can vanish very quickly if you are not careful."
I signed off the site, turned off the computer, and spun my chair around.
"Kitty, we can talk about this later, but there will be quite a bit of paperwork to do because of this. All the tax stuff. But don't worry, I'll help as much as I can.
"What tax stuff? This is confusing and boring. I'm happy and all, but see, this is the stuff that drags me down. It is so complicated, and I can't keep up. I prefer just having sex with you."
"I prefer having sex with you too, believe me. Come on, let's go eat something, and then we can fuck some more."
"No! Fuck me now!"
I grabbed her by her collar ...
"Come ... Let's go eat, cathead."
***
Erika was now lying down on her back, head resting on my lap, still, and she was looking up at me.
"Mark ... you are shitting me, now, right? That is a nice sum."
"I wish. I would have avoided the fucking headache to do all her unfilled taxes of the past years."
"Now, you are rude. You offered to help, that is your fault," she said.
I was rubbing Erika's belly with my hand when the waiter showed up. Asking if we wanted more beer. Nonchalantly, Erika raised her hand ...
"Yeeeep ... two more ... We aren't done here."
"More beer? ... It's getting late, you know."
"Well, here's the deal. I still have NO clue why you are trying to date me. You spent all that time talking to me about the sexy cat girl that you love so much, but yet you let me lie down here on your lap. Who does that?"
"Erika, I ..."
"No ... let me finish. I'll tell you what. Until I finish my beer, you have to continue your story. And if you turn me on enough, I will go back to your place tonight. We will cuddle ourselves to sleep. Deal?"
"I ... I dunno ..."
"What is it? Your cat girl is waiting for you at home? Come on, Mark. I know you want me to, that's why you are here."
"Aaah, it is difficult to explain. No, she won't mind if you stay at my place for the night."
"So ... deal?"
"Ok, ok! ... Deal!"
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The blood calmly flowing in our veins was pleasantly mixed with alcohol. Our drinking pace followed the relaxed ambiance of the pub, which was not too crowded nor too empty. The dimmed lights were barely able to draw a dark copy of the clients on the various objects surrounding them, and when they managed it, the shadows struggled to follow the movement of their masters.
Erika had laid her head down on my lap a while ago already, inviting me to explore her curves respectfully with my hand. The warmth of her wool pullover matched her personally, comfortable, yet a bit itchy.
The main topic so far has been Kitty, my girlfriend. In a normal circumstance, it would have been reasonable for a companion to be disinterested when discussing the life of an absent person during a date, yet, Erika didn't mind and was even asking for it. Was it that she sensed that by learning more about Kitty, she would be learning more about me? Maybe it was out of sheer curiosity.
No matter what her reasons were, placing her body under my care and requesting to hear more of what, hopefully, would make her heart flutter, betrayed her desire to join our adventure, if only for one night. I found her very generous. She offered me her time and patience, she offered me her listening and understanding, she offered me friendliness and affection, which all made me feel as if my small story was not worth the benefits I received in return.
The waiter brought us two more beers, which was the trigger to start some more storytelling. Erika looked at me from below.
"So, don't forget this time ... You have to turn me on if you want to take me home tonight."
"Yeah, yeah! ... I hear you. I just think that I don't know you much. I don't know what turns you on, so my story with Kitty might not be what you like. To be honest, I doubt it is."
As I was saying that, a warm breath enveloped my hand, and a bunch of little teeth plunged into the skin of one of my fingers. A jolt of pain went straight up to my brain. My reflex to move my hand away triggered laughter from my red-haired companion. Did Erika just bite me?
"Hahaha ... Do you hate me now that I bit you?"
"Well, no ... but why did you do that?"
"Well, I did something, not worrying about if you were going to like it or not. No risks, no rewards. I think you still want me to stay. So take a risk, tell me the story as it happened and we will see."
Clever. Such a sensorial experience led to the same kind of life lesson that Kitty tried to teach me over the past year. The more I thought about it, the more those two had things in common. Or am I that bad and clueless that people, in general, felt the need to teach me how to live?
"Alright then, I'll tell you how our first week went and how things started to escalate after that."
"Sounds good to me. Hey, can you show me the pictures again? I want to watch them while you are telling me stuff about her."
"Sure. Here. Take it."
I handed her my unlocked phone and leaned forward to grab my fresh beer.
***
It has been a crazy week. After an astounding weekend spent with Kitty, my latex fetishist catgirl, I had to go back to work. Our routine for the days of the week was pretty decent, I'd say. Around 6:30 am, Kitty was waking me up with a blowjob, she wouldn't let me wake up before her anymore, fearing what would happen if she didn't.
Next, I prepared breakfast and fed her before going to work around 7:30 am. Leaving her behind was sad since she didn't have much to do during the day. I left her some easy to eat food in the fridge, but most of the time, she skipped her lunch. It was something I noticed, but I haven't discussed the topic with her yet.
I was back home at around 5 pm when the fun started. The first thing Kitty always wanted was to be tied up and get fucked. I tried hard to convince her, but the stubborn catgirl refused to let me fuck her unless she was in bondage. It was enjoyable, so it was not a big deal outside that I always had to wait until later to receive some hugs. I liked her hugs.
In between sex scenes, since she was going to stick around for a while, I wanted to create a small environment for her alone so she could feel more at home. It took the form of the smallest bedroom I had that I converted into a little den. There was a desk, a chair, and a small couch where she could put her things if there was ever a need.
What made this room a bit more her own, and I think she really appreciated the gesture, was when I gave her back the picture of her parents in a little wooden frame. I picked the one with paw prints all around and placed it on her desk. Of course, she made me promise to never go in her room ever again so that I couldn't look at the picture of the real her. Talk about taking ownership of the space quickly. It was perfect, though, precisely how I wanted her to feel.
Another aspect of her life that needed attention was her new sudden income situation. Going on a spending spree and using any of that money to accomplish her fantasies was nothing that interested Kitty. Far to be materialistic, her life was all about people and not possessions. The only items that she cherished were her latex catsuit and the picture of her small family. It would be unthinkable to take away the catsuit from her, but yet I knew that if given a choice, she would undoubtedly choose the picture. Fortunately, such a dilemma was unlikely to happen anytime soon.
That said, her aversion to money and her lack of capacity to apply a concept of value to it were a good thing, in my opinion. I'd much prefer to see her keeping it invested in case of a rainy day rather than spending it without any apparent purpose. She did offer me some for her food, but I declined as she was not even close to putting a dent in my weekly budget.
One thing that made me appreciate Kitty, even more, was when, while tied up, she called her mother in Japan. I was sitting next to her, but couldn't understand shit half of the time. She was switching to Japanese with a strong English accent. It was quite entertaining. She wanted to tell her mom about the will and the money, but she knew about it already, and she thought Kitty was all set financially. This conversation resulted in a solid scolding. I now know what an angry Japanese mother sounds like. Nevertheless, Kitty offered to send her part of it, but she declined. The desire for wealth doesn't seem to run in her family either.
All in all, the burden of taking care of that aspect of her life fell back on my shoulder. Instead of rebalancing the whole abandoned portfolio myself, I just transferred it to a Robo investment service. It was less maintenance since she wasn't going to take care of it, plus if we part ways, she should be able to manage it through a simple app without too much difficulty. The income tax situation was going to be a bitch, though, but as she said, "No! You do it!" Therefore I will have to take care of that too in the upcoming weeks.
It was Saturday morning, a week after I met her, and we had one more problem to address.
"NO!"
"Kitty, let me untie you. It was fun this morning and all week, but don't you want to have a bit of freedom now?"
"No."
"So what? I'll keep you tied up permanently?"
"Mmmm aaanh!!!"
Her small, hogtied rubber body twisted under a wave of sexual pleasure.
"Seriously? ... That thought just turned you on?"
"... yes."
"So you only want to fuck when you are tied up, and now you also want to be tied up when I don't fuck you?"
"Yes."
When she was acting like this, there was little that could be done to change her mind. That stubbornness of hers was kind of cute. I could pretty much force her to do whatever if I wanted to, but I was not that kind of dominant person. Without being submissive, I preferred just to give people what they wanted and enjoyed.
"Okay, then. I will have to think of something. I can't have you lie around like this all day. You'd just be in the way."
I slapped her cute little tailed ass and left the room.
Thwack!
"Ow! Hey, where are you going?"
"You'll see. I'll be back in a few. I got an idea. Don't you go anywhere, alright?"
Tied up as she was, hands pinned to her lower back and heels touching her butt, she didn't even bother answering my absurd question. Kitty loved to be restrained and left to simmer in her own sexual world. The feeling of the leather cuffs and ropes hugging her tightly was enough to keep her entertained indefinitely.
After a short trip to the home renovation center later, I got back home and started working on a neat little project. My workshop was in the basement, and Kitty was two floors above, probably wondering what I was doing.
At lunchtime, I carried her down to the kitchen and forced her to eat. She kept saying that she was not hungry, but she could use to have some more meat on her bones. I understood she was part Asian, but her relationship with food was not correct. She could become even more sexual if she had the energy she was supposed to get. I was sure she would like that.
"Eat more!"
"No!"
Our lunch finished, I carried her still tied up body upstairs, let her pee in the toilet before I dropped her on the bed again.
"Fuck me!" she said.
"No, I'm busy. You just wait like a good cat."
"What ... What are you working on?"
"I'm not telling you. Now stay quiet. It's probably going to take me another two hours or so."
I left her once more and returned to work on my project.
The two hours had passed, and I was quite satisfied with the materialized result of my idea. I went back to see my latex cat girl and, not as if it was a big surprise, she was still wiggling on the bed in her hogtie. I got close to her and started to undo her bonds.
"No!" she protested.
"Yes, I told you, I can't have you lying around like this all day."
"I won't fuck you if I'm not in bondage."
"I know. I know. Now stop struggling."
Free again, she stretched her limbs and rubbed her rubber body with her paws. So cat-like. It's been seven days already, and I have not seen her out of her costume once. It is so strange. I couldn't think of her in any other way than a rubber cat. How crazy was that? Since craziness didn't have any limit, I slid my finger under her pink collar and pulled her off the bed. We went downstairs, and before entering the living room, I put my hands over her eyes.
"Since you wanted to be in bondage all the time, even if you were probably just teasing me, you gave me an idea. Can you guess what it is?"
I felt her eyes moving in every direction under my fingers. That question just threw her brain into a spiral of fantasy. I could sense all her perverted ideas bouncing like ping pong balls inside her skull. She moved her paws up to my hands.
"Show me! I wanna see!"
"Ready? 1 ... 2 ... "
I opened my hands. It took her maybe 5 seconds to understand what she was seeing. Her knees collapsed, and she fell to the floor and plunged her two hands to her crotch.
"Aaaaannnnhhh! Aaaaannnh! Oh my God! Aaannnggg!"
Well, it had quite an effect on her. I was hoping for that to happen. A good-sized wooden crate was in front of us. All sides were made of plain wood panels. To get inside, there was a little jail-like door at the front, the bottom half was a wood panel, and the top half was bars that I made out of copper water pipes.
It could be locked securely by closing the two metal hasps and clicking padlocks on them. Once that was done, there was no way the person inside could escape; in particular, someone as weak as my cute cat. The purpose of the crate was evident, and the realization of it made Kitty's pussy detonate like a sexual volcano.
"So, Kitty, do you want to be tied up again, or maybe there is something else you'd like to try right now?"
"... nnnngh ..."
"That much? Ok then. Come on. Walk ..."
I pushed her a bit on the butt with the side of my foot. She started crawling unsteadily on all four toward her new crate. It was evident that strong waves of sexual energy assaulted her. I thought she would react that way, such a little pervy latex cat.
I opened the hasps, then the door. The only opening was the door itself, which made the interior feel quite dark and isolated. There was a little mattress at the bottom for comfort. When I built this, I was pretty sure in advance that Kitty would end up spending quite a bit of time inside, so I thought it wouldn't be a bad idea to make it more livable.
"If you get in now, I won't let you out until bedtime, no matter what you say. Think about it."
"Aaaanh ... mmmm .. I ... aaaanh ... Damnit body! ... Aaaannh!"
She just couldn't speak anymore. Slowly but surely, she crawled inside the box. She just had enough room to turn around to face me. I was crouching down in front of the door, looking at her while she was exploring her new house. Before she could do or say anything else, I closed the door and slammed the hasps into place. I picked up the two new padlocks I had bought earlier and locked everything in place. From that point on, only incessant moans echoed in the living room.
"Aaannnh! Aaaaanh! Make ... make it ... aaaaanh! Make it stop!"
"No ... you walked in there by yourself, so you stay in there until bedtime. What's up, Kitty? You look a bit turned on ..."
"AAannnh! Mark ... Mark ... aaaanh ... something's not ... normal ... nnnnghhh! I'm about .... AAAANHH! I'm ... I'M CUUUMMMIIINGGG! AAAAAAAH!"
No way! No way! Seriously? Did she come just by being locked in the crate? It was a good thing that I built this box sturdy enough. The cage's door rattled as the convulsing, and orgasming catgirl involuntarily kicked it.
"Hey, Kitty? You ok?"
"... mmm mmmm mmmm ..."
"Only six hours to go, you know."
"Aaaaanh!!! Stop stop! Mark! I'm not joking! Don't say anything else ... mmm! Give me a minute."
"I'll tell you what, you seem to like it in there. Look at this. I bought it for you earlier at the local adult store. It is just a basic vibrator, but it might help you with your little problem."
"Give it to me!"
"I will, but before I do, here is the deal."
"No! Give it to me!" she insisted.
"Listen. I'll put it here, in your cage, but if you use it within thirty minutes, you'll have to spend the entire night inside the crate. It's not such a bad deal, right? See, I put it right here. It's all yours to use. Can you resist for thirty minutes, Kitty?"
"Aaaanh! ... That is impossible!"
"Enjoy, I'll be next to you on the couch, reading a book. Now, keep quiet, please."
"Mark! You can't do this! How am I supposed to wait that long?"
As if that was going to happen. Kitty wouldn't be able to wait 15 minutes. I sat down on the couch with a light novel and started reading. I could hear Kitty struggling inside her box. I was pretty sure I knew what she was trying to accomplish ...
VrrrrrrrrrrrrRrrrrrrrrRrrrrrr!
Yep. The vibrations of failure. I didn't even have time to read three pages. I went back to the crate to assist somehow.
"Kitty, you failed."
"mmmm ... I know."
"Turn around and put your tail near the door. I can at least do this for you."
She executed herself, probably knowing what I was about to do. I gave her butt cheeks a good squeeze and unzipped her crotch to make her life a bit easier.
"Alright, you are all set for the night."
"Mmmm ok ... mmmm!"
***
"Mmmm!"
Wait ... Did Erika just moan? She was still resting her head on my lap while listening to my long story.
"Erika? Are you ok?"
"Mark, you are a son of a ..." she said, half angry.
"Hey, that's rude. What did I do now?"
"What did you do? You just won my body for the night. That is what you did."
I almost forgot about our deal.
You have to turn me on if you want to take me home with you tonight.
"Erika, are you saying that you are turned on by pet girls locked in cages?"
"Mark, shut up. It is embarrassing, and we are in public. Are you done with your beer and your story already?"
"Nope, hang in there. Something pretty cool happened the following week."
"Darn! Ok, but hurry up. We are leaving right after, okay?"
"Yes, madame."
"Don't call me that, else I'll gut you!"
***
It turned out Kitty masturbated until late that night. She refused to eat as she was too busy getting herself off. Her priorities were absolutely out of whack. I did provide her with a big bottle of water before going to bed, though, hoping that she would at least remember to drink. I love sleeping with Kitty, but sleeping alone from time to time is not a bad thing. It was the cute moans coming from downstairs that rocked me to sleep.
The next morning, it seemed beneficial to not check on her too early. Trapped inside a small wooden box like an animal, unable to escape it, having her entire freedom taken away from her, I could only begin to imagine how she must have felt when I left her in there for the night. I was determined to take my sweet time before checking on her.
A long shower, a clean shave, and complete dental care were all necessary before I went looking inside the crate. In dreamland, Kitty was. A little ball of rubber dreaming about losing control over her entire life. Very quietly, I removed the padlocks and half-opened her door. It was only later, while I was preparing breakfast, that two small rubber arms wrapped around my waist and hugged me tightly.
"Heeey, look who is awake. Did you sleep well?"
"The batteries died."
"I bet they did. This morning you have to eat. You are not skipping again. Okay?"
"Yes. I need to pee first."
For the next 45 minutes, she sat on top of the kitchen island, and I spoon-fed her some oatmeal, a banana, then some eggs. She was hungry. It was easy to tell. We will have to discuss her food habits eventually. In between bites, we talked about her new crate.
She said it was very comfortable but wouldn't mind having a small pillow. She was not a real cat, after all. I didn't want her to end up with a stiff neck during her playtime, so it was an arrangement I could live with.
When we talked about improvements, the suggestion of painting arose. Of course, she was going to choose her own color, which ended up to be pink. She could be so girly sometimes, at least it will match her paw pads and ears.
I went to the store to buy the necessary supplies while she stayed home to take a shower. After my round trip, I quietly painted the crate while she was sleeping on the leather couch. It turned out that she never made it to the bathroom, and she passed out on the couch in the living room.
"Well, the shower can wait, I suppose. The poor thing was exhausted."
I spent the next hour or so working on the crate in silence. Even if Kitty was sleeping, behind me, it was an intimate moment that I got to share with her. It felt great to do something like this just because I knew it would make her happy. There were no other reasons.
The rest of the day was uneventful. I put Kitty in bondage, and we had a couple of hours of playtime. She really won't let me fuck her anymore if she is not tied up, I tried again to no avail. I'm still not sure how I feel about that.
As if she was not already extreme enough with all her fantasies, Kitty decided that it would be a good idea, from now on, she would always sleep in her cage. I objected. Holding her rubber encased little body at night was one of my favorite things in the world. Her decision would mean that I'd end up sharing my bed with memories instead. I wasn't thrilled at that idea.
There was a back and forth arguing about this between both of us, and nobody won. We settled on a one week trial run. On weekdays, she would sleep in her crate, but on the weekend, I'd decide where she sleeps, and she won't have a word to say. She would also have to be extra submissive in exchange for the trouble. She was my sexy catgirl, and I intended to enjoy her as much as I possibly could.



Our little deal started on Sunday night. It still seemed extreme to me, but Kitty would be spending all her nights, until Friday, within the confine of her new little bedroom. It pretty much gave me a feeling that she was turning into a pet at this point. Anyway, it went very well. It wasn't as hard as I was anticipating. Having more time to read my books in the evening was not a bad thing at all.
In the morning, unlocking her door before going to work and making sure there was plenty of easy to eat food in the fridge, were the only things I had to do. Curiously, she seemed to sleep way better. Her eyes didn't open once during the whole week before I left to work. When she slept with me in the bedroom, she would always wake up before me. I suppose it was a good sign.
I was not entirely sure what she was doing during the day, but when I was getting back home, she was always energetic and ready to play. She was really not depressed about her current lifestyle, on the contrary. I would even go as far as to say that our sex life was better. Perhaps the extra recovery time was beneficial to us.
The whole week had been insane at work. On Friday, the last day of the week, some weirdo scheduled a meeting at 8 am, who does that? So I had to rush to work early on that day. My mind was preoccupied with the workload that I knew would be inescapable. Hell didn't disappoint me one bit, and that day turned into a nightmare as we had to deal with emergencies all morning. There was no doubt in my mind that the afternoon was heading toward being the same madness. What a clusterfuck!
Around noon, I entered in my fuck it mode. People would have to give me at least 15 minutes to relax and have a sandwich. Otherwise, I'd have bitten their face off. I was then able to sit down and relax a bit. Stupid emergencies! They could wait.
I checked my phone. Oddly enough, I had a couple of text messages from Kitty. That was unlike her. She rarely bugged me when I was working.
8:34 : "Hello?"
9:12 : "Mark?"
10:13 : "Pee."
11:41 : "bad now."
It took me a moment to understand what she meant. Once I did, the blood drained from my face. It struck me like a lightning bolt. I FORGOT ABOUT KITTY! I didn't open her cage door this morning before leaving. I immediately felt awful. It was now 12:20 pm, and she was stuck inside her crate for the past 14 hours with only a bottle of water. I texted her back right away.
"Kitty, I'm so sorry! I forgot to let you out. I'm coming now."
Bzzz! "No"
"You need to pee. I'm coming."
I was almost at the elevator trying to put my coat on while texting.
Bzzz! "Too late."
"I'm so sorry!"
Bzzz! "I came."
Bzzz! "See later."
"Are you sure?"
Bzzz! "Yes fine."
I felt so bad. But there was not much to do at this point. Kitty said she came too. Maybe she was not as miserable as my imagination led me to believe. The only thing left to do was to finish this hellish day and head home as early as possible to apologize appropriately.
And that plan failed. Work kept me busy until 6:30 pm with no possibility of getting out early. I only got home around 7 pm. All afternoon I tried to keep Kitty updated and asked her if she was still okay. She kept replying 'yes' to all my questions, so I was not sure in what state she was now, I would soon find out. I went directly to the living room and unlocked the door that was holding her prisoner. She was asleep, and yes, it smelled like pee. I rubbed her shoulder gently to wake her up.
"Hey, Kitty, I'm here."
She opened her eyes and looked at me tenderly. She sensuously lifted herself, not looking in too bad shape. Not saying a word, she crawled out of the box slowly. She was so cute in her tight latex catsuit. I couldn't get tired of this sight. Her latex paws reached me as she kept crawling. Kitty, wanting something from me, dragged her latex body closer and closer to mine. She pushed me until my back rested on the soft carpet, and she started kissing passionately. Her moans betrayed her arousal that she wasn't trying to hide.
"Fuck me right here, right now. Please."
"Kitty? Even if you are not tied up?"
"Yes. Fuck me! I've been waiting for this all day. And you owe me."
She didn't have to ask me a third time. I ended up naked in a heartbeat, and the perverted cat was all over me for the next hour, always fetching for more orgasms. The rest of the evening was as torrid. It was as if our relationship leveled up because of my mistake.
The next day, I cleaned up Kitty's crate mess while she was in the shower. After replacing the mattress, I grabbed her small pillow and gave it a little squeeze. It was a heart-shaped pink pillow that I found at the store.
Needless to say that I was embarrassed to buy it, but when I gave it to her, she was all excited. She could be so girly sometimes. I placed it back inside her box and went to read a book, waiting for her to finish up her long cleaning routine.
She never explained to me exactly how she managed to clean up her suit while hidden in the bathroom, but she did a fantastic job at it. She was always getting out of there, looking like a brand new latex cat. It was impressive ... and sexy.
Bouncing down the stairs, wearing her usual second skin, she immediately joined me on the couch and hung onto my arm as usual. She licked my cheek and murmured in my ear.
"I love you!"
"How was your skin?"
She grumbled a bit and slapped me on the chest with her paw.
"My skin is fine. I said, I love you."
It was true that she admitted her love for me about two weeks ago, very quickly after I met her. Back then, I was not ready to declare mine. I probably could have. Was I ready now? Thinking about it, I cared enough about her to live with her around all the time. The fun and joy that each and every moment I spent with her brought to me were undeniable. I did love her. It would be distressing if she were to leave me at this point. So why didn't I say something already? Was I that scared?
"Hey, Kitty. How much do you love me?
"How much? Probably more than you could imagine."
"So, you are not just with me until you find someone better, right?"
She looked at me, trying to figure out what I was trying to say by that. I couldn't believe the words that just escaped my mouth. I vocalized my lack of confidence right in her face. She climbed on top of me and put her two paws on my shoulders. She sensed that something was wrong inside my head. What I said was not against her. To cover for a bigger truth, I used a simple foolish statement as a decoy.
"Hey, hey, hey! Mark, I don't know what kind of experience you had with girls before. You can tell me if you got hurt in the past. I'll always listen. But with me ... you know ... you can trust me. I have no intention of leaving you. I know what you may have thought of me. A cute girl is wearing latex. Oh, she is kinky. She must sleep around a lot. Oh, she is a pervert. Every man will be after her. But I'm nothing like that. I'm super picky, and you are one of a kind. It is not true that many guys would accept me for what I am and what I love. They would all love just to fuck me and discard me ignoring my true feelings."
"Kitty ... I didn't think that ..."
"Do you remember what I told you a while ago? Your fear is a good thing."
"..."
"You are scared that I'll go do things with other males. What does it mean if you think about it?"
"That ... I am jealous?"
"Nope, not at all. Mark, you can be so hopeless sometimes. Try again. What does it really mean?" she said, poking me in the chest.
"I'm not sure ... maybe I'm not confident enough? I know it's bad."
"Failed again. But yet, you are getting close. Just say it already. You want to say it badly ... Just let it out. What is the real feeling burning inside your heart right now? I know what it is. I told you before that I knew how you felt about me. But now, YOU need to say it, for your own sake."
"Kitty ... I ..."
"Yes? Say it. It is okay to say it. You have the right to say it."
"I love you! ... I LOVE you! ... I love you so much. I want to be with you and never leave you!"
"Aaaawww! Finally! I love you too, and I'm so happy right now. I won't go anywhere, I promise. I will work extra hard to make you believe it too."
Damn, this felt great to be able to let it out. Kitty leaned forward and started kissing me passionately. She said that she was the happiest cat in the Universe. Only her, ever, managed to read my mind that way and pull the truth out of it. Seriously, I may have said it to myself a billion times already, but I felt like the luckiest guy on Earth.
After a series of erotic kisses, she stared at me for a moment. It was the same gaze she always had when a deviant idea crossed her mind.
"So, does this mean I can stay here forever."
"Yes."
"Does this mean you'll tie me up to fuck me all the time?"
"Only if you are nice, yes."
"Does this mean you'll leave me caged when you go to work every day?"
"Yes ... Wait ... What? Kitty, what are you saying now?"
"I loved it a lot," she said, eyes closed with a big smile on her face.
"I know that, but every day? Is it not a bit much?"
"No."
"I won't clean up your pee every day."
"I dunno, find a way then. You are smart."
"I am not into diaper fetish," I said.
"You are the one who just said that, not me. I can't believe you are dreaming of me wearing diapers. Ah! I don't want that. I am no kitten!"
She always threw curveballs at me like this. Her sexuality is a neverending whirlpool of fantasies wishing to become a reality. I would have to come up with, yet, another idea to make this new one happen.
Solutions always come when you least expect them, they said. I had to tap into the accumulated memories of my time before Kitty. A place that was not agreeing with me anymore. It was the hell of porn that consumed me for so long before I got pulled out of there by pure love.
A paw was presented to me, and I grabbed it. This little girl from the book store obliterated my twisted conception of the world and replaced it with something real and invaluable. That said, my previous life was still a source of knowledge. Even if it made me nauseous to go back there, I was glad I did. A small amount of discomfort in exchange for a great idea.
A trip to the store later, I got back home and placed my shopping bag on the coffee table. I went to fetch Kitty and cuffed her wrists behind her back and made her lay down on the soft couch. I put my hand on her crotch and was ready to claim a bit more control over her life.
"So, do you trust me?"
"Yes, but ... what are we doing?"
"Taking away a bit more of the control you have over your body."
"..."
"Alright, don't move until I'm done, okay?"
I pulled out a plastic envelope from my shopping bag, and I ripped it open carefully. First, I read the instructions to make sure I did things the right way. Kitty tried to look, but since her back was resting on top of her arms, she was struggling.
"What is this?"
"A catheter."
"A what?"
"A tube that goes to your bladder. So we can control your pee."
And just like that, I talked too much, and a wave of sexual pleasure hit her. She didn't know exactly where this was going to, but again, just the thought of losing control over her body made her brain spiral down into bliss.
I put the latex gloves on and started to work. After cleaning the area and lubing the tube, I pulled Kitty's pussy lips apart and started to insert the soft rubber snake slowly inside her urethra. Deeper and deeper. Kitty moaned a bit, but it was a different moan.
"Mmmm It ... feels weird."
"Stay put. We are not done yet."
I pushed and pushed until I reached the end. Right away, some urine started to flow, and I clamped the tube shut with a clip. Using the included syringe, I inflated the air balloon that was inside her bladder to secure the tube in place. And we were done. I zipped her crotch up; only the tip of the catheter was dangling out.
"Alright, how do you feel?"
"Mmmm ... different."
"You can't pee anymore unless you ask me to. And you can't pull it out either. So don't try."
"Aaanh ... stop! You are saying this on purpose. Mmmm"
"So when you'll be in your cage, we will hook it up to a bag, and your pee will just flow to it. It means that I can keep you in there much longer without having to worry about you making another mess."
Kitty didn't seem too sure about this one, but she was willing to try.
"Okay, I guess we can try. When do we have to take it out? In a day or two?"
"Oh, no, no! Kitty, you will keep it in for two or three months."
"AAAAAANNH!"
And once again, her uncontrollable brain sent a powerful electric wave right to her pussy. She was not expecting that answer. The thought of losing control over her bladder for three full months was insane. It was almost ... permanent.
For the next couple of hours, I played with her until she said that she desperately needed to pee. To hurry was not a priority since it was much more fun to see her mind gradually understand the extent of what I took away from her. With her arms tied behind her back and her hands encased in her latex paws, there was nothing she could possibly do to relieve herself. I was needed, and I needed her too. I unzipped my pants in front of her face. Abusing a defenseless prey is not always a bad thing, right.
"If you want to pee, you have to be super nice."
She did what she had to do to get some relief. The only reason why she allowed me to treat her like this was that she trusted me. Deep down, I'd never do something that she wouldn't like. She was awesome to understand that so well.
On Sunday night, I put her back in her crate and connected the urine bag to her catheter.
"There. Good night, and I'll see you after work tomorrow. Text me if you need anything, okay?"
"Meow!"
***
Erika sat back up on the couch, looked at me, and kissed me.
"If you don't respect our deal, I'll be mad. Let's go to your place right now to cuddle. Okay?"
"You kissed me? Does it mean you are paying the bills then? As my reward."
"In your dream ... We pay our own. Welcome to 2020," she said.
"Haha, ok. So, you liked it that much? The story?"
Erika gave me another kiss and sat on my lap. She needed to vent a little bit.
"Look, I'm almost 40. I never really had a good opportunity to explore the fetish world. I was curious about it but not much more than that. I don't know, you telling me all those insane things tonight, showing me pictures of your gorgeous latex kitten, and telling me how much she loved everything ... It made me jealous. I want to hear more about all of this. Look, I'm not sure what I think about you. You are still very mysterious about what you are trying to accomplish here. If you just toyed with me to get sex, I'll gut you like a fish. But I don't think that was your intention. I think you are a genuinely good guy, and you care about people. That's why I'm willing to go to your place tonight."
Those words were very kind and passionate. Erika has not been that serious all night. She was pretty and wanted to cuddle with me. As much as I was not sure about all of this myself, I thought I couldn't have found a better person to try.
"Erika, I won't hurt you. I am not toying with you at all. Let's go home, and I'll tell you the whole thing, if not tonight, tomorrow. I promise. Just don't worry, okay? There is nothing ominous about this whole thing. I'm just uncomfortable, and I'll explain to you why. We will get to it."
She stood up, stretched, and turned around to face me. She leaned forward and kissed me again.
"Alright, Mr. Full of secrets, you talk too much, let's pay our bills and call a cab. I need to cuddle."
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I decided to come to this small park to relax. It was just in front of the big luxury apartment building where I lived, a big skyscraper. One could say I was quite lucky to have this area just across the street because, in such a big city, there was not a lot of green space anymore. To me, it was vital to be able to go to a place where I could just sit down to smell and hear the remainder of nature.
Today, I was not working. It was late in the morning, and I was sitting on a small bench facing the pond with my book. Halfway through it, I couldn't get myself to finish it, it was not very good. What would be the point of imposing this on myself? There were plenty of other works I could try later if I wanted to.
I put it next to me on the bench before stretching and placing my elbows on the backrest. I turned my face to the sky, there were no clouds; I could feel it. The sun was intense, warming up the skin around my sunglasses.
When I was peaceful like this, I could hear and feel so many things. Everybody should take the time to do this occasionally, they would understand me better. I liked to build a mental representation of my environment, only using the sounds, the smells, and the touch.
Without vision, I could tell there was a hotdog stand somewhere on my left, probably a busy one as the employee kept repeating the same words over and over again to greet new customers. Regular clients were not receiving the same treatment as he used a much more genuine dialogue to reward them for their fidelity.
The pond in front of me was impossible to miss, of course. Adults and kids alike were feeding the ducks. The fascination experienced during this action crossed generations. To me, however, they were just water rats. I tried to feed them once or twice but found it pointless, and I didn't like the noises they made.
They should move them to a real forest instead of keeping them in the middle of a city to make people feel better. I guess humanity needed a reminder that they didn't destroy the whole planet yet, so they could keep doing it without guilt. The quacking water rats were that excuse.
There were also a bunch of other benches on my right that were all full from what I could hear. People, like me, reading a book to escape city madness or feeding pigeons. Blerk! Pigeons, I didn't even need to talk about those things. Flying rats.
There was a light wind today. I was a woman, but I could still feel the thin body hair of my naked arms, reacting to it; I was very sensitive. If it were blowing from the West, it would bring an odor of pizza. The hotdog smell would generally come from the East. Because it was merely a matter of paying attention, I could just let my senses receive all of this information effortlessly. For me, it was by far the easiest way.
The giant city was good to me. It would be hypocritical of my part to say otherwise as, even if not perfect, I made my money out of it. A chunk of it came from real estate, but I also had a specialization that made my work pretty valuable to a lot of people. Also, it was convenient to have all the services I needed at a walking distance; it made my life easier. Like most people living here, if I had to go somewhere a bit farther, I'd just get in a cab. Yeah, I liked it here, a lot.
"Sorry, do you mind if we share this bench?"
I returned my head to a level position and turned it toward the man that just asked that question. Here we were again. It never failed. It was a simple matter of time.
"Sure, no problem at all," I said.
"Thank you. The park is bustling today."
Yep, the chit chat had started. I scouted my butt to the left and returned my book to my lap. Next, the stranger was going to talk about the weather and eventually would start flirting with me. It was always the same recipe. Since it was a non-aggressive way to meet new people, it was all good.
I was not offended by unknown lonely men that tried to get a piece of flesh. They did nothing wrong, but I just wished that, eventually, one of them would use a different path to approach me. At least, based on his voice, this one seemed to be around my age, early thirties, I'd say, which made him a better candidate than the ones in their sixties that were pulling the same crap. Age was not the issue, but come on. Grow up!
He sat next to me, at least this one was not trying to touch me right away, else I'd have been out of here. I was ready. What would he say next? I waited ... And waited?
Nothing? Was he ignoring me?
That was a bit odd. My head was pointing toward the quacking duck pond, but all my attention was on this man sitting next to me. I couldn't hear him preparing his voice and couldn't sense him hesitating. There was a strange calmness emanating from him. Usually, men were quite nervous while gathering the courage to speak to me. Why was he different? I waited some more, trying to figure out what I was missing? What was he waiting for to talk to me?
Then I heard him flip a page of his book. Again ... and again. Was he truly reading and not paying any attention to me? I kind of felt like a fool for guessing wrong what he was going to do. My face felt warmer, and it was not because of the sun this time. It was merely a bit of self-humiliation.
By doing nothing, this guy made me rearrange my thought process. He got me curious, interested. I wanted to know why he didn't do what I predicted. He did have a friendly voice and was polite, so maybe I should try to talk to him? Then I realized something; I was squeezing my book very hard in my hands. Why was I that anxious all of a sudden? I groaned and lowered my head.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Ghk! ..."
He scared me. I didn't deserve this embarrassment. Why did I groan anyway? Now I probably looked like a freak. But, perhaps I was right, he is going to talk to me after all. He was just waiting for an opportunity. That must have been the reason.
"I'm fine," I said.
"Okay ... Sorry."
Sorry? What now? My face was burning even more. I heard him flip another page of his book. Was this apology all the extent of his social interaction? He didn't intend to speak to me at all. That was abnormal. What was his deal, was he gay? I was even starting to be a bit angry at him for ignoring me.
Without even noticing, I was the one that was currently gathering up some courage. How did it end up like this? It was supposed to be the other way around. And these damn water rats kept quacking as if to make fun of my situation. Okay, let's put an end to this nonsense. I turned to the guy and addressed him in a confident tone.
"Excuse me!"
"Mmm ... Yes?"
"I ..."
"What is it?"
Oh no! I was not ready ... I just paused like an idiot because I had no idea what to tell him. He was waiting for my next words, but I had none to share.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"I'm... sorry."
"Sorry for what? Do you want me to sit elsewhere? I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable."
"What? No! No, no! It is not that at all. It is just ... you didn't talk to me."
"Uh? You are a strange one, alright. Look, do you need to talk? I'm a good listener if you need to vent about something."
Oh my Gosh, this went all wrong. It must have given the worst first impression ever. I was ready to show him how confident I was, but it turned into me looking like a vulnerable girl that had mental problems and needed a shoulder to cry on.
"I have no problems!"
"Haha. I didn't say you had. So, what is it then?"
"I ... I don't know ..."
Not only did I dig a hole, but I climbed down into it and even started burying myself. I wanted to run away. It was as if I was losing control, and on top of everything, my whole body was burning of shame. What was going on? Something like this never happened to me before.
"My name is Miles. What is yours?"
"Oh? What? My name?"
The guy attempted to jugulate my self-generated discomfort.
"Yes ... Your name. You must have one. Right? Maybe look on your health card. It should be on it."
"I do. Hehe ... Sorry. I'm Alex."
"So, what were you reading, Alex?"
Okay, he got me there. The tone he used while asking for my name made me smile. He was also distracting me with another question. He was too good at this. Did he plan all that to get to me? If that was the case, it was one nasty flirting technique. Maybe there was something to salvage out of this after all.
"Dune," I said.
"Dune? Like the movie?"
"Yes."
"It is an excellent book. I read it a long time ago. I didn't remember it being this big, though."
"It is ... a special edition. But, it is the original text."
I rubbed the cover with my hand, trying to hide it but I couldn't do the same with its size. He didn't understand what I meant by "special," I think.
I liked his voice, but he was just trying to make me feel comfortable. I had to get back to my old self else I would annihilate that already damaged first impression. I needed to rattle his cage a little bit to turn things around in my favor.
"So, your name is Miles? Do you find me pretty?"
"Uh? ... Well ... Yes, you are. But that is not why I am here. You misunderstood my intentions, I think."
Ah! I got him.
"I know. I know. Don't worry. Tell me. What do I look like?"
"I'm sorry? Surely, you must have seen yourself in a mirror before. I did, and sometimes it is scary, but I don't need people to tell me what I look like. It is a strange question."
"Hehe, it is a strange question, but I'm asking it anyway. I like to hear how people perceive me. It is like a game."
"I perceive that you are as strange as your question. Okay, very well, I'll play. Let me take a good look at you. You have blonde hair tied in a ponytail, I can't see your eyes because of the sunglasses, but they look cute on you. Your skin is tanned and flawless. I'd say you are in your late twenties or early thirties. You don't look that tall, but you are not short either. You seem fit. Mmm, what else ... I like what you are wearing. I like that short sleeve shirt. Is that enough?"
Answers like those were why it was so hard to meet interesting people. They were so superficial. Or maybe they just didn't process things the same way I was. It was a bit disappointing. I had higher expectations.
"What's wrong, Alex? It was not what you wanted to hear?" he asked.
"I'm not sure what I wanted to hear ..."
"Alright, I'll try again then."
Try again? More of the same? I wasn't too sure I wanted to hear more about my clothing and tanned skin.
"You wear a ponytail because you have a day off, but the weaves on the side there makes me think it is not your regular haircut. Your tan tells me that you probably went to the beach, somewhere south not long ago. Health is important to you, so you eat well, and you exercise regularly."
"Oh my ..."
I didn't expect that. He should have started with this right off the bat because he just reached the next level. Maybe he was not as superficial as I thought. Alright then, he deserved a reward.
"Miles, are you single?"
"Haha ... I told you, I am just here to read my book. But, yes, I am. Are you?"
"I am too. Yes. Would you like to go on a date?"
"A date? I don't know, Alex. I am not sure what I want, I broke up recently with another girl. It is a bit too fast."
"Do it for me then? What about you just come over to eat. I'll cook something good, and we will go from there. Are you available tonight?"
"I am ... but ... sure ... I have to move on, I guess. But, Alex, keep it simple, okay?"
"I can do that. See the big apartment tower over there behind us?
"The Theodore? You are not living there, are you?"
"I do, and I'm not going to apologize for it."
"No! Sorry! I mean ... I didn't want to judge you by the cover. It's just that not a lot of people can afford to live there."
"It's not important. So, visit me at around 6 pm. You have to talk with the clerk, tell him my name, and they will escort you to my place. See you later."
"O ... Okay."
Finally, I managed to get an interesting date for tonight. It didn't end well last time I pulled something like this, and it was a while ago, so hopefully it would go better this time around. Miles seemed smart enough and funny too. His voice was kind of dreamy; I couldn't wait to get to know him better. There was no significant risk anyway.
It just made me happy to get this opportunity today, that would be enough reward in case things went sideways. I hoped he would at least take the time to get to know me a little bit, unlike all the others. I don't think he noticed, so I would only find out tonight.
I stood up and carefully walked around the bench, sliding my hand on the backrest. I listened intently and, from the distance, heard the beeping of the pedestrian crossing located in front of my building. I slowly walked toward it. Miles was probably watching me, so I had to look somewhat sexy, and, more than anything else, it was not the right time to trip and fall.
I made it to the crossing without incident, but there was a lot of traffic today, so I had to be careful. I heard a familiar beep; someone already pressed the button for me, that was always convenient. The audible signal resonated, and it was my cue to cross the street. A good trick was just to follow the footsteps of another lady wearing noisy heels. That way, most of the time, I could avoid bumping into cars that were blocking the intersection. Listening to the other pedestrians swearing helped too. It worked great this time.
I made my way in the direction of my building, and it didn't take long for one of the doormen to notice and greet me.
"Miss Alex, you are back already? Are you going back home?"
"Hi, Albert. Yes, and I will have a guest tonight around 6 pm. His name is Miles."
"Very well, I will let the clerks know. Here, take my arm, let an old man feel useful, and guide you to the elevators."
I certainly didn't need help to find my way, but Albert was awesome. He was probably in his late sixties and always treated me like a real human being. When that doorman helped me, there were efforts made to make me believe that it was for his benefit and never for mine. The other doormen were friendly too, but Albert was my special one. Too bad, he was already married.
He walked me to the elevators and pressed the right button for me. Before the door closed, I asked him one last thing.
"Albert, can you ask security to keep an eye on me and my guest tonight, just in case?"
"Yes, Miss Alex, will do. Have a wonderful evening."
"Thank you, you too."
***
I was getting nervous. I kept pressing the button on my watch. And a small robotic voice confirmed that Miles could show up any minute.
"The time is 5:53 pm."
Well, at least I was ready, so was the food. I took a nice shower before jumping in some sexy underwear and a cute little summer dress ... just in case. Feeling sexy during a date was legitimate, right?
I was sitting on the living room couch, and on top of the coffee table in front of me were two items. One was my phone, the clerk would be calling me if Miles indeed shows up, and the other item ... I was not ready for it just yet.
I shouldn't have been surprised, but I jumped when my phone rang, betraying my anxiety. When I answered it, the clerk indicated that Miles had arrived and that they would escort him to my place. I gave them my blessing even though it made my heart beat faster.
"Come on, Alex! Everything will be fine ... relax. It is just a friendly dinner."
I talked to myself in an attempt to not freak out any more than I was already. The second item, a long, narrow, and white silky piece of fabric, was waiting for me. I slid my fingers under it and lifted it to my face, placed it over my eyes and tied it comfortably behind my head. It was so soft. To me, this classy blindfold was the best way I found to feel at ease with myself when receiving visitors.
I stood up and walked to the door, waiting patiently for someone to knock, which happened not long after. I opened the door, and one of the clerks addressed me.
"Good evening, Miss Alex, Mr. Miles is here, should I let him in?"
"Yes, thank you."
"Have a great evening, Miss Alex."
I quickly took a few steps back and crossed my hands in front of me. That was a cute pose, I thought. My heart was racing, but I was doing my best to keep my composure. I heard Miles walking in, and the clerk closed the door behind him, leaving me alone with this strange new guy that I only met a few hours ago.
"Welcome to my place, Miles. I hope they treated you well."
"I ..."
Moment of truth. He undoubtedly noticed the white blindfold I was wearing. This was the reason he paused. I just had to wait for his next move to find out if I would have a good date or if everything would crumble down to dust as usual.
"You look great, Alex. How are you?"
As much as I didn't expect a lot, my little heart filled with a bit of joy. His first comment was not about my blindfold; it was just to tell me that I was looking pretty. I'm sure my cheeks turned all red.
"Thank you. I really like this dress. It is a warm day, so let's start with something to drink. What would you like?" I asked.
"I'm not difficult, beer, wine, or whatever else you have."
"I have beers. I will have one too, just give me a sec. Please, sit on the couch, I'll be right there."
I happily trotted back to the kitchen and opened the fridge to grab two beer cans. I ran my fingertips on them to feel the embossment.
"Okay, I have Sappori and Oldcastle. Which one do you want?"
"Sappori sounds good. Hey, you have a nice view from here, what was it, the 38th floor?"
Darn, he didn't sit on the couch. I followed his voice and met him next to the window with our beers.
"Here, take it. Yes, the 38th floor. I know the view is facing other buildings, but it is fine. The apartments with a view over the park are so much more expensive. I wouldn't be able to afford one of those. I don't need this extra burden in my life. Do you need a glass for your beer? I always drink from the can; they don't break if I drop them.."
"I'm fine with the can as well. It is nice and cold; that is all we need, right?"
"Right. Come on, let's sit. I want to get to know you a bit better."
He walked to the couch, but unfortunately, I couldn't keep track of which one he sat on, I now had to pick a spot for myself, I just hoped I'd not sit on top of him, that would be catastrophic. Ideally, I wanted to choose the one of the two where he wasn't, just so I would not sit too close from him right off the bat, that would be a bit odd. But all I could do was to rely on luck. I picked a spot and sat down. Fortunately, nothing terrible happened.
"So, how was the rest of your day? Did you finish that book after I left?" I asked.
"Haha, no! I couldn't read anymore after meeting that strange girl."
OH CRAP! I sat right next to him. I even jumped a little when he replied.
"Oh! Hehe! Can you tell me more about that strange girl?"
"She was super cute, but a bit odd. She invited me for dinner, and when I got to her place, she magically became even more intriguing."
"Is ... Is that so? How come?"
The silk blindfold was kind of a dead giveaway. I wished Miles had not gone there already, but what did I think? Of course, he was going to want to talk about this. I just wanted to be treated like a nice cute girl for a few hours, but I wasn't going to be mad at him for mentioning it. It was my life, after all. Who I was.
"Well, for a start, she is even cuter than I remembered, and a bit more mysterious as well. Her place is nice. Minimalist, but nice nonetheless. There is nothing on the walls, and everything is white. So it is hard to tell what kind of person she is."
He knows ... Come on ... Spit it out. I'm ready.



"Also ... there is this book here on the table, she was reading it earlier. There is no text at all in it, it's covered with tons of small dots instead."
"Miles ... I ..."
"Sorry, Alex, I think it is better to get this out of the way so we can enjoy our evening, don't you think?"
"You ... You don't want to leave?"
"Why would I? Come on. Say it already, so we can stop talking about it. The two of us putting on poor acting performances is not how I want to spend my dinner with you."
He was different. He was not uncomfortable as he should have been. Why was he like this? I started rubbing my neck nervously, knowing he was right. The reason that I didn't want to say it was that I didn't want him to leave and wanted to spend the evening feeling just like a cute girl and have fun. But now that he said that he wanted to stay so genuinely, what would be the point of trying to pretend any longer.
"Miles ... I'm a blind person. It's from birth, and I never saw a thing in this world. I'm wearing this blindfold to hide my eyes. They look weird."
"I love the blindfold. Keep it."
"You are okay with it?"
"Yes, it's pretty. You look like Lady Justice. So, what is the deal here? How can you afford an apartment at the Theodore? You are some sort of genius or something?"
He didn't care ... like, at all. I couldn't believe it; he just skipped to a different topic after telling me I was pretty. Not that talking about money was something I wanted to do, but at least he genuinely seemed not to give a shit whether I was blind or not.
"I worked hard. And a bit of luck. This place is not that big and is fully paid off already, I just have to pay the fees. It is only one bedroom," I said.
"Do you want to give me a tour?"
"Sure ..."
Before we could even stand up, the phone rang; I used a vocal command to answer it.
"Answer. Speakerphone! ... Hello?"
"Miss Alex? This is security. How are you doing?"
"Everything is fine. Thank you."
"Thank you. We will call again later."
Simple as that. Now Miles knew he had to be on his best behavior.
"They are keeping an eye on me?" he asked.
"No, an eye on me. Living here comes with some perks, Miles. You are not allowed to murder me tonight."
"Haha. Okay, noted, do not murder the cute girl."
"Come, you wanted to see my place. It is not that big, but wait till you see the bathroom."
We stood up and started walking around. I knew every inch of my place. All the distances and objects were recorded precisely in my brain, and I never moved a single piece of furniture since I lived here. I moved around with confidence. I showed Miles the kitchen, which was half-opened to the living room. Everything was white, I knew that much, and the countertops were grey granite. I showed him my favorite item, which was a fancy espresso machine that I loved so very much. I wanted to hug it. The next stops were the laundry room and the mighty bathroom.
"Geez, Alex ..."
"Haha. You like it?"
"This is nuts ... This bathroom is bigger than my apartment."
"I know, right, I love it so much. This is why I picked this unit. You know, for me, it is all about the sense of touch, so I wanted the nicest shower and tub. It is also a sauna."
"Wow ... just ... wow."
"Come, I'll show you the rest."
I showed him around my office. It was a small room where I had my paperwork, computer, and accessibility equipment I used to do my job. Some days I wished I could stop working and say goodbye to all those neverending reports that I had to type. Bleh! I wasn't there just yet.
The final stop was the bedroom. I opened the door and walked in first. Usually, the guests are baffled by it.
"So, this is my big bedroom. The whole wall is made of windows, but nobody can see in from the outside. I don't know how it works. It's probably magic. What do you think?"
"Well, it is very ... How to say ... kinky?"
Uh? Did he just say kinky? Where did that come from all of a sudden? I started to get a bit nervous ... I did have a couple of secrets hidden inside the closet, but I remembered clearly closing the doors, so I was wondering if something was off. Too bad that I had no quick way to verify. My eyes were my hands and ears, not very useful in a case like this. I grew a bit uncomfortable.
"Hee ... What do you mean, kinky?" I asked.
"Ah. Okay. So it is not here on purpose? Well, I tell you, I didn't care about your blindness, but this ... I'm sorry, but I care VERY much!"
"Miles! What ... What are you talking about? Tell me!"
The noise I heard next was not the one I wished to hear. It was the evident rubbery noise of a latex garment. Only now, I remembered and understood what Miles saw and just picked up. It was a full latex catsuit that I left on the bed when I was cleaning earlier. I must have been so nervous that I forgot to put it back in the closet with the rest. My body burned hot from embarrassment. I extended my arms in front of me and panicked a little.
"Oh, no! No, no, no! Give it to me ... Now!"
"Heeey. Relax. It's nothing. Don't be shy like this. I just discovered a little deviant side of your personality, that's all. Here, it's in front of you."
"Shut up! Give it to me."
"Haha, you should see how cute you look right now."
I wrapped my arms around the suit, turned it into a ball of ruffled rubber and lowered my chin on it. Something like this was not supposed to happen. Then two male hands gently grabbed my shoulders.
"Calm down, Alex. I love it. Don't be shy."
"... Mph. Don't touch me. And I'm not shy."
"Alright, there, not touching. But I would love it if you wore it for me."
"Uh? What? MILES! NO!"
"Why not? Don't tell me you don't like it, I would not believe you. Don't you like wearing it?"
"I do, but ... Hey, NO! I don't know you."
"What does it have to do with me? Whether or not you are wearing the suit, I won't suddenly try to get in your pants. I'm not like that."
"So, why would I do that then?"
"That is what I said earlier, you love latex, and I love to look at girls wearing it. It's not a crime."
I couldn't even call him a pervert, I was hugging a rubber catsuit right in front of him. This bullet would be a blank. This idea he planted in my head just now caused the butterfly in my stomach to take off and party. I didn't know him at all ... So, why was I getting excited about the thought of wearing it tonight? Again, his voice. It didn't project any abusive vibes or anything ominous; I didn't think he was dangerous at all. He was just having fun.
The phone rang again, pulling me out of my trauma.
"Answer. Speakerphone! ... Hello?"
"Miss Alex. Security check."
"... No issues, thank you."
"Thank you."
There was some sort of cold silence after this call. Perhaps he was starting to get offended by those security checks. I needed this service to protect myself as I was a bit vulnerable, but at the same time, I could understand why a nice guy like him could be insulted for being treated as a potential rapist.
"Alex. Listen, this is just for fun. It is to do something we both like. Okay, let's do something about this fear of yours. Look, give me the suit, I'm just going to put it here on the bed."
His tone was reassuring. But again, I never thought he meant to harm me or anything. He gently tugged on the catsuit, and I let it go reluctantly.
"Thanks. Now open your hands. I'm going to give you something."
"What is it?"
I placed my girly hands open together in front of me.
"Here, this is my phone and my wallet. That is all I have on me. Hide it somewhere ... It is not much, but it is all I can do to show you that I can be trusted and that I trust you."
"Mmm ... I'm still not sure I should do this; wearing a kinky suit in front of a stranger is odd."
"Hehe ... Yes, you are sure, else you wouldn't even consider it. Just admit it, you want to."
"Miles! Stop! ... Okay ... Don't move. Maybe you are right ... a little ... but I want to check something first before I decide. And take those things back, I don't want them."
I gave him back his wallet and phone, I didn't care about his items at all, but it was a nice gesture, he was at least trying to comfort me. I reached him with my hands and started to feel him. That's what I do best.
"Seriously? You are wearing Jeans, on a warm day like this? What color are they?"
"Blue ... they are Silvers brand."
"I know that. I'm not dumb."
"What? You can tell just by touching them?"
"Yes. It's easy."
I then checked his top. It was a t-shirt. I tried to find a logo on it, but couldn't find any, and it felt like cheap fabric.
"Why are you wearing a t-shirt? Didn't you have a nice shirt or something? Was I not worth more than a cheap t-shirt?"
"Alex ... I was going to explain to you all that. But when I saw your blindfold, I thought I could get away with it. I live at the other end of the city, and I didn't have time to go back. And you are tickling me ... Are you done already?"
"I shall forgive you this time only. I hope it is clean, at least. And no, stay still, I'm not done."
I checked his fingers for rings and his neck for chains or something. There were none. The next part, for a sightless person, could be quite intimate, so I preferred to ask him first.
"Can I touch your face?"
"Sure ... but you are making me nervous."
"Are you good looking?"
"I don't know ... Wait! ... How is this important?"
"It is not. I can make up my own opinion about your visage. I just wanted to know if you were pretentious."
"Darn, Alex. You are evil."
"I can be. Stay still for a sec."
His ears were not pierced, but there were some small hairs that should have been plucked off. I checked his facial structure; it was pretty generic. As he said earlier, he didn't have time to go back home, so he was not clean shaved. It was a 5 O'clock shadow, but yet, it was not rough to the touch. He probably couldn't grow a decent beard even if he tried. His nose was a bit oily, but people didn't notice that in general. He didn't have any moles or anything like that. Overall he looked like a typical Caucasian.
"Close your eyes. What color are they?" I asked.
"Boring brown? And are you done? I feel scrutinized."
"Hehe, it's because you are. I think you look fine. Oh, dear ..."
"What? What did you find now?"
"Your eyelashes are SO long. Are you sure you are not a girl?"
"Hey!"
"Just kidding ... but they are very long. And you should pluck off the hair in between your eyebrows; it's gross. What color is your hair?"
"Kind of black."
"Alright, I'm done."
I won't tell him that, but he was somewhat of a cutie. To me, he seemed healthy. As I thought he was thirty or so, he didn't seem too tired, so he must get enough sleep. Being sightless was great for this kind of exercise. I could learn so much about people just by touching them. I could hear them very well too; Miles was obviously nervous when I started feeling him. When I listened to his breathing change, I discovered that he liked me more than he led me to believe. He said I was cute and all, but there was more to it, and I wondered if he realized it himself.
"Okay, you know what? If you promise to be a gentleman, I think I'm going to be bold and wear my catsuit just for you."
"Aaah, Alex. That would be super cool, but you know ... do it for yourself too. I was pushy just the kick of it, but don't do it if you are not comfortable."
"Mr. Miles. Do you have sudden remorse?"
"Hehe, maybe I do. I just really like girls in latex. I didn't mean to push you."
"Nah, it's all good. Let's do this. Go back to the living room while I'm dressing up. Unless you want to try the fancy shower?"
"Can ... Can I?"
"Of course you can. Go right ahead. You need a shower anyway. Oops ... Did I say that out loud?"
After this last little tease, I showed him where the towels were, and I went back to the bedroom, whispering some individually crafted words to myself.
"What the hell am I doing to myself?"
I stripped naked and placed all my clothes on top of the dresser. In one of the drawers, there was a bottle of lube that I picked up. I poured a bit of it in my hand and started rubbing the slippery liquid all over my skin. One reassuring thing was the sound of the water splashing that came from the bathroom, it was telling me that Miles was not peeking on me, and he was instead enjoying the luxurious shower. It was time for me to get in my latex catsuit.
For me, everything was about texture. People described wearable latex to me in the past since I couldn't see it, but their descriptions always left me puzzled. They kept saying it was shiny when polished, as an example. Telling this to a girl that had no concept of light, was a bit pointless, it didn't help me at all to understand why kinky people loved it. To me, rubber was building material, not quite erotic.
That was until a friend made me wear a pair of latex opera gloves for fun, I became hooked. It was SO different than what I expected. I touched rubber before, but wearing it was much more intense. I understood the meaning of the word "shiny" when she polished my arms. If light were anything like the wind, it would just slide effortlessly on the perfectly smoothed latex surface.
The catsuit I had was hugging my entire body, making me feel so good. I was wearing it often when I was by myself, just because I liked the sensation so much, and I was about to put it on again, this time with an observer. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I slid my legs effortlessly inside the suit. Then I tried to remove all the wrinkles around the feet and ankles; at least that was an excellent excuse to caress my body. Once satisfied with the comfort level around my toes, I stood up and pulled the catsuit over my hips and ... wait ... I felt a bit naughty. I tiptoed back to the dresser and opened another drawer to grab one of my jelly dildoes.
"This is nuts. But ... I'm so turned on!"
After hesitating for way too long, and trying to calm my heartbeat, I decided to go for it. I inserted the dildo inside my already soaking wet pussy and pulled the suit over it. I then put my arms inside the sleeves and pulled the suit over my shoulders. The lube kept making the whole operation easy.
I could feel the dildo when I was rubbing my crotch with my gloved hands; it was easy for me to tell it was in there, but ... I didn't know if it would be visible to Miles. I was semi-confident that I would get away with it; It seemed discreet enough to me.
Next was the attached hood. I pulled it over my head and aligned the mouth and nose holes. There were none for the eyes as it was pointless, for apparent reasons. I was at the point where I just needed to zip the whole thing up. I was considering letting Miles do it for me as it would be much easier. Yeah, I would do that.
I went to the closet and started rummaging like a raccoon in a plastic bin on the floor. I pulled out a pair of short vinyl high heeled boots; those always made me feel extra sexy. Maybe I could ask Miles to take care of the lacing as well. I giggled at my naughty thought, knowing it would be an excellent way to learn if he had a foot fetish.
One downside of being covered in latex was that it included my fingers too. It sure felt delicious, but it was taking away a lot of the sensitivity I needed to be functional. They were my eyes. A wave of anxiousness washed over me when I remembered that I still had to finish preparing the food tonight and this would make it much harder ...
"Oh no, I forgot about that part," I said.
"What part? ... Oh my ..."
Miles startled me. I was way too absorbed by my latex experience, and I didn't notice the water had stopped. Well, at least I was not naked anymore. I requested his assistance.
"Can you zip up my suit?"
"S ... sure ..."
"What's wrong?"
"Nothing, you are just so beautiful. It's crazy ... Did someone ever tell you how good you look in this suit?"
With my face hidden, I could blush to my heart content. I was not going to answer his question. Miles stepped behind me and started sealing me in. The feeling of the latex sliding and getting tighter around my skin was so erotic. I had to try at least to keep a minimum of composure. He was so very gentle. He didn't even try to touch me if only to move my hair out of the way. I wasn't sure if it was because of the suit, but I kind of wanted him to hug me. It was torture.
"Do you have some polish?" He asked.
Oh no! I forgot about that part too. I did have some polish, but ... was he going to offer me his help? Semi-reluctantly, I walked to the dresser once more, feeling around for the right bottle inside the drawer.
"I ... do ..."
"Okay, do you need help?"
"S ... Sure."
What else could go wrong? This whole adventure was escalating way too fast for the little me. Miles started at my feet; he was very straight forward about it. He probably knew that trying things right now would not end well for him. Slowly, but surely, he went up and up with the pad, reaching my sensitive thighs and my butt. In a very gentle tone, he tried to warn me of his next move.
"Relax, Alex. It will only take a second, I won't try anything ..."
As he said that, I understood that he was going to polish my crotch next. He had no ill intention, but only now, way too late, it came to me that I had this dildo inserted between my legs. And he would undoubtedly discover it. I felt his hand rubbing the pad right over it. My heart almost exploded, and I let out a big involuntary moan. I was done for! I would be Alex, the slut, forever.
"... Alex? ... Is this a ...?"
"... nng! ... Maybe."
"Really? Well, that is cute. I bet it feels good too."
To confirm that what he felt was what he thought, he put his whole hand over my pussy and pushed the dildo deeper. People that relied solely on the sense vision to see things were not that gentle with their hands. I could only slide a finger quickly, and I'd have had all the information I needed, but Miles didn't have that skill obviously. The dildo moved inside me, making me moan some more, and my legs started shaking.
"Wow, Alex, you are quite something, you know that? Let's finish the rest of your body."
"Yes ... please."
It was HARD to contain myself. The polishing pad was rubbing all over me, and as much as I tried, it was almost impossible not to feel this as erotism. Particularly the breast and face. I kind of wanted to get fucked right away, but I had to resist that urge. Miles was just here for a friendly dinner, after all. As if ...
"Your hood without eyes is amazing. Come to the living room. You need those boots on as well, I suppose?" he asked.
"Yes, if you don't mind."
Our awkward walk arm in arm to the living room was brutally interrupted by the phone ringing again.
"Answer. Speakerphone! ... Hello?"
"Miss Alex. Security here."
"Yes, everything is good ..."
It just felt wrong to keep doing this to Miles. I had to allow him to feel like a regular guy at some point. This date was ours, and by now, he convinced me that he wouldn't do anything terrible.
"You know what, guys? I think I'm going to be fine. Thanks for your help tonight."
"Are you sure? It is no problem at all, you know. We are here for you."
"Thank you, no, I'm good. I will call you if there is an issue."
"Very well, Miss Alex, enjoy your evening."
I hung up and stayed silent for a moment. I was not wondering if I did the right thing, but I still felt a bit vulnerable, out of habit. I tried to remind myself that Miles had been great so far, and I was trusting him. Worst case scenario, my phone system was all voice-operated. I could call security with a single word if there were anything wrong. But deep down I knew it wouldn't come to that.
"Alex, I'm going to touch your neck area gently, don't be scared."



"Okay... but why? ... Eeep!"
"Hehe, you are a sensitive one. Listen, I want to be honest here. I didn't want to come today. I am here because you asked me to. As I said, I'm still missing my ex, and I'm not ready to go crazy just yet. But what you are doing for me right now is amazing, and I appreciate it a lot. It is hard for me not to sound creepy when I tell you that I love girls in latex and all, but it is just because I'm uncomfortable. I want to enjoy it, but I'm a bit scared. I don't want to hurt you with my personal mess."
And me who thought I was the scared one. We needed to talk. We were both enjoying this way too much already, but at the same time, we were not ready to go too far.
"Well, Mr. Miles, I think we are going to be just fine."
I hugged him.
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It was already 1 am. Our cab was driving down the city streets. The shine of the street lights was reflecting on the billion water droplets that were falling on the windows, making them look like a living night sky. Erika and I were on our way to my house.
Her head resting pretty low on my shoulder, and her eyelids closed indicated that she was ready to lie down for the night. I knew of a cute rubber cat that would have been using the same amount of space at my side, Erika was just as small and delicate. Despite the similar body type and size, both girls were very different, though.
My fingers were playing with a bundle of soft red hair from my companion's ponytail, and I remembered her light brown eyes contrasting with white freckled skin before she closed them. The absence of a mask allowed me to appreciate how different she was from what I knew. The air moving in and out of her lungs, that alone, emanated a serenity that Kitty didn't possess.
At the pub, Erika explained to me that she was a DG for a big tool renting chain, and she was quite successful at it. However, the symptoms of stress accumulated over the years, pushing her to start enjoying her financial independence a bit more. Her newly found freedom caused her to be tracked down by headhunters that were disregarding the fact that she didn't want to rejoin the circus for a while. To me, this only showed how smart and valuable she probably was.
The tires of our taxi stopped in a puddle of water in front of my driveway. After a short transaction with the driver, Erika and I exited through the right door. Arms wrapped around each other, we slowly followed the short stone path leading to the entryway. We headed upstairs, leaving our jackets behind on the black metal hooks that were mounted on a dark brown wooden board, and abandoning our shoes on the rough carpet to dry.
Erika scanned the foreign place with her eyes, associating what she heard from my Kitty stories with what she was seeing. Of course, the most prominent element was the pink crate sitting on the soft grey carpet next to one of the black leather couches.
"Is she in there now?"
"No, you can check it if you want, it is empty. One sec, I just have to go to the washroom, too much beer. You can look around."
Curious, she pulled gently on the door open to look inside. Perhaps she felt a bit of disappointment when she confirmed that there was no rubber cat to be found.
"Sure, I need to go after too."
Those four or five paints of beer, I couldn't even remember, forced my kidneys to work intensively. As the soapy water from my hands was going down the drain, I looked at myself in the mirror. I was wondering if I did the right thing by bringing this new girl home to satiate some sorts of physical needs. Was it even that? No. The sole reason why she was here was that I liked her. I knew it wouldn't have been possible for me to connect with someone only for the flesh part of it.
I kept those thoughts to myself as I walked back to the living room. Erika wasn't there anymore. It didn't take me long to find her lying down inside the crate from where she was smiling at me.
"It's not that big in here."
"Hehe. Erika, what are you doing? You want to sleep in there tonight?"
"Haha. No! I just wanted to get an idea of how it would feel. It's fun. Alright, I need to go to the washroom now."
She crawled back out of the box and leaped to the washroom. Once that out of the way, our fingers interlaced, and we went directly upstairs to the bedroom. It felt so natural for some reason.
"Okay, bed ... it's late," I said.
"Yes, let me help you."
To my surprise, Erika started undressing me. It was nothing sensual or anything. She was just performing this task to be helpful. Maybe she sensed one of my biggest vulnerabilities. Kitty had never done such a thing for me as her fingers were encased in rubber mittens at all times. My soul was probably screaming for this kind of attention. Erika must have heard it.
Before I could return the favor, she stepped away with a gentle smile as if to not make me feel rejected. She tossed her clothes on the laminated floor, leaving her down to her blue lacy bra and panties. Her mostly exposed body was oozing desirability. Being more tired than shy, she quickly slid under the sheets and called me over.
"Okay, lights out! I'm dead. Come here and hold me. I'm cold."
The darkness allowed me to rediscover Erika's body by only using my sense of smell and touch. When I joined her in bed, I turned to my side, and she instinctively pushed her back against me to spoon. It felt so right. The warmth of human skin was exquisite.
As much as I loved the feel of latex on Kitty, this was something else. It was comforting to allow another person to touch me directly without an intermediary. I wrapped my arms around her, and that was it for the night. There was no need to talk tonight. There was no need for sex tonight. There was no need for worries tonight.
Soon enough, the morning sun was hitting my face, melting away a vague dream that I wouldn't remember anyway. I must have forgotten to close the curtains last night. I didn't want to open my eyes just yet. It was more pleasant to scan my body and try to understand all the sensations I was experiencing.
Somehow, I rolled to my back during my sleep. It felt like Erika adjusted herself to my new position. I could feel her body wrapped around me like a koala on a tree. Her head was resting on the relaxed muscles of my shoulder and arm. Motionless on my chest was her hand. Her knee was up over my hip. She used her toes to scratch the inside of my thigh gently. She was awake too. Far to dislike it, I still felt a bit odd in this atmosphere.
Simply put, she was not Kitty.
"Morning, Mark. Did you sleep well?"
"Morning, Erika. Yes, you are a very comfortable girl to sleep with, I must say."
"Awww... I know! Hey, thank you for not trying things last night. I appreciate it. I was so tired," she said, rubbing my chest and belly with her soft hand.
"So, where is Kitty now?"
"She is away for a bit. She will come back in a few days. Don't worry about it. She won't show up out of nowhere."
"I'm not worried about that. I'm just curious about her, that's all. I built a mental image of her personality in my mind, but I'd like to see if she is like it for real. By the way, where did you get the pink catsuit? It was super cute in the pictures you showed me. I may have dreamed about it too. It's your fault."
There was a feeling of obsession in the air. Right away, Erika's focus was on Kitty and not on me, or us. Honestly, I didn't think much of it, though. Erika just seemed as if she had discovered something amazing and couldn't wait to learn more about it. It happened to me in the past. I knew the feeling and could recognize and accept it in others. In a word, she was excited. I extended my arm to grab my phone that was sitting on the nightstand. I showed her the website.
"That is a local shop, believe it or not. We just went on-site, and Kitty described to them precisely what she was looking for. Measuring her from head to toe was easy since she was wearing her black catsuit, even though there was a big hole under her arm. They did an amazing job, and we got our product within a week for a reasonable extra fee. It was urgent, after all, since Kitty was so distressed. She said the new suit was even comfier than the old one. Look, it's based on this model ..."
Erika pinched the screen out to zoom in to get a better look at the details. It was adorable. Paws, feet, hood were all attached. The pastel pink latex with an accent of white inside the ears and around the eyes and mouth made it look super girly.
"Well, it's not cheap, but if the quality is good, then it would be worth it, I suppose," she said.
"Totally worth it. Kitty's new paws even have padding in them, so she is even more helpless than before."
"What happened to the black suit then?"
"Nothing, she was ALWAYS wearing it, so the latex finally gave up. Those things are not eternal. She was so sad when she ripped the arm. She wouldn't stop crying until we started shopping for a new one. Choosing the color and features cheered her up quite a bit. She probably won't admit it, but I think she likes the new one much better."
Erika's body stretched a bit. It could have been an ordinary morning stretch or simply that she was a bit turned on by the thought of wearing a latex catsuit herself. The truth belonged to her.
"Mark, I don't want to leave the bed. Tell me more about you two. Last night you said you would."
"Are you begging me? Hehe. We can stay in bed all day. What do you want to know?"
"I don't know ... just continue where you were at yesterday. Did Kitty really wear a catheter for a full three months."
"For the past year, yes. We are replacing it every two months or so. She didn't have any control over her bladder since the first day we tried it. I'm the one who decides when she can relieve herself when her urine bag is not connected. There is nothing she can do about it. She has no fingers. As a bonus, she discovered that the balloon inside her bladder is making her feel like she needs to go permanently. It drives her nuts."
"Jesus. You, guys, are extreme. Oh, I know what I want you to tell me. You said that you needed to talk to her about her food habits. It seems like she skipped a lot of meals, do you know why? That can't be good," she said.
"Ah, yes. That. I've never been sure why Kitty was acting like that, but it is no longer a problem, we found a solution. She regained some weight and has much more energy. She feels fantastic and looks fantastic as well."
"How did you help her with that?"
"Oh boy ... Well ..."
***
For the next month after the catheter event, it was just pure enjoyment. To me, it was more and more like taking care of a pet. Kitty was helpless without me. Wearing the latex catsuit almost permanently was preventing her from doing anything useful outside having sex. She couldn't remove her suit alone. She couldn't pee alone. She couldn't brush her teeth alone. It was quite a bit of time taken away from me, but in the end, it was all quality time I could spend with my catgirl. It was just magnificent.
Our weekends consisted of me tying her up in all ways possible and having fun with her helpless rubber body. We couldn't get enough of that. As a side effect, this caused an increase in bondage equipment in our collection. We got new cuffs, leash, lockable collars, gags, and harnesses. We also got her some more sex toys for when she was in the crate. One of them, in particular, was a remote-controlled vibrator, which she hated. I made her lose her mind more than once using it.
She was rarely getting out of her catsuit. Only once a week, to be exact. Friday evenings were when I was unzipping her and let her spend an hour or two in the bathroom. She was cleaning herself thoroughly along with her latex suit. As much as it was tempting, I was not allowed to participate or even take a peek. She never changed her mind about me seeing her without a suit. I didn't remember much of what she looked like at this point under that black skin. My girlfriend was a kinky, latex, sex cat, and that was it. There was no human anymore.
Occasionally I wondered, if she were to drop the catsuit, would I still be attracted to her? Maybe she was worried about the same thing, and it was reason enough to keep wearing it. Regardless, I didn't think of her as Theresa anymore. She was a hundred percent Kitty, the latex cat. Only one area of concern remained at this point in our relationship.
"NO!"
"Kitty, stop acting like that."
"No!"
"Why are you refusing to eat?"
"I'm not. I'm just not hungry."
It was a Friday evening, I came back from work, she was locked in her crate, and I was talking to her through the bars. During the day, she couldn't get out of her box, so I provided her with water and food items that were easy to eat. However, the stubborn rubber cat was not eating them most of the time, and it was becoming a concern. Once again, today, I found, uneaten, all the food that I left in her crate before leaving for work.
"Kitty, you lost weight during the past month, you were already tiny. Aren't you feeling a bit low on energy?"
"... I'm fine. If I overeat, it makes me too aroused."
"Is that even possible? Well, once again, you didn't eat all day, and you wasted the food I made for you. Are you not going to listen to me?"
"..."
"Okay, then. You stay in the crate until you are hungry."
"Meow!"
I walked away, frustrated, and went for a shower. While I was scrubbing my skin, I was trying to think of a way to fix this mess. I grabbed the handheld showerhead and started to rinse off the soap from my body. I aimed it at my face and shot some water inside my mouth by accident, which made me cough like an imbecile. But then, it struck me ... I had found a potential solution to make my beloved Kitty eat more.
It was around 6:30 pm when I went back to see her with an ultimatum. I passed her some unwrapped granola bars through the door and explained the deal to her.
"Eat those, now."
"No."
"Are you sure?"
"... yes."
"Okay, you stay in there until tomorrow morning then. Congrats, it will be your first time spending two full days in a row in the crate."
"Mmmm ... I could get used to that," she said, a bit turned on.
"Don't be so sure, Kitty. If those granola bars are not all eaten when I wake up, you are never going to eat again."
"..."
She looked confused at my last statement. She had this look in her eyes, saying, 'I know Mark loves me, surely he won't let me die of hunger.' I passed her a fresh bottle of water and left her there for the night. I watched a movie then went to bed early to read a book. I didn't speak or check on her at all. I wanted her to think about what I told her.
The next morning, I went to the kitchen to make coffee then went to see her. The urine bag was full. I'd not be surprised if her bladder were full as well. I looked through the bars, and she was deep asleep. I saw that she drank all the water, but in terms of food, she only ate three of the four granola bars I told her to eat. It was not even close to being a regular meal, and she didn't even eat them all. This was ridiculous. I poked her in the ass to wake her up.
"Hey, sleepyhead. Wake up."
"Mmm ... is it morning already?"
I showed her the uneaten bar.
"See ... you've done it."
"Oh .. wait, I was keeping it for this morning, I swear. I'll eat it now," she pleaded.
"Too late. No more eating for you."
"Wait .. what do you mean? I do eat ... just not as much as you. How do you want me not to eat?"
I frowned at that question.
"Kitty, I explained this to you already. You don't eat enough, and I'm worried about you. So it is time for a change. Stay there until I come back, I have to go shopping.
"Ok ... but I need to pee now."
"I'll be back in an hour. You'll live."
"Mark! Wait!"
I just walked away, ignoring her. I had a plan, and I was going to activate it.
It took me about an hour to find what I needed at the store and come back home. When I entered my house, there was a whining noise coming from a particular rubber cat. I didn't even have time to get to the living room before I heard some begging.
"Please ... you have to make me pee ... It's so bad now ... "
I got to the crate and started unlocking it. I wouldn't keep her in that state forever just because I was frustrated.
"But you are cute when you are like that. Alright, come on."
I led her to the washroom. I emptied the bag in the toilet and unclamped her catheter. That was a lot of pee all at once. She was not pretending this time around. I carried her in my arms back to the couch. She pointed at the big box on the coffee table.
"What is this?"
"Those are your new teeth."
"Uh? What? Are you feeling okay?
She put her paw on my forehead as if to check my temperature. I pushed it away.
"Hehe. Stop it. It is a blender. I'll blend all your food from now on."
"Bleh! No ... this is gross. Blended food won't make me eat more."
"As I said, you are not going to eat anymore. Here ... check this out."
I put a plastic package in her small arms.
"What ... What is this thing?"
"A feeding tube. You were fine losing control over your bladder, so this isn't any different. You now lost control over your food."
"Aaaaannnh!! Mmmm ... wait ... What are you saying? ... aaaaanh!!"
She started twisting around as her treacherous brain decided to assault her again with sexual waves. Her rational mind was saying one thing, but her fantasy brain cranked up to overdrive. I thought this would happen. The idea of being force-fed was just too erotic to bear. Unconsciously, her paws went directly to her crotch. This time, I was not willing to offer her a way out of this. This would go ahead, and she had to accept it.
"Alright, sit back and relax. I'll put it in. Be nice, because I won't change my mind."
I followed the instructions carefully and calculated the length I needed. After lubricating one end of the tube, I started pushing it inside one of her nostrils. She didn't react too badly. She couldn't realize what was happening to her entirely. She was confused.
Her little heart was saying, "this is so hot," but her logic was not agreeing with this. The heart won. The tube slowly went down her throat, tickling her inside and weirding her out. I talked to her while it was happening, gentle supporting words, and made her accept the situation better. I could tell she was a bit anxious.
Once the tube was in place, we tested the system with some water from a syringe. To Kitty, it felt as if she was drinking ... without the drinking part. I was increasingly confident that this would work as well as I had hoped. The final touch was some medical crazy glue that I used to cement the tube inside her nostril. It wouldn't be permanent, of course, but it will stay there for a while. I cut the end of the tube, only leaving a centimeter or so out. Just enough to connect the feeding syringes.
"All done. How does it feel?"
She touched her nose carefully with her paw.
"Mmm ... Good. Weird ... but ... good."
"How does it feel knowing you are not going to eat anymore?"
"Aaanhh!... stop saying that! aaanh!"
"Okay, let's prepare your first meal then. Come with me."
Out of habit, I sat her on top of the kitchen island. She wouldn't stop touching her nose. It would take some time for her to get used to it. I made her breakfast but threw everything inside of the blender and mixed it with water until I had a smooth liquid. I took a big syringe and filled it with the whole liquefied meal. It was time to feed the cat.
I stepped in front of her, and she wrapped her rubber legs around my waist. Holding me was making her feel a bit safer. She was willing to try but not without my reassuring presence nearby.
"Mark ... Is this not too much? I don't want to die," she said nervously.
"Don't worry, Kitty, this is a small size meal. It's not too much. Trust me. Alright, open up!"
"Very funny. Mmm ... go slow ... I'm a bit scared."
"Don't worry. You'll be ok. Just let me know how you feel."
I started pushing the liquid food through her feeding tube. As planned, it went down right to her stomach. She could even talk at the same time.
"It feels weird. I can feel it."
"Does it feel bad?"
"... No. It's ... it's kind of hot."
"Yes, because you are a pervert. There, all done."
"What? That is it? All of that went inside me? It didn't even take thirty seconds."
"I know, right. And we will do it again two more times today. Like what normal people do."
"That's too much ... "
"No, it is not. It is normal. And you don't have a choice anymore. Now come upstairs, I didn't have any Kitty fun last night, and it is unfair. Let's see how you perform when fueled up properly."



"Meow! Not before I get my feeding kiss."
***
Erika was staring at me, almost in disbelief.
"You guys are insane!"
"Is that why you were humping my hip the whole time with your crotch?" I retorted.
"I ... I didn't ... do that ... Did ... Did I?"
"You totally did."
Her face turned beet red before she had time to hide it into a pillow. Her body betrayed her, and It was adorable indeed. She was more of a pervert than she would have liked to admit. However, I was not here to embarrass her, so I needed to say something nice. No, I needed to do something nice for both of us.
"Hey, Erika, there is something I'd love to do with you right now. Something I never had a chance to do with Kitty."
"What? Anal?" she asked with a smirk.
"You are very funny. No. Not anal. I would like to serve you breakfast in bed. Do you have time?"
Some shiny stars appeared in her eyes. Was she secretly a romantic?
"Hell yeah! I have nothing to do at all today. Serve me all you want! This is awesome."
"Perfect. Would you like some coffee?"
"Yep, with milk."
It didn't take long to prepare everything, Erika stayed in bed browsing her phone and answering some messages until I showed up again with a serving tray filled up with various food items. I sat beside her while she was holding the tray, then we found a sweet spot for it on top of our lap.
"There you go. All for you, cute girl."
"I know, right. I'm super cute."
Her sarcasm had no boundaries. We shared some croissants, fruits, cheese, eggs, and potatoes. It was great to have someone that could do things themselves. I mean, I wouldn't trade Kitty for anything in the world, I loved her even if she became useless. Well, that was not fair to say it that way. Yes, she was mostly helpless, and she let me control her whole life and her body in general, but that made her more and more interesting to me. Her growing happiness due to her extreme situation just made her increasingly fun to be around. It was an exciting game to find new ways to entertain each other. Every little moment spent with Kitty was joyful, and she was the reason for it. I was continuously thinking about her, even now, while sharing breakfast in my bed with another girl.
Trying everything from the tray, Erika looked super happy.
"Hey Mark, this is good. Thanks so much."
"You are welcome."
"So now, tell me. What am I doing here?"
I sighed heavily. She was right. I had to give her a bit more to work with. I promised her I would.
"Well, first, you were very nice to me. Else you'd not be here. You are awesome. I'll try to put this into words. I think I gave you enough info about Kitty to give you a good idea of what kind of girl she is, right?"
Erika nodded. "Oh yeah, she is a perverted latex catgirl, like you said."
"Yes, she likes to be controlled a lot, hence why she spends so much time inside the crate or in bondage. That is many, many hours for me to be alone. I love her so much. I don't want to take her hobby away. But at the end of the day, it is eating me up a bit inside. I'm lonely. Pleasing her means sleeping alone most of the time. I want to sleep with someone all the time like we did last night. No need for sex every night, but feeling a warm person next to me, a presence, is all I ask. Kitty enjoys sleeping in her crate so much. I don't want to take that away from her. She wouldn't be the kitty I love if she couldn't do what she liked. I'm torn."
Erika chewed on a croissant some more and nodded again.
"Yes, I can see that happening. So what? You guys talked about it, I hope?"
"Yes, we did. Actually, no ... Kitty did. She is the one that started to feel guilty about leaving me alone so often. She knew that I loved taking care of her, but also knew I was a human being. She understands very well that I am not like her. Her goal is to find a way to combine all the fantasies she loved so much with my need for basic affection."
Erika nodded some more. I was getting the feeling she was analyzing every bit of my whining. Her reaction felt as if this was a non-issue.
"Ah ... so Kitty told you to check if you could find someone to do things with when she was not available. That is a bold move," she said.
"Yes, she convinced me, to a certain degree. She is not jealous, and she trusts me a lot. She knows I will never abandon her."
"Of course not. But, it will be pretty hard to find another girl that is not Kitty, and that accepts that kind of arrangement, that kind of lifestyle. I suspect that finding a girl that doesn't want to spend days inside a small crate might be easier, though."
I laughed. Indeed, Kitty was unique in that aspect.
"Mark, let me give you a different perspective here. I think I know what you should be looking for."
"Oh? You do?"
"I think so. Listen. What you want is not another girl. What you want is Kitty."
I lowered my head, thinking about it. She got that right.
"... yes ..."
"So, don't go around, trying to fish for girls to add to your fuckfriend list. It is not going to work for you. Even if you have a different girl in your bed every night, you'll continue to feel like shit and be miserable. I know you loved holding me all night, but once I'm gone, you'll be back swimming in your lukewarm soup of loneliness. Your real relationship is only with Kitty, and you love her too much to be satisfied with anything less."
A ball of emotion was swelling up inside my chest. Erika was so right. Every single word she had said was accurate. It was useless to pretend otherwise. I even felt a bit dejected for even trying.
"You are right. But it doesn't help me. What do I do now?" I said.
"No, no. Listen. I wasn't done. How to put it? It is as if you are stuck in a game of Tetris. You and Kitty are piling up some tetrominoes, but neither of you has the "I" shaped one that would allow you to complete a Tetris."
"Erika, are you a nerd?"
My reward for asking that was a slap behind the head.
"Dumbass! No. I'm not a nerd. What I mean is that you need a nice person that you will take care of and slowly integrate into your family and lifestyle over time. She would be different from Kitty, but yet, complementary. I'm talking about building another precious relationship that would include the three of you. Then you can complete a Tetris."
I tried to make sense of what she was explaining to me. I scratched my head a bit.
"But, that would mean I'd have two girls at home."
"Maybe, maybe not. There are all kinds of possibilities. But because of your current atypical relationship, I'd say you are a good candidate to make something like this work. Plus, you said that Kitty was not jealous."
A three-person relationship. I never looked at it this way. When Kitty told me to look for someone else, she just wanted me to have a good time while she was enjoying her hobbies. But here we were talking about a couple, Kitty and I, falling in love with a new person. And that person would need to fall in love with the two of us in return. Was this even possible?
"Thanks, Erika ... for the advice. I think I understand what you mean. I am not sure how we could make something like this happen, but ... it is food for thought. I will talk to Kitty about this. She is way smarter than I am for those things."
Erika put the food tray aside and started to cuddle with me.
"Hey, Mark, you'll be ok. For now, give me an incredible make-out session. I want us to kiss for the next hour or so and forget about all this. I didn't come here just to chat, you know."
"That sounds like a perfect plan."
We spent a few hours cuddling and making out on the bed. Erika was so different from Kitty. She was in absolute control of her sex drive while Kitty had zero control over it. I never had a make-out session that long without feeling the need to relieve my partner of some sexual tension. Erika was calm, warm, and relaxed. She was soothing. We didn't do much outside cuddling. We watched a movie. We went out for a bite, we came back and cuddled some more. Before I knew it, the red-haired girl announced that she had to leave.
"Alright, Mark, I had a blast. Seriously. I didn't find someone to cuddle like this in a very long time. You are so nice. Do you know that? Kitty is a lucky one, and I'm sure she knows it. That is probably why she declared her love to you on your first date."
"Thanks. I enjoyed it a lot too. You helped me with my guilt. Thanks for everything. Can ... Can we see each other again?"
"Yep. For sure. I want to hear more about Kitty and you. Will she be here next weekend?"
"Why?" I asked.
"Why do you think? I'd love to meet her. That is why. Don't tell me she is not allowed to meet new people."
"No ... It's not that. Kitty is just different. You know what, let me talk to her, and I'll text you. I think I'd like her to meet you. I'll tell her exactly what happened and see how she reacts. It was the first time that I tried what she suggested after all."
"Sounds like a plan, text me later. Thanks again."
It was over. Erika walked out. What a nice girl.
***
It was so silent in the house now. A feeling of loneliness was weighing on my soul once more. Erika was right, little encounters like this wouldn't solve my issue. But right now, It was better to check on Kitty.
I went down to the storage room below the main floor and turned on the light. Next to one of the walls, resting on a thick carpet, there was a coffin-shaped wooden box, large enough to contain a small human being. On top of it, there were many devices such as a heart rate monitor, a blood pressure monitor, a sizable cooled container half empty of liquid food, and a large container of water. Those two last items were connected to a pump and a timer. Everything looked good at first glance.
A laptop and many wires were taking care of the rest. I logged on the system, and I could see what the program was doing. Right now, it was executing one of the random pleasure modes. But that was not what I was looking for. I went to the communication section of the software and pressed the red button to activate the microphone and speaker.
"Aaaaanh aaaaanh ... aaaahn mmmmm ...aaanh ..."
That was Kitty's moans, being tormented by this whole set up. She was a prisoner of this box. We named it the sex coffin.
It was the reason why I was a bit too lonely these days. It was the reason why I met this new girl last night. I was not completely honest with Erika. But yet, how could I have explained this to her? An innocent lie was all I could do. Just telling her that Kitty was away instead of telling her that she was stored in here.
"Kitty ... Kitty ... it's me ..."
"Aaannh .. Mark ... aaaanh ..."
Her little voice could be heard through the laptop speakers.
"Listen, I need to talk to you."
"Has .. has it been ... 15 days already? aaaanh!!"
"No, only 10. Listen. I need to let you out."
"No, no, no! ... Why? It's so early. I'm fine! I have a lot of fun here." she whined.
"I know you are, but this is important. I can put you back in later."
"O .. ok ... AAAAHH!! AAAAAH!! Oh, my God!! AAAAAH"
Kitty started screaming in her microphone. I swapped windows to see what the program was doing to her, and it had switched to maximum punishment mode. It only had a one percent chance to be triggered per day and was going to last for 15 minutes.
Kitty was screaming inside the box as the electrodes glued everywhere on and inside her body were attacking her relentlessly with shocks and vibrations. I knew she didn't like pain very much. I told her not to use it, but she wouldn't want to listen to me. Ah well.
"AAAAH IT HURTS SO MUCH!! AAAAAH LET ME OUT! LET ME OUT! AAAAAAH!!"
"Kitty, it turns out your computer decided to have a bit of fun with you. I'll let you enjoy yourself a bit longer, after all. I'll come back tomorrow."
"AAAH NO NO ... IT HU" click!
I ended the communication. I felt a bit bad about it, of course, but it was not the first time this happened. If I stopped it now, Kitty would be mad at me later. We built that box four months ago, and she used it a lot already. We decided on all those settings in the computer program together.
This maximum punishment mode, at first, was added just for the thrill of it. We initially set it to zero point one percent chance to be triggered in a day. We knew it was there, but it was more of a psychological thing. The fear that it would trigger was adding a little bit of excitement. But it never did. Only in the past month, she decided to increase it to one percent. This was her third session this month, the longest, and it was the second time that it activated. She didn't learn her lesson the first time. I was pretty lucky to witness it live.
I decided to stay there for a bit longer, to listen to her muffled screams through the box, and to make sure the feeding pump that just activated was working fine. It was now pumping liquid food directly to her stomach. I could see a lot of pee flowing through the tube connected to her catheter, thanks to the decision to set her daily water intake to four liters. That, too, was her idea. We, of course, added some electrolytes in it to be on the safe side. The whole system worked very well. I was not worried about leaving her alone for an extended period.
The next morning I went to see her again, this time to let her out of the box. After disconnecting and moving all the equipment aside, I unlocked the coffin and opened the cover. I removed one by one, all the foam pieces that were specifically carved to hold her tight inside the box. When the lid was down, she couldn't move an inch.
And there she was, wearing her pink, latex catsuit, and being extremely cute in it as usual. I missed her so much. A big bundle of wires came out of her crotch zipper. They all led to the different electrodes that were glued to her skin all over her body. It was not permanent by any means, but the glue lasted a couple of weeks in case there was a need. When we wanted to use them, we just had to connect wires to the pads. Of course, she did that herself because, even after a full year together, she still refused to let me see her without her suit.
It always took a while to unplug her. I removed the VR goggles that were resting over her eyes. Those could be a lot of fun too. The videos could be a quiet grass field to a rough BDSM scenario.
She blinked a bit and looked at me, not moving. It was useless to talk to her as her ears were plugged with wax, and her earbuds were disconnected. She looked so confused. Sometimes I wondered if she was going to lose her mind with this insane self-inflicted treatment. But no, she would always be confused for an hour or two, then she would be back to normal and would ask for more. I was not as worried as the first time.
Now that I was looking at her, lying there in the foam, I agreed with myself that the forced feeding was the best thing that could have happened to her. She regained a good 20lbs during the past year, and her weight was now stable. She looked much healthier than when I first met her. Additionally, her sex drive skyrocketed. She suspected that this would happen. From an insane sex drive, she went to ultra crazy sex drive. Just pronouncing her name unexpectedly was a risk to make her come. It was absurd.
The box was, initially, an attempt to calm her down. But Kitty was an endless reservoir of sex now and couldn't have enough of it. I guess one of the reasons why I accepted to put her in there was so I could get a break.
I lifted her out of the box and carried her limp body upstairs. I laid her down on the bed. I grabbed a book and sat next to her. In an hour or two, she would slowly regain her composure. I would unzip her suit, and then she would disappear in the bathroom for a long, long shower and self TLC. Only after this routine, she would come back and talk to me about her experience, as fresh as before.
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Kitty spent longer than usual in the bathroom. Based on the noises I was hearing, she was removing all the glued electrodes from her skin. After wearing them for a while, she probably decided that it was about the right time to gift herself with an extended break from her sex-coffin.
Spending a lot of time in it was not all she wanted in life. Her last runs were two of five days and one of eleven days with only two or three days of rest in between. Kitty was not an idiot. Her love for the evil box was undeniable, but she also wanted to spend some time with me as well. She loved me very much and knew I was struggling with loneliness. We did all we could to keep our couple healthy, and it involved sacrifices from both sides.
Her recovery routine completed, she trotted back to our room, where I was waiting for her.
"Zip me!"
Of course, she always needed help to close the lovable, girly, and sexy pink catsuit. Cosmetically, outside the new color, it looked a lot like her old broken black one, but technically, it was a much better product. It was a bit more sturdy, better overall quality, and the sweet padded paws made her life much more complicated and enjoyable. As I was zipping it up, it was my only opportunity to see the human inside the suit. She didn't want me to, but she understood that there was no other choice. The only thing I could see and touch while performing that task was her long straight black hair and the skin of her back.
I respected her wish to only present herself as a latex cat to me, so I tried to keep my actions to a minimum. I moved her hair out of the way and tried not to caress her real skin on purpose. But I wanted to. It was so hard to resist. I could have easily done it as Kitty was super weak. She couldn't prevent me from removing her suit by force; however, knowing it would break all the trust we had in each other, I always refrained from doing so.
Loving latex so much, I quickly forgot about my human skin desire as soon as her body was fully encased. I still couldn't believe that my girlfriend was a latex lover. What were the odds? I didn't want to lose that no matter what. Her suit turned me on, and it would remain that way for a very long time. That aside, I still missed her old black catsuit.
"I prefer this one to your old one. But I'm still missing your first one. We should get you more suits so you can alternate colors."
She climbed on top of me and started to cuddle.
"I don't know. I don't like changing suits. I like this one a lot. It is not the first time you suggest it. Maybe we can look into it ... eventually."
"That's what it was ... a suggestion. I'm fine with my helpless pink Kitty. How are you feeling? No brain damage after 11 days?"
"Hey, the sex-coffin is not worse than watching TV all day while eating chips. My brain is just fine. I wish you'd come to talk to me more often, though, and that maximum punishment is kind of extreme. It hurts a lot," she said.
"Yes, but you decided to add it yourself and set it to 1%. What is the big deal?"
"I'll increase it again."
"Why am I not surprised? Pervy girl. You are so funny, sometimes. Do you remember that you don't even like pain?"
"Meow. I know. Pain sucks. But not having control is a bit hot."
She hit the nail on the head. Kitty never liked pain. As a typical girly girl, she was sensitive and loved tenderness and affection. Pain was not something on her wish list. An occasional slap on the butt was fun, she had no problem with it, but besides that, she needed comfort and pleasure. If I put her in bondage and it caused some pain, she would ask me to redo it differently. A pressure point at the wrong place would spoil the fun of her predicament.
But yet, her obsession with losing control made her cross that frontier. Knowing that she could receive pain and that she couldn't do anything about it was such a turn on for her. This continuous reward was how she was able to cope with what she didn't want in certain situations. I didn't like to hurt her, so I was glad the sex-coffin was doing it for me on some rare occasions.
Kitty kept cuddling with me while lying down on my chest. She needed some answer as to why I stopped her fun earlier.
"So why did you stop the box? I don't remember what you said at all," she asked.
"I didn't say much. It was not something I wanted to discuss while you were getting tickled."
"Tickled? I almost passed out."
"Kitty, I did what you suggested."
I dropped the news just like that. I knew Kitty was the one that proposed that I meet up with other women while she was unavailable. I knew that. But yet, I feared her reaction. Hurting her feelings was the last thing I wanted. I wouldn't forgive myself if that were to happen. She paused after I announced it. But then she sat on my belly and put her two cushioned rubber paws on my chest.
"Really? You did it?"
"Yes."
Another awkward pause. Kitty was just staring at me, with her cute rubber face and her little feeding tube in the nostril. Then I saw it ... her famous corner of the mouth upward twitch.
"Kitty ... Are you trying to retain your smile again?"
"Pfff... hahaha ... REALLY?"
Now she was laughing out loud. I was not sure what was so funny in seeing me worrying myself to death, but she certainly didn't take the announcement badly, which was a relief.
"Yes, really. But it is not going to work."
"Aaaah! I'm so proud of you for trying. I didn't think you would have the guts to do it," she said.
"Hey, now. Be nice! It was hard."
"Cute?"
"Her? ... Yes. She is as tiny as you."
"Smart?"
"Very."
"Hot sex?"
"... We just cuddled and kissed."
"Really? So you didn't do what I suggested then," she retorted.
"Ah, come on, Kitty. It is not like all the girls are sex maniacs like you. It was just nice and comfortable. I was not ready for more anyway. You are my one," I said.
"I know I am, and this is why I told you to go play with another girl. I am not scared that you'd leave me. Anyway, I'm not surprised that you kept things simple. You're cute. You always think way too much instead of enjoying the moment. But I'm still proud of you."
She poked me on the forehead with her paw. She then let her body fall back down on my chest and wiggled a bit to get comfy before restarting the interrogation.
"So, why do you say it won't work? Feeling too guilty?"
"That is not it. I can fight the feeling. It is more that it is not what I want deep down. What I want is you, Kitty. Not a one night stand."
"I know. We are trying to find a good balance here," she said, knowing we had this conversation numerous times before.
"Yes, but Erika planted some good thoughts into my head. I wanted to know what you'd think."
"Erikaaaa ... Erikaaaa ... Such a sexy name. Okay, what did she say? By the way, I need to pee again."
"Sorry. You can't. We are having a discussion, just wait. So, what Erika said is that we should find someone that we would learn to love, and that would become part of our family."
"Polygamy!"
"Uh? ... Said like that, you make it sound weird, Kitty."
"Mark, a cat is a cat. It is polygamy. And ... really? Interesting."
"See, you are confused about it too. In a nutshell, she said that our lifestyle is atypical, and because of what we like to do, there is potential room for a person that will complement our couple. So, how much do you like women?" I asked.
"How much do you like men?" Kitty counter-asked.
"Fair enough! But while you are occupied, I would be the one that would have to deal with the 3rd person."
"If she is a cat, I can tolerate her."
"A cat? I doubt we will ever find another someone like you, sorry to break it to you."
"Erika, she is not a cat?"
"No, she is a red-haired girl with freckles. She did find you cute, though, when I showed her your pictures."
"So, she is gonna move in?"
"Woah! Erika suggested that we find someone else; she didn't ask to join our family. You are going a bit too fast, don't you think?"
"It is amazing how little you know about how people, Mark. You should listen to yourself, it is funny."
As if she was convinced that I was wrong, she didn't hesitate to make me feel it. She didn't even meet Erika once, and she already thought that the girl could be a good candidate to expend our household? I knew kitty, much better than before, and she may have picked up on something that had eluded me. As she said, I was not that good at reading minds. It was worth listening to what she had to say. Kitty sat on my belly again.
"If she told you, it is because she considers it herself. Simple as that. Say, did she tell you what she thought about a threesome?"
"No ... wait ... Yes, Erika did mention something at the pub yesterday."
"I bet she was open to considering it."
How did Kitty do that? It was a mystery. What kind of creature could think that quickly and always be right? She left me in the dust before the race even started.
"... Yes. She was."
"Call her!"
"What? No! She just left yesterday."
"Call her!"
"Kitty, stop."
"Call her!"
"No. Why do you want me to call her?"
"Invite her back here."
Kitty stretched her arm and tried to reach my phone that was sitting on the nightstand. I stopped her and grabbed it before she smashed it on the ground with her cuddly paws; it happened before.
"Call her. Now. On speakerphone, I want to hear."
She was putting one of her paws on my face while still trying to reach the phone with the other.
"Kitty, you are impossible. Ok! Ok! ... I'll do it. Stop! Leave my phone alone."
"Wait, unzip your pants first!" she ordered.
"Why?"
"I want to give you a blowjob while you are talking to her, it would turn me on."
At that point, I almost had regrets. I should have left Kitty inside the sex coffin for a couple more weeks. In the end, I was not going to win, and she knew it. I pulled my cock out, and Kitty took it in her mouth and started sucking it quietly. I placed a hand on top of her latex head, and I dialed Erika's number with my free hand. I put my phone on speaker as Kitty asked me.
"Hello?"
"Hey Erika, it's Mark."
"Well, well, well! It didn't take long. I thought we said we were going to text."
"I'm sorry about that, but I told Kitty about you, and she was curious."
"She asked you to call me? Haha ... Cute."
"Aaaaaaanh ... mmmm!"
Why in the world was Kitty doing that for? That was so rude ... She asked me to call Erika, and she let out some loud moans while I'm talking. I tried to push her head away from my cock using my hand.
"Kitty .. shhh! What are you doing?"
"Mark? Are you fucking her right now?" Erika asked.
Oh god!
"No! ... I'm not! ... Kitty, stop!"
"Aaaaannh! Aaaaannh!"
Kitty kept moaning like a whore. It sounded fake, and it was fake, I could easily tell. She was doing it on purpose to embarrass me. Erika didn't have the reaction I expected. Apparently, I was the only one that was freaking out about Kitty's impolite behavior. Erika started to laugh.
"Haha. Am I on speakerphone? Kitty, what are you doing to him?"
"I'm giving him a blowjob. He likes it a lot!"
I wanted to die. I fell into a trap, and it was so humiliating. Erika continued the conversation.
"Well, he loves you very much, you know, I'm jealous. Don't stop until he comes twice. Okay?"
"Got it!" responded Kitty.
"Hey Mark, I have to go now. I'm at a clothing store. Are you available this coming Friday night? I want to see Kitty."
"... Y ... Yes."
"Cool! See you, you two. Have fun!"
Click!
What just happened? What just happened? Was I so weak that everybody could manipulate me like a puppet at will? And Kitty was really working hard on my cock now. I was already about to come.
"Kitty ..."
"Cum! We will talk after ..."
I was ready, so it was not a difficult thing to do. I shot a big load inside her throat. That was pretty much the only thing she was eating these days now that she had a feeding tube installed. She swallowed it all, but yet, she wouldn't stop sucking.
"Kitty, I came ... stop ... it's sensitive."
"No. Erika said to cum twice!"
I was going to auction that rubber cat!
After what she did, I threw Kitty in her crate and left her there for three whole days. I also made her believe that I was overfeeding her to make her gain more weight. I told her I'd make her fat and force her to wear a pig suit. She wasn't too sure if I was serious or not on that one. That kept her a bit quieter during her punishment. Of course, I provided her with several sex toys, so she didn't get too bored.
The days rolled by, and Friday quickly arrived. There was a certain febrility in the air. I was anxious since Erika would meet Kitty in person for the first time, and Kitty was eager because she couldn't wait to meet her. One thing we had to decide was how the latex cat was going to greet her. Should she be locked in her crate? Should she be hogtied on the couch? Should she be running free?
"The crate!" said Kitty.
Those were useless questions. Kitty had her mind made up already. Needless to say that she would also be wearing her full rubber catsuit and her pink collar. She didn't wear it often anymore; we forgot about it most of the time. Her suit wasn't locked most of the time, either. We mostly added those accessories when we felt a bit more frisky.
"Alright, crate it is."
I pushed her inside it with the side of my foot and closed the door. The padlocks went on. I left the keys on top of it. Somehow, I wasn't too worried about Erika seeing this kinky scene. She did enter the crate for fun when she was here last time and thought it was cool. Now we only had to wait for our red-haired friend.
I was nervous. One thing I didn't tell Kitty was that after spending a full day with Erika last week, I thought I was starting to develop feelings for her. I pushed them back down, as I was not ready to accept them, but I knew they were there. I thought about it on several occasions during the past few days. Those feelings didn't appear during or after our long cuddle and make-out session.
They first appeared at the pub when I was telling her all about Kitty. My feelings for my rubber catgirl were powerful, but on that night, there was something new. I was attracted to Erika. She was so lovely, so funny, so open-minded and smart. All the things that I love in a person. It was not an instant crush like I had with Kitty at the bookstore; it was something just more mature, perhaps it was because she was a bit older. Who knew?
The more I was thinking about this, the more I started to understand why Kitty insisted so hard to invite Erika back in a hurry. Kitty was incredibly perceptive. She could read my mind like nobody else. I was wondering if, when I told her about Erika, she sensed that I was perhaps falling for that new person. That was definitely something Kitty would have picked up on. It made so much sense that it was scary.
Ding!
Erika arrived. I let her in, and she gave me a big hug. I kind of wanted to kiss her too, but it felt a bit awkward.
"Aaah, it's so nice to see you again. I kind of missed those hugs," she said.
Before I could even reply, and that was funny, she jogged straight to the living room to find the crate holding Kitty prisoner and crouched down in front of it. It was as if she predicted that it would be her location. She put her backpack aside and plunged her two arms inside the cage to cuddle her.
"OMG! You are so adorable! I'm so jealous."
"Thank you. I'm Kitty!"
Erika was thrilled to meet her finally. Very excited. It was a cute scene to see them interacting with each other for the first time. Erika pulled on Kitty's ears, and Kitty showed off her cushioned paws. They gave me the impression that they were already best friends. Erika then turned to me and asked me something rather unexpected.
"Mark, I have a weird favor to ask?"
"Kitty is mine. You cannot keep her."
"Haha. No. I know that. I want to make a trade with you ..."
"A trade? What do you mean?"
"I will give you a long deep kiss, and in exchange, you leave me alone with Kitty for a couple of hours," she said.
"Well, that sounds hot. I want to see that kiss," added Kitty, trying to peek through her crate's door.
What a strange request. I was all for the deep kiss, but I wasn't so sure I wanted to leave them alone together. They had never met before, after all ... and I wanted to spend time with them too. It was probably that second reason that bugged me the most. But, of course, I vocalized the former to look more manly.
"I don't know, guys ... You don't know each other. What are you planning to do with Kitty, Erika?"
"Haha ... nothing. I just want to get to know her one on one, that's all."
"Mark, I want to see that kiss! Mmm," Kitty insisted, a bit turned on.
"Why do I have to leave? Leaving the house?"
"Come on, Mark, you know I was looking forward to meeting her. Kitty and I will cuddle with you all night when you come back if the kiss isn't enough."
"Okay, now that's very hot ... Mark, get out!" kitty added in a cheerful tone.
Okay, that deal suddenly got better, indeed. Cuddling with two cute girls all night? The thought was making me hard. Ah, well, why not? Erika was obsessed with Kitty last time, so this was probably a dream come true to meet her. I didn't want to spoil her fun. It was odd, I didn't want to leave, but rationally speaking, she was not asking for much. I grabbed Erika by the waist and made sure Kitty could see us.
"Make it count!" I said to Erika.
"Aaanh!" Kitty moaned
I started kissing the small Erika. She put all her heart into it. We kissed for probably 2-3 minutes, and she became all warm and even moaned a little before it ended. That was way more than I expected. My feelings for her were definitely present. She was bold and awesome. I'm pretty sure Kitty had her two paws down to her crotch.
"Alright, girls. When you are done getting to know each other, just text me. I'll go get a coffee at the mall. But don't let me rot forever, okay?"
I grabbed my keys and coat and headed out to my car.
I waited at the mall for what seemed an eternity, but they were not exceeding the reasonable limit of my patience. I was not too bored, though, it was actually nice to relax a bit.
One thing Kitty taught me during the past year was to be a little bit less inside my head. Sitting here at the mall, in front of a coffee shop, eating a muffin, I was observing the different people walking past me. Everybody was different, and I wondered what kind of relationships they had at home.
Was my relationship with Kitty that weird? It was surely special, but I couldn't be the only one with a girlfriend that had an intense rubber fetish. It was nice to observe, to be in the present moment. To wonder about what was going on around me, and not worrying about anything. My cell phone vibrated, pulling me out of my self-exploratory experience.
Bzzz! "Come."
Bzzz! "Now."
Bzzz! "Love much."
If I had a fear that Erika took over Kitty's cell phone, I was reassured. Only she could type that way. Love much. That was cute. I texted her back.
"You girls are having fun?"
Bzzz! "Yes. She is gone."
"Erika is gone?"
Bzzz! "Yes. Come. Surprise."
"Alright. I'm on my way."
Kitty was using her mouth to text me on her phone with a touch pen. I wasn't going to ask her for a complete report. I was wondering what would be the surprise, but I was more curious to know why Erika left. I was looking forward to cuddling with two cute girls all night. I had never experienced that, so it was a bit sad.
A few minutes later, I got back to my house and walked up the stairs to the living room. There was nobody. The cage was open, but nothing else.
"Kitty? Where are you?"



No answer. I knew Erika left because her car was gone, but I hoped she had not abducted my girlfriend, that wouldn't be funny. I looked around some more and climbed up another flight of stairs and entered my bedroom. Kitty was sitting on the bed, a little feeding tube in the nose and catheter dangling from her crotch as usual. But something was different with her this time.
"Ah! Here you are. Why didn't you answer when I was calling? Hey, why did Erika leave? And what is this over your eyes? A blindfold? Did she put that on you?"
Kitty just groaned. She pointed at something random with her paw or something. That blindfold was a new addition. I sat next to her and took a closer look. Her new blindfold was all perforated. Could she see anything? I went to pull it off her face, but she slapped my hand with her cushy paw and groaned again.
"Well, at least I know you can see me now. Why are you not talking? Where is Erika? Hey, that pink lipstick is new too. That's cute. What did she do to you?"
Kitty never wore lipstick or any makeup for that matter. It was a bit of a strange scene. It made me wonder what she was trying to achieve. I couldn't see her eyes, so it was challenging to know what was going on. Then she pointed with her little paw again at a piece of paper that was sitting on the nightstand. That was what she was trying to do since I got into the bedroom. It was a note. I was pretty sure there would be a couple of answers in there. I picked it up and started reading. It was from Erika.
"Hi Mark, I'm sorry, something came up, and I cannot stay tonight. I'll be back tomorrow, I promise. So as an apology, I prepared Kitty for you. I hid her eyes behind a perforated blindfold (I wanted to give her later tonight, ah well), put some cute makeup on her, and told her that she was not allowed to speak until tomorrow.
You told me Kitty loved to lose control, and I thought a touch of mystery would do some good to your relationship. I left you a surprise too. I wanted to share it with you guys, but you can get it even if I'm not here. Ask her about that later, she knows about it.
Enjoy your evening, guys, I should be back around noon tomorrow. Wait for me before having lunch. Otherwise, I'll gut you like a fish.
PS: I don't think Kitty liked my "you can't speak" idea and blindfold. But I told her that I'd not cuddle with her tomorrow if she didn't comply. Make sure to tell me if she fails, and we will punish her. >:)"
That was Erika, alright. Well, I was sad that she had to go, but that was nice. Kitty and I didn't do a lot of things like that, mysterious things. I turned to Kitty. She was sitting like a cat next to me. I had to use this opportunity to make fun of her situation.
"You totally got blackmailed. So this was all Erika's idea? Kitty, you got yourself in trouble again. Hehe. I will absolutely tell her if you fail."
She groaned some more and gave me her usual corner of the lip upward twitch. I could tell she was not so happy about this plan. She got blackmailed, and she had no choice. All was good, Kitty being kitty wrapped her arms around my neck and started to kiss me deeply. She was so good at it, I could kiss a thousand women, and I would find her in the mass just because of how good she was. She lets a couple of those erotic moans out. I was getting excited. Still, I broke the kiss.
"Kitty, you are so hot. But what is the surprise she was talking about?"
I wanted this surprise. Kitty just groaned at me again, pointing at her mouth, indicating that she shouldn't talk. She wanted to, but probably wanted to cuddle Erika even more tomorrow.
The rubber cat tugged on my arm clumsily and pushed me on my back. Then she tried unsuccessfully to pull down my pants, so I assisted her with this task. She moved my hand to her crotch, obviously wanting something from me right now.
A splash of pussy juice came out when I unzipped her. We didn't fuck in a while, so I understood why she was wet like this, but this was something else. Maybe Erika played with her for a bit before leaving too. I won't know for sure until tomorrow. She was dripping and moaning. She didn't wait for a second to put my cock inside her vagina, all the way in, in one shot. The heat of her pussy was off the chart.
She fucked me so hard while moaning more and more. For some reason, her orgasm was taking much more time to build up than usual. It was fun to watch how frustrated she was today. She wanted to cum but couldn't. Slowly she was getting there, though. I was doing what I could with my hands to assist her. By massaging her small engorged breast, rubbing her neck and pulling her into deep kisses, caressing her tiny waist and body, she was getting closer. I couldn't get enough of my Kitty.
Then it just happened I felt her pussy starting to quiver and clench, and a massive orgasm washed over her in a way that I had never seen before. It was so hot that I also came at the same time, filling her pussy with a huge load of warm cum. At least that is what I liked to tell myself.
Kitty collapsed on my chest, and her small body trembled and shivered, still assaulted by sexual waves. I guessed this intensity was the reward for trying something different. I tried to calm her down by rubbing her back with my hands and whispering tender words in her cat ears. We just stayed there cuddling tenderly.
"That was something else. You never had one like this before."
"Mmmm mmm ..."
She just kept moaning softly as I was calming her down.
"I love you, Kitty. I love you so much. You are amazing."
She lifted her head and looked at me with a discreet smile. Even through her strange perforated blindfold, I could feel the gentleness in her eyes.
"You know what ... I like this blindfold of yours, let's keep it for a while, ok? Not just tonight. I think it's cool."
"Ok!" she said in a barely audible whisper.
"Hey, no talking! Whispering is talking. Unless you want Erika to punish you tomorrow?"
"pffff"
We stayed like this for a while and had a small nap. The first day I met her, I remembered that I laid down on the couch and she fell asleep on my chest. Back then, she told me that she liked doing this. Since then, we did it all the time. We drifted off to sleep for short naps all the time; it was our thing as lovers.
When we woke up, it was time to eat. As usual, I sat Kitty on top of the kitchen Island and began preparing her liquid meal.
"So, you are not gonna tell what my surprise is?"
Kitty shook her head.
"I see ... I have to guess then?"
Kitty nodded again.
"What if I overfeed you again, will you talk?"
Kitty shook her head no.
"Alright, then. Let's put that to the test. Extra-large food portion coming!"
Kitty groaned ... but what was she going to do to stop me?
"Okay, then ... mmm Is it a dog?"
Kitty groaned and shook her head no.
"Hehe, you are a tough nut to crack tonight."
I walked up to her with the big syringe containing a meal and a half. She hated it when I overfed her. I connected it to her feeding tube.
"Last chance to tell me! No? Okay, here it comes."
I injected the large quantity of food right to her tiny stomach. It only took 15 seconds. The paw she put on her stomach, and the long groan she emitted were a reflection of her discomfort. It was almost making me feel irresponsible.
"Haha. Poor Kitty, that was mean. I'm sorry. Here, come, we are going to make you pee, and we will watch a movie and cuddle. Would that work?"
She nodded and wrapped her arms around my neck for a deep kiss. She always did that after I fed her. I grabbed her by the waist and put her down on the floor. After a quick pitstop to the washroom, I carried to the living room while kissing her some more.
We never watched movies together as she was not interested in TV stuff. She always told me that it was boring. I didn't know if Erika talked to her or something, but she seems much calmer tonight. She didn't complain when I proposed this activity, and I didn't even know how much she could see through this weird blindfold. Well, at least I was going to enjoy a movie with my girlfriend for once.
I picked something a bit girly, and for some odd reason, it seemed to work because she cuddled me during the whole thing, to my great joy. I don't think she watched it at all. Perhaps, that was all she wanted, just to cuddle.
After the movie, the mute Kitty stood up and poorly tried to explain something to me. She was really bad at miming. Making fun of her for that was more than likely why I got punched in the chest again by her cushy paw. I had no clue what she was trying to tell me. She bolted to the kitchen and started rummaging in one of the cupboards. The brave rubber cat didn't call for help. She quickly came back, holding something in her arms. She sat back on my lap and showed the item to me.
"Whiskey? Is this the surprise that Erika mentioned in her note?"
She nodded.
"Oh wow, that is a good bottle too. Are you sure it is okay if we open it without her?"
She nodded again. She pushed the bottle against my chest and tapped on the cap with her little paw.
"Ok, are you drinking with me? Remember what happened last Christmas ..."
She groaned.
"Haha, yeah, you are trying to forget ... So, you want to drink it normally, or you want it in your feeding tube?"
She brought her paw to her chin and cocked her head to the side, thinking. Then decided to point at her nose.
"Okay then, mute latex Kitty. I'll be back."
I went to the kitchen and grabbed a small glass and a syringe. It was bizarre, but I liked this little game of not talking tonight. No eyes, no words. It was forcing me to communicate differently. I felt as if it was deepening the already solid bond I had with Kitty.
I sat back on the couch, and Kitty sat back on my lap with her knees on each side of my hips, I felt grateful. Grateful to Kitty, of course, for being so awesome, cute, and funny. But this feeling extended to Erika, that set in motion this whole evening as an apology for dropping the ball on us.
"You know what Kitty, I love you so much. I don't know what I'd do without you. You are the helpless one most of the time, but I feel that I am the helpless one tonight. You are so fantastic."
She leaned forward and gave me a deep sensual kiss before tapping on the whiskey bottle again.
"Ha! Right. You only care about that tonight."
Kitty nodded.
I filled up my glass to gauge approximately a small portion and plunged the syringe in it to fill it up. I connected it to Kitty's feeding tube and injected the liquid directly through her nose and down to her stomach. She paused ... waited ... then she roughly slapped the syringe off my hand. It went flying to the other end of the room.
"Haha .. What was that about? Did you just realize you couldn't taste it? It was a crime, right?"
She groaned and nodded. That was hilarious. Then she tapped me on the mouth with her paw.
"Ok, sure, my turn ..."
I filled my glass a bit, but before I could drink it, Kitty surprised me. She put her paws on my hand and guided the glass to her lips. With my help, she sucked the alcohol and leaned forward to kiss me. The delicious liquid warmed up by her love and affection was slowly transferred to my mouth.
Okay ... THAT might have been the hottest thing I had ever done with her. I got a hard-on right away for some reason. There was something so sexual about drinking hard liquor that way. Kitty felt what was happening in my pants and, of course, started rubbing her crotch on my bulge. I was the luckiest person on Earth.
No words were needed. We had a shared understanding of what we needed. I quickly lowered my pants and underwear and unzipped Kitty's crotch. She sat back down and inserted my cock inside herself. It was not more to fuck than to be closer to each other.
We stayed like this, and we slowly went back and forth with the whiskey and the hips movement. Sometimes Kitty was drinking, and sometimes she was making me drink through her erotic kisses. Soon enough, we were both drunk. We went too far. Way too far. We could barely hold ourselves up. At that point, Kitty slid down to the floor, or falling might have been a more appropriate word to describe it. I was so hammered, but I knew what she wanted to do. She gave me the best drunken blowjob of my life.
The evening ended when Kitty tapped once more on the whiskey bottle. She was already destroyed, and so was I. So a bit more wouldn't change anything. Yeah, that was called impaired judgment. Because I was so drunk, I overfilled the glass. In a desperate instinctive attempt to not kill the now distorted Kitty, I found enough mental strength to reconsider.
"No! Kitty, sorry, this is too much for you, you'll get sick."
She put her paw on my arm and used her voice for the first time tonight.
"It is fine."
"You ... you sure?"
"Yes, I can take it. I have Irish genes."
What the fuck was she talking about? She was Caucasian-Asian, not Irish. I was hammered, and she was smashed. Nothing made sense anymore. I barely knew where I was and what I was doing. Ah, whatever. I brought the glass to her lips and made her drink it while she was giggling ... There was still one-third left, which I took care of. If she wasn't going to regret this, I knew I would. She stood up unsteadily and gave me a deep kiss ... before falling back down on the thick carpet.
She dragged herself to her crate and crawled inside it, not without hitting her head twice on the frame. I locked the door and connected her urine bag to her catheter. I barely had enough consciousness to remember how to do actions that I did so often in the past. I then squeezed a big bottle of water through the bars of her door; she was undoubtedly going to need it.
"Good night Kitty .. see you tomorrow."
"Good night Mark!"
I went upstairs and dropped like a rock on my bed, and my brain turned off like an old black and white TV instantaneously.
***
In the middle of the night, while I was trying to survive the extreme drunkenness, I felt something pushing me.
"Mark! Wake up!"
I cracked one eye open but was obviously not awake at all. The whole room was spinning, making me very nauseous. In the darkness, I deciphered Kitty's face ... she was trying to talk to me.
"W... what do you want? Go away!"
"Pee. Bad! Help!"
"... Let me sleep!"
I tried to push her away, but my hand only pushed air. I was still way too drunk to understand any basic forms of human language. I had no clue what time it was, but I wasn't going to wake up. Words kept coming but kept refracting on my sleeping aura before reaching my ears. Then I felt a big hit in my ribs.
"Oww! What the fuck do you want? Leave me alone!"
"PEE ... NOW! IT HURTS!"
"Aaaah ... " I groaned.
My juicy brain must have understood enough to activate a handful of emergency synapses. I extended my arm to Kitty's crotch and pulled the clamp off her catheter, and threw it away.
"Let me sleep!"
Kitty dashed to the washroom as she was leaking pee everywhere, unable to control the flow at all. The clamp was gone, broken.
***
Dry ... My brain ... dry. It was as if it shriveled inside my skull, I thought. I could see a bit of sunlight trying to peek through the heavy curtains. What time was it? Why was I so miserable? I rolled to my back, and slowly, my neurons were firing back up one by one ... 5 trillion to go.
I was trying to remember how I ended up in this weakened state. Kitty ... Oh yes ... Kitty. What a fantastic evening. It was crazy. I had to say; it was probably one of the best nights I ever had with her so far. I could have been frustrated by her mutism, but I decided to play along, and it was the best decision ever.
But right now ... I needed water more than anything in the world. I dragged my carcass out of bed and started walking toward the bathroom.
"Why ... Why is the floor all wet? What happened here?"
I stupidly looked at the ceiling to see if there was a leak, it was quite rainy recently, but I saw nothing out of the ordinary. The trail of wetness was going all the way to the toilet in the bathroom. What in the world happened here? Was the toilet leaking?
I tossed a big towel to the floor and started drying it. I stopped for a second in front of the sink. Water ... source of life. I filled up a glass and gulped it down in one shot before refilling it. Slowly, I made my way back to the bedroom while pushing the towel with my foot ... the trail of liquid entered my bedroom.
"What in the world ..."
For the life of me, I couldn't remember anything about this. Was I that drunk? I got into the room and opened up the curtains carefully. It was bright outside. Nope, it didn't rain. I looked at my watch, and it was indicating 10:17 am. I whispered to myself.
"Jesus ... Did I drink that much? Kitty must be in terrible shape inside her crate. Pretty sure she drank as much as me. I better go check on her right away."
"I'm right here."
I turned around in shock. That voice ... that rubber cat ... Here she was, lying down on my bed, wearing her pink suit, weird blindfold, and novelty pink lipstick. She was also squeezing a large towel between her legs.
"Kitty? What the hell are you doing here?"
"I live here, remember?" she retorted.
"Didn't I put you in your crate last night?" I asked, totally confused.
"Does it look like it?"
"I ... put you in your crate ... I'm sure of it."
"You were drunk, my love," she said with a certain sarcasm.
"You were drunk too, my love. Wow ... I don't know what was in that whiskey then. Hey, what's up with that towel between your legs?"
"You broke my catheter clamp last night; now I can't stop leaking."
"I ... I did?"
I had no recollection of what she was telling me. But yet, she must have been right, why would she make that up? Clearly, she was not in her crate, and she was indeed leaking, plus all that water in the hallway, that must have been pee. I didn't remember a thing.
"I'm so sorry, Kitty. We will take care of that right now. Come."
As I led her back to the bathroom, holding the towel to her crotch, I thought she was in perfect shape for someone that small that drank that much.
"You seem ... well."
"I'm hungry."
"What? Even with that super sized portion, I gave you yesterday as a punishment? You ate more than me, and you are hungry? That is unlike you."
"I don't know, Mark ... Feed me."
"Okay, weird ... Let me clamp that thing off first."
After fixing her catheter issue, we went downstairs straight to the kitchen. As usual, I sat her on top of the kitchen island and started preparing her food.
"Regular portion this morning, else it is true that you'll get bigger."
"I don't want to get bigger. Bleh! So did you have fun last night?"
"Are you kidding, Kitty? Yes, It was amazing last night. Thanks for everything. We should do this more often."
"It was Erika's idea. You'll have to thank her. Did you love me last night?" she asked.
"Ok, it didn't look like it this morning, but, obviously, you drank too much. What kind of question is that? I always love you."
"I know that. But last night, from when we made love until we got drunk. Out of ten, how much did you love me? Like in, you really liked all I did, and you wanted more of it over and over."
"Ten ... Absolutely ten," I said with conviction.
"Feed me. I want to show you something."
"Another surprise for me?"
"Yes, but it is not whiskey. Feed me!"
Good, I really didn't want more whiskey at this point. Happy to obey her highness the sexy latex catgirl, I injected her breakfast in the tube, followed by a bit of water to rinse it off. As usual, I was rewarded with a deep kiss from Kitty. She jumped down the island and grabbed my hand with her cushioned little paws, and put it over her shoulder to tug me along.



"Living room."
"Ok? ... Why the mysterious attitude?"
I followed her lead, staring at her cat ears from behind. Then she told me to sit on the couch, which I did, and she sat like a cat next to me and waited.
"Okay? ... We are on the couch. Now what?"
"Nothing, we wait."
"We wait? What are ..."
"Shhh ... Stop talking. Wait. It will happen soon."
The next few minutes were very long. I had no clue what Kitty was referring to, and nothing was happening. She looked bored too. She was looking at her own paws, even licking them.
"Kitty ... your surprise is boring ..."
"I know ... sorry, but wait ... I'm sure it will happen."
She stood up and walked to her pink crate and looked at it. Then she kicked the closed door with her foot, which made the hasps rattle loudly. Then she quickly ran back and jumped on the couch next to me.
"What the hell, Kitty? What was that for?"
Then it happened ... A female lamentation came out of the crate.
"Aaaaah ... My fucking head!"
That voice ...
"... Son of a bitch! That was way too much! Fucking hell."
Those colorful words ...
I thought at that specific moment; I had died. There was no word to describe what I was feeling. I was entirely frozen and didn't dare to breathe or move anymore. This familiar voice came from Kitty's crate. It wasn't a dream. On the side of the box was the urine bag almost at capacity. It was betraying the fact that someone was hooked up to it. I didn't notice it at all because Kitty was on the couch next to me, and she was the only person that ever made use of it. Then something hit the door from the inside of the crate, making the padlocks rattle loudly. I jumped.
Like a torrent of memories, I recalled every single detail of my evening with Kitty the day before. The way we fucked, the way we played in the kitchen, the way we kissed, the way we cuddled in front of a movie, the erotic way we drank, and very precisely the way I put her back in her cage and locked her in for the night. Those were vivid memories. I wanted to die.
"Kitty ..."
"Yes?"
"Why are you not in your crate?"
"What are you talking about? I am."
"No. No, you are not! You are sitting on the couch next to me. Why are you not in the crate?"
"I told you. I am. Go take a look," she said giggling.
I would have loved to, but I couldn't move. I was paralyzed, confused, distressed. Kitty started to make fun of me.
"Haha ... What's wrong, Mark? ... What if I told you that I taught her to move like me, to kiss like me, to moan like me ... Not bad for a 2 hours crash course. I'm pretty proud of her and myself, I'd say."
HER!
Somehow I found enough strength to stand up and step toward the crate. I sat down in front of it, and what I saw in it was ... Kitty ... or a copy of her. The pink sexy fetishist latex catgirl that I love so very much with all my heart was inside the crate, looking at me. But yet, she was also sitting on the couch, laughing at me.
"E ... ERIKA????"
"... Heeeeeeeey! Mark ... hehe ... helloooo."
"Is it really ... you? What in the world ..."
"Hee hee ... Well ... embarrassing a bit ... isn't it?"
I looked back at Kitty that was sitting on the couch ... then back at the crate ...
"No ... fucking ... way!" I said, totally mesmerized.
All the dots were connecting at the speed of light despite my efforts to deny reality. Since I came back from the mall yesterday, it was Erika all along. It was a big set up to make me believe she was gone and that I was having fun with Kitty.
Last night, I kissed Erika, I fucked Erika, I overfed Erika, I watched a movie with Erika, I got drunk with Erika, I got a blowjob from Erika ... I put Erika in the crate for the night ... The lipstick ... the blindfold ... It was to hide her true identity from me. Last night ... I had ... loved ... Erika!
My shaky hands grabbed the key from the top of the crate and unlocked the two big padlocks. I opened the two hasps and pulled the door open. Slowly the impossible pink sexy rubber cat crawled out. She slowly climbed on me, and while I was frozen, she gave me a big kiss on the mouth. This kiss was definitely from Erika this time ...
"Help me with this, would you," she said as she pointed at her crotch.
Having done this with Kitty a million times, my limbs moved on autopilot to disconnect her catheter, and I clamped it up. She then stood up and walked to the couch and sat next to Kitty, exactly like Kitty. They were perfect twins. After 10 seconds, my severely damaged mind couldn't tell them apart anymore.
I had no idea who was who. They both wore the exact same pink and white latex suit. They had the same ears and tail. Same soft cushioned paws. Similar body shape, same perforated blindfold concealing their identity and same pink lipstick hiding the color of their lips. They both had a feeding tube in the right nostril, and a catheter was dangling from their crotch. It was a mirror image. One of them spoke to the other.
"Do you think he will be okay?" she said.
"I don't know, he looks a bit lost," she said.
I had no idea who said what. This shouldn't be possible. How did this happen? Why? One of them talked again.
"Let's go upstairs to lay down on the bed. We can cuddle with him and chat about this. He looks in shock. I never quite saw him like this. I hope he is okay."
The two pink cats came to pick me up gently and led me upstairs. I just followed them like a zombie. They made me lie down on the bed before joining me, one on each side. I had no clue who was who. I never felt like this before. My emotions were so mixed up that I couldn't make head or tails of this insane situation.
"Let's make him relax a bit. You take the cock. I do the cuddling," she said.
"Works for me," she said.
What followed was unreal. I was there, on my bed, with two hypersexualized sexy latex catgirls, literally unable to resist their assault.
I really wanted my girlfriend right now, to reassure me, to take care of me, to save me ... but there were two of her.
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"I don't care. What is the difference?"
I was there, sitting on my bed, and before me, there were two identical girly latex cats. After abusing my traumatized body for the past two hours, they removed their perforated blindfold, and I finally could tell which one was who. I tried to explain all over again what my point was.
I was tricked into thinking that Erika was Kitty and that it may not have been the same if I had known the truth right off the bat. Erika didn't want to hear about it and tried to hammer some sense into this thick skull of mine.
"You spent all evening with ME, not Kitty. She was hiding in a closet upstairs during all that time. You made love to me, and you fed me. We watched a movie and drank together. I'm the one who gave you a goodnight blowjob before you forced me to get super drunk."
I protested about that last point.
"Oh! Hey! You are the one that asked for that last glass. I wasn't going to give it to you, so don't put that on me."
"Ah, whatever ... The point is, you enjoyed being with me a lot, and you said you loved me."
Kitty jumped in.
"Yeah, you kind of told her that several times. It was hot. I was rubbing my crotch a lot, so I remember."
"Kitty! Don't encourage her!"
Kitty was just looking at us, smiling and having a blast. She enjoyed the whole situation a bit too much and did all she could to make it worse for me. She seemed so comfortable with this whole thing of having a copy of herself that pulled dirty tricks to me. I felt that, once more, I was traveling on the path of defeat. I sighed.
"Okay, kitties, yes, I enjoyed last night a lot. And yes, Erika, you were fantastic ..."
"He gave you a 10 out of 10."
Of course, kitty had to bring that up. Traitor! She even high-fived Erika on that one. I continued my speech despite the incessant teasing.
"Thing is, I was convinced that you were my girlfriend yesterday, and that is part of why I enjoyed it so much. Erika, you shouldn't have to copy Kitty in an attempt to give me what I want. What I want is for Erika to be Erika and Kitty to be Kitty."
There was a heavy silence in the bedroom. Erika looked at Kitty, half angry.
"Really? Is he always like this? I mean, it's cute and all, but ..."
"I fear he is," Kitty said while shaking her head.
Erika turned back to me for a second, then she climbed on top of me and sat on my hips before placing her two paws on my chest. Kitty always did the same when she wanted to explain some things to me. I became apprehensive. Then she punched me hard in the chest with her small rubber paw ... "Oof!" ... Kitty didn't pack a punch like that, so this was a new form of negotiation for me.
"Apologize to me!" she said.
"Hu? What for? What did I say? I was trying to be nice."
"I'm going to gut you. Apologize now!"
"Okay! I'm ... I'm sorry?"
The thought of being gutted was a deterrent to arguing any further. Erika was capable of such violence in her language when I was saying something she didn't like. She initiated what I would call a good scolding.
"I listened to you at the pub because I wanted to. I went to your place and cuddled and made out with you because I wanted to. I came back here yesterday because I wanted to. I did my best to copy Kitty perfectly because I wanted to, thanks to her amazing support and pointers, it worked well. I inserted a catheter and feeding tube into my body, desecrating it because I wanted to. I borrowed her personality because I wanted to. I made love to you because I wanted to. I let you force feed me because I wanted to. I let you control my bladder because I wanted to. I watched a movie with you and acted tenderly because I wanted to. I let you get me drunk because I wanted to. I let you lock me in the small crate all night because I wanted to."
Each one of her words was hitting me like a ton of bricks. She was far from being done with me.
"Now, many of those things I did yesterday were very hard for me, like this feeding tube, so weird. Many other things were such a turn on, like putting this expensive catsuit on and listening to Kitty telling me about all your love habits. Many things were embarrassing, like being scared to make Kitty feel bad if I were to sleep with you. And all that for what, you think?"
"I ..."
It was not a question to which she wanted me to answer, so she punched me in the chest again with her soft paw. She acted mad, but it felt more like she just wanted me to understand her a bit better.
"Let me finish. It was a lot of planning and effort and heart that I put into it to make this evening as fantastic as humanly possible. Why did I do all that, you think? Because I really wanted to. Oh, I SO wanted this to work. I wanted from the bottom of my heart to see both of you enjoy what I was trying to accomplish, what I was giving you. Deep inside, I was terrified, I was going very far with this, and I hoped so much that you guys would appreciate me. And thank God for Kitty, that right away understood my intention, and she did all she could to help me turn it into an amazing success. She even zipped my suit up with her teeth, which was very hard."
Erika put her heart into her speech, and I felt it. Kitty was leaning sideways behind her to get a better look at my face. I looked back at her for an instant, perhaps I wanted to be saved, but Erika put her rubber paw on my cheek, forcing me to pay attention.
"Look at me. I just want you to tell me very honestly, from your heart; Were you happy to spend the evening with me? It doesn't matter how I decided to behave, who I was trying to copy, or what I was trying to do. Did you love being with me last night? Yes, I tricked you, I know that well, but it was because I hoped, with all my love for you guys, that at the end of the day you'd have enjoyed what I gave you and accepted me because of it. Accepted me for what I wanted and loved to do."
All I had left in me was a paralyzed throat, and this big ball of emotion stuck in my chest. I was looking at Erika while every single word she had pronounced was exploding inside of me, destroying all the misconceptions I always had about people.
I was continually trying to make sure that what they were doing was for themselves and not only to please me. How selfish on my part to think that people would try to please me first and relegate themselves to the second rank. My intentions were pure; I was not doing it on purpose. I genuinely wanted people to be happy, therefore doing what they wanted to do.
This was what Erika just explained. I was the problem. This insistence I had in making sure other people were okay was the mirror of my lack of self-confidence. I was checking on them, to avoid checking on myself, because I was scared, like a child. Afraid of what would happen if I committed, fearful of the future, terrorized of not being good enough, apprehensive of what people would say. All of this was preventing me from letting my love flow. Other people could take care of themselves. The only thing I had to do on my side was to make them feel appreciated and loved.
What an imbecile I could sometimes be. Did I like Erika? Yes. Did I love what she did to me last night? Yes. What did I honestly feel about all that? Why was I trying to prevent myself from saying what I wanted to say since the first time I met Erika at the pub?
I placed my hands around Erika's pink rubber neck and gently rubbed her cheeks with my thumbs.
"I'm so sorry, Erika. You are right. I'm not sure why I'm fighting this. You were so amazing, and I was a fool to question your intentions. There is one thing that has been burning inside me since I met you at the pub. I'm developing feelings for you. All week I was thinking about you, trying to push the emotion back down. Maybe it is too early to say it, but ... I love you. I love you so very much."
I pulled her close to me and held her in a hug that I didn't want to ever let go, almost crying and hoping that the feeling was mutual.
"Awww, I didn't think you had it in you. You know what? That is how I felt too," Erika said.
***
Kitty was sitting in silence behind Erika and was witnessing a true declaration of love. She was watching from backstage, but it filled her heart with great joy. She was astonished by what Erika had just accomplished.
During this past year, she had built a great relationship with Mark. She knew she was loved, and she knew it was real. He had said the same words to her countless times, but it was a mere attempt to express what was burning inside him. Not once, he had managed to let it out with all his heart, like he just did with Erika.
There was a wall that he never managed to cross before. Kitty tried and tried, over and over, to help him pass it, but it never fully worked. Erika, with her intelligence and her smart words, and a touch of aggressiveness, finally made that wall crumble.
Yes, her boyfriend had just declared his true love to someone else, but it didn't matter. Kitty knew that from now on, Mark would be a better person, and this mental restraint gone would make their relationship skyrocket to a whole new level. She was even more in love with him than ever before.
***
Do amazing things for yourself and hope from the bottom of your heart that people will love you for it.
***
For the next hour, I cuddled my two pink latex kitties on the bed; it was so hot. They were so nice to me after I told Erika that I loved her. Kitty seemed very pleased about all this. As if it was not enough emotions, the two girls started kissing deeply in front of me, which was insanely pleasant to watch. There was no jealousy, just pleasure. Kitty initiated a rather unexpected discussion.
"Erika? You like me, right?"
"Of course, you are the cutest thing in the world."
"I really like you too."
"I know that! We are cat soulmates!"
"Ah! So you love me? Like you love Mark?"
"Let me show you how much I love you."
Erika pushed Kitty on her back, way rougher than I would have allowed myself to do. Kitty had no muscles to resist. Erika plunged her face between Kitty's already unzipped crotch and started eating her with an absolute passion.
"Aaaanh! No ... Erika! Wait! Aaaanh!"
This spectacle was priceless and made me instantly so hard. I knew how sensitive Kitty was down there, and Erika was going to learn about it. I had no intention to interfere. I just needed popcorn. The more Kitty was coming, the more it was clear to me that we had found the missing piece of our love puzzle.
Several orgasms later, Kitty was lying on top of Erika in front of me. She started to probe Erika about her intentions. She didn't even try to hide it; she wanted Erika to move in with us. It was not a discussion in which I wanted to be involved in right now. I preferred to let them fight a bit, and eventually, they would ask me what I thought. It was my house, after all.
"Move in with us!" Kitty said.
"Calm down. I have my own house, you know. I can't just decide to move here after spending a couple of hours with you guys."
"Move in with us!"
"Kitty, are you even listening to me?"
"No! You must move in!"
"Haha, you are way too much like how Mark described you."
Erika was wiggling under Kitty, latex on latex, offering me the sexiest sight in the world. Erika rationalized and proposed a reasonable option.
"Look, even me, I'm surprised by how fast I fell in love with you, guys. For the first time in my life, I feel that I'm at the right place at the right time and with the right people. I would love to spend a lot more time with you. That said, what if I commit to stay here for two full weeks? Just to see how things go. I'm on vacation for another four months, so I have nothing else overly important to do right now. Would that work?"
Kitty hugged her tightly.
"Yes. But you have to be Kitty all the time so we can keep confusing Mark. I'll teach you more to be like me. It turned me on a lot."
"Haha ... It turned me on a lot, too. Deal!" Erika said.
Oh no! That was way quicker than I had anticipated, and they didn't even check with me. I attempted to interject.
"Hey, you two, are you not going to ask me for my permission first? It is my house, you know."
"No."
"No."
Alright, that answered the question. It was a good plan, I admitted. It would be fun to have those two cat toys around me for a bit. What Erika was trying to say was that she wanted to get to know us better before doing something too extreme. She was not like Kitty at all and had a life of her own. She needed some time to digest the whole adventure. Kitty got off her new lover and poked me in the chest.
"Pee!"
"Again? Taking care of two rubber cats will be intensive. And you Erika, you need to go as well?"
"Not really, I just want this catheter out of me sooner rather than later."
This small request for pee gave me an idea, a brilliant one. The girls encouraged me to do what I wanted and to trust them to love me for it. So it was time to put that wonderful quote to the test. I also wanted to see how close those two were going to be shall we live under the same roof. I didn't think Erika fully realized what it would be like to share Kitty.
I headed to the bathroom, and Kitty followed me.
"No, Kitty. Go back to the bed. I'll be back in a sec."
She was perplexed, and it was hilarious. She thought I would let her pee. I grabbed one of the big glass and filled it with water. I drank a bit of it and refilled it again before going back to the room. I walked up to Kitty.
"Drink this."
"Why? I need to pee ... this is not helping," Kitty protested.
"Drink, or I force-feed you with it. You know I can do that. Erika, come with me."
Erika was as puzzled as Kitty, but she followed me to the bathroom. I made her sit on the toilet, and I emptied her bladder. She looked at me and didn't know why I was doing this.
"That was mean, she was the one that needed to pee."
"Welcome to our perverted life," I said.
I led her back to the bedroom. While Kitty was trying to finish her water, I started applying some bondage equipment to my two kitties. First, I put lockable collars around their necks, the ones with a front ring. Then I put ankle cuffs on each of them. I used small padlocks to attach Erika's ankles to Kitty's ankles. I did the same with their collars. My two rubber cats were now attached to each other with their noses an inch apart.
"Aaaannh!!"
Unsurprisingly, Kitty started moaning immediately. She didn't have the self-control that Erika had. Erika was just wondering what was going on at this point. I grabbed a short length of rubber tubing, and I connected their two catheters together. Erika, smart as she was, immediately understood where this was going. She moved her paws to her crotch right away to stop me, but I pushed her hand away.
"No. Don't you put your paws down there."
Kitty was too far gone in her sexual pleasure already to understand what was happening, so I gave them some food for thought.
"So, my two rubber cats, one of you is desperate to pee, and the other one is empty. So I was wondering what would happen if I connected your bladders. Will Kitty ask Erika for help first, or will Erika offer to help first. Maybe Erika will refuse and will let Kitty suffer? Or maybe Kitty will suffer for Erika? The only thing we are sure here is that it is going to get worse the longer you wait. One of you will eventually have to tell me to remove the catheter camp."
"Aaaaaanh! Aaaaaanh! ... oh my God ... Aaaanh! This is so hot ..."
"Mark! You can't do this to us!"
Kitty was losing her shit, almost coming on the spot, while Erika was trying to think of a way out. Unfortunately, pleading her case wasn't going to help her. I just sat next to them, rubbing my hands on their pink latex skin. Clearly, Erika had things to learn about Kitty, and this was a golden opportunity to do so, no pun intended.
The next few minutes were super entertaining. Kitty started to kiss Erika deeply, she needed sexual stimulation badly, and curiously Erika was getting turned on more and more as well despite the mental torture.
"Erika ... I really need to pee," Kitty said.
"Kitty ... can't you hold for a bit longer? Mark, let her go!"
"Nope. That is not an option."
This entertainment was FUN; Seeing Kitty sexually losing her mind and twisting around in discomfort while assaulting Erika with kisses and hugs. I honestly had no idea who was going to give up first.
"E ... Erika ... It ... It's starting to hurt. Aaaaah!"
"This ... This is so perverted. I can't ... Mark ... Why? I ... I'll do whatever you want today. I'll let you fuck me as much as you want. Just let her go!"
I didn't reply to that. The latex kitties had no way out of this. Instead of helping, I teased them even more. It was an act of sweet revenge for what they did to me yesterday.
"Kitty, it's just natural, don't feel bad for Erika. If you have to go, you have to go, right? Just tell me, and I'll make it happen. It's natural. And you, Erika? Can't you see how desperate Kitty is? Is it fair to prevent her from a well-deserved release? I thought you loved her."
"..."
"AaaAaaanh ... AAaannh ... I .. I'm about to ... cum ... aaah AAAAH it hurts!"
Erika lost all her words, and Kitty was not there anymore. There was no longer any guarantee that Kitty could make a decision, and Erika started to realize that. She was not the one in pain; she was the only one who could rescue her new latex lover. Erika screamed atop of her lungs.
"OKAY! OKAY! ENOUGH! ... Just do it already!"
"Aaaanh! Aaaanh! ... I'm so sorry, Erika ... Aaaanh!"
I reached Kitty's catheter and pulled off the clamp. Immediately, due to the pressure, her pee started to rush right to Erika's bladder. Kitty had a massive orgasm when it began to happen. It was so wrong and so uncontrollable. That one really got to her.
"AAAANNH I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! AAAannnh!"
Kitty's body was out of control, and she was twisting in every direction. Erika was just there along for the ride, trying to curl and experiencing for the real first time all the extent of Kitty's perversion. She felt the warm liquid filling her bladder and expanding inside of her. It was such a strange sensation. She had mixed emotions ranging from feeling good because she helped her lovable friend and feeling weird because she was now holding pee that was not her own.
"Interesting. So, Erika lost," I said.
"... Lost? What? It wasn't a competition!" she protested.
"No, I just decided that right now. I'll find a proper punishment after my shower, I guess."
I caressed the two cute pink latex catgirls and headed out to the bathroom to take care of myself, for once. The two girls, tied to each other, stayed on the bed and quickly started to make out again. They now both needed to pee, but it was not nearly as bad for Kitty anymore. While I would be away, I knew that my Kitty wouldn't give Erika any break, which was making me very happy.
I spend a good 30 minutes in the bathroom, showering, shaving, brushing my teeth. It felt very good. Once done with all that, I went to meet my two catgirls and led them to the bathroom after untying them. I made them stand in the tub and disconnected their catheter link. I have never seen that much pee all at once. The yellowish liquid was pouring down the drain, and both Kitty and Erika were moaning their life out in relief ... and restarted making out. Nothing too surprising there. After clamping them back, I let them be and made my way to the kitchen to prepare our breakfast.
I had to feed three persons, and it was starting to be a bit more work. The situation I was in would make many guys envious. I was the luckiest guy on the planet. I could date two girls that I loved at the same time, and they were ecstatic about it, at least for now. However, I couldn't help but think about all the things I would have to do to take care of them. Food, peeing, cleaning, pleasuring ... it was considerable. If I put Kitty inside her sex coffin, it would make things easier, though. That was how this whole thing started anyway. Kitty wanted to spend more time in bondage, and she wanted me to find someone else to have fun with during that time. Erika made it happen in the most perfect of ways.



I heard a bunch of little footsteps in the staircase; it was the two pervy latex cats smelling food. I sat them both up on top of the kitchen Island and kept cooking. While I was preparing the meal, the two girls chatted together. Kitty was trying to teach Erika how to talk like her. The worse thing is that she was succeeding. It was hilarious, but if I were not looking at them, I couldn't tell which one was talking. That was going to get me in trouble, later on, I was sure of it.
I force-fed them with their breakfast. Kitty was used to it, but it was still feeling strange to Erika.
"Eating without eating is odd," she said.
"You don't like it?"
"Not that much, I mean, it's fine. It's kind of hot. But I'm not like Kitty. To me, It was just a fun thing to try."
Kitty didn't forget our morning habits, she wrapped her arms and legs around me and gave me a long deep kiss. Erika was studying with attention, and once Kitty was done, she did the exact same thing. Same position and all. Even her tongue technique was the same. I didn't feel bad anymore for having been fooled last night. She was good, really good.
After our food, we went back to the living room to chill and digest. The rubbery girls started making out once more. That was their newfound hobby, apparently. Both Erika and Kitty said they never kissed a girl before, but now they were solidly addicted to it, I could fully understand that. I loved kissing girls too. Erika, however, disengaged for a moment and asked me to unzip her suit, which made Kitty react rather badly. She jumped in between the two of us and tried to push her away.
"No! Erika, he shouldn't see you if you are not a cat!"
"What? You are going to apply your self-imposed rules on me now?"
"Yes! He must not see you!"
"Haha. You are so cute. I promise I'll consider it. But now I want to do something with my hands, so ... Mark, unzip me!"
I acknowledged the order and unzipped her suit, which made Kitty grumble. It was a learning experience for Kitty as well. Kitty knew that I was mentally weak, and she could win all her fights against me. But with Erika, it was not like that at all. Kitty wasn't used to having someone that would just brush off her commands. The red-haired girl just did whatever she pleased.
Erika struggled out of her latex skin and lowered it down to her waist. Her hair was an absolute mess, but outside that, she looked just fine, and I loved her naked boobs too. Kitty never gave me such a show. Erika made a roundtrip upstairs and came back with her phone. It was strange to see her as a human being. I already started to like her a lot as a pink cat. Kitty rewired my brain overtime. I didn't know those latex rubber cats as humans anymore. I was probably doomed and would need my daily dose of rubber girls for the rest of my life. Erika sat next to me and started to type on her screen.
"Mark, I'm sending you 250$ to cover for my expenses for the next two weeks. The password is 'kitty.' I think it is fair since you are going to do a lot for me."
"Sure, thanks. I appreciate that."
"Can ... Can I take a picture of you two? I'd like to have one as a souvenir," she then asked.
Kitty and I looked at each other.
"Sure, come here, Kitty!"
"Meow!"
I repositioned myself on the couch, and Kitty sat between my legs. I wrapped my arms around her. She raised her paws to my hands, and I placed my face next to hers. We never posed together for a picture; it was the first time. Erika snapped a pic and clapped softly on her wrist, all joyful.
"Yaaay! You two are so cute," she said.
"Hey, put your suit back on, I'll take a picture of you and Kitty as well."
I helped Erika back in her suit, and she joined Kitty on the couch. Amusingly but not surprisingly, they chose to sit Indian style, one of them had legs wrapped around the other and hugging each other real close, cheek on cheek. I snapped that picture, and by the time I reviewed it, the two cats were making out again.
"Alright kitties, enjoy yourselves, I will go do some shopping. We are almost out of food. I'll be back in about 2 hours or so. Is that ok?"
"Mmmm"
"Aaannnh! Aaannh."
"That's what I thought."
It was good to get out of the house for a bit after all the emotions I recently went through. I took my time to collect the groceries and went to the liquor store as well to buy alcohol. We had Erika at home, and she probably wouldn't survive on milk and water alone. I had a bite at a fastfood restaurant and drove back home.
I could faintly remember that only one year ago, I was this lonely, pathetic masturbating person. Did I miss that time? Yes and no. I loved what was happening to me. There was nothing like loving and being loved in return, but somehow, it was a bit less freedom. It was not bugging me per se, but it was the same thought I had earlier this morning. Taking care of two helpless girlfriends would take some more freedom away, not in a bad way, but still.
I parked in my garage, and as soon as I opened the door, I heard Kitty orgasming like there was no tomorrow.
"AAAAAH AAAANNH! Stop ... Stoooop! AAANH!"
I climbed up the stairs and dropped my bags on the kitchen island. I followed the whining all the way to the living room and saw the two pink latex catgirls on the floor. Not knowing which one was which, I quickly determined that Kitty was on the receiving end. She was on her back on the carpet, and Erika had her head in between her legs. She was pinning her down by the hips with her paws and was licking the life out of her. Kitty noticed my presence and cried for help.
"Mark! Stop her! She doesn't want to stop. I ... She keeps making me cum ..."
"How is that a problem? You love it!" said Erika while she kept licking.
"Unbelievable. When did you start doing that?" I asked.
Kitty cried some more.
"When ... When you left! Aaaaaanh! Aaaaanh! Stop Erika ... Please! Aaannh!"
Wow ... They have been at it for the past two hours. Talk about stamina. I did tell Erika that Kitty was an always full tank of orgasm. She could come all day nonstop. Did she even listen to what I said?
"Alright. That is enough, Erika; you'll damage her if you continue."
I pulled her out of there, and Kitty just collapsed like a crepe on the floor. Her pussy was bright red. I dragged her to the crate and locked her in after connecting her catheter to the urine bag.
"There, that is where you will spend the night; it should give you some time to recover."
"Mmmm," she responded.
I turned to Erika. Her face was covered with pussy juice.
"Geez, you apparently discovered that you love girls a lot."
"Apparently ... Kitty is delicious. She is so cute and such a sexual machine."
"Yes she is, she never stops. I'll have to give her some sex toys later else she won't be able to sleep. As for you, we have to figure out what your punishment will be."
"What? Were you serious? It's not fair. You never said it was a competition!"
"I know, I know! It's not fair. So what about I let you choose your punishment?"
"How is that fairer? I will still get punished."
Erika groaned while we were walking back to the kitchen. I had groceries to unpack. She climbed on top of the kitchen island and looked at all the things I had bought.
"That is a lot of food!"
"We are three now. That is like 7-8000 calories a day. For all of us. You, cats, need to eat."
"That much? Ah well. Let me know if you want more money, okay?"
"Nah, you gave me more than enough. I bought you some of this too."
"Rum and Whiskey? That's cool. Hey, Mark ...?"
"Yes?"
With her small fingers, She pinched her nose tube and catheter and pulled gently on them.
"Can you take those things out of me? I didn't want to say it in front of Kitty earlier, but it is not my thing. As I said, it was hot as a one-night experience, but I don't like them."
"Oh, sure. Not a problem at all. Let me finish this here, and we will take care of you right after."
There was no doubt about it. Erika was not Kitty. She was willing to try new things, even if extreme, but at the end of the day, she knew what she wanted. Kitty would absorb any fetish like a sponge and acquire them forever while Erika was more of a calm romantic that still had a lot to discover about what she likes or not in bed. Her being almost forty made me wonder what kind of life she had so far. As I was putting the fresh food in the fridge I decided it was a good time to get to know her a bit better.
"So, why did a beautiful and fun girl like you ended up single, if I can ask?"
"Haaa! Long story, my friend. In my early twenties, I met that guy and spent over ten years with him. We had a quiet life and all, and we wanted kids. But I was so busy at work that I postponed reproduction for a while. In my early thirties, we finally decided to try, and it never worked. I was declared infertile. I blame all the whiskey in college for that one. I was fine with it, really. I didn't need kids at all costs, but he didn't accept it as well."
"You could have adopted one, no?"
"Yes, I talked to him about it, but he wanted his own. He didn't want to "buy" them, as he said. When I heard that, it was a bit of a wake-up call. The more I was listening to him, the more I realized he was not aligned with my values. He was too close-minded for my taste, and we started to fight over stupidities, and we broke up."
Erika was not phased out by this part of her life. As usual, she was calm and honest while telling me about all of this. She rubbed her paws together and looked at me.
"About you, Mark? What did you do before you met Kitty?"
"Nothing ..."
"What do you mean, nothing? You are such a great guy; surely, you dated more girls before."
"I did, but it never worked for very long. I don't have a huge track record. I had more sex with Kimberly Clark than real girls. I never thought I'd meet someone like Kitty that pulled me out of my misery."
"Haha. That's funny. Well, you were just not ready, that is all. Do you want to get married?"
"Married? With you? You are a quick one!"
"Nooo! I'm just asking. That is all. I think I'd like to get married one day."
"Honestly, not me. I'm fine without it. You can always ask Kitty."
"Yeah! Maybe I'll do just that. Alright ... Take those things out of me now!"
I took Erika in my arms, which made her giggle, and we went to the bathroom upstairs. I sat on the edge of the tub and unzipped her crotch. I used a syringe to deflate the balloon sitting inside of her bladder and slowly started to pull it out.
"Haaa! Careful. It feels weird."
"I know. Hang in there."
The long rubber snake slid out and fell on the ceramic floor. Erika immediately started rubbing her crotch. I made her sit on the edge of the tub next to me. I worked inside her nostril with a small cotton tip and some alcohol to break the glue.
"Geez, you did this to yourself? You are a brave one."
"It was hot. I had never done something that perverted."
"I bet, but you know what. It was worth it. You totally fooled me."
"That was the best part. You should have seen your face."
I didn't respond to that. At least, without the tubes, I'd be able to tell them apart in the future.
"Ah! Got it ... It is no longer attached. Okay, take a deep breath, it will be a bit gross. Ready?"
I efficiently pulled the tube out of her nose. It came out, and I dropped it on the floor where the catheter was already resting. I used a warm wet towel to clean her face and nose gently. And at that moment, we just looked at each other ... There was a powerful connection that had been triggered by me taking care of her. Erika put her padded paw on the side of my face.
"Why am I so attracted to you?"
"I told you, since the pub, I can't take my mind off you. We are in the same boat."
"Do you know why?"
"Why? I don't think there is a reason."
"I think there is one ... It's Kitty. She is so special. She is the one that brought us together."
"Maybe. She must have very special pheromones, that one."
"Well, why don't we go entertain her a bit then? For my punishment, I will let you fuck me in front of her"
"Hehe. Alright. I will let you get away with it, new girl!"
Erika stood up and led me downstairs to the living room. She knocked inefficiently with her rubber paw on top of Kitty's crate.
"Wake up! Mark is going to fuck me right here in front of you."
Erika wasn't shy about sex one bit. She woke up Kitty so that she could watch through the bars of her crate.
"Meow! That's sexy. But, Erika, I hope you like pain."
"Pain? ... Why?"
"Cause Mark likes it rough, you know. He is going to slap your butt hard."
"Rea ... Really? But he told me that you didn't like pain."
"I don't. But he does it anyway. I can't stop him."
I was doing my best not to laugh. Kitty was totally teasing Erika without her realizing it. I knew Kitty perfectly, she pulled my leg so many times in the past, and now she was doing the same thing to Erika. Kitty shot me a glance requesting my complicity on this, so I played along.
"Yeah, I can be a bit rough sometimes, I didn't tell you? Didn't you say you liked pain earlier?"
"What? No ... I didn't. I ... I never experienced sex like this ... You were so gentle every time we were in bed together ... I didn't think that was what you liked."
Kitty's lips curled up. She was stuck inside her cage, but she wanted to play and wouldn't let it go just now.
"Erika, it's okay. He will start slow with you. Mark, why don't you give her a light spanking and see if she likes it?" Kitty asked.
"You want to spank me? ... Well ... I guess ... I can try ...," Erika said.
"You'll see, it's fun!" I said.
I walked to the crate and crouched down to pet my funny Kitty cat. I leaned forward and whispered to her.
"You are such an evil cat, you know that?"
"I know! But you will see ... She will love it more than you think."
"What are you talking about? I thought you were joking ..."
"No. You two know nothing about people, it's amazing. Get me out of my crate, and I'll guide you through it. You'll see that Erika is special."
Erika was standing behind me, clearly nervous. She came back here to have sex with me in front of Kitty, just to have fun, but her whole plan backfired, and she was no longer in control.
"Guys? What are you talking about?"
"Nothing. Kitty just wants to watch from the couch instead. I will let her out."
And just like that, once more, Kitty was the Queen of mind reading and manipulation. I was wondering what she had in store for poor Erika. As usual, she must have seen something I didn't.
I was under the impression the next two weeks would be a lot of fun.
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"Aaaaaah! Home! ... Home, Home, Home!"
My name is Rosi, 32 years old, and I was finally home after a long week at work. Yes, It was finally Friday, and I was going to enjoy myself for once. Not committed to anything else other than relaxing as much as possible, this weekend, I would turn myself into a leopard. Roar!
I traded my keys and purse for a small squishy package that was sitting on the Ikea table in my kitchen. I hugged and rocked it as if it was a baby while I trotted to my small bedroom. I laid down on the white tiger printed on the soft plush blanket, and the foam mattress silently absorbed my weight. I hugged my package even more.
"Please! Please! Please! Be what I wanted!"
Using my small fingers, I started ripping open the package; it was not that easy without long nails. I whiff of foreign air hit my face as the sealed package deflated, which was not quite a turn on. The thin transparent plastic covering my item crackled as I was pulling it out the envelope. For the first time, I laid my eyes on the real thing. Of course, it was not exactly like on the website, but it was close enough. A small label fell, late, on top of my belly, after breaking free from the static. I pinched it with my middle finger and index and brought it up to my big brown eyes.
"Zentai/Black Leopard 613"
That was not what one would call a long description. I put it on the nightstand and went back to digging my finger in the plastic sheath covering my new costume. I was so excited. A while ago, I decided that I wanted to try one of those full-body catsuits. At first, I was thinking of going to latex, but this was much cheaper, and honestly, when I saw the black leopard print, I just had to go for it, which I did.
The anxiety mixed up with my excitement because I wanted it to fit well, like in the pictures. But I knew that with internet and Chinese sellers, there was a limited amount of hope that I should put into this adventure to avoid potential disappointment. Fortunately, my body type was pretty generic, so I hoped that it would increase my luck.
I took a deep breath and peeled open the plastic film; it ripped effortlessly. Another whiff of air hit my face, but this time around, it smelled like new fabric. I slowly clamped my hand on the perfectly well-folded suit and started to pull it out. Immediately, I lost control, and the whole thing collapsed on top of me.
"Oh my God, this is so slippery and soft. This is so awesome."
I grabbed one of the limbs, probably a leg, and I started pulling on it. One way ... then the other. An even bigger smile grew on my face. I pulled again, and again. This was 4-way stretch. It was precisely what I was hoping for. My chance that the suit would fit me like a glove increased by a hundred percent.
I started to look at the leopard zentai to find out if all the features I requested were there. The flopping tail was easy to identify, as it looked like a headless snake. But then I found the head, and yes, the two small round ears were present as well. I pinched the two little things and lifted the head in front of my face. There were two eye holes ... and no mouth.
"Aaaah! Damnit, they messed it up! There is no mouth! Curse you, Internet!"
Of course, it was out of the question to return it. I was initially hesitating between the one with the mouth or this. I would not let this spoil my pleasure. I rubbed the suit on my neck and face for a while; it was so soft. Forgetting about this small set back would be easy. It would change nothing to my plan for the night.
Was I crazy enough to go ahead with this? I think I was. It was risky, but that turned me on very much. As my sex drive was kicking in, I knew I'd lose more and more of my judgment, and I'd do all kinds of stupid stuff in the name of arousal. But was it idiotic stuff? Probably not. I believed that we, humans, needed to enjoy as much about life as possible, and if that required to be canalized through sexy fantasies, then so be it. I was single at the moment, and it was not a bad thing at all. I pinched my nipples through my clothing, and it sent a big wave of sexual pleasure through my body.
"Mmmm! It's going to be a good night. I know it."
I reluctantly put the suit aside and went back to the kitchen, it was probably around 6 pm, and I needed to eat something. As much as I wanted to masturbate, I refrained from doing so; there would be plenty of time for that later. That thought reminded me of something ... I quickly grabbed the suit again and inspected it some more.
"Feeew! ... The crotch zipper is there. At least they didn't mess that up, that would have been sad."
Once more, I placed it back on the bed, but this time I took the time to spread it flat. That leopard pattern was just the best. I loved it so much.
***
Dinner was eventless. How could have it been otherwise since I was alone and almost exclusively fueled my cells with salads? This time around, I treated myself with delicious shrimps for the proteins. I was the salad queen! The next step was getting naked and heading for a good shower. I placed all my clothes on the bed. I would need to take care of that later; it was part of my master plan.
I took the opportunity to look at myself in the mirror. I should hit the gym more often, but I still thought I was very sexy. My black skin was soft as silk, thanks to my sexy Haitian parents, I was one hot chick. I was a hundred percent Canadian as I was born here, and I was proud to love my weekly poutine from the food truck located in the Canadian Tire's parking lot. Being black and enjoying poutine was a combo that made me one attractive prey. I loved myself so much. That woolly black hair of mine could be a bit annoying to take care of, but I'd not trade it for anything in the world.
It hurt quite a bit when I jumped in the shower, I always set it way too hot, but that is how I liked it. Soon after the initial shock, I was getting very comfy and rubbed the white soap all over me, with particular attention to my good-sized breasts. I was no longer twenty, but I had nothing to be ashamed of. Those things were mine, and I intended to play with them as much as I could until I died. It was also so hard to resist masturbation when the soap bar rubbed all over my crotch. When I touched my clit, I just moaned like a whore and almost lost control. The whole idea of what I was going to do tonight was keeping me on a high.
Once more I was in front of a mirror, the bathroom one this time, I had my pink towel wrapped around my body, barely enough to hide the parts that would turn me on. I brushed my pristine white teeth and ran my future scenario inside my head. I would have a lot of fun tonight ... if I didn't choke, that was. After spitting in the sink, I smiled at my own self and decided that it was the moment of truth.
I opened the closet and pulled out an empty suitcase and placed it on the bed. My heart was pounding just to think about what I was going to do. I methodically started to pack the bag with all my clothes. I didn't have that much, but still, it quickly filled up. That included my underwear and socks as well. I went to the front door and grabbed my coats and shoes as well. It was hard to make everything fit inside, but I managed to do it, victory was mine!
I didn't have a single piece of clothing left anywhere, all that was left outside were my black leopard zentai, a pair of sexy black heels and two small unlocked padlocks. My pussy was dripping wet just by looking at the overfilled suitcase. One had a key, and the other didn't. I placed the only key inside the suitcase, and I closed it. The zippers ran along the sides with a certain difficulty, but they finally met in the middle. I grabbed one of the padlocks.
"Alright, Rosi. If you do this, there is no way back ... AH! As if I was going to back out now!"
Click!
Well, I have done it. I was now naked at home, with ALL my clothes locked inside the suitcase. The only way I could access them would be to unlock the padlock ... or use a kitchen knife to destroy the zipper, which would be unacceptable. My whole body was warm, and I could barely contain myself. I wanted sex badly now, which was not going to happen. I placed the heavy suitcase in the corner of the bedroom and flopped on top of the bed. The furry blanket felt so good on my naked skin ... I rolled on it, trying to get more of that feeling. In the process, I grabbed my zentai suit and rubbed it on my breasts.
"Am I really going to do this? I'm so weird ..."
I knew what the deal was. The key to the suitcase was not in my apartment. It was in a park not too far from here. I left it there a few days ago, hidden, waiting for my zentai suit to arrive. I knew exactly what I wanted to do, and it was now bound to happen. I would wear the outfit, I would use the remaining padlock to lock myself in it, I would put my heels on, and risk to be seen as I would retrieve that key at night. Was I an exhibitionist? More than likely. What were those risks anyway, people would make fun of me? Big deal. It was totally worth it. I would be so excited, and I'd cum over and over like a whore once I would come back home. I needed that boost.
It was too early, though. I didn't want to go there at 8 pm when I would surely be seen. I would probably go around midnight when most of the people are asleep. But it was Friday night; I guess I would still have to be careful. I stretched the suit with my hands and decided that it was time. I couldn't wait any longer to wear it. That was the reason why I ordered it, after all.
I unzipped the rear zipper entirely. It was going from the back of the head to the lower back, a two-way zipper. Then I inserted my shiny black leg inside the suit. It felt as if I was stepping in paradise. I pulled on the suit to make sure my foot went all the way in. This was undoubtedly thicker than regular stockings; it felt so good. The other hairless leg went in ... same process, a little tug, and the foot sat where it was supposed to.
I stood up and pulled the leopard suit over my hips. When the crotch touched my lips, I almost came ... This was way too sexy for my own good. It was so easy to put on too. I slid my arm inside the sleeves and made sure every finger went to the right holes. I felt the cold fabric touching my belly, and I wanted to be hugged by it even more. Next were the shoulders and the hood. The eye holes were reasonably big, but my mouth was covered, which was not what I wanted. Ah well. I could still breathe perfectly fine at least; there was no restriction at all. It was time.
I reached behind my head and pinched the zipper tab. I pulled it down slowly, making sure not to catch my hair in the process. I felt the material stretching over my face ... then my neck. I then grabbed the bottom zipper tab and slid it upward. My waist became thinner, and my breasts firmer while gently hugged by the stretchy suit. When the two zippers touched each other, I turned to the full-length mirror to look at what I had become.
I was one sexy spandex kitten, and I looked twenty again. The form-fitting black suit was extremely flattering on me. The spots covering my body gave me this cat-like look that I was looking for. Since I was black, the white of my eyes popped out. I started rubbing my entire body with my hands, and it was the best feeling in the world. I tried as much as I could to avoid my crotch. I didn't want to lose control ... not just yet. I looked at the bed and saw the small shiny padlock. I picked it up with my little stretchy fingers and looked at it.
"Am I really going to do this? ... Totally."
I brought my shaky hands to the back of my head and threaded the padlock shackle through the zipper tabs. I didn't hesitate and closed it.
Click!
That made me moan uncontrollably. Unless I had the unlikely desire to destroy something, I was a prisoner of the zentai until I went to retrieve the key at the park. I sat on the bed and started to put on my sexy black heels. Those would make my life even more complicated. I knew I'd have to walk on the grass, and those heels wouldn't help my situation. I could always remove them, but that would mean walking barefoot and ruining the suit. There was no way this would happen.
I paraded inside my apartment for a while, practicing my sexy poses in the process. It was getting dark outside. One thing with me was that when I got aroused, I was losing my judgment, similar to being drunk. I was turned on, and I needed to keep myself entertained, which meant doing things that would turn me on even more. I had to find something. It was the exhibitionist in me that found a good idea. I turned on all the lights in my place; those pot lights could be very intense. Then I opened all the curtains. Outside the door leading to the balcony, the whole wall of my living room was made of large windows. Surely, doing this would allow everybody outside to clearly see inside my place, to see me wearing this leopard suit.
Living on the third floor was not helping. Right in front of my place, there was another building, even taller. Possibly, if they were to look over here, a hundred people could watch me as if it was a porn site. I was exposed and watched. There was no doubt about it.
I turned on my big screen TV and put on a porn movie to make them believe that I was even more depraved. I laid down on my very contrasting white couch and rubbed my crotch for everybody to see. I was so turned on. I was so happy. I wanted them all to fuck me. All those strangers, guys, and girls that I knew nothing about. I fantasized that they would form a line up at my door to get the opportunity to ravage me one by one. I was building myself quite a reputation without fully being conscious of the impacts. I just didn't care. It was turning me on, and that was the only thing that mattered.
***
Hours went by, and Incredibly enough, I managed not to cum. I was a mess, though. My brain was fried, and I've seen so many people watching me from their balcony. I gave them a good show, but they didn't know what I was going to do next. It was time to go on an adventure. I closed the curtains and dimmed down the lights.
I went to the kitchen and sat at the table. In front of me was my purse and keys, which I didn't need. But there was also a cookie jar. This cookie jar was the evilest thing that existed in my home. It was full of papers. For quite a long time now, I wrote all my fantasies and placed them in that jar. Every single day, even if I wanted to play or not, I was drawing one. I would read it out loud, and I would obey it, no matter what it was.
I had a very fertile imagination, and I added so many of them over time that I didn't even remember what was in there. It could range from being forced to not wear panties for the day, to saying something dirty to my boss. I was always picking one before going out wherever I had to go. It didn't matter if it were work or the grocery store. I was obeying every single time, even if I didn't want to. But tonight would be different. I had to draw three pieces of paper. I really wanted to play.
I opened the cookie jar and plunged my hand in it to shuffle the papers. I grabbed a piece of paper and pulled it out. I unfolded it and read it out loud.
"Tell someone that you like cocks."
A pulse of erotism hit me like a train. What was I doing to myself? Of course, that late at night, the chances were slim to none that I'd bump into someone ... But what if I did? I would have to honor the cookie jar and tell him that I liked cocks. It would be rather embarrassing, particularly while wearing this sexy leopard suit.
I groaned a bit and plunged my hand inside the jar again. After a quick shuffle, I pulled out my second order, which I read out loud.
"If someone invites you to his/her home today, you have to accept."
Ah, crap! This was ridiculous. I was picking the worse ones. Well, not really, they were not the worst ones, but for what I was going to do in a moment, they were not good at all. I could end up in the hands of very creepy people. Despite that, I was going to obey. I must obey. Else it would defeat the purpose of the jar. I shook my head and plunged my hand one more time in it and paused before pulling out the final order. My eyes read the text.
"NO WAY! Ah, come on. What is the big deal with that jar today?"
I read the paper again and then slammed my hand on the table.
"Tell someone that you like to be choked."
This was ridiculous. I aligned the three pieces of papers in front of me on the table and tried to rearrange them in a way that wouldn't sound as terrible. But it just didn't work at all.
"I like cocks."
"I like to be choked."
"I will go to your place tonight."
I let my spandex head drop onto my arms. If I were to bump into someone, I would be so screwed. This must not happen. I turned my eyes to the stove clock ... 12:17 am. I really had to go now. Why was I doing this to myself? Probably because my crotch was wet and burning of desire.
I turned off all the lights and stood up in front of the door, listening to make sure nobody was in the hallway. If I could get outside, the darkness of the night and the black of my leopard suit would at least provide some cover. If I was discreet enough, I could get away with it. I had to.
After confirming the silence, for way too long, I cracked the door open and looked both ways. Nobody. I stepped out and closed the door behind me. It would remain unlocked. That was another risk I was taking. After offering myself as entertainment for the past 2-3 hours to the whole community, it would be possible that some weirdo decided to come to visit to get more. With an unlocked door, I would be in trouble. Maybe when I came back, there would be some fresh cum on my pillow, who knew.
With those heels, it was hard to be quiet. The impacts were resonating on the hard carpeted floor. I had to hurry. The elevators were out of the question. Instead, I headed to the stairs to exit by the side door of the building. It worked ... I was outside and already felt safer for some obscure reason. The park was not that far. There was nobody around, so I decided to walk on the sidewalk. I would be exposed, but I would still look less suspicious than if I were trying to hide next to the buildings like a criminal, that would have been weird looking. Nobody was walking, so I just had to pray that the cars wouldn't stop.
My little heels clicked fast as I was rushing to my destination. I'd feel even safer at the park since it would be pitch black. I was almost there. A car passed by, and that was my queue to cross the street. Those heels were so loud, but quickly enough, I reached the grass next to the baseball field and became silent as a real leopard. My little tail was wagging behind me, and my ears were flopping back and forth. I made it to the park.
The hidden key was under the spectator stands behind the baseball field cage. I scanned as much as I could, but it was so dark. I just hoped I would hastily find the key. It was unclear where I left it, I barely remembered. I silently walked around the field, following the trees. I was more than likely invisible at that point. I was not making a noise and was a mere shadow. Reaching the stands, I carefully crawled under it. It was so dark ...
I started to inspect the metal structure with my fingers carefully; I didn't want to damage my new suit. It took a few minutes of growing anxiety to find the key.
"Yes! Gotcha, little one."
I was delighted with myself. I made it. I stepped out from under the structure and placed the key in front of my face. The reflection of the moon was making it shine. I could go home now and masturbate as much as I deserved it! I was thrilled. Then it started raining ...



"Wait. What? It is not raining. What the ..."
Suddenly a large amount of liquid fell on top of my head, soaking my entire spandex face. I breathed in, but because the porous fabric was clogged, the bitter liquid entered my mouth, forcing me to half-swallow it.
"ACK! PFFFFF!! What the fuck?"
I turned around and looked up. Someone was sitting at the top of the stands ... and he emptied his beer can on my body ... so gross. I was so confused and shocked by this irrational gesture that I barely realized that I had dropped the key in the dirt. The stranger addressed me.
"What are you doing in my park, weirdo?"
"Your park?"
"Yeah, tonight it is ..."
He sounded like a young man probably in his early twenties, and he sounded intoxicated, that or he didn't possess a lower jaw. I was now officially in trouble.
"Do you want to drink with me?"
"... No ... No thanks ... I will go now. Sorry"
Fuck the key. I was out of here. But the guy spat an order that made me freeze on the spot.
"Do not move! Stay where you are."
"..."
"Stay put. Here, drink this one, then you can go ..."
He cracked open another large beer can and started pouring it on top of my head. Once more, my face was covered, and I couldn't breathe anymore. The cheap beer entered my mouth, forcing me to swallow some of it. My whole spandex body was getting wet, and the smell was horrible. I was getting scared ... but curiously turned on at the same time. It was probably the reason why I endured. I would never have thought such a thing would have happened to me tonight. Being flirted, yes, being called a slut, sure, being arrested by the cops, fine ... but not this! The drunk young man climbed down the stands to meet me. He had questions.
"What is your deal, black catgirl? What the hell are you doing here dressed like this?"
"I ... I just like it ... that's all."
"What a freak ... What else do you like?"
I would never have the answer as to why my brain decided to bring me back to my cookie jar at that point. Perhaps it was out of habit. My orders for the night were clear, and since I had implemented this daily game, I never failed it once. No matter what the cookie jar threw at me, I did it most of the time without any consequences, if only to get some weird looks. Tonight was quite different. My vocal cords could have enormous implications.
"I ... I like cocks ..."
My heart skipped a beat ... no ... five ...
"What a whore ... Seriously? So you are here to make money by sucking cocks? That would explain the suit and the weirdness."
Actually ... that young drunken idiot just gave me an emergency exit. He thought I was a prostitute looking for clients. He was too drunk to realize that it made no sense, but that would be my official excuse to get out of this mess.
"Ah, yes. You got me there ... I was here to find a client, but he is not here. Too bad ... I'll have to reschedule."
"Ah ... so you ARE a prostitute? ..."
"Yes, poor me ... grew up in a low-income family and had to sell my body to survive ... Oh, dear God in heaven! I better go now ... Goodbye ..."
"Wait ... why don't you come to my place then? It is right behind the trees. I could use a whore tonight."
WHAT? Ah, shit! Fuck you, cookie jar! Why was I doing that to myself? Why? I lowered my head and let the words that I didn't want to pronounce, words of obedience.
"I ... Sure ... I'll go to your place."
"Really? Well, you have to be quiet then ... My parents are probably asleep."
"Your ... Parents? How .. How old are you?"
"22 ... almost 23 ... Come with me, whore!"
What a loser! Drinking alone in a park at night and still living with his parents. And I was going to follow him? Something must be abnormal with my brain. Probably a tumor or something. Despite that very rational thought, I followed him through the tree line.
He was not kidding; his house was just behind the park. We walked through the backyard, and he led me to the side door.
"Take off your heels, if you wake them up, we are fucked, and you won't get your money."
"My ... money?"
Was he going to pay me for sex? That was new ... I'd have to add that one to my cookie jar when I come back because it was hot. I removed my shoes and let them in front of the door. Without a word, we got into the house, and I followed him to the basement. This place was so filthy ... It was full of beer cans and pizza boxes. Dirty socks and clothing everywhere. It smelled like booze. Wait ... no ... that was me. I was covered in beer. We entered his bedroom, and it was the last place in the world where I wanted to be. I would not be surprised if there were rats here.
This guy didn't deserve me. He was half gone so much he was drunk and stupid. Curiously, I felt empowered at that moment. I saw his dirty futon mattress on the ground with molded food and plastic cups and beer cans everywhere covering porn magazines and random garbage. Those old paper tissues must be full of dried cum too. As much as this was disgusting, I was the one that chose to be here. Not directly, but through my cookie jar. The jar contained all my fantasies, and its ultimate purpose was to make me live an exciting life. The jar led me here, in a dump, and I'd probably get fucked by a drunk guy that would, maybe, give me money in exchange.
I wanted this!
"Take off your suit, slut."
"I can't ... It's locked."
"I'll just fuck you as is then ... lay down on the bed, be a good girl, and keep your mouth shut."
" ... sure ..."
I sat down on the mattress, and my hand ended up in an old pizza box. As I was lying down, my foot kicked some empty cans. At that point, I was trying not to burst into laughter. It was ridiculous. I just wanted to enjoy myself. The guy stripped naked, and his young dick was hard as a steel bar. At least I'd get something out of this. I unzipped my crotch as he wouldn't have been able to do it himself, and he crawled on top of me.
I have to say; he wasn't nearly half as bad as I expected. He pounded me over and over for the next two hours, almost in silence. I came many times, and so did he. His thing was to fuck me in my pussy and cum on my face. The smell was horrible, and I felt like I was just another piece of trash. This was a great turn on. I just let him use me as much as he wanted to. The only thing I would not do with this guy was to tell him the third order I received from the cookie jar. That would have ended very badly, and by that, I meant potential murder. There was no way he could have controlled himself in that state. Ah well. Two success out of three was not bad at all.
Around 3:30 am, he was done with me. I was lying in the trash, and I was covered in cum, inside and outside. I felt so dirty. It was awesome. He was a bit less drunk, and he remembered something that I didn't. He grabbed his pants and took out a roll of money.
"So, how much do you want?"
"I ... I'm not sure."
"Here, 100$ should be enough ... you are hot."
A hundred dollars? Thanks for the experience, I guess ...
"Wait, you don't have a wallet. I'll put it in there then ..."
"Hey! No!"
He crumpled the bills and shoved them deep inside my vagina. I yelped a bit, but I didn't dare to stop him ... this was so humiliating. That money was going to be soaked with cum and pussy juice; I wouldn't give it to charity, that was for sure. He zipped my crotch up and ordered me to leave.
"Get out, and don't make a noise!"
"Ok ... thanks ..."
"Just get out already, you stink."
I did stink ... I smelled like booze and cum mixed with the smell that came from his overly dirty mattress. I felt like a petri dish at the moment. I couldn't help but be sorry for his parents. They had created a human rat. I climbed up the stairs and sneaked out by the side door. I jogged to the tree line after grabbing my shoes. Once in there, I sat down and put my heels back on and tried to collect my thoughts. Now what? I could go straight back home, or I could try to find the key that I dropped next to the stands. It wouldn't hurt to take a quick look and see if I could find it.
I made my way to the baseball field and started looking around on the ground. Crawling around on my four, it took me about twenty minutes to find it. It could have disappeared forever, so I was pretty lucky. I could finally go back home, take ten showers or more, and sleep. This night was a success, after all. I was unharmed, got plenty of orgasms, and experienced one of my fantasies, kind of.
I quickly walked back home. At this hour of the night, the city was dead. I didn't even see a single car, let alone a pedestrian. I got in my building and went up the stairs, cautiously listening for any activity. Nothing. I leaped in the hallway until I reached my door and rushed inside. I slammed my door close and locked it, panting after all the exercise. I rested my forehead and hands on the door, trying to calm down a bit.
"What a night ... Let's not do that again. I'm exhausted."
Just as I was saying that I felt a pair of hands grabbing my waist, I turned around, screaming! There was a stranger in my apartment, and he was holding me by the waist.
"HEY! Who're you? Get out of here!"
"Calm down, girl. I'm not here to hurt you. You gave us a good show earlier, right?"
"What? Get out! You are not supposed to be here."
I tried to remove his hands from my waist, but I couldn't. Oddly enough, I didn't feel threatened by him. His voice was rather playful ... until ...
"Oh my God, girl! You stink! What happened to you?"
"... Long ... long story, I guess ... Let me go!"
"Hehe. Okay. But tell me ... you liked to give us a show earlier. That was your thing? You can't say that you didn't do it on purpose, right?"
His hands released my waist, but I still couldn't move. He was right. If I were to deny what he was saying, I would have had no credibility at all. There was no point in lying.
"Yeah, so what? You enjoyed the show, that doesn't give you the right to break in my place."
"Well, you did send an invitation and left your door unlocked. I bet you secretly hoped that this would happen, no?"
"Pfff ... "
Now what? He was not aggressive, and he was right about me, about everything. And to be honest with myself, he wasn't bad looking either. Probably my age too. Should I?
"What, now? Are you going to leave my apartment?"
"Do you want me to?"
"... Maybe not ... What if I'd like another good fuck before sleeping?"
"Another? Miss Catgirl, you are a pervert. Yes, I'd like a good fuck too. You stink, but let's do this anyway."
Quickly we started fucking. I totally forgot I had money up to my cunt, but miraculously this guy didn't notice it ... or if he did, he had no idea what it could have been. It must not have been unpleasant either because he came quite hard inside me. I didn't get to cum, though, so I still needed him for a bit longer, whatever his name was.
"Hey ... after your break, please fuck me again, but this time I would like to be choked."
"Choked? Seriously?"
"Yes, I like it a lot. And don't stop even if I tell you to, okay?"
I don't think that the last part was on the paper from the cookie jar, but I needed a bit more tonight. The theme of the evening was being abused with consent. It was not bad at all. Perhaps it was the spandex suit that had this effect on me. Behold the power of the black leopard.
As I was thinking those random thoughts, the guy climbed on top of me and put his hand on my neck. It was too late to change my mind now. He pinned me to the mattress and there was nothing I could do to stop him ... I couldn't breathe anymore. Then he released me after a bit.
"How was it? That is what you like?"
"Yes ... that was gAH!"
He restarted to choke me before I even finished my sentence. He penetrated me and started pumping slowly. He went on and on like this for the next while. Sometimes he was going too far, and I almost fainted, but as I asked him, he wouldn't stop when I told him to. This was so hot and so wrong at the same time. The pleasure mixed with fear was such a strange concoction that I would not recommend to anybody. Behind my spandex mask, I was faintly smiling as while I was at the mercy of this stranger. And I came ... I came very hard and probably passed out.
***
Birds were chirping, and the sun was high. As I was trying to wake up, the first thing that came to me was the smell. It smelled like beer and cum. My whole spandex face was caked with dry cum. I was lying down on the carpeted floor, not even on my bed anymore. I couldn't remember how my night ended, but I felt dirty ... so dirty. I slowly stood up, still wearing my sexy heels, and got out of the bedroom to see if someone was still here. No, my place was empty. I locked the door and started to look around for my key. I found it on the bedroom floor, not sure how it ended up there.
I pulled the suitcase on top of the bed and unlocked it. After unzipping it, I dug in to find my suit key. I needed to get out of this leopard skin before I puke. I had enough. Between two socks, I found what I was looking for. I unlocked my zentai and peeled it off my body. I went too far, and I almost ruined it. I placed it in the laundry bin and sat back on the bed before letting my body fall backward on the plush blanket.
"What a night! That was so awesome. I exposed myself to all my neighbors. I was sprayed with beer by a drunk guy that fucked me hard for hours. Then I came back here just to get abused again, more or less willingly. I completed my three challenges too, which is quite something considering the harsh ones I picked this time around. Oh yeah ... I was also treated like a prostitute, which was honestly incredible ... Oh ... Oh, I forgot about that."
I plunged my fingers inside my sore pussy ... deep ... deeper ... I was not trying to please myself ... I reached it ... One by one, I pulled my money out of my vagina. It was totally soaked in cum and pussy juice. 20$ ... 40$ ... 60$ ...
"I can't reach the last bills ... It's too deep ..."
I walked to the kitchen and grabbed a pair of silicon hotdog tongs, and tried again. With a bit of effort, I managed to get the remaining 40$ out.
"So ... dirty ... so wrong."
Thanks to the fantastic black leopard suit, I had one of the best nights of my life. I will undoubtedly ask the cookie jar about what to do next.



        Building Reality

        Two girls exploring their latex fantasy.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/building-reality

Title: Building Reality

Author: Tigerstretch

Category: BDSM

Description: Two girls exploring their latex fantasy.

Tags: bondage, bdsm, cage, fantasy, latex, rubber, chastity




Author's note: Another experiment to take me away from my comfort zone. I can't write short stories to save my life. This one is focusing mainly on a character that pushes her love for latex on her partner. it's consensual, but definitely flirts with the grey zone. Enjoy.
--------------
"Ah! Done!"
"Good job, Tracy!"
Tracy let her hammer fall on the stripped floor of the basement. She sat down on it and spread her legs open, resting her tired calves. The small girl was wearing dirty construction shoes and a pair of jeans that have seen better days. Her Zelda T-shirt was not in much better shape. But yet, she still looked cute in the eyes of her girlfriend, April.
"You are such a workhorse, Tracy. How can you have that much energy? You demolished the entire basement by yourself in only a few days."
"I know right, that was a lot of work. I will never get fat."
"Nope, you won't. Which is great for me."
Tracy and April bought this house about a year ago just after they got married. It was a big house with a basement, the main floor, and a top-level. It was way too big for their needs, but they had the money to invest. Since they were going to share their life, they closed their individual bank accounts and opened a shared one. It was not a secret that April was bringing in loads of cash from her job; she was a gynecologist. Tracy's revenue was marginal in comparison. She was an electrician who was making only a few contracts here and there. Combined, they were making just over 300 000$ a year, but they were not big spenders, that was why they were so wealthy.
When they bought the house, they hated the basement but knew they didn't need it right away. Tracy explained that she could take care of it herself at some point. And that point was right now. While April was at work, which was often, Tracy had a blast with the demolition. Until the basement renovations were completed, they agreed that Tracy wouldn't work anymore, else it would never get done. She just had completed the first phase and stripped the whole floor down to the insulation. The drywall was a souvenir, and only a couple of light bulbs were left, dangling around from their wire. It was now one giant room ready to be rebuilt.
"I'm done for the day. I need a shower." Tracy said.
"Let me help you with that, cutie."
April was thirty years old, which was seven years older than her wife. They met when Tracy went to her previous house to replace some switches. It was an instant crush, and before the completion of the job, they ended up in bed. Some things couldn't be explained. Tracy never thought she would have been into girls until that day.
They got in the shower and washed each other sensually. Both of them smelled like apples because they were sharing everything, like their shampoo. April was a brunette, and Tracy was the blonde. They had a similar physique, small girls, barely five foot five. April, who could be quite motherly at times, wrapped Tracy in a big towel and dried her up. They accepted their respective roles within the couple, and it was good like that.
They both went to bed and started to cuddle. Without predicting it, April started a conversation that would change their life forever.
"Tracy? Are you happy?"
"I'm your wife, of course, I am. What kind of question is that?"
"I know, but ... you never complain about anything. You work hard on the house and don't seem to want anything in return."
"Why would I want anything in return? While I'm doing this, you are the one that put food on the table. I love food."
"Yes, but still ... Is there not anything new you'd like to try?"
"I know you, April, when you are asking me questions like this, it is because something is on your mind."
Tracy was right about that. When April started to talk about vague topics like this, generating a conversation that was going nowhere, it was because she wanted to share something that was not easy to add to a regular conversation. She was not the best socially. The older girl tried once more to articulate her thoughts.
"I ... you know ... there are things I'd like to try. I mean, in the bedroom. But you are not very open."
"Hey! Indeed, I don't need much else than your body to be happy in bed, but it is not true that I'm not open to your ideas. You, fearing to share what you want, doesn't mean I'm not open."
"Sorry. You are right; that was not fair. But if I knew you were willing to try some new things, I would be less embarrassed to propose them."
"True that. But I don't have much imagination. I don't think about new things."
"... mmm ..."
"What is it, April? Don't fear me. I'm not going anywhere, no matter what you tell me."
April groaned. As much as she understood what Tracy was saying, more reassurance was needed. Several times in the past, she tried to confess ideas to her young wife, but the conversation often ended in dead ends. Engaging on the path of her fantasies did not come easy with Tracy around.
"Well, what if you didn't have a choice regarding what we do?" April asked.
"What do you mean? We always decide what to do together, no?"
"Ah, nevermind!"
"Hey, don't be like that, I'm trying to understand ... Come here, you want to talk, and I want to understand you. I'm just not very smart."
"Don't say that! You are smart."
Tracy pulled April closer and cuddled her some more. This small conflict was a representation of their love. One didn't want to push the other, and the other wanted to understand the one, but yet, they couldn't resolve something as simple because of how much they cared for each other. However, probably because she was exhausted, Tracy felt a bit more at fault tonight. She wanted to find a way to make her partner happier. It was hard because of her lack of fancy interests in bed outside regular cuddling and brut sex. Simply put, she lacked creativity and imagination. That part of her brain was an arid desert.
"April, why don't you tell me one of your fantasies?"
"Because I'm scared you'll not truly care."
"It would involve me that much?"
"Yes. But it would be something for me more than for you."
"What is it? You want me to give you a good spanking?"
For some obscure reason, and because of her limited understanding of all the fun things that could potentially happen in a bedroom, Tracy resorted to a rudimentary guess of what, she thought, a kinkier person would like. But she hit a wall. April sighed.
"No. I don't want to be spanked. It's not even close."
"Sorry. So what can I do for you then? I really want to help."
"You know I like taking care of you. What if it was something along those lines?"
"You are indeed motherly sometimes. I don't hate it, you know. But I never thought of it sexually."
"... mmm ..."
April feared that this would happen again. As expected, Tracy said she wanted to listen, but immediately she was steering away from what April wanted to talk about, her sexual fantasies. She was shut down. Once more, April didn't feel like sharing her ideas. She turned her back to Tracy, sighing once more.
"April? What did I say?"
"Nothing, you did nothing wrong. It's my fault; I don't know how to talk about those things."
Tracy was disappointed in herself as she thought she could reach April's secret place this time around, but she failed. It was not the first time this happened, but she wanted it to be the last time. She gathered up some courage and proposed something different to regain April's trust.
"What about you don't tell me, and instead, you show me."
" ... What do you mean?"
"All you told me so far is that you need me to fulfill one of your fantasies, so, what if I promise to let you try it, and no matter what it is you need from me, I'll go with it. I won't complain or back out. You pick one thing that you really want, and it will happen, no matter what. Would that work?"
April turned back to Tracy. That was the best proposal she got since they got married. Her lover sacrificed herself just to please her. Was this real?
"You ... promise?"
"Yes."
"No matter what I want?"
"Yes ... I told you."
"And you won't back out?"
"No. It's my gift to you tonight. I mean, as long as it's just the two of us."
"Haha. I don't want anybody else than you in my life. Don't worry. Okay? I accept, then. I will think of the thing I want the most, and we will do it. I trust you. Then only when we are done, we will talk about it."
The two girls kissed each other goodnight, but only one of them slept that night. Tracy had no idea what April would come up with, and she was not capable of coming up with any plausible scenarios. She needed to be shown, and above all else, she needed to ensure not to hurt her wife and honor her promise.
***
Tracy was working in the basement again, doing the mudding after installing all the drywall. It was still unclear what they would do with that giant room, but having it all open like this was already much better. They could create a home theatre or something along those lines.
It had been a few days since her offer to April, but yet, nothing had happened. Her girlfriend was just so happy since then, which was suspicious to some degree. April was smiling all the time, knowing that she would, at last, be able to fulfill one of her fantasies, and Tracy would not back out.
"Tracy? I decided."
"Decided what to do with the basement?"
"No ... the other thing ..."
Tracy stopped her mudding for a moment and looked at the staircase where April was sitting. She understood what the other thing was when she saw the big grin on her face. It was time to commit.
"Okay ... Tell me. No matter what you need, I will do it."
"I want you to be my rubber partner."
"Uh? Your what?"
"Hehe, I knew you wouldn't know what I was talking about. What I mean is that I want you to become my rubber wife. You will wear latex around me, and you'll let me take care of you."
A wave of confusion hit Tracy. Was this the only thing she wanted? Did she want me to wear latex in bed? It never crossed her mind to do this, but it didn't sound half as terrible as what she was expecting. It seemed just like a kinky thing that you would see in movies. There was no reason to be afraid. She could certainly do that for April if it were her thing.
"That works! If you want us to wear latex suits in bed, I'm in."
"No, I don't want to wear latex. I want to make YOU wear it. As I said, I like taking care of you."
"So, I'd be like the doll that you dress up and play with? That's cute. I will do it! I said I would."
"Aaaah! I'm so happy! I finally said it! You won't regret it."
April jumped down the stairs and gave Tracy a big hug! What each other didn't know is that they were not on the same page at all. They would find out about it a few days later.
***
"Look! This is for you!"
"It ... is ... interesting."
Tracy was biting her tongue as April showed her a full latex catsuit. It had feet, hands, and hood attached. The hood had eyes and mouth holes, but outside that, her whole body was going to be covered. Talk about an introduction to the latex fetish.
"It is amazing, right? So from now on, you will wear it around me." April said.
"You mean when we have sex?"
"No, no. All the time ... well, when I'm here. You won't have to wear it when I'm at work, I think."
Tracy wasn't so sure about this, but April was dead serious ... and so excited. She didn't want to say anything that would have broken the promise that made April glow. She was beautiful when she was happy. So she bit the bullet.
"Sure ... let's try this."
"Yaaay! Alright, get naked. Let me dress you up."
What came next was actually fun. Tracy got out of her clothes, and April started to rub some lube all over her body before guiding her limb inside the latex suit, sending good feelings towards the blonde girl.
"April, this feels ... good."
"I told you ... it's nice to try new things once in a while. Let me zip you up."
The latex got a bit tighter on Tracy's body. It was like being hugged by a thousand pairs of arms at the same time. April lifted the hood over the blonde hair and kept zipping. Soon enough, she completed the operation.
"Let me look at you. Oh, dear ... you look so amazing. Thanks so much for doing this."
"Hehe ... I feel odd, but good. What do I do now?"
"Now? We have wild sex because you are turning me on like crazy."
And they did just that. The intense sex while wearing the black catsuit was the first conditioning Tracy received regarding her new reality. Tracy, who was the least kinky person, accepted the feelings so much better than one could have anticipated, and April was finally reaching her goal of playing with a life-size latex girl.
The next morning, Tracy, who was still wearing her suit, woke up with April on top of her. It was a bit odd but fine. She poked her wife gently on the shoulder to wake her up.
"Hey ... Wake up!"
"Hmm ... Morning, my little rubber toy."
"Hehe. It was great. We will have to do it again soon. I'm glad you finally shared this with me."
"... Do it again? But you said you'd not back out?"
"Uh? What do you mean? I did all you wanted, no? I even enjoyed it a lot."
"Yes, but you said you'd be my rubber partner."
"I did ... But, wait, did you mean forever?"
"I don't know, probably not forever, but I certainly said from now on. I wanted you to be in the suit around me, not just in bed. That's what my fantasy is. Are you going ... to break your promise?"
April's worrying voice made Tracy feel guilty. Thinking back to what April told her when they agreed to this, there was no doubt that the request was adequately explained. It was to wear the latex suit at all times when they were around each other. The concept just had not appropriately registered in Tracy's brain. The real extent of what she promised was slowly sinking in. Not wanting to break the trust she had requested from April, she quickly resolved the conflict.
"No. It's all good. My bad. I want to keep wearing the suit for you. Sorry if I sounded weird."
"Aaah, good! Because I have many more things to do to make you my rubber partner. I'm so happy you agreed to do this."
Many more things? Tracy didn't dare to say anything else, but she had no clue what April was referring to. She began to understand that for her wife, having a rubber girl meant much more than just wearing a suit. She just didn't know what the rest was yet. Nevertheless, April's happiness was more important at the moment, plus last night was entertaining. The latex suit felt great, after all.
A lot of hot morning sex later, April joined Tracy on the couch with a notepad and a pencil. She showed Tracy a drawing.
"I want this!"
Tracy grabbed her notepad with her rubber hands and tried to understand what it was.
"A bed? I don't understand ... We already have a bed."
"A bed for you. I want you to build a room downstairs that will be our rubber room."
"A rubber room?"
"Yes. A special place for my fetish. Inside, I want everything to be black. Black soft carpet, black walls, black ceiling, black furniture. Oh, and I only want red lighting too. It has to look hot."
"Mmm ... What if people are visiting? You want them to see that?"
"Just install a heavy door with a lock; we can just tell them it is the furnace room. Come on! That is part of my fetish. You said you'd play along. Only you can build it. I have no time or skill for that."
"You really want this room?"
"Yes ... Very much so, it would be your special room. I'll take care of the furniture and all. Please, say yes."
"Sure, I'll do it. We have to do something with that basement after all."
Tracy liked renovation projects a lot. This one was a bit strange, but the house belonged to both of them. If that was what April wanted, she was entitled to get it. That was the way to keep a healthy relationship. Perhaps Tracy could use this later as an argument to get her home theatre room.
***
The next week was demanding for Tracy. During the day, she was working hard on the new room construction, and in the evening, she had to shower and get her latex suit on before April arrived from work. For Tracy, it was priceless to see how thrilled her wife was because she respected her rubber promise diligently.
April was also ecstatic about the new room progress too. Tracy annexed the small powder room to the bedroom. She explained that it would be a nice feature to have if they were to convert back that room to a regular guest bedroom later on. A private washroom gave this hotel room vibe that everybody liked.
The next day, Tracy was painting the walls and ceiling all black, as requested by April. She also found some black carpet at the home renovation center. It would look oppressive, but for a fetish-oriented place, it would work well. This coming weekend, they would install the furniture.
Tracy's heart stopped when she heard April coming in early. She was not wearing her latex suit while she was renovating, of course, but a feeling of guilt washed over her. What would April say when she sees her out of latex? Tracy wondered if she was getting conditioned because of that deal. Before, she wouldn't have cared, but now, she didn't want to disappoint her wife after finally succeeded to squeeze a fantasy out of her. She would soon find out as April was walking down the stairs.
"So, how are the renos going?"
"Hum ... well ... I'm sorry."
"Sorry for what? Oh ... the catsuit? Don't worry about it. I came back early, and you didn't know, it's not your fault. When you are done, just wear it then. Hey, this place is going to be perfect. I thought about more features for the room. Can you block the window?"
"It won't be up to code, but I guess I can. Why?"
"I don't want people to peek in your rubber room. That's all."
"I'll block it ... it's just a playroom anyway. So, it will be ready this weekend. Happy?"
"Very! It's going to be awesome. I have tons of surprises for my rubber girl!"
Tracy was not entirely used to being called that yet. It was a bit objectifying. The truth was more that she was a girl playing dress-up to make her girlfriend happy. She was just her willing fetish.
***
"So, what do you think?"
"It looks ... rubbery."
On Saturday, Tracy, encased in her latex catsuit, helped April to complete the bedroom by adding the furniture and some decoration. April found those large rubber girls prints that she framed and installed on the walls. It left no doubt as to what this room was for anymore. Then there was the bed. It was a nice little metal frame with a footboard and a headboard that could probably be used to secure a victim on it. All the bedsheets and pillows were made of black latex. In the corner of the room, there was a small black leather loveseat for cuddling. There was also a small dresser that was currently empty.
April had a special request for the lighting. When Tracy built the room, she installed a few pot lights, but the switch was outside of the room next to the door. She wasn't sure why April wanted this done, but it was her decision. Additionally, the pot lights were red as planned. Currently, they were dimmed down to the minimum, keeping the room very dark and mysterious.
"Do you like it?" April asked.
"It's special ... so this is going to our playroom?"
"It is your room. I wanted my rubber girl to always sleep in rubber."
"Always? As long as you are sleeping with me here, we can try."
"It is all part of the one fantasy I chose ... you said you were going to do it no matter what."
"I thought your fantasy was just for me to wear this suit, originally."
"It's part of it, but the fantasy itself is a bit larger."
"I know. That is ok. I liked the suit more than I thought, maybe I'll like this bed too. You will sleep with me here, right?"



"Sometimes, hehe. Come on, don't worry so much. This is awesome."
April's happiness was contagious. She was really into this project, and that was the most important. The two girls hugged each other and went to eat dinner in the kitchen. There was a certain febrility in the air as they knew where the action would take place tonight. They decided to watch a girly movie before their fun time. The rubber encased Tracy was lying down on the living room couch with her head resting on April's lap. She was getting used to the suit. It was comfortable.
"Thanks for making me wear this catsuit. I love it more and more. I'm in trouble."
"It's great. You can keep it on even when I'm not around, you know. I'd like that."
"Hehe. If you are not around, I'd probably find it less pertinent to keep it on. I love it most when I'm around you because I know it makes you feel good to see me being your rubber girl."
"Mmm. Wait for me then. You just gave me an idea. I have something for you."
April made a round trip to her bedroom and came back with a small shiny object.
"Show me your neck."
"... My neck?"
Click!
"What was that?" Tracy asked.
"A padlock. You can't remove it anymore unless I let you."
"Mmmm ... that is sexy ... but not very convenient."
"You'll get used to it."
That was just a playful scene, but Tracy wasn't sure how serious April was about this. She noticed things slowly escalating. She was playing the game but was wondering when things would stop. A fantasy wasn't supposed to last forever, after all. That said, she was looking forward to spending the night in the new rubber bed with April. It would be different and fun.
As expected, they headed downstairs after the movie. Tracy entered the bedroom first.
"Hold on ... normal clothes are not allowed in there. I'll be back in a sec." April said.
She slammed the door shut and locked it from the outside, which sent a shiver down Tracy's spine. She climbed on the bed and waited for her wife to come back. It only took a few minutes before the door opened again. April entered, and she was naked like a worm.
"I went back to my room to get rid of my clothes. Would it not be hot if you never saw me again with my clothes on?"
"That would be sexy. You have such a weird mind, April. How do you come up with all that stuff?"
"I'm a bit deviant, I suppose. So? You look amazing on the rubber bed. Do you know that? Let's test this mattress!"
"Agreed!"
The next few hours were intense for the two girls. They had the wildest sex they ever had. There was something about this unusual set up that made the ambiance so erotic. Tracy was delighted to be April's rubber girl as things were going much better in bed since they agreed to go ahead with this deviant stuff. They spent the night together in the rubber bed, and it was purely fantastic.
At some point, Tracy woke up, but April was no longer at her side. She looked around but realized that she had no idea what time it was and had no means to figure it out. She didn't have a watch, there was no clock and the window was sealed well. Those faint red pot lights were not helping either. She went to the powder room for a quick pit stop and then tried to exit the bedroom.
"What the ...? The door is locked! April? Where are you?"
There was not much she could do but wait. April was having some fun with her. Tracy went back to bed and just tried to rest some more. After all, she had no idea what time it was, and sleep was a good option.
An undetermined amount of time later, the door unlocked, and naked April got in, holding a tray full of food. She closed the door behind her and climbed on the bed to wake up her rubber girl.
"Wake up, little toy."
"Mmm ... Ah, here you are? Where did you go? You locked me in."
"Yes, it's part of my fantasy to have my rubber girl living in her rubber room. Here, I made you breakfast."
"Living here ... hehe ... I don't think so. But I slept really well. What are you doing to me? Are you trying to turn me into a rubber lover?"
"I wish. Just enjoy it. Okay? It makes me super happy. You are the absolute best wife ever!"
"Flattery will lead you nowhere."
"Oh, yes. It will."
Their playfully chit-chat lasted for a bit while we were sharing the food. Another hot sex session quickly followed the breakfast. This room was rapidly becoming the favorite of the house.
A couple of orgasm later, April explained her next idea.
"I want to install a TV in here, so I can force you to watch things ..."
"You mean, for us to watch stuff?"
"That too, I suppose. But I don't want it to be controllable from inside the room."
"April, where are you going with this?"
"Nowhere ... Can you do it? If you do, I will have a surprise for you later."
"If you let me out of the suit, I can do it, yes ... but you are a sneaky one, you know?"
April giggled and agreed to let Tracy out for a bit. They went shopping together to buy a small TV and some hardware that they would need to fulfill this new part of April's fantasy, another one. They came back home, and Tracy worked efficiently. She built a black wooden frame for the TV and mounted it very securely to the wall. The frame was preventing all access to the buttons or cables. The only way to turn the TV off from inside the room would be to break it. The wires were all connected on the other side of the wall, and April would be able to stream anything she wanted to it. Tracy thought it was a bit weird, but she had to do it if she wanted her surprise.
"April, it's done. So, what is my gift?"
"Your gift? Do you really want it?"
"Yes ... I like gifts a lot ..."
"You can't refuse it, though, I spent a lot of money on it."
"Lots of money? I want it even more then!"
"Alright, put your suit back on if you want it. You already spent too much time out of it."
Tracy didn't argue since an expensive gift was a good incentive. She jumped back in her suit after a quick shower and even locked it with the small padlock. She wanted to be a good girl and show her gratitude to April that was waiting for her in the master bedroom.
"So ... Can I get my ... What is this ... thing?"
"This ... is a gift from me to you."
"Hmm ... What is it?"
To Tracy, it looked like a bunch of random shiny metal parts lying on the bed. April was all smiles, and she even looked turned on.
"Just stand still and let me put it on you," April said.
"Put what on me? What is it ..."
"Shhh ... just let me do it. You'll like it, I'm sure. My fantasy is almost completed. There is not much more after this."
"What? There will be even more after this?"
April just giggled and started to install the metal parts on Tracy's body. First, a thin metal belt went around her waist. She then unzipped her crotch and fingered her a little. The next piece ran from the back of the belt to the front in between her legs. There was a big metal dildo attached to the section that was covering her pussy, April inserted it slowly in Tracy's vagina. Once that was done. She locked the belt and the crotch piece in place.
"April ... This is a chastity, belt!"
"Yes ... I know! It is a good one too. How does it feel?"
"Well ... I'm not sure I ... "
Tracy wanted to say that she wasn't sure she wanted this. But she refrained from doing so at the last second. April already told her that it was part of her fantasy, for which she promised to never back out. April also said that her gift was expensive. It was better to just go with it and not make a fuss.
"Hold on. I'm not done," April said.
To the unusual outfit, April added a metal collar, a metal bra, and metal thigh cuffs. All the parts were locked on Tracy's body and connected with chains to prevent her from removing them. She tugged a bit on her new gears and looked at herself in the full length mirror.
"It looks good. But ... How am I going to have sex with this on?"
"You won't. I want my rubber girl to not to be able to have sex ... at least, not if I'm not around."
"So ... you'll take it off tonight?"
"Probably not ... it's so much work ... maybe if you are obedient."
Tracy kept tugging on her outfit, but she had to be careful because of the large dildo inside her. It would be unfortunate to get aroused without the possibility of cumming.
It was getting late, so they went to the kitchen to eat dinner together. Right after, April led Tracy to the basement and cuddled with her for a while. Then she asked her to lick her pussy.
"If you do a good job, maybe I will unlock you."
Tracy gave it her all and made her cum several times with her tongue. A couple of times, her hand went down to her crotch, only to be blocked by the metal chastity belt. She was getting a bit frustrated.
"Come on ... Can I cum now?"
"Hmm ... No! You know what? If you stay in the rubber bedroom for a whole week, I'll make you cum next weekend."
"A whole week? What am I going to do for a whole week?"
"I'll keep you entertained. Anyway, it is part of my fantasy, so you have to do it, right?"
"... Right ..."
"Good. Have pleasant dreams, my little rubber toy. I'll see you tomorrow."
"Wait! You are not staying with me tonight?"
"No, I need a shower, and I have a long day at work tomorrow. I'd not be able to sleep with all that rubber hotness. Don't worry. I'll take care of you later."
"..."
April got out of the room and closed the door. The familiar noise of the lock was heard. Tracy was a prisoner again, in the name of love. She curled in her rubber bed and kept exploring her restricted body, just to check if there was any position that would allow her to play with herself, but there was none. She started to drift off to sleep when suddenly the TV turned on. It was a porn video, rubber girls making out with each other. At least the volume was low enough because there was no way she could have done anything about it. She watched for a bit, and after an hour, it turned into some sort of hypnosis thing. It was a loop repeating obscure phrases about rubber, sex and chastity, with a background of rubber girls having sex. Tracy tried to get some sleep, but she woke up several times because of the TV and her growing arousal. Not knowing the time was messing her up.
Much later, she woke up to go to the bathroom. That was when she noticed a food tray in front of the door. April must have put it there before going to work. She also left a book for her. She said she would keep her entertained after all. Tracy sat back on her bed and started to eat the food. There was way too much, so she guessed that it would be her lunch as well.
She grabbed the book and started reading. It was about the fetishist lifestyle.
"She is messing up with my head. She wants me to read this while porn is playing on TV. What is she doing to me? And why am I accepting this? Do I want this?"
Tracy was confused. Perhaps it was the erotic hypnosis that worked on her brain since last night ... or maybe she was just enjoying herself after all. It sucked to be so turned on with nothing that could be done about it. She was hoping for April to come back soon so she could get some affection, but this was pointless thought while having no clue what time it was. She silently started to read the book in between naps. Those short bursts of sleep disoriented her even more since every time she opened her eyes, it was the same thing. Same room with the same faint red lights. Was it day or night, did April forget about her? There was no answer possible. Also, that TV alternating between latex porn and weird hypnosis was taking its toll.
Much much later, April came back home. She opened the rubber room door to find Tracy asleep in her rubber sheets. She stripped naked and left her clothes outside. She got in and delicately closed the door behind her. She climbed onto the rubbery bed and woke up her wife with a kiss.
"Hello, rubber toy. How are you doing?"
"I'm ... horny as hell."
"Well, that's good, you are supposed to. That is how I want my rubber girl to be. Always horny."
"Can ... Can you unlock me?"
"I could ... but ..."
"But what?"
"Well, I wanted to talk to you about the final part of my fantasy that you agreed on."
"Another part? You like to remind me that I agreed to it, don't you?"
"The last one, I promise. Not only are you going to love it, but I'm working hard on it too. So it would be unfortunate if you didn't want to go ahead with it."
"What ... What is it?"
"I can't tell you. So here is the deal. You stay in this room all week, and you don't ask me to unlock you. On Friday night, I will let you sleep in my bedroom upstairs. That is when I'll show you the last part of my fantasy. Can you do this for me?"
"But ... I'm so turned on ... It's unbearable."
"It's okay, I also want you to pleasure me every day when I ask you too. You like that, don't you?"
"That won't help ... it would make it worse."
"So, you don't want to have sex with me on Friday and get your surprise?"
"Of course I do ... but ..."
"No but! Come on! Get to work! We start right now."
April spread her legs open, invitingly. Tracy didn't need a lot of convincing. As much as she wanted to cum, she got used to just doing what she was told to do for the past couple of weeks. Plus, she loved licking April so much and had been waiting for this moment all day. She had to enjoy it now before it was too late. Her dedication to her task was the cause of so many orgasms.
"You are getting too good at it," April said.
"You are delicious ... Are you sure that ..."
"No. I'm not unlocking you. Friday! ... Only four days to go. But I'll reward you later today because you made me cum so hard."
"... ok."
April left the room and locked the door behind her. She had lots of things to plan and do. She only came back with food for Tracy two hours later and left the tray on the floor before closing the door again. Tracy was a bit puzzled, but she was hungry.
She ate her meal quietly while the TV was bombarding her non-stop with porn and hypnosis. She wished she could turn it off, but then she forgot about it. She was slowly getting used to it and no longer tried to block it out of her mind. It was just part of her typical environment by now. Later on, April came back.
"How was your food?"
"It was good. Thank you."
"I didn't forget about your reward. Turn around and don't talk."
She was hiding something behind her back. Tracy turned around and knelt on the bed. When did she become that obedient? April started to put something over her head. She couldn't see anything anymore. It got tighter and tighter as April was pulling on the laces behind her head. Then she felt April fastening some buckles around her neck, eyes, and under her chin. The clicking of the padlocks followed. Tracy didn't say anything or do anything to prevent any of this from happening.
"There. A nice little leather hood to decorate my little rubber toy. Do you like it?"
"It's ... tight. I can't see anything."
"That is the point. It will get comfier over time."
"What do we do now?"
"Nothing. Have a good night. I will see you tomorrow, maybe ..."
"Maybe? Hey! ... Wait up!"
Tracy tried to catch April, but she only grabbed a handful of air. She heard the door slamming shut and being locked. She groaned and started to explore the hood to see if there was a way to remove it, but there was none. She flopped back in her rubber sheets and sighed. She was reflecting on her situation when she noticed something different; the volume of the TV went up. It was no longer just background noise. It was a regular volume. Not loud per se, but very present nonetheless, and she couldn't ignore it anymore.
That was how her restless night went. She kept waking up and falling back asleep, unable to figure out if ten minutes had elapsed or five hours. There was no discomfort, but there was a lot of confusion. Her arousal was the worst. She couldn't tell anymore if the moaning came from her or the TV. She made a few trips to the bathroom for the toilet and water. It was pretty much all she could do outside listening to porn and hypnosis.
On an irregular basis, she went to the door to check if April left her some food. It took three times before finding a food tray on the floor. It was the most exciting activity since she got her hood on. She took all the time in the world to enjoy her meal. The rest of the time, she tried to sleep or have a discussion with herself to keep her sanity. But most of the time she was just repeating what she heard from the TV.
It took forever, but she finally heard a familiar voice. It was April.
"Hey, rubber girl. You did so well today. So I have another surprise for you today. Put your hands behind your back and don't talk."
Tracy placed her hands behind her back, not thinking about it. April put leather cuffs on her wrists and locked them together.
"Good girl. Now, kneel on the floor next to the bed. I want you to lick me. I thought about you all day, and I need this now. You are so awesome."
Tracy knelt as ordered, and the two hands on her head guided her to the promised land. April made her lick her pussy for an eternity. She came so hard so many times
"You are getting way too good at this. I think I'm addicted. Listen, since you can't use your hands anymore, I'll bring you your food and water in bowls. Be careful not to make a mess. Also, we are Tuesday, so hang in there. Your final surprise is not too far away. Think about all the sex you are going to get on Friday."
Tracy moaned. Her sex tank was full, and there was nothing she could do about it. Rubbing her crotch on objects would not help; the large metal dildo inside her would just make it way worse. And now that her hands were tied behind her back too, she was even more helpless. Without a goodbye, April left the room and locked the door behind her. Tracy only knew one thing; it was Tuesday. Since April didn't work on regular hours, she didn't know if it was morning, afternoon, or late at night. All she could do was to flop back on her bed and hope to sleep for extended periods, which she had no way to control.
Time dragged. The only indication that time was still moving forward was when, magically, bowls of food and water appeared or refilled. She was forced to eat like a dog. It was not that bad since April also left her with a towel to wipe her mouth.
The porn and hypnosis never stopped, and it was replacing her thoughts. Before, Tracy was always thinking about renovation projects and such, but she couldn't do that anymore. She was thinking of April, rubber, food, sex ... Occasionally, April showed up, but she was not even talking to her anymore. All she wanted was to receive her regular oral sex from her sex doll. At some point, she cuffed Tracy's ankles to add to her misery. It was a new struggle to go to the toilet, but she still managed it.
Tracy was lost entirely. She was so turned on and so confused. The worst was when April decided to gag her. She shoved a large penis gag in her mouth, silencing her for good. And later on, she even hogtied her. The television volume was cranked up very high. It was seriously messing up her head as the constant moanings were slowly destroying her soul. Once in awhile, April came back to make her drink and help her with the washroom. To repay for the assistance, Tracy had to eat and lick April's pussy for long periods of time. Undoubtedly, April had found her favorite hobby.
Tracy was gradually losing hope to be freed. To her, it felt as if weeks had passed, until it happened.
"Tracy ... Do you want your final surprise?"
"Mmmph ..."
"Ah, yes, the gag. One sec."
April unbuckled the gag strap and pulled it out of her mouth, causing Tracy to let out a large amount of drool. She was trying to stretch her sore jaw.



"Is ... is it Friday?"
"No, sorry ..."
"Aaaah! Come on! I can't take this anymore. You are going to kill me ..."
"No, no! Listen, Tracy! It is Saturday evening. We had some emergencies at the hospital yesterday, and I came back home too late to play with you."
"But ... so ... what now?"
"As I asked, do you want your surprise now? It is the last thing I'll ask of you to fulfill my fantasy. I'm not lying. Tomorrow, it will be over, and we will talk about how we want things to continue after that. But tonight, you have a decision to make. Either you break my heart and ask me to set you free, or you keep your promise to fulfill my fantasy and help me with the last part."
"Will I cum if I follow you?"
"Hehe. If you are nice, maybe."
"I'm going to keep my promise. I said I would."
"Good choice! I'm addicted to you as my rubber toy now, I would have been sad if you had refused. Alright, let's go ... I can't wait any longer. I'm so excited."
April removed the wrist and ankle cuffs from Tracy,who stretched her sore limbs. She was finally able to move somewhat normally. April didn't remove the hood or the chastity belt kit.
"Take my hand and follow me."
After a quick stop at the washrooms, April led the very disoriented rubber Tracy to the master bedroom. The last time she was here was when she got chastised. It seemed as if it was months ago. April made her lie down on the bed and climbed on top of her. She started kissing Tracy, which was already a fantastic reward for her patience. Tracy felt so good, but unfortunately, she had a bigger problem, this make-out session was turning her on like crazy.
"April ... Please, I really need to cum!"
"Is it that bad?"
"Yes ... you can't understand ... I feel as if it will break my body if I don't."
"Okay, since you are in such a hurry, I will give you two choices ..."
"Nooo! No more choices. I want to be fucked so badly. My pussy keeps clenching on the dildo, and I can't control it ... it is so bad."
"Well, you have to endure ... hear me out at least. Your first choice is that I remove everything from you, belt, hood, suit, and I give you a vibrator. You can make yourself cum as much as you want. But I'm not sleeping with you tonight."
"Ah, come on! I want to make love to you. I want you to make me cum! Not a vibrator."
"Alright, so that is why you have a second choice."
"What is it?"
"I will let you sleep in my bedroom, but I will fuck you only after I show you my surprise."
"What is the surprise?"
"... It's a surprise ... But I'd fuck you as much as you want after, does it not sound good? I promise it is true."
"O ... okay ... Then I chose that ... I don't want to be fucked by a vibrator."
"Perfect! Get off the bed then ... I'll show you something."
April led Tracy to a corner of the room and made her standstill.
"Okay, I'll remove your hood, but you have to keep your eyes closed. You cannot look else you are going to ruin everything."
"I won't. I promise."
April unlocked all the padlocks from the hood and undid the straps, unlacing it released the pressure. When she peeled it off Tracy's rubber head, it made her moan loudly. It was such a relief. She almost opened her eyes but was reminded right away not to do so.
"Don't open your eyes ... please! Now I want you to crouch down and walk through this small door. Careful, there is a small step."
"A small door ... What is it?"
"A surprise, you'll see. You are going to love it."
Tracy obeyed and crouched down before stepping over the small obstacle at her feet. She was guided by April carefully. When she put her foot on the ground again, it was like walking on a very soft pillow. She put her hands on the ground, and it was the same squishy material. The smell was intoxicating. It was latex ... a very strong smell of latex. This turned her on so much that she started shaking. She brought her other foot forward, and immediately after, she heard a soft noise, like a pillow falling onto the floor.
"April? What do I do now?"
Silence. Nobody replied.
April? Can I open my eyes now? April?"
Tracy was very confused. She started touching around. In front of her was a wall made of the same cushy material. It was the same thing on her left or right. She even tried to stand up, but her head bumped into the soft ceiling.
"Okay, April, I'm opening my eyes now ... What is going on?"
Tracy opened her eyes, hoping to figure out an answer ... nothing ... it was pitch back ... Was she blind? She rubbed her eyes with her gloved hands, but it didn't help. She turned around to reach the hole from where she came from ... nothing again... Just walls covered with cushions, probably made of latex. She licked the wall to confirm. She was right. It was latex. She inspected the small place over and over with her hands, but there was nothing, no exit. She was trapped and isolated inside a small rubber box.
Outside, April was sitting on the bed, masturbating frantically. It was so hot. In front of her was a good size wooden box containing a whole lot of latex along with her rubbery young wife, who was probably losing her mind at the moment. The hatch was closed tight and locked. Not only was the box cushioned with foam and latex inside, but all sides were also soundproofed. The person inside would not be able to hear anything from the outside. The opposite was true, as well.
April kept masturbating for a long time. She had not yet decided how long she would leave her in there and it was turning her on so much. She knew Tracy was desperate to cum, but that was no longer important. This was her fantasy. For a very long time now, she dreamed of this but never had the guts to tell Tracy about it. When she offered to fulfill one of her fantasies, she was so happy. She knew right away that this would be the one she would pick. Her fantasy was to have a latex girl just to herself. One to which she could do everything she wanted. She was aware that she stretched the offer quite a bit and that Tracy would probably not be the same ever again after all of this, but for once in her life, April felt that she could stop resisting and let her imagination turn into reality.
Tracy had been awesome all along. So many times, she could have said no and put her foot on the ground to stop this, but she didn't. It was so hard for April to manipulate her like this; she had to lie all the time. She could never have hated Tracy if she had decided to stop. April loved her way too much, it was hard to make her believe that she would have been heartbroken. She would tell her everything later, once this session was over ... in one, two, four ... maybe eight hours? Maybe even more? She had not decided how long she would keep her isolated just yet. Masturbating like this, with those thoughts, was too good to think about anything else at the moment.
For a long moment, Tracy tried to find a way out with no success. She didn't know what had happened. She couldn't see or hear anything. The smell of latex wouldn't go away. It was turning her on so much. She got used to that smell in her new bedroom, and she associated it with the arousal caused by the constant porn and hypnosis. Being stuck in this box was a continuous trigger for her brain. Sex, pleasure, arousal. But there was nothing she could do about it. She was not going anywhere, and she could only hope that someone would eventually rescue her. She was exhausted. She curled into a little ball of rubber, still trying to reach her sex without success. The chastity belt wouldn't go away anytime soon, not as long as she was stuck in here. She couldn't even grab her metal covered boobs. She sucked on her fingers; it was pretty much the only stimulation she could get at that point. With no sensory input, the time had stopped to exist for her.
***
April walked to the box. She knew she was pushing the limits ... it had to stop. She needed to give Tracy her reward and owed her some explanation. It had been twelve hours already. After masturbating for an eternity, she had fallen asleep and only woke up a short time ago and masturbated some more. She closed the blinds to keep the place dark. Tracy hasn't seen any light for about week. It would be hard on her eyes. She reached the lock with her key and carefully removed it. She pulled on the handle to break the seal and open the door. She saw her rubber wife sleeping at the bottom of the box, fingers in the mouth, and a hand between her legs. She whispered.
"Tracy? ... Tracy?"
"Mmm ..."
"It's over, Tracy. Wake up."
"A ... April?"
"Careful your eyes ... you can come out now."
"Where ... Where am I?"
"In our bedroom. Come. Grab my hand."
Very slowly, confused Tracy crawled out of the rubber box. She could barely open her eyes as it was too bright for her, even with the blinds closed. April escorted her to the bathroom for a well-deserved bio-break. Then they went back to bed. She made Tracy lay down on her back and sat next to her.
"You deserve your reward. I'll take that belt off now. Then I'm going to fuck you so hard."
"Wait ... "
"What? Why?"
"I don't know ... I really want to, but at the same time, I don't want this to end. This week ... was amazing ..."
"Really? But I was super hard on you."
"Did ... did you have fun?"
"That is an understatement. You gave me more pleasure than I ever had. I was so happy that you played along with everything."
"Good ... good. I loved it too."
"Really? Even the box?"
"That was ... incredible. What ... What time is it?"
"Around 9 am, why?"
"What day?"
"Hehe. It is Sunday. You are really confused, aren't you?"
Tracy sat up slowly. Still half in a trance. She scouted to the edge of the bed. She was trying to get her bearings together.
"You know what, April? From now on, we need new rules."
"I know ... I went a bit too extreme on you. I'm sorry."
"No ... That was fine. I meant, rules to keep this going. If I want to get an orgasm for you, I will need to spend 12 hours in this box first."
"Really? Are you serious?"
"Yes, very. Then, if you want me to please you, it can only happen in the rubber bedroom downstairs."
"Oh my ... I like those rules."
"Also, you must keep me in chastity too, all the time, unless I did my 12 hours in the box."
"Are you sure? Yesterday, I thought you were going to die."
"That is why I loved it ... I've never been turned on to the point where my body took over. My pussy can't stop clenching, sending waves of pleasure to my body. It's insane."
"Alright, then come here, I'll unlock you and give you some mighty orgasms."
"No ... I need to spend 12 hours in the box before that, it is the rule."
"Are you crazy? You just got out!"
"There was no rule back then ..."
Tracy went to the floor and crawled toward the box, to April astonishment. She climbed in and curled at the bottom of it, on the soft latex padding. April shook her head ...
Without a word, April closed the door shut and turned the key, isolating Tracy once more.
"I better go clean up that rubber room now, she is going to spend a lot more time down there than I anticipated. I love her so much."
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"How did you know?"
"I'm good like that. Meow!"
It was around 11:30 pm. I was naked in my bed, and the wonderful feeling of warm latex rubbing over me was so dreamy, cuddly Kitty was wearing her full rubber catsuit. I was petting her cute springy ears peacefully. Every minute I could spend with her like this was a moment that I cherished preciously.
We were discussing Erika. What happened earlier this afternoon was kind of insane and unexpected, at least for me. Kitty, her, she had known all along what was bound to happen with that girl. How did she know? It was a mystery, but she was so good at discovering things in others that it was almost scary.
Erika was currently sleeping in the crate in the living room downstairs. She wouldn't have been of much use in my bed tonight. She was slightly broken and needed to rest. I thought it was a joke at first when Kitty asked me to spank Erika, and I was ready to play along ... but it went sideways. It was the first time Erika received pain in the context of a sexual game. Her nervousness was a symptom of her lack of experience with being slapped on the butt playfully.
"Do you think she liked it that much?"
"Mark, you saw her face the same way I did. You know she did."
Kitty was right. It was nuts. She suggested to Erika to lay down on my lap and present her butt for a little tenderizing session. The best way we could know if it was something she liked it was to try. So our little Erika agreed with that concept and executed herself. Her cute latex covered body walked up to me and laid belly first over my legs. I started by just rubbing her behind gently as if to gather my courage for what was to follow.
I was not a top nor a master. Kitty and Erika were not my slaves. I could administer a good spanking, but it had to be playful. And for me, playful meant that it was to cause pleasure, not distress. Not once, with Kitty, I punished her beyond her limits to correct one of her behavior that I didn't agree on. Kitty didn't like pain, and I was not going to use this against her, ever. But Erika, her, she was made of something else. I didn't know it; she didn't know it. But Kitty had found out.
"Do you think she will be able to walk again? My hand is still sore."
"If she wants to lick my pussy, believe me, she will walk again."
"Good point, she has a Kitty crotch addiction, it seems."
The rest of the evening with Erika didn't need further description. We had fun with her, not just once or twice ... but three times during the evening. She kept asking for more, and we gave her what she wanted. We didn't even reach her limits, if she had any. Before I sent her to the crate for the night, Erika asked for a good dose of whiskey to anesthetize her sore butt. As long as she asked for more alcohol, I knew she was going to be just fine.
I kept petting Kitty's ears and picked her brain some more.
"So, you think she is a masochist?"
"No. There is more to it than that. It is only part of what she is."
"More to it? What do you mean? She almost came just from the heavy spanking I gave her."
"Yes, I know. Meow! It was cute and all, but that is not who she is. I can't believe you didn't notice."
"Notice what? I'm not following you ..."
"Well, what did she tell you at the pub? You know, when she was wondering if you were just toying with her to get sex?"
"... That she would gut me like a fish?"
"And when she thought you were pulling her leg ..."
"... That she would break mines ..."
"And in her letter, during the evening when she copied me? When she asked for you to wait until she came back before having lunch?"
"That she would gut me, again. Kitty? Where are you going with this?"
"Wait, one more! What did she do when you insulted her this morning?"
"She ... punched me in the chest ..."
"Yes, she punched you twice. So?"
What was Kitty trying to say? After a full year around her, she was still as cryptic as a bitcoin. I had no clue what kind of idea was bouncing around inside that cat head.
"Kitty, help me a bit. Use words I can understand."
"Meow! I'm going to be a good cat and help you."
"Of course you will ..."
"When she punched you? Did she hesitate?"
"Not quite, no. Erika was pretty convincing. Why?"
"Did she feel bad?"
"I don't think so. She just wanted me to listen to her."
"Did it hurt?"
"Hehe. Good thing her padded paws saved me, else I would have felt it. She can pack a punch, unlike another girl I know."
"Hey, I'm stronger than you think!"
Kitty started to fight me a bit with her little paws, but I grabbed her wrists easily and brought her back to my chest. She had no strength at all. Her weakness was so adorable.
"No, you aren't! Anyway, why are you asking me all that?"
"You still don't understand?"
"I don't know? Erika is violent?"
"No. She doesn't do it to be violent. She ..."
Kitty paused. Something was bugging her because it was unlike her. It was as if what she was going to say was not a good thing. Since Kitty never said anything negative about people, it would have been shocking. I pulled her on top of me to cuddle her some more.
"Hey, what is it, Kitty? What are you trying to say?"
"Hmm. That might get me in trouble if I say it. I don't like pain."
"Pain? Erika would never hurt you. Why are you saying that? This is nonsense. She acts tough around me because she knows I can take it, but she is a sweet and caring person when you get to know her."
"Mark, she is a sadist! That is what she is. She just doesn't know it yet."
"Aaaah! Kitty, seriously? She is not a sadist."
"Ah, yeah? So that must be why she assaulted me for two hours when you were grocery shopping. She wouldn't stop even if I told her to."
"That was because you liked it, she knew that. You came a lot, so what? How was it different than your sex-coffin rides?"
Kitty grumbled. For once, she had trouble winning an argument. She loved her new girlfriend, but she had difficulty handling her as she did with me. Erika was stronger and as smart as her. It was an uneven battle that she wasn't sure she could win. Yet, she kept fighting a bit more.
"Look, Mark. I may have secretly liked it, but did you see how happy she was when she held me down and licked me? She loved forcing me to cum."
"I did notice, yeah. She wouldn't have stopped anytime soon. She was really into it."
"She is a sadist! She loved it way too much! And today, when you spanked her, I was kissing her, and you know what? ... I saw it in her eyes. Yes, she liked the pain, but that was just awakening her real desire."
"And what that real desire would be, as per Kitty the psychologist?"
"She wanted to do the same thing to me!"
"Aaah! Kitty, you imagine things."
"I'm not! She is a sadist! Wait until she discovers it. We will be in trouble."
Maybe she had a point. But I was not sure how this was a problem. Erika had the right to like whatever she wanted, and we had the same right to decline something we didn't want to do. If she were indeed a closeted sadist, she would never hurt us on purpose; I knew this for sure.
"Kitty, do you like Erika?"
"I love her very much!"
"So you want her to stay and be happy with us?"
"Yes ... Very much so."
"Good, so you are going to help her. You helped me a lot, so why don't you do the same with her? Tomorrow I have to go to work, and you can talk to her and maybe find out what the real truth is. How does that sound?"
"That is what I was saying ... I'm getting in trouble for telling you."
"You are not. It will be just fine. I'll give her some pointers in the morning, and she will take care of you. She loves you too, you know."
"I know! But I tell you, she is still a sadist."
"Now, let me unzip your crotch. Your cuddles are treacherous."
"Meow! Tie me up first. I'm not fucking you if I'm not in bondage!"
"That again? Alright, let's have a bit of fun with you."
Poor Kitty. I've never quite seen her like this. She was madly in love with Erika, but at the same time, she feared her. How could two contradictory emotions even co-exist inside the same heart? As I was tying Kitty up, spread eagle to the bed, I couldn't help but think that she was the most fantastic creature I have ever met. Even my love for Erika would never be the same as this.
Kitty was so different. I didn't remember her real face, and I didn't care. She was my pure hardcore latex catgirl, and she was the only one in the world. Perhaps one of these days, I would be allowed to make love to her out of her rubber costume, but she would still be the precious latex catgirl that I loved beyond reason, and this forever.
***
Early in the morning, I had to go to work. I fucked Kitty so hard last night that I'm going to be tired all day. That lucky one, she could sleep as long as she wanted to everyday, but it was not a luxury I could afford. At least, since my second girlfriend was on vacation, I could get an extra thirty minutes of sleep this morning. Erika, instead of me, could take care of feeding Kitty. I had something to test.
Before Kitty woke up, I put a ball gag in her mouth and fastened the buckle behind her head. The blinking latex cat was trying to figure out what was happening. She already had comfy leather cuffs on her wrists and ankles so hogtying her with some leather straps was a formality. The end result was a little tied up catgirl wiggling helplessly on the bed. I patted her head and explained what I wanted to do.
"So ... I'll tell Erika to take care of you today, okay?. She needs to let you pee and feed you. For the rest, she can decide. I'm sure she will have plenty of ideas to entertain you."
"Hmmph?"
"Yeah, you don't dislike that idea, right? But when I woke up, I was still thinking about what you told me last night. So I'm going to tell her everything you said about her and tell her to try new things on you to find out if she really is a sadist. I'm going to let her out of her latex catsuit as well today because she will more than likely want to use her hands."
"Hmmmph! Hmmmph!"
"Hehe. Yes. I love you too, pink ball. I figured you'd appreciate my little idea since you love losing control. Enjoy your day now!"
I kissed her on the forehead and left the room. She couldn't speak, but her worries transpired through her sexual excitement. It was a good sign; it meant I could go to work knowing she would have a blast with Erika. I went downstairs to meet up with my other crated cat, the one with the vandalized bum.
The living room was so quiet. The little pink crate was so cute next to the couch, and just the thought of having a sexy girl inside it was turning me on a bit. I checked the time, I was not that much in a hurry. Why not? I could abuse my new girlfriend for a bit if she were willing to play. I removed the padlocks, opened the door, and pulled on her ankle to wake her up.
"Morning, sore butt. How are you feeling?"
"Mmm ... My hips are shattered."
"No, they are not. You will be fine."
"I will never walk again."
"You sure will. Come on out, Erika."
"I have a dislocated tailbone ..."
"Okay, that is enough. Crawl out of there! I need to talk to you for a bit."
Erika groaned in pain and managed to drag herself out of the crate. I lowered my pants and sat comfortably one the couch. Erika started to smile.
"Oh? You are so dominant today. Why the poor acting?"
"Ah, don't be mean. I dislocated my metacarpals on your butt yesterday to give you what you wanted. You owe me one."
"Yes, Master!"
Of course, she was making fun of me; she picked the appropriate teasing tone. Nevertheless, she crawled to me on all four and started sucking with a smile, and her exciting little moans got me hard pretty quick.
"Mmm, that's so good. I'll return the favor when I come back," I said.
"Hehe. You don't have to. I like doing this. It's good to know I'll get to suck you whenever I want from now on."
"Right, I won't have a say in this. Hey, I wanted to talk to you before going to work. Just keep going but listen, then you can tell me what you think."
"Mmmm ... Alright, what is it?"
"Well, I discussed you with Kitty last night. She had some thoughts, but I'm not sure if she was right this time. If she were, I think it would be important to explore that aspect of your life."
Erika kept sucking gently but was looking at me with a frown. She was getting curious about what I was saying, or rather what I was going to say next.
"Kitty thinks you are a sadist! ... OWWWW!"
"THAT I WAS A WHAT?"
"You bit my cock! Ow! ... Geez ..."
"Well, did you hear what you just told me? It is your fault!"
"Yes, I know what I said, and she might be onto something."
"I'm not a sadist! Where does that even come from?|
"Do you feel bad after biting my cock that hard?"
"..."
This involuntary and straightforward question made her pause, she had a strange feeling. It was as if she were looking for that compassionate emotion that would enable her to contradict me, but it was not there. It troubled her to have discovered that void so suddenly and it even worried her a little bit. She started gently rubbing my cock with her paw, trying to display some empathy.
"I'm... sorry. What else did Kitty say?"
"Don't worry. You didn't hurt me that much. I'm at fault for bringing that up at an inappropriate time. Well, the other thing she said was that yesterday, when you were kissing her while enduring your hard spanking, in your eyes, there was a thirst to do the same to her"
"Oh my God ..."
"Don't worry. She probably imagined it if you ask me. Sometimes she can be ..."
"No! ... No, Mark! She was right. I didn't know why I was thinking about it, but she was right."
"Okay ... Now, Kitty scares me. She can read minds."
Erika stood up and asked me to unzip her crotch. I pulled the tab down, and she climbed on top of me before guiding my cock inside of her. She put her two paws on my shoulder and started moving her not-so-shattered-after-all hips. I would be late for work.
"Oh, boy! That always feels great," I said.
"Aaanh! Mmm! ... So? What if I'm a bit of a sadist? I can do nice things too."
"Very nice things. It doesn't change who you are. It just means that you have to explore yourself a bit and align your life with what you like to do. I think this is a new feeling for you, so just take your time."
"A lot is new to me. So what? Do you have any suggestions?"
"Actually, I do. Kitty will be your test bench."
"Mmm ... What do you mean?"
"Kitty loves you very much. She asked me to do something special for you today to help you find your inner self a bit more."
"Like what?"
I'm going to regret this so much later, but I just had to, for my entertainment. Erika moved her hips a bit faster, and her breathing grew heavier and warmer.
"Well, Kitty asked me to tie her up and gag her. She is hogtied upstairs. I will let you out of your suit, and today, and you are going to take good care of Kitty."
"I would love to take care of Kitty. I can babysit her ... Aaanh! Nngh!"
"Well, she doesn't want you to remove her gag. So you have to make her pee, feed her, then you have to give her a good spanking as I did to you yesterday. After that, you can do whatever you want to her. Just try to notice how you feel while you are doing it. Don't walk away from what you like to do."
"Mmm! Aannh! Are ... Are you sure Kitty is okay with this?"
"Of course! You know her; she loves losing control. That is her thing. Just promise me not to damage her. She is rather fragile. Oh, and remove her gag around lunchtime, after a while, her jaw is starting to hurt."
"Nnngh! Okay ... That is kind of hot. I'll try to come up with fun stuff to do to her."
"Great ... But now, I'm about to cum."
"Already? But ... I barely got started."
There are things humans can and cannot do. One of them is the impossibility to retain cum inside for an extended period when a sexy rubber girl is clenching my dick with her vagina walls while I'm manipulating her mind into thinking my other girlfriend asked for painful entertainment. I knew I'd pay dearly for that one, but today, I allowed myself to be evil.
***
I couldn't focus on work. I couldn't stop thinking about my two girls at home that were more than likely having way more fun than I had here. I just wanted this day to be over, but I only reached halfway through my time. I sat at my desk for a sandwich and checked my phone. I got a few texts from Kitty.
11:56: Mark = evil.
11:58: Was right. E is sadist.
12:15: Come soon, please..
I leaned back into my chair. I knew it. I totally expected this to happen. I chose to sacrifice my life just to enjoy this very unique moment. I'm sure Erika had a lot of fun with our helpless Kitty this morning. Unrestrained fun. I will gladly pay the price for what I did when I go back home later.
***
I was driving back from work; half stuck in traffic, listening to the radio, as usual, and daydreaming about all the hell I would probably go through when I set foot in my house. But then some bells started ringing in my car ... then a few lights turned on in the dashboard.
"Well, that can't be good."
I swiftly turned to a residential area and pulled over. I observed my car for a bit, and it just stopped. I tried to start it again without success; the battery had died. I was pretty sure I knew what happened, my laziness caused this. I knew the battery was weaker and weaker recently, it was over ten years old, but I never took the time to replace it, not smart. I grabbed my phone and called Erika.
"Hey Mark. Are you on your way back?"
"No, my car died. I would need your help."
"Oh, no! Are you okay?"
"Oh yeah. I think it is just the battery. Look, can you bring me my socket set and my multimeter, they are in the garage on the shelf?"
"Sure, I'll be right there. Where are you?"
The fun thing with Erika is that she had worked for a tool renting company before, so she knew about tools. I gave her my location, and she was on her way. Another convenient thing was that she was not Kitty; she could drive a car. Good thing I let her out of her catsuit this morning.
Shortly after, Erika showed up, and we confirmed that it was indeed the battery that had shorted. She drove me to the local store and a swift exchange later; we came back with the new battery. A few minutes later, my car was purring again. I got out and gave her a hug and a kiss.
"I guess I owe you for that one. I suppose you'll have to sleep with me tonight."
Erika grabbed my arm and proposed something different.
"Hey, Mark, why don't we go to the pub instead? You pay!"
"It would be nice ... But aren't you angry at me?"
"Angry, no. Why would I?"
"Well ... because I lied to you?"
"You ... lied to me?"
The blood drained a bit from my face. Did Kitty not tell her about my lie this morning? Her texts didn't say much, outside that she was in trouble, but Erika was just looking at me, wondering what kind of lies I told her. If she didn't know and Kitty told her nothing, then I majorly shot myself in the foot. I tried to get out of this situation, but I had no hope to do so.
"No ... No ... I mean ..."
"Mark ... What did you do?"
"Nothing ... I swear!"
"I'm going to gut you like a fish if you don't tell me."
Erika grabbed me by the collar. That was it. My plan was to get scolded playfully when I got back home, but now I would be murdered in a public street in a random residential area.
"Alright, alright! Let go of me ... Kitty never told me that she wanted you to spank her."
"WHAT? Are you fucking serious?"
"I'm sorry! It was just to tease you, guys."
"I destroyed her ass this morning ... I even had to apply ice because I was a bit too rough with that piece of wood I found in your storage room."



"You ... have hit Kitty with a piece of wood?"
"Well yeah, she wasn't reacting to my hand anymore. So I found something harder. But I did what you wanted ... I removed her gag around lunchtime and put her in her crate. She was all submissive, so I thought she was acting to make me happy. She didn't say a word. She just wanted to text you."
"..."
What have I done? My poor Kitty ... My joke turned into a nightmare. I never thought Erika would have gone as far as to spank her with a piece of wood. I started to panic a little.
"Where is Kitty now?"
"Well, home ... We spent the afternoon together. After lunch, I gagged her again for round two."
"... Round two?"
"Well, yes. You are the one that told me to explore this side of myself ... so I kept playing with her until you called me. Her butt was done for, so I may have bruised the rest of her body ... a bit; she doesn't have a lot of meat on her limbs. Anyway, it's your fault ... You told me I could! Why did you do that! I trusted you."
"ERIKA! Stop! Are you insane ... I never meant that you could beat Kitty up with a piece of wood. Have you totally lost your mind? Where is she now?"
"Hey! Don't yell at me. She is home, hogtied in the garage. I used your vice grips on her breast before leaving. She was whining quite a bit through the gag, but I thought she was enjoying it."
Oh my fucking God. What have I done to Kitty? I left her in the hands of that newborn sadist, and now she was in hell. What happened to Erika? Was she always that crazy, and I was just so charmed that I didn't notice? My whole body was shaking ... I didn't think about hating her at the moment; my only thoughts were for Kitty that was probably in living hell at home. There was no way this little girl could have enjoyed this ordeal. I hated myself so much right now. Then ...
"WAAAAAH!"
"AAHH!"
Two small arms brutally wrapped around my chest, and a little voice yelled at me loudly. My heart stopped, and my already adrenaline-filled body jumped. I almost had a heart attack. What did just happen? I looked at my chest, and two small pink rubber paws were holding me tightly. In front of me was Erika, with the biggest smile I have ever seen on her. She just burst into laughter, then walked to me and hugged me.
"Hahaha! You should see your face!"
"Mark, you are soooo funny sometimes."
This voice behind me, I should have known, was Kitty ... and she was just fine. How did I end up falling into this trap? Erika was pulling my leg all along, and I fell for it. They drove down here together just to prank me. Surrounded by two of the smartest girls I knew, I didn't even consider that they could outsmart me, as they always do. A desire for revenge was about to erupt inside me.
"You guys, you are going to pay dearly for that prank!"
"Hahaha. It was priceless."
I turned around, and Kitty was smiling. How could I be mad at her? She was melting my heart. I grabbed her by the skin of the neck and walked her to my car.
"Alright, very funny. Get in the car before someone calls the cops on you again. Erika, we will see you at home. And stop laughing, for crying out loud!"
Kitty climbed in the passenger seat and fastened her seatbelt clumsily with her cushy paws. I did the same and drove off.
"Kitty, you are such a trickster. I'm sure it was not Erika's idea."
"Guilty as charged. But she liked it a lot. That will teach you to try to trick us."
"Try? It didn't even work in the morning."
"No."
"How did she find out? You were gagged."
"Well, you made a huge mistake."
"I did? I thought I was perfect this morning."
"No, you came inside Erika before leaving."
"What does this have to do with anything?"
"Well, you should have known, Erika is a pervert too. She came to see me right after you left and removed my gag. She forced me to lick your cum out of her pussy."
"Oh, Gawd! Is that what you girls do when I'm not home?"
"Yep, I liked it a lot."
Those two girls are just insane and hot. They are such an incredible combo of sex, and I was the one stuck in the middle. I was the luckiest guy on Earth. Kitty put her rubber paw on my arm while I was driving.
"So, we did talk about what you told her, though."
"Her being a sadist? What did she say?"
"She said I was right, of course. But she is not ready to go crazy just yet. She told me that she enjoyed forcing me to do things, but she said I was too cute and couldn't get herself to hurt me ... much."
"Much?"
"Yeah, she did give me a good spanking. She was gentle, but I could tell she was getting more comfortable just before we stopped. Her real personality was taking over. It is going to be so fun later when she fully accepts that part of herself."
"Well, I'm glad. I tried to trick you this morning, but in fact, this was pretty much all I was hoping for. I hope she won't get scared by it. Being a bit sadistic doesn't mean you are a bad person. It just makes her even more fun to have around."
"Exactly."
We were almost home. I could see Erika in my rearview mirror, following me in her car; she was relaxed and looked around. I wanted her to like us enough to be part of our life for a very long time. I would have to take better care of her. I would do everything to make sure she was happy with herself and with us.
***
When we got home, I laid down on the couch, and Kitty climbed on top of me, like on the first day I met her, and she closed her eyes.
Erika sat on the other couch and texted on her phone for a bit. The silence was good. A few minutes later, Kitty fell deep asleep and was purring a little. She was so cute. Erika looked at us with a faint smile and whispered.
"So, did you notice it?"
"Notice what?"
"Well, look at her nose."
"Her nose? ... Wait. What? How did this happen?"
"She asked me to remove her feeding tube. She said she wanted to eat like me. She is adorable. I think that with me around, she won't pull the same not-eating crap she did with you when you met her."
"Well, I hope so ... I don't know what triggered her bad food habit back then."
"I'm not sure either. But I'm guessing that Kitty had a problem taking care of herself and she loved you so much. She was probably scared of not looking cute anymore because she didn't want you to leave her."
"Maybe ... I'd not be surprised if it were true. You know what? I think she will be fine. You have to keep an eye on her, though. Will you do that for me?"
"Yes, of course. She is my girlfriend too. I care about her, and I'm fully into that polygamy thing now, I just love it. And look, the catheter is gone too."
"What? No way. Is that true? She always refused to let me remove it."
"Same deal, I suppose, she wanted you to take care of her. But when she saw you loving me without those little extras, it probably made her think about the necessity and the burden it put on you."
"I loved feeding her and making her pee. It was fun. But yeah, I suppose those things are not meant to be permanent. This is a good thing."
I carefully cuddled the sleepy catgirl on my chest, I didn't want to wake her up. What else did she do in the name of love? I wondered. Was it me that enabled those weird behaviors in her? For sure, I had a role to play, but she could have said no. I think once we experimented with new things, it became a habit for both of us. Erika's presence was sufficient to make us reevaluate what we were doing and how we were doing it. A return to a more reasonable baseline could only be healthy. I got the feeling Kitty would not go back to her sex coffin for a while.
"Mark, when she wakes up, can you help me in my catsuit?"
"Are you sure you don't want to take a break? If you try to follow Kitty and wear it all the time, you probably won't be able to keep up. She is an expert latex cat."
"Well ... The truth is, I love it. The catheter is a no; the feeding tube is a very no. But the latex catsuit is a huge yes, I want much more of it. I was a bit disappointed this morning when you took it off me. I felt so naked."
"That is because you were! We will get you back in your suit when the sleepy cathead wakes up. I promise."
***
Later on that evening, my two latex catgirls were sitting on the kitchen island. Erika was happy as a squirrel, back in her latex kitty costume, and we were just chatting about what they did to me today. But this time they were going to eat for real, no more feeding tube. With no fingers, Erika could still handle those chicken skewers I gave her, but Kitty was struggling.
Her jaw weakened a little bit over the year, so I was spoon-feeding her mashed potatoes along with some tender pieces of chicken. We took our time. It reminded me a lot of the first day we've met. Back then, I fed her a pork and apple burger, and it took almost an hour. Those moments were the best.
Erika looked at Kitty and asked her a strange question.
"Kitty, you love latex, right?"
"Haha. How did you know?"
"I mean ... as long as you wear latex, you are happy?"
"Very much so ... Why?"
"I think I will buy you another suit."
"That again? Mark keeps talking about that. What is wrong with my current suit?"
"You cannot help Mark."
Woah, that was direct. Erika was fearless. Not only she managed to have Kitty remove her tubes, but now she was attacking her helpless paws as well. She kept asking more questions too.
"Why did you get a suit with no fingers in the first place, anyway?"
"I don't know ... I didn't choose it."
"What? What do you mean? You bought it yourself, no?"
I was as shocked as Erika by that answer. Kitty never told me about that.
"I was still with my parents when I bought it. It took a while to save all that money. I ordered it online, I picked a catsuit with no hands, no paws, no hood. It was the cheapest I could find and afford. But when it arrived, it was a cat with everything attached and no fingers. They made a huge mistake in my order. I loved it, but I could not fully wear it. I couldn't zip it up with those paws. Mark was the first person that sealed me in my suit."
"No way! I was the first one to see you fully zipped up years after you bought it?"
"Yes. It was the first time I wore that collar too ... I mean, over the suit, and the first time I was locked in it as well."
"So, that whole cat act, you didn't choose it?"
"No, but I loved and embraced it. It was like my destiny or something. My first text to you was "meow" wasn't it? I'm sure you liked it!"
That, I did. Today, I learned so many things about Kitty. Exciting things. But Erika kept probing for some obscure reasons, what was she looking for?
"Kitty, eventually we will go shopping for a new suit, with fingers this time. I'm going to buy it for you."
"Okay, but you need to get the same one so that we can keep teasing Mark."
"Deal. But Kitty? Do you know Mark would love you even if you are not wearing your suit."
"..."
Kitty climbed down the island and walked away without answering. Erika and I looked at each other, a bit surprised by her sudden reaction. I was about to go check on Kitty to make sure she was okay, but Erika reacted first. She climbed down the countertop and patted my arm.
"Don't worry. I'll talk to her. I know what I'm doing. She is fine. Go read a book in your bedroom; you'll have two rubber catgirls joining you in a bit. I guarantee you that."
"Okay, I hope she is okay. You were pressuring her quite a bit."
"She is very happy right now. You have no idea. Don't worry about her, just love her when we join you in bed. That is all you can do. Leave the rest to me."
I kissed Erika on her rubber head and let her go after Kitty. I cleaned up the kitchen a bit and followed her advice to go read a book upstairs.
About an hour later, I heard little footsteps and ... Oh no! Not again. The two small cats showed up, wearing their perforated blindfolds and lipstick ... I couldn't tell which one was who anymore. They were so evil ... and so hot.
One of them flicked the light off before climbing in bed. The two catgirls assaulted me and each other relentlessly. It would be another short night for me. While one of the rubber toys was giving me a seriously intense blowjob, the other one whispered in my ear.
"We decided that it's going to be like this for the next two weeks. And there is nothing you can do about it."
Oh, great!
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Feliformia - Side Story - Rubbercat Tails
Chapter 1 - Cat Education
"NO!"
"Well, you don't have a choice!"
I'm Kitty, and this evil person next to me is Erika. For one week already, she had been at our place, and some things were starting to change. I spent a lot of time with her because Mark, our boyfriend, was at work during the week.
When he was around, wearing my full latex catsuit was the norm, which meant padded cat paws were attached, and I couldn't use my hands. I decided a long time ago I would not let Mark see me out of this suit; he loved me too much as is. The only time he saw me out of my costume was for a few minutes on the first day we met. Since then, I had been exclusively a cute and rubbery catgirl.
Erika only became our lover recently. She wanted to stick around for a bit longer before deciding to move in with us or not, but I knew she would. Her pretension to think about it would not fool me. That said, she was also wearing a copy of my rubber catsuit, and she just LOVED it, perhaps as much as I did.
When we were together around Mark, we liked to drive him nuts together, and it was so much fun. But there was a significant difference between her and me; she would let Mark see her out of her catsuit, to my great despair. I tried to convince her not to do that, but she wouldn't listen.
Occasionally, before Mark left to work, he let her out of her suit so she could take better care of me during the day. Erika enjoyed that responsibility way too much. Not only was she in love with me, which was a mutual feeling, I also obsessed her.
She would never leave me alone unless she was busy and put me in my crate for a while. I was the victim of her relentless sexual assaults day after day. I was not complaining, far from it, but she was an intense one. She could make me come all day long without any remorse.
I had to be fair here; she changed my life for the better ... I think. Before her arrival, I spent most of my time in bondage, in my crate, or inside my sex-coffin. But since Erika, I kind of lost interest in those solo adventures because she took care of all my sexual needs and more.
Mark was fantastic, but because of his work and responsibilities, there was only so much he could do. I didn't want to burn him out with my high sex drive. With our new lover around, I got to spend more quality time with him while getting permanently satisfied by Erika during the day. I loved this new way of living. Excepted today ...
"The word embarrassing needs two R ... You know that already, I told you earlier ..."
"Erika! Can we stop ... My brain is fried!"
My head fell on top of my arm, and my long black hair bundled up on the table. Today was one of those days when Mark let Erika out of her suit so she could "take care" of me. Usually, those turned into a sex massacre, but not this time. Last night, when Mark fell asleep, Erika and I kept making out on the bed next to him. We also were chit-chatting for a bit. She said to me that Mark had told her at some point that I didn't get my secondary school diploma. This was trouble.
"No, Kitty, we can't. You have two more hours to go."
"But I don't need to study! I don't need a diploma! Mark is taking care of me."
"Well, what would happen if something happened to him then?"
"... You would take care of me?"
"Oh, enough. Grab your pencil and write the sentence again else I'm going to spank you harder this time."
When I was alone with Erika, I didn't mind if she saw me out of my suit. She was not Mark, so the rule didn't apply. She and I loved taking our shower naked together. I never had someone else washing my hair before, and she was so good at it. Hugging a soapy girl's body felt fantastic too. I wouldn't let Mark do the same because he only loved me as a latex cat. I was sure of it. Erika kept saying I was wrong, but whatever.
Today, Erika unzipped me after Mark left, and I lowered my suit down to my waist. The reason this time was that she decided to homeschool me until I could pass the secondary school official exam to obtain my diploma. Apparently, I was not that far from being able to do it, but I didn't believe it deep down. What she was showing me was so hard, and it was not even sexually fun. But yet, I had no choice. If I were not obedient, she would find a way to punish me because she was a bit of a sadist.
I grabbed my pencil and tried to write that sentence all over again, trying to avoid mistakes this time. I was not good at it. The lead was scratching the surface of my paper sheet clumsily. Erika was just watching me struggle and analyzed every single one of my movements. I lived in fear. If I were to make another mistake, she would stop me, and I would have to start all over again.
This time around, I managed to write the final dot of the sentence without her interrupting me. There was a short silence. Maybe it was just in my head, but I expected to be reprimanded again.
"Kitty ... You did it!"
"Uh? Really?"
"Yes, it's perfect. No errors. See, you are as good as anybody else, and you can learn new things. How does it feel?"
I just shrugged and slid down on my chair. I didn't have this surge of happiness for accomplishing something that everybody else could do. Plus, my fingers hurt a lot because I wasn't used to using them anymore; they were always encased in latex paws. This was no victory. Erika wrapped her hand around the back of my neck and kissed me on the side of my head.
"Alright, that's enough for today. Maybe a full day is too much too soon."
"Really?"
"Yes, but only if you let me play with you ... Please?"
"Erika, you never ask for my permission before playing with me ..."
"I know, I'm just trying to be less bossy ... Okay then, back in your catsuit. I want to try something with you."
"Try what?"
"I'm not telling you, else it won't be as fun."
Here we were again. Erika always did this to me. She thought about something kinky, then I became her victim. In all honesty, that is how I loved it and was wondering what she would come up with this time around. Even though, with Erika, it was not guaranteed, my hope was to get some good pleasure out of it.
I got off my chair and presented my back to her. She helped me suit back up, and sooner rather than later, I was a shiny pink and cute catgirl again. I loved it so much. Erika picked my pink Kitty collar from the table and fastened it around my neck, and then locked my zipper with a small padlock, I wasn't even sure she knew where the key was. I turned around and gave her a deep kiss. Why did I love her so much? Her kissing abilities were one of the reasons.
"Come on, cathead, go upstairs, I'll be there in a sec," she said.
"Only Mark calls me cathead! You cannot!"
"Okay, well, I'll call you ... fuzzball."
"Erika! No!"
"Just kidding ... Alright, go to the washroom first, then to the bedroom, I'll be right there."
She unzipped my crotch and slapped me on the butt. I had no clue what she was going to do to me, but I would soon find out. Usually, when she asked me to go to the toilet first, it was because a smell of bondage was in the air.
My business finished, I walked back to my bed and climbed on it. I hoped Mark would buy a king bed eventually. This one was too small for the three of us. A couple of nights ago, Erika fell from it, and she scolded him big time. If it happened once more, I was convinced we would get our king bed. Maybe I could just push her off during her sleep to speed things up. I wanted this new big bed.
I laid down on my back and looked at the ceiling. It was one of those ugly stucco ones. I spent countless hours in bondage looking at it and finding all kinds of forms and shapes in it. I knew there was a bunny somewhere ... and a cock ... Ah! Erika was climbing up the stairs.
"Alright, Kitty. How much do you like being tied up?"
"Aaanh! Mmm!"
It was always the same ... I couldn't control my stupid brain. Erika said this purposely knowing that I would get hit by a wave of sexual pleasure, then refusing anything she wanted to do would become impossible. After receiving those treacherous words from her, I was prepared to be a good helpless Kitty that would be used for Erika's pleasure. Groundhog day.
"Okay, get off the bed and stand in front of me," she said.
"What are you hiding behind your back?"
"Oh? Just this ..."
She brought her hidden hand to the front, not even trying to keep a secret from me. In her hand was a big roll of plastic wrap. Meow! It looked like I was about to have some fun this afternoon after all. Or at the very least, it couldn't be worse than an English lesson.
"Okay, Kitty, spread your legs. I have a small cat to wrap up. You spent much time inside your sex-coffin, so you'll like this just as much, I'm sure."
"Mmm ... Maybe."
Erika started to wrap the film around my hips and slowly went down one of my legs with the roll. Once she reached my ankle, she ripped the plastic and repeated the same thing with my other leg. I now had a plasticky pair of pants.
"Open your arms ..."
I obeyed and lifted my arms to let her wrap the plastic film around my waist, torso, and over my shoulders. She was doing it a bit tighter than I expected; it almost felt as if I had a corset. The next step was the arms; she covered them from my shoulders to wrists. I was always encased in tight latex, so it didn't feel that unusual, but it was kinky, so I was not complaining. I liked the attention.
"Good Kitty. Hey, Do you want to keep your arms on your side? Or do you want to cross them in front of your chest? Perhaps behind your back?"
"You decide! Aaanh!"
Of course, I let her decide. She was drilling my brain with twisted questions to turn me on, but she knew what I liked the most. I loved it when she took control and forced me to do things. I was taking a risk, though. With Mark, I knew for sure that he was never going to go extreme on me, unless I did something really bad, like that time when I smashed his phone onto the floor. But with Erika ... I was not so certain. Being a different breed that enjoyed using me as her playtoy, no matter what I could have said, there was no guarantee that she would listen.
"I can keep you wrapped longer if I put them on the sides. You'll become a delicious Kitty sausage."
"Mmm ... Not sure I like being compared to a sausage."
"Kitty mummy then. Is that better?"
"It rhymes ... "
She began to very tightly wrap the plastic around my torso and arms, maybe at the limit of what I was comfortable with. I was gradually losing the use of my arms and tried to wiggle a bit to get a first impression of the trouble I was in.
"E ... Erika ... It's a bit tight."
"So? What are you going to do about it?"
"Aaanh. Stop. You say that on purpose."
Why couldn't I fight anybody as soon as they took away my freedom? It was always the same. My rational brain needed something, but my sexual brain always bypassed it. Once more, I was in trouble; Erika was just ignoring my internal debate and kept wrapping me tightly. When she reached my crotch with the plastic film, she abruptly stopped as if she were about to make a big mistake.
"Oh, I almost forgot. One sec!" She said.
"Where are you going?"
"To get your vibrator, the big remote-controlled one."
"Erika! No! You are not allowed!"
If I thought I was in a mess before, now I was doomed. My life was over. I didn't know if I hated it or loved it, but this vibrator was just pure evil. It was very powerful, and Mark could control it from his phone. Some of the settings were just harsh and made me come over and over. Erika was coming back with it ...
"Here, I have it ... Sorry for the wait, I had to put some fresh batteries in it."
"Erika, no! Not that one. You can't!"
"Then why are you so wet?"
My crotch was still unzipped and was dribbling sex juice; why did my body kept betraying me again and again? Erika crouched in front of me and slowly pushed the infernal machine inside my pussy before zipping my crotch back up, securing the inert vibe in place. As if she were not satisfied enough with this level of torture, she gave me a couple of gentle slaps between the legs.
"Aaanh! Don't do that!"
"I do what I want, Kitty. You said you wanted to play. Alright, let's finish this before Mark comes back."
"But ... that's not before another two hours, at least ..."
"I know, but I want to have my fun before then. Put your legs together now, and don't fall."
I was feeling so full. This vibrator was too big for my own good, and my closed legs made it way worse. Erika continued her wrapping work and was not any more reasonable with the tightness. A bit more force and the plastic would rip as she applied it. I quickly turned into a shiny mummy from my neck down to my ankles.
"Erika ... It's ... It's tight."
"I know, but I have to apply another layer. I don't feel like it's enough to prevent you from escaping."
"Aannh ... Another layer?"
Indeed, Erika was a sadist; I kept saying it. She started applying another layer of the film over the previous one. This time it was not tighter, but it took away the only remaining wiggle room I had left. I didn't want to press my luck too much just yet as I didn't want to fall over and end up on the floor, so I let her finish the second pass without whining ... too much.
"All done! Look at you. You are so cute. Too bad I don't have duct tape or something. An extra layer would have been awesome on you."
"Meow! Now what?"
"Now? It's time for my reward, of course."
Erika carefully moved me to the bed and made me lay down on it. She then pushed me where she wanted me to be before placing a pillow under my head. I was testing my bonds as much as I could at this point with no risks of falling.
"Stop it, Kitty, you are not going anywhere, and you know it. Let me text Mark now."
"Mark? Why? Oh! No! Erika! ... Don't do that!"
"Haha ... I don't care what you are saying ... I do this for myself, kitty cat."
She climbed on the bed and put her knees on each side of my shoulders while she texted. She lightly sat on my chest, just enough to prevent me from rolling around. She always smiled so much. Her smile was one of the reasons why I loved her so much. Her happiness was simply contagious.
"Haha, Kitty, Mark wants you to give him a number between 1 and 5."
"What? Why?"
"I don't know, he is evil, you know that ... come on ... give me a number."
"I don't know ... one?"
"Wait for it ... Wait for it ..."
"AAANNNHH! Aannnh! No ... Tell him to stop! Aaannh"
"I don't think so ... He says that you picked the random setting for your vibe ... so he doesn't know what intensity it is at right now."
"It's too high! Aaannnh! Make it stop!"
"No ... you chose that number, not us. It's your fault. Just so you know, he said he was going to bring me some tape after his work."
"Aaannh! ... Erika ... You are evil!"
"I know I am ... and I know you love it. Now, kiss me. Then you are going to lick me ... a lot."
"Aannh!"
If this was my reward for managing to complete an English class with Erika earlier, then I wanted more of this homeschooling. And I hoped I wouldn't get my diploma anytime soon.
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Chapter 1 - The first dollars
I just broke up with my boyfriend. I loved him very much, but there was no other choice. He took it badly and said that I should have told him earlier about my problem; he was a hundred percent right. I shouldn't have started dating him three months ago, but I did. I lied to get close to him because I needed affection, support. I shouldn't have allowed love to enter my heart in my current situation, but I was weak, and I needed someone to sleep and cuddle with before it was all over. I used him, and I was very sorry about it. I would carry this mistake with me for as long as I lived. I hurt him, like I did to all the others.
On this day, I couldn't even afford to think about the past. I looked at all possible options and decided on this one. It was probably the worst path to follow for most people, but I knew myself. I knew this was my best chance to fix the mess I created within the shortest amount of time. If I could manage to do this, it would be my redemption.
I was standing in front of a two-story building. The two sliding front doors made of glass transmitted a certain impression of modernity. This place was the home of a very special debt recovery agency, and I was about to throw myself inside it and experience the warmth of this wolf's mouth.
"Come on! Standing here won't solve anything. Let's go! It's time to pay the price for your mistakes."
My feet started moving, fed by the energy regurgitated by my own guts. I was alone; my boyfriend was the last one. I lacerated all ties leading to my family and most of my friendships vanished as floating ashes after I set them on fire. The two last friends that were supportive of me, we parted ways a few days ago voluntarily, doubting we would ever see each other again.
I was officially nobody anymore. Yet, those people I left behind in bad or good terms, they were my reason for going through this ordeal as fast and hard as I could. I understood so much more about hurting people today than I did before, and this would help me during this quest.
The sensor detected my presence and the two doors slid open to invite me in, there was no going back. As soon as I stepped inside, there was a long white desk with two administrative assistants sitting behind it, one of them who waved at me with a smile.
"Hello! How may I help you?"
"Hi ... I'm Chloe. I have an appointment."
"Ah yes, please take a seat, someone will be with you in a moment."
This place was so quiet. It gave me the feeling that I was the only one in the world with money problems. Not giving me enough time to sit down, a casually dressed man showed up and called me over. This place may have been looking like a medical clinic, but this person was certainly not looking like a doctor; I was at the right place.
"Chloe? How are you doing? I'm Matt."
Shaking his hand politely and not replying to his generic question was the appropriate thing to do. People coming here are never doing well, and he knew that, so he just led the way to his office. After closing the door behind me, he invited me to take a seat.
The room was modest. It was kind of reassuring for a company that existed solely to take money from indebted people. He had a comfy looking office chair, a small glass desk on which his laptop was sitting, and there were two chairs for the clients. It was not really what I expected; I thought those guys would be filthy rich and showing it off.
Matt engaged a dialogue that would more than likely seal a good part of my future.
"So, Chloe. You are here to clear some debts?"
"Yes ... Obviously."
"Perfect. The first thing I want to tell you is that we didn't make any decision yet, okay? No matter what we will discuss this morning, you do not have to commit or sign anything. If you have a question, ask it. This is the best way to understand the whole process."
Well, at least he was friendly and disregarded any of my hostility. He could have been pushy or arrogant, but that was not the case.
"Thanks, will do. I'm not sure where to start, though," I said.
"It's okay. Let's just crunch the numbers first, it would be pointless to worry about the rest right now. I suppose the first question I have to fire your way is, how much debt do you have?"
I carried the embarrassing answer within me when I entered this building with the objective of telling them, but yet, I didn't want to. I HAD to. My lips parted and reluctantly let the astronomical number escape from my throat.
"1.3 million ..."
"..."
I knew this was going to happen. Matt froze up, and he was just staring at me in search of his next words, it took awhile for him to find them.
"Chloe ... Just file bankruptcy. Our service is not a good one for your financial situation."
"I don't want to do that ... Can you at least give me an estimate? So that we have an idea."
"It's pointless! I mean, we can do the maths, you'll see for yourself. It is just not possible."
"I'm sure I can make it happen."
"I doubt it. So, what is your household income?"
"I have none."
"Do you own a house or a car or anything of value, such as jewelry?"
"No. I have nothing. I sold everything already."
"I figured as much else you wouldn't be here with that much debt."
He slid his calculator in front of me and started to punch in some numbers.
"You owe 1300000$ ... the minimum interest we have to charge you is 3% ... That is 39000$ per year. So every month, just to keep your debt alive, it would cost you 3250$. But that's not all. The absolute minimum our company can charge for the service is 4000$ per month ... That would give you a total of 7250$ per month and your debt would stay the exact same."
"I can do it!"
"No, Chloe, you can't ... and even if you could, it would take you a lifetime to clear off that much debt. Let's say you did it in 20 years ... that would be over 5000$ per month on top of the 7250$. See, this makes no sense whatsoever. You must file bankruptcy now! It will ruin your life for a long time, but it is much better than ruining it forever. You cannot find 12000$ every month, even if we give you a clean slate to work with. Be realistic."
Hearing all those numbers I didn't want to hear was making my eyes water due to the pain it was inflicting. If I were to file bankruptcy, I knew I would never have a life again; it would not do what I needed. This 1.3 million was a debt I HAD to honor, not only for me, but for the people that deserved to be paid back. I couldn't leave this office without an agreement, I had to convince him!
"Matt. You must help me. Please let me do this."
"No. You should leave."
"I won't. Let me try for six months. I'll show you it is possible."
"Chloe, you seem like a nice girl, but this is too much. The minimum would be almost 45000$ for those six months. Where are you going to find that kind of money in such a short time?"
"I'll find a way!"
"No! Now, get out. I'm sorry."
"Three months! Let me try for three months!"
"Stop insisting! This discussion is over."
"No, it's not! Just one month ... just give me a chance to prove it to you, I can do it! You are the only one who can help me! If I don't have your minimum at the end of the month, then I'll leave."
Matt had enough. He slammed his laptop cover shut, stood up, and put his two strong hands on the table, not so much to intimidate me, but to put some sense into my skull.
"Chloe. It doesn't even work that way! Not even close. It is not something you can just try! But, yes, you are perfectly right. We are the only one who can help you. And you know why? Because everybody else will stay far away from you. You own nothing, you have no revenue, and you are 1.3 million in debt. Your only option is bankruptcy, and you know it!"
I lowered my head because he was right and it was reason enough to kick me out. I must have sounded like a crazy person. I started sobbing, realizing that my moral life was coming to a definitive end. Matt waited for me to say something, but there was nothing else I could have said or done.
His irritated tone changed to one of pity after being washed away by the poor spectacle I was offering.
"What happened to you?" he asked.
"... I'm sorry?"
"Look at you, Chloe ... This is not just about the money, is it?"
"..."
"You look smart but yet you are willing to doom yourself ... I've seen so many people that got into debt. Generally, they are irresponsible, never learned a thing about money and simply don't give a damn. They would have filed bankruptcy for less than a fraction of what you owe. You are nothing like them ... So? ... What happened to you?"
A thousand knives sliced my heart when he forced me to express the real reason why I was here. If I were to tell him, a gallon of dark blood would come out from my mouth. What I have done was too terrible.
"Chloe, tell me!"
"I ... It ... It was my fault ... It was an accident ... But it was my fault ... I didn't mean to!"
"Mean to do what?"
"I ... I had a business ... My family and friends all gave me money to start it, and I thought it was going to work well. But then ... I made a huge mistake on one of my biggest contracts, and we got sued ... real bad. We lost the case swiftly, and we owed so much money."
"Well, it happens, it's not the end of the world ... File bankruptcy and start fresh in 5 years."
"No ... My biggest mistake was that my family and friends were affected too. Because of my poorly written contracts, they were also pulled in the lawsuit and lost everything as I did. My mistake destroyed so many lives. That 1.3 million is for them. That is around one third of what they lost after the lawsuit. I destroyed their lives ... all of them."
"Do you mean you don't want to file bankruptcy else they won't get any of their money back? ... I see. Was it really your fault?"
"Yes. And if I file bankruptcy, I'll never be able to get a decent job. If you keep me here, my debt will be on hold for as long as I need, and I will have an opportunity to find a way to pay it back."
Matt sat back in his chair, letting a long sigh out and looking at the ceiling.
"I am so going to regret this! Chloe. If I were to give you this chance ... Are you SURE you can get that minimum payment of 7250$? Every month?"
"YES! ... I'll do all I can to make it happen!"
"I'll do it."
"REALLY?"
"Stop! Don't get too excited. If you don't bring in the full amount, everything will be over. So as soon as you leave our building today, you'll have to figure out a way to make some serious cash. By agreement, we cannot help you with that. I am doing you a HUGE favor, and it is only because I'm one of the owners. So DO NOT mess up. My reputation is very much on the line. You will have to show me what you are made of. I will give you the best tool we have, but your mind is what you are going to need the most."
"I won't mess up! I won't! Thank you! Thank you so much!"
What a surprising turn of events. Matt was amazing! A minute ago, he was about to have me kicked out, but now he was giving me the only thing I was in need of. Hope.
He pulled out a contract and started to explain to me every single point listed on it. I already knew the basic idea, but I learned a few important things. Not being the type of seller that would try to hide anything from his customers, he inspired me confidence; he just wanted me to know what I was getting myself into as he knew I couldn't back out once the agreement was signed. I gave him all my attention and listened to his speech attentively to make sure everything was crystal clear in my brain.
"So, first, we will fully manage your debt. As you know, we are a recovery agency, the bad guys. We are not a charitable organisation. You'll only owe money to us from now on, and we are the ones that will redistribute it to the right people. Simply put, we own you. It may sound harsh, but it's the easiest way to put it."
"I get it. You have a job to do."
"Exactly. Now, the fun part. Your body will stay here, under our care, for as long as you'll owe us a single dollar. We have never kept someone for 20 years, so please, pull a miracle and clear your debt faster. No matter what you have to do, do it. You cannot afford to be picky or ethical. Money is money, and your clone is expendable, make good use of it, they are made very tough."
That was the most exciting part. The clone.
"They are better than our normal body?" I asked.
"Not better. Just healthier. Look, what I want to make sure you understand, is when I said that your body will stay here for as long as you owe us a single dollar. We will give you a tool to accomplish your goals, and that tool is the clone. It belongs to us. So if you try to run away, we will kill it. If you don't pay your minimum, we will kill it. If you are caught committing a crime, we will kill it. And if any of that happens, it is a breach of contract. We will wake your original body, you will incur a penalty, and you will go to jail this time. So you must understand that part really well, it is not a game."
"I do ... I was aware of this. It just makes sense. But ... What would happen if you killed me? I mean, my clone."
"Good question. We would wake up your real body, and you wouldn't remember a thing. You wouldn't even understand why you would be going to jail until we explained why to you."
"Well ... that doesn't sound fun at all. If I bring back the clone here first, will I remember everything?"
"It will be up to you to choose. We can do it both ways. You can decide at that time. Some people just want to forget; I don't blame them."
"I think I would want to remember. Forgetting must feel horrible."
It was a good system, I thought. Those guys could store away my body for some time. Simply put, I would be losing my freedom as if it was a jail sentence; with a 1.3 million debt, I certainly deserved it. In exchange, they would build me a clone, which was a synthetic human body, they looked so real, and they would move my consciousness to it somehow. That new body would allow me to go out and work hard to obtain the money I owed.
Matt and I filled tons of paperwork, and he entered everything in his software. He told me exactly what he was doing to reassure me as much as possible, to show me it was not a trap. From now on, the government knew I was held in this facility so no creditor would come looking for me as long as my case was in order. If my family or friends were to look for me, they would also quickly find my registration file, even though I highly doubt they would bother after what I have done to them. I signed everything that needed to be signed.
"All done, Chloe. I personally want to ask you one last time, even if I know what you are going to tell me. Are you sure you want to go ahead with this? It is not too late back out. It is a huge deal for your future."
"I'm ready!"
"Yeah, I thought so ... Okay then ... Follow me. The good news is that It will actually feel good."
We got out of his office and followed the hallway in direction of the operation room, or whatever they called it. The last thing he said got me curious.
"Ah yeah? It will feel good?" I asked.
"Yes. You are a cute 27 years old, and you seem very healthy, but just imagine if you were 18 again, that would be the best way to describe it."
"You find me ... cute?"
"Oh, I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said that. It was not professional."
I pulled on his arm to stop him from walking. Matt was nothing else than awesome to me. He was taking a significant risk just to help a distressed girl. I had to bring back a lot of money in a very short time, and if I failed, I would probably go to jail, which would be very bad for the reputation of his company. But he listened to my story and agreed to give me another chance to redeem myself. It was more than just business. He did this because I touched his heart somehow. Perhaps he had a soft spot for me? Nevertheless, I was very grateful for what he did and wanted to reward him the only way I could.
"Matt, wait, are you single?" I asked
"I ... I am. Why?"
"When is the last time you slept with a girl?"
"Chloe? ... This is embarrassing. What kind of question is that?"
"Just tell me, don't worry."
"I don't know ... Years ... I just don't have time to build relationships with girls. I'm always too busy."
"Well ... I don't want to put you in a tough spot. But I want to give you something in exchange for all your help."
"Chloe ... this is just business ..."
I pushed myself up on my tiptoes and gave him a deep kiss with a lot of tongue. The way he leaned into the kiss showed how much he liked it.
"So, how was my gift? Is it still just business?"
"... It's ... good."
"Are you in a hurry? We can do it some more if you liked it."
"Well ... I have a few minutes ... I guess."
We kissed again ... and again. I seriously started to be turned on. He was an excellent kisser, and I was losing myself in the moment. I wanted to give him a little something, but in the end, he was not the only one that got rewarded by this activity. I just didn't deserve it nearly as much as he did.
I was pretty sure he liked me very much now, which made me a happy girl. Going through this ordeal was partly to become a better version of myself, the money wasn't everything. This kindness I expressed to Matt, for no other reason than gratitude, was the first step in my recovery. It felt so good to give freely and I wanted more of this feeling ... but we had to go.
We walked in silence, but I was still holding on his arm and my head rested on his shoulder. He led me to a small room where there was a coffin-like device made of shiny white plastic next to some computer equipment. There was nothing fancy in here. Matt spoke to me as he was opening the side door of the white box.
"Alright, Chloe, just lie down in there, then I'll walk you through the process. It is pretty straightforward."
"Okay ..."
I started to unbutton my shirt, but Matt stopped me immediately.
"Woah! Stop! ... What are you doing, Chloe?"
"Taking off my clothes? Are you shy?"
"You don't have to ... you can enter the box with your clothes on."
"Oh ... Sorry, I didn't know that. But ... since I'm already unbuttoned ... Would you mind ..."
I grabbed one of his hands and placed it on my breast. Matt was not resisting one bit. I could hear the ethical conflict bubbling inside his head, but he really was attracted to me, I could tell. I was the one offering, and I was not getting any privileges from this, so why not?
Matt and I kissed for a few more minutes while he massaged my chest. It was beyond me; I really wanted to make love to him right now. The sexual waves were traveling through me, making me feel amazing. I asked Matt a simple question.
"Matt ... Do you want to have sex with me?"
"Yes ... badly."
"Well, me too ... Let's do it ... I can't wait any longer."
"Chloe ... I ... I can't ... We have to do the transfer now ... I submitted the case to the authorities, and we have a limited amount of time to confirm the transfer. If we don't provide the clone code asap, we will be in trouble."
That sucked! Matt couldn't fuck me because of a paperwork issue? Funny, it was the first time a man served me that excuse, but I understood that it was out of his control. Perhaps it was because I was ridiculously turned on that such a weird and twisted idea popped up in my mind.
"Then ... Matt ... Could you make love to me while I'm sleeping? I know I would love it, and I know you want me badly too."



"Chloe ... But ... That's ..."
"Shhh ... Let's do this transfer ... I don't want to argue about my offer, this is what I want."
I kissed him one last time and walked to the box. I slid inside, and ... it was not comfortable at all. He closed the side panel, but we could still talk to each other even though it was a bit muffled.
"Do you have a pillow?" I asked.
"No, but it will only take a few minutes. Just relax. So, here is what will happen. You'll feel as if you were falling asleep, and then you'll just wake up right away. In real-time, about two hours would have elapsed. Be aware that when you'll wake up, you'll have a surge of emotions, but it will go away quickly. It is just the clone's brain that is firing up for the first time. You may cry, laugh, feel depressed, but don't worry; it means nothing. It is just hormones settling down. It will pass."
"Got it. I'll try to remember."
"So, what kind of body do you want?"
"Kind? Do you mean I can choose?"
"Yes, of course. Look at the screen and pick one."
I looked at the built-in screen inside the box and there was a choice of body types for me to select from. Right away, I spotted the girl with long legs, thin waist, and larger breasts. Why not, it was not every day that I could decide what I was going to look like. I thought my real body was really cute, but it was not as stereotypical as this. I probably read too many women's magazines in my life, I wanted to try something like this, something different.
"C ... I like C."
"I don't want to sound misogynistic, but good choice. Now, what hair color do you want?"
"Can you do red? I like red."
"Chloe, everything is on the screen, you just pick one ..."
"Sorry... C again."
"That's bold ... Don't forget; this is not a game. The clone needs to make some serious money. If you look like a punk, it won't help you."
"Still C ... That's what I want. It will make me stand out."
"Ok, then. Next are the eyes."
"R3 ... They are beautiful ... brown-red ... That's so cool. Why don't we all use clones?"
"Because it is illegal. It is a punishment, remember? Your real body lost its freedom; it is very serious, don't ever forget about that. So, skin color now?"
"I wish I could be tanned like B ... Give me B."
I'm going to look like one hot chick once this is all over. I was already aroused, and those thoughts were not helping, which made me ask a silly question.
"Matt, can clones have sex?"
"Hehe, of course, they can. As I said before, you'll feel like 18 again."
"Mmm ... That could be fun then."
"Right! It's ready. I want you to close your eyes and relax. I promise you won't feel a thing. Remember, when you wake up, you might freak out a bit, but just let it pass. Okay?"
"Okay ... Hey, Matt?"
"Yes?"
"Thank you. I won't disappoint you."
"Hey, I'm sure you won't, Chloe. I'll see you on the other side."
I heard some sort of white noise getting louder and louder. My eyelids were so heavy ... and ... I was getting so turned on. What was happening? My arousal was spiking up like crazy, but I couldn't move. Then I started breathing heavily and moaning. Wait. This was not my voice! Were those moans mine? I couldn't stop them. My pussy clenched over and over, and my whole body started spasming. When I felt the control over my body coming back, I started screaming ... of pleasure?
"Aaaaaann! I'm cumiiiiing! AAAAAH!"
"Chloe! Chloe! Relax! ... I'm here. It's Matt ... Calm down. Just breathe and let it pass. Breathe."
I opened my eyes, and I saw the blurry face of Matt right in front of mine. He was holding my shoulders down to the bed. I gripped his shirt and tried to understand what was happening. His calm voice slowly started to reach me more and more, soothing me.
"Where ... Where am I?" I asked.
"Calm down, Chloe. And those are my questions. Do you know where you are?"
"I ... Oh ... Wait ... The clone?"
"That's right. You are safe. Everything went really well. Tell me a bit about you. Your name, age ..."
"I'm Chloe ... 27 ... I owe 1.3 million."
"Haha, I'm glad you remember that part too. Come on, sit up, slowly. I need to check a couple of things. Your vision will get better in a minute. Your brain is still rewiring."
Matt helped me up and started to check my vitals such as my blood pressure and temperature, blood oxygen level, and more. I was still on a high after my sudden orgasm. He never mentioned anything about this.
"I came so hard, why?"
"Hehe. That was actually cute, and it doesn't happen often. Usually, people cry or laugh. Now that I'm thinking about it, maybe it was my fault. If you were sexually excited when we did the transfer, the same level of excitement would be your new normal in the clone. The transfer read your original body hormone level and used it to calibrate your clone. It is to ensure you feel roughly the same in this new body."
"Is this why I'm feeling horny right now?."
"More than likely, but if you calm down, I expect that it will mostly go away until ... Well ... Until something turns you on again."
"I hope it will be manageable. Matt, those clothes are ugly!"
"Get used to them. It is our generic uniform. I'm not allowed to give you anything else. Starting right now, you have no possession at all, not even your original body. This clone is your only belonging. It is your salvation; take good care of it."
I was wearing a white blouse and a pair of blue capri pants. Not something I would call a uniform. It was more like what a soccer mom would wear; pretty offensive for a girl like me that only liked cute dresses. The shoes were just basic white sneakers.
"I won't get a job dressed up like this. That's for sure. Can I look at myself?"
"Yes, there is a full-length mirror in the corner over there. You look gorgeous. A little trick, just imagine it is a costume you are wearing, that way you won't feel as weird."
I slowly stood up; there was a lot more strength in those legs than I expected, enforcing a belief that I could get used to this new body. I walked up to the mirror and looked at myself. Matt was right; I was beautiful. My height was about 5'6". My hair was bright red, more bold than what It looked like on the screen, and it was lower back long. Bringing my face closer to the mirror I looked at those eyes ... I loved them. They were like embers. My skin was tanned as if I were coming back from vacation on a tropical island. I gave my breast a good squeeze ... big ...
"Matt? Did you make them bigger?"
"No, they are what you selected. But you should stop massaging them."
"Why? Oooooh ... Aaah ... Damn ... I see what you mean now by extra arousal. I will have to be careful."
"I don't think this ever happened before, that hormone calibration issue. You'll have to report the effects back to me."
"I guess ... Hey, I want to see my old self. Can I?"
"You are not supposed to ... but ... We haven't stored it yet. Just a quick look, okay?"
Matt led me out of the room, but I had no idea where we were. This was not the same section where I fell asleep. Following him was my only option. Not too far away, he opened a door and let me take a peek inside the room. There I was, lying down on a long comfy chair. I looked so peaceful, well, and asleep.
"Can I get my clothes back?"
"No. I'm not allowed to give them to you."
"Can I touch myself?"
That sounded so weird.
"You are not supposed to. We are responsible for her safety. You are not even supposed to be here, in fact. I was just trying to be nice since you were so ... lovely. Alright, I'm going to have to ask you to leave now. You have a lot of work to do to bring back that much money. Follow me."
He gently grabbed my hand and walked me to the front desk, to one of the receptionists. I squeezed his fingers back. I didn't really want to leave him just yet.
"Amanda, this is Chloe, the black-haired girl from this morning. Please give her a starter kit along with the usual information. She is very smart; she understands the whole system already."
"Sure, Matt. Oh my ... you turned this one into a sex doll or what?"
A sex doll? That was ... mean. Not that I found the term disgraceful, but what did I do to her? She tried to look down on me by calling me that. I frowned a bit and retorted.
"I'm looking good enough to get a better job than yours."
Matt placed his arm between the two of us.
"Amanda, just give her what she needs. This is ridiculous. I told you not to treat customers like that."
"She is just a clone. Ah, whatever."
Matt pulled me aside to say his goodbyes.
"Chloe, this will happen again, be careful. A lot of people are jealous of clones or simply freaked out by them. If it happens, don't pick a fight like you just did, you are not a real human, and they may harm you without any remorse. Most people won't notice it, but if they do, just walk away."
"Ah, it's fine. I'm good with people. I won't have any problems."
"I hope so. It would be a shame for this clone to get damaged. Give me a call if you get hurt, and we will see what we can do."
"Cool. Hey Matt ... Don't say anything, but don't forget about what I asked you to do earlier, okay? I would love it. You are special to me."
Matt looked around to make sure nobody was looking at him, and he gave me a quick kiss on the forehead.
"I'll miss you, Chloe. Good luck."
"I'll see you soon, yes."
What a great guy. I like him so much. He almost made me forget the giant mess I was in. I will have to work my ass off to get out of it one day, and perhaps take him out on a real date. Matt smiled gently and walked away before calling another awaiting client and leading him to his office.
Amanda was still rummaging through one of her cabinet drawers and pulled out a cellphone with my name on it along with a charger. She turned it on and asked me to scan my fingerprints on the sensor at the back. While the phone finished configuring, she explained what it was for.
"Don't lose the phone. If it breaks, you come back here asap. It is your whole life. It is your phone, email, ID, and payment card. We are also tracking you with it."
"I guess there is no money on it."
"Matt asked me to add 20$ to your account. I don't know why, but he is bending the rules for you. It's from his own pocket, so I guess it is kind of legal, even if not ethical. I guess you will eat something tonight, not just the roadkills you find along the road."
"Ewww! Gross."
The harsh way she was talking to me made my new reality sink in a bit more home. I had nothing at all. I only had this new body designed to work hard and bring back the money, and people that would find out about me being synthetic would possibly hate my guts.
Amanda went to another cabinet and pulled out a little rectangular black backpack.
"Here, it is empty, but you can slowly collect what you need and carry it around."
"Thanks."
I placed my new cell phone and charging cable in it and put the backpack on. I looked like a soccer mom mixed with a Pokemon trainer now. Amanda walked around the desk with a scanning device. She pushed my overly long hair aside and scanned something behind my head.
"All done. You can go now. Don't be late with your payment; else we will kill you."
"Hum. What did you scan? And could you not use a more gentle term than killing?"
"Chloe, you are one of our clones. You have a small barcode behind your neck. If you cut your hair, keep it long enough to hide it. People will give you grief because of it, for good reasons. And yes, we will kill you if you are late. We call a bitch a bitch."
"So harsh. Amanda, what did I do to you?"
"Just get out. You are done here, and I'm busy."
This woman was not nice. I didn't like her very much. My thumbs wrapped around my backpack straps, and I walked away from this place. There was no point in stretching a conversation with this mean girl. The doors slid open to let me out, and for the first time, this body experienced the outside air. I felt fantastic.
I could have used the 20$ to call a cab, but it wouldn't have been wise. I had brand new shoes, and I intended to use them.
"I need serious money. Where to start? I really do have to figure it out by myself."
I started walking, trying to come up with a plan in my head. I only had thirty days to come up with a large sum of 7250$. A job in a fast-food restaurant wouldn't cut it, that was a given. Where could I get that amount from then? Using the palm of my hand, I tapped the side of my head.
"Come on, you idiot! You don't need all that cash today. Right now, you just need to survive and make enough to get you started. You need food and a roof for tonight. That is all. Oh, and clothes too! You look like a default character from the Sims."
How could I get those basic things? To appreciate how easy it was to walk in this brand new body, I paused my thoughts for a moment. I was so strong and healthy; it was magnificent. I could push this new shell as hard as I wanted since it would be discarded after use anyway. Thinking that I didn't have to overly respect it gave me a couple of ideas. I would probably be okay tonight, all things considered.
I walked for a while until I reached the place I had in mind. It was a large park with all kinds of people performing random activities. I glided around with my sexy strong legs like a seeking missile in search of it's target. A young male would do. I found one resting in the shades with his dog, so I carefully approached him and used my loveliest voice.
"Hello, sir."
"Hmm ... What?"
"Well, I thought you looked cute, so I just wanted to say hello."
"Go away. I have a girlfriend already, and I don't do prostitute."
ACK! That was harsh. Why? Was it because of my hair or my boobs? I didn't dare to reply to him and just walked away. I went to a different area of the park and saw another cute young guy, a reader this time, sitting on a bench. I unbuttoned my plain blouse a little bit more. Seriously, everybody should like exposed breasts.
"Hi there. Can I sit next to you for a bit?"
"... Sure ... What can I do for you?"
"Oh, nothing. I was walking around and just needed to rest."
"Okay. Sure."
"..."
"..."
"I'm Chloe."
"I'm John."
"What are you reading?"
"It's just a love story ..."
"Aaah. Love. I could use some love too right now."
"... between two guys."
ACK! What kind of luck was that? I found an excuse to leave and withdrew to a different location. I tried a couple more times with other guys without any success, lowering my standards more and more, and the last answer I got was that he had seen me flirting around with everyone else and that I was probably infected. It was definitely not my day. Talk about a false start.
Was my clone so gorgeous that people found it suspicious? I needed new clothes as soon as I possibly could to project a better image. I was just standing next to a tree, scanning the open area of the park for any other potential candidate, but the pool was running dry. And that was when I felt a hand squeezing my butt.
"Hey! What the ..."
"Hey, babe! Looking for some fun?"
"I ... Well ..."
This man with wandering hands wasn't the cute one I was hoping for. He was shorter than me, probably in his sixties, not quite clean looking and overweight. Not mentioning that his smile was kind of terrifying. He definitely needed some good brushing and flossing. I really had a hard time picturing myself sleeping with this guy tonight.
"How much do you charge?" He asked.
"Uh ... hum ..."
"Come on! Don't be shy ... I know what you are, look at yourself. Do you want the money or not?"
The money ... Matt's words echoed inside my brain ... I couldn't afford to be picky or ethical. I needed the money badly, if only to get me started. After all those rejections, I didn't have the luxury of choice. The sun was going down fast, and I had no other options anyway. The park was not where I wanted to sleep tonight. So I spat a random number to the man, hoping for the best.
"... 500$?"
"Holy shit! No. 300$ for the night. You don't even wear heels."
"300$ will be fine, I suppose, just this one time."
"Alright, you better be good in bed."
I had no clue if this body of mine would be good in bed, but I knew it would be displeased. I would never have slept with this guy if it had been my own body. He put his arm around my waist and walked me to his place. I just hoped to not end up with too much psychological damage.
***
Matt was closing the building after his long and emotional workday. His other clients declined the offers, but at least he had a perfect moment with that Chloe girl. Unfortunately, he knew there was no way she would be able to pay him next month. Over 7000$ was insane. And she would have to do it month after month, and for what? So she could stay in debt for the rest of her life? 1.3 million. He never saw a client that pulled such a stunt.
That reality made him sad because she was so lovely. Her natural friendliness was probably the reason why he had decided to do the deal ... and she kissed him, touched him. Everything was signed, and she still gave him all that genuine affection. She knew there was nothing to gain by flirting at the time she did. Did she like him that much? Or was she romantically attracted to him? It was puzzling.
He turned off all the lights and locked all the doors. He sent his staff home a while ago, already. He went to the clinic part of the building and entered the room where Chloe's body was resting. He had not stored her just yet; he would have to do this soon. The cute black-haired girl was so peaceful, lying down on her long chair. He placed his hand on her cheek, rubbing it with his thumb.
"Why did she ask me that? She wants me to make love to her while she is sleeping. It would be so wrong. Could she really be okay with it?"
He was perplexed. She did give him her consent; it was recorded by a security camera as well, which would probably not hold well in court. His main priority was to keep her safe while she was using her clone. But she was so pretty. Black hair, brown eyes, thin and short. She was so cute. Those kisses she gave him were the problem. He loved them so much.
"Aaaah! Chloe, what did you do to me? I think I will trust you. But don't make me regret it later. I would be heartbroken."
He walked out of the room and made his way to the back door of the facility. He disconnected the camera and went to the parking lot to fetch his car and drove it next to the door. He hurried and went to get Chloe's body. She was so light. He carried her back to his vehicle and sat her carefully in the passenger seat. He reconnected the camera, armed the alarm system of the building, and drove off.
Twenty minutes later, Matt parked inside the garage attached to his house. Using the utmost care, he carried her to his bedroom and gently laid her down on top of his king bed. He had roughly another 12 hours in front of him before he had to store her. Longer than this and she would risk dehydration and starvation. He would never allow that to happen.
"So, Chloe, what should I do with you?"
He slowly stripped her down to her underwear. All his movements were full of respect and desire. He had no intention to mistreat her in any way; he was simply a guy in love that was going to have fun after being permitted by his new girlfriend. He was so turned on by her and couldn't stop caressing her almost naked body. He undressed as well and started to cuddle her warm body gently.
"Thank you, Chloe, thank you so much for that! I needed this badly."
On that night, he couldn't have sex her. He was not ready for it even though she asked him to. He denied her from her wish and didn't even want to kiss her. It would have been too much too quickly. Holding her gently in his arms provided enough good feeling for one day.



***
I entered the man's apartment, and it was not that bad at all. He took better care of his place than of himself. This would be a good place to stay for the night. However, the guy immediately grabbed me by the waist and pulled me close. I was here for a reason.
"Woah, calm down tiger. Why ... Why don't we take a shower first ... See, that's my thing. I like to make you feel better ... before making you feel amazing," I said.
"In a hurry to get naked? Good ... Alright, go in there first, and I'll join you in a minute. I do have a surprise for you as well. The way you are dressed right now is such a turn-off."
Well, he didn't lack honesty, but I also fully understood why he was single. And what surprise was he referring to? I put my backpack down next to the door and headed to the bathroom. There was a shower in a tub, simple, but at least it would kill some of the unwanted bacteria. I had to remind myself several times this body was not my body. My real body was safely stored at the recovery agency under Matt's care.
The warm water running for the first time on this new clone felt great. I rubbed my soapy hands all over myself and started to feel excited already. This constant arousal was as much a blessing as a curse. It was a bit strange, unnatural perhaps, but who didn't like being sexually excited at the end of the day?
All of a sudden the older man pulled the curtain open, making my heart skip a beat. I was here, naked and sexy in front of someone that was not that attractive to me. I was in my happy zone until he showed up. I had no choice; I had to do all I could to minimize the moral damages I was going to take tonight. The one thing I could do, was to be nice to him, I vowed that I would treat people well after all.
"Hi, sir! Come on in; I'll give you a good scrubbing."
"I hope so, that's why I'm paying you, whore."
Could he be ruder? I wasn't going to let him treat me like this. I just tried to be friendly. What was he trying to achieve? Show me how confident and manly he was? I was wondering what happened to him to turn into something like this.
"Hey! If you want to get some, you have to be nice. Let me clean you well before we do anything, and then I'll let you have the night of your life."
"Grrmm ..."
He mumbled something, but at least he started listening to me. I let him touch me as much as he wanted with his hands in exchange for his good behaviour. Affectionately washing him like this made him start to relax a bit. I think he began to understand that it was okay just to let someone take care of him without judgment. He loved my breasts a lot, unfortunately, my body reacted strongly. I tried to hide it, but holy crap, it felt so good.
I reached the point where I had to wash his crotch. I couldn't avoid what was inevitable, so I knelt down in the tub and started to clean his private parts. It was not my body; I repeated to myself over and over. And when he put his two hands on my head, I knew there was no escape anymore. Doing this would provide me with what I needed to survive for the next few days, so I needed to accept that part at least; it was what I decided to do tonight to make a few dollars.
He pushed his entire length inside my mouth. Good thing he wasn't that big, he was barely touching my throat. This was going to be manageable. I acted as if I enjoyed it and tried to give him what he was going to pay me for, a bit of pleasure and a bit of self-confidence. It was easy to pretend to be turned on since I was in that state for real despite my reluctance.
I sucked him nicely for a long moment. Occasionally he was trying to be rougher, he probably learned that from porn videos. It was alright, I let him feel like he was good at it. Without any warning whatsoever, he pushed his cock as deep as he could in my mouth and came. Taste of cum never grossed me out before. I didn't know if it was because of this clone, but it was not very good this time. Perhaps those brand new taste buds were just too sensitive. Anyway, I gagged a little and swallowed it all.
He praised me for a job well done, as if his opinion mattered, and we finished our shower. I needed to do something about his mouth before I would let him kiss me. I looked inside his pharmacy mirror and found what I was looking for, a free sample of floss his dentist probably gave him years ago. I lowered the toilet cover and made him sit on it.
"How was your shower?" I asked.
"Good, you did well."
"Aww, thanks, I wasn't sure I could take a cock that big. But now, there is something else I would like to do. I like to take care of my clients well, as I said. It won't be that fun at first, but you'll feel so much better after. I'm going to clean your teeth well. It is a little fetish of mine. Is that okay?"
First, I lied about his cock, then I acted all motherly and kinky so he would allow me to do it. If he could understand that he didn't have to behave all dominant around me, we both would have a better night. He could actually be a nice guy if he stopped acting that way.
I grabbed the toothbrush and put some paste on it. He didn't argue one bit. I gently brushed his teeth while caressing his face and giving him encouraging words, as if he was a child. I think he liked it quite a bit. I gave him some water to rinse and made him spit back into the glass. I poured the advanced colony down the sink drain and grabbed the floss.
"Alright, this won't be fun, but you will be a good boy, okay? You'll feel much better after."
" ... Sure."
"By the way, I'm Chloe. What is your name?"
"John."
"Hehe. Nice meeting you, John. Hold still now and don't bite."
I pulled out a long string of floss and rolled it around my fingers and entered his mouth. I had trouble finding the space between his teeth so much it was caked with tartar. Slowly but surely, I flossed carefully and with determination to make him feel better. The smell that came out of there was not joyful, but I endured. Was it his fault, really? If he were over 60 and never learned to take care of his teeth, he probably didn't have a very happy life. I kind of felt sorry for him, so I gently talked during the process.
"The top is almost done. You are doing so well."
"... it burns ..."
"I know, I know ... here ... rinse with cold water, and you'll feel better."
"Chloe is a nice name."
"Oh, thanks! I like it too. It's cute, isn't it? Let's do the bottom now. Are you ready?"
"It hurts ..."
I sat on his lap, pressing my body against his. I was going to finish that well-needed mouth job.
"I know, hang in there. Just play with my naked body while I'm doing it. It will keep your mind busy."
Oh, God. His hands felt so good. Was it normal that this clone's skin was so sensitive? His hands were kind of soft too, probably well polished by his masturbation habits. I was starting to like this new body a bit more all of a sudden.
The bottom jaw went a bit better, but it was bleeding quite a bit. After a few rinses and another brushing, they looked a bit more like teeth than concrete blocks. For the first time, I kissed him, and it was very acceptable, even with the tongue.
"See how good it is now?"
"Yeah. I guess. Thank you."
"Hehe. You know what, you are a good man, John. So, you said you had a surprise for me earlier?"
"Yes, I put something on the bed for you."
"Ah yeah? What is it?"
"A dress. I think it would suit you."
I got off him and went to the bedroom ... and why was I not surprised? It was a small black and white PVC maid uniform. Where he got that from was a mystery that I didn't want to unveil. What he did with it during all those years, I didn't want to know either. I pinched the shoulders of the somewhat cute dress and lifted it in front of me; it was heavier than it should have been. Some matching panties were waiting for me on the bed as well, and once more, I didn't want to know.
"Come on, put it on," he said.
It was not my body ... It was not my body ... I unzipped the back of the dress and climbed in it. It was a bit too small for me; those new breasts were quite voluminous. It worked well in the end because the PVC stretched nicely. I put my legs in the panties and slid them up. Hopefully, there wouldn't be little worms tickling my clit all night.
"So? How do I look, John?"
"Mmm, You remind me of my wife?"
"Your ... your wife?"
"Don't worry; she passed away years ago."
"John! I'm so sorry to hear that ..."
"It's fine ... It's been a while. I will cook us some dinner. At my age, I'm not ready for round two just yet."
His age had nothing to do with it, he was just not healthy. While he was trying to prepare some food, I walked a bit around his living room. In the bookshelf, there were a bunch of old pictures. One of them picked my interest. It was a young couple holding hands in front of Niagara Falls. I took a closer look at it just to confirm my suspicion. It was John and, more than likely, his dead wife.
I couldn't help it. All the mean things I thought about him made me feel quite guilty. There was no certainty, but more than likely, his life went to hell after his wife's early departure. She was probably taking care of him well, and when she left, he just couldn't keep up with life. I was sad for him.
"Chloe, since you are my maid, try to be useful and set the table."
Well, I guess I would have to be a bit nicer around him. Even though I possessed a single fragment of his story, it still opened my eyes. I wanted him to be happy if only for one night. I would feel better about myself and would enjoy the night much more if I knew I did something good for someone in need. I did hurt so many people with my debt catastrophe. Remembering how it felt to give something priceless to someone was something I wanted.
The dinner was fun. We had a little chit-chat, and I acted like a sexy maid, I even sat on his lap to make him eat his dessert. It was just oreo cookies, but still, it felt friendly and good, partly because he didn't act stupid anymore and it made me happy to take care of him.
We then went to bed a bit later and he quickly discovered that I tasted good. He licked me over and over, and I came over and over. This extra arousal I was stuck with was nuts. Otherwise, his performance in bed was way below average, but it was still enough to make me feel really good. Since he had no stamina whatsoever, I spent a lot of time cuddling him and making him talk about all kinds of stuff. I may have even managed to convince him to take better care of his teeth once I would be gone.
The next morning, I woke up early, still wearing the maid uniform. This body could sleep profoundly; I felt very refreshed. I didn't want more sex from him, but I had to wake him up to collect what he promised me.
"Hey ... John, I have to go. Can you pay me now?"
"Mmm ... Yeah, I guess I have to do that."
He sounded grumpy. I can only imagine how he felt when he understood that none of what happened was real. Today he would be alone again, back into his usual joyless life. Not fun at all. He pulled out his wallet from his crumbled pants on the floor and removed all the bills from it.
"Here, take this."
"Well ... we said 300$ ... this is 180$ ..."
"Whatever, you were average, just keep the outfit."
"Average? But ... And the uniform is full of cum ..."
"Just go, Chloe ... Just go, please."
"..."
"Hey ... John? ... For what it's worth. You are a good man. Don't forget about that, okay?"
He was the one that didn't respect our deal, but yet, I was the one feeling bad. He didn't have anything else to give me. His wallet was as empty as his heart.
I went to the hallway and took off the outfit, and stuffed it in my backpack along with the money he gave me. My pussy was still a bit caked with cum, but I didn't want to stick around any longer, I needed to move and go back to my main quest as soon as possible. With my ugly clothes back on, I grabbed my backpack and left the premises.
I sat on the front steps of his apartment building with my phone to collect my thoughts. It was 6 am, and I still had 29 days to find 7050$, and that was only if I wasn't spending anything. Today, I would have to find new clothes that were somewhat decent and also needed a haircut badly ... and some food.
That dirty maid uniform was taking a lot of space in my backpack but it could be useful if I found a nice way to decontaminate it. I spoke to myself in an attempt to avoid the thought.
"Let's call last night a win. I have funds to live another day, and I discovered that this body is made of pure sexiness. That can come handy, I suppose."
My phone rang, pulling me out of my in-depth analysis. Was I really receiving a call? From a private number too?
"Hello?"
"Hey, Chloe?"
"MATT! I'm so happy to hear your voice! This clone works great."
"Yeah ... Well ... I'm not calling you for that ..."
"Uh? What's up? You sound a bit down?"
"Yeah ... Listen ... I made a huge mistake last night ... We need to talk."
***
Remaining debt : 1,300,000$
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Chapter 9 - The Texture Of Our Skin
Another workday was over, and there was nothing else to say about it. I was navigating in between hating and liking my job. If it were not for some of my awesome coworkers, I wouldn't know how I could survive. They kept me motivated enough to keep producing results. But it was taxing. Taxing on my mind and taxing on my body.
Then, there was home. I had to take care of my two rubber catgirls. There was no question about it; I adored this role. But at the end of the day, even if fun, it was additional work. Occasionally Erika was out of her suit and helped me take care of Kitty; it was ironic. I remembered the reason why Erika joined our family; I wanted someone to cuddle with at night because Kitty spent so much time locked away in her crate or sex coffin.
However, since Erika arrived and fell in love with us, and vice versa, Kitty didn't want to be stored away for too long anymore. As she said, only fools didn't change their mind. The result was that, more than often, I got to cuddle with two latex cats at night. I was in heaven.
But still, my body struggled to cope with the demand. Hard to tell if it was because of work or all the cuddling. I needed rest. Discussing this with Erika, mostly, she warned me to be careful. About a year ago, her experience had been similar and was the reason why she left her job, grabbed her big departure bonus as a thank you gift, and decided to take a sabbatical year.
The concept of burnout was foreign to Kitty as she never really worked, so her input was limited to moral support. Erika understood my reality much better. It was not that I didn't like my life; unavoidable stress would just accumulate over time and needed to be taken care of.
So yeah, another workday was over. I parked my car in the driveway behind Erika's and stayed inside for a few minutes. Enjoying the silence and the warmth of the sun that was hitting me through the windows, I looked at my small townhouse and smiled, knowing the amount of perversion it contained.
I was sure some of my neighbors knew as well due to my occasional walking around at night with my two rubber girlfriends. More than once, people in the street made comments, but with Erika and Kitty at my side, it never turned into social conflicts. They defused all situations in a snap of the fingers. It was always a lot of fun to watch.
I got out of my car and walked to the front door just to find it unlocked, which was odd. I didn't want a creepy guy breaking in and doing some bad things to my girls. I preferred to keep it locked at all times when I was not home. Maybe they went out earlier and forgot to lock it back?
I was not as worried since Erika joined us, though. Kitty would be defenseless, but Erika would gut any enemies with a sharp knife and probably finish them with a cheese grater. She was one confident woman with, of course, a hint of newfound sadism. It brought me a certain peace of mind.
I made my way inside the house and kicked off my shoes. I immediately heard someone walking down the stairs to meet me. Which one of the two would it be this time? It was Friday; usually they liked copycatting each other on that day and torture me until late at night. Confusing me was one of their favorite hobbies.
I couldn't have been more wrong.
Since I was expecting one of the pink rubber catgirls, my heart skipped a beat when I saw who appeared before me.
"..."
"Hello! Are you Mark?"
"Who... Who are you?"
In front of me was a beautiful girl I have never seen before. She had short blond hair and big blue eyes. No, they were grey and amazing. Her smile was sincerely perfect. But I didn't know her; what was she doing in my house? Her two hands crossed in front of her white apron made her look a bit shy, and to welcome me, she bowed gracefully.
"Welcome home, Master."
"... Master?"
As she was leaning forward and looking at the floor, I had another chance to analyze what I was seeing. She was about 5'6" tall and was wearing a green maid costume like the ones from my Japanese light novels. The frilly white apron and headband left no doubts I was right.
Pretty much dressed up as a manga character, her "welcome home, Master" was a direct reference to the nerdy Japanese culture that afflicted me for the past years. As if it was not enough, she was wearing two cute brown and white cat ears and a fluffy tail; it couldn't be a coincidence either. It didn't take a genius to understand this girl was not here to rob me or kill my girlfriends. But who the hell was she?
"Are... Are you a friend of Erika?"
Kitty had no friends, so it was the only possibility I could think of. She straightened her back after her bow and smiled at me some more. She looked so friendly and kind.
"Maybe I am, but it is not important. Master Mark, it is your birthday today, and this is your first gift of the evening."
She stepped forward and wrapped her arms around my torso, and gave me a gentle hug.
"Happy birthday!"
I was unsettled, to say the least. It was indeed my birthday, I almost forgot about it, and an unknown super cute girl was hugging me in the entryway. There was nothing else for me to do outside hug her back, but it didn't go over too well. In a firm yet gentle tone, she prevented me from doing so.
"Please, do not touch me! I am not your girlfriend. Tonight I will interact with you regularly, and physical contact is part of it. But I'm asking you to enjoy what you receive without attempting to return the favor. Would that be okay?"
"Y... Yes. I suppose. What is going on here? Are you a birthday present?... Oh, I'm sorry, it's not what I meant."
"It is quite alright. I suppose I am, from a certain point of view. I will be taking care of this special evening. Do you like what I'm wearing?"
"I do... It's very cute... but... Who are you? What is your name?"
"What name would you like to give me tonight?"
Wait! What? I was just staring at her, shocked by her reply. Her answer was not what ordinary people usually give when I asked their names. It was so strange. Seeing me hesitating like this, she tried to ease my confused mind.
"I was told you loved Japanese novels. I do too, so when Erika asked for my help, we selected this character. I will be your maid tonight, and I want you to be as comfortable as possible around me. Just follow my lead, and you'll have, hopefully, a great evening. But right now, you have to select a name for me, one that pleases you."
Oh, my God. What was happening here? What did my two catgirls prepare for me? I had a cute maid in front of me, and she was waiting to be named. I was starting to understand the concept of what she was trying to achieve, but her insane request prevented me from thinking straight... I searched my mind for the right name. I thought of selecting one that I was familiar with, one from one of my books, perhaps?
"... Syr. Would that work?"
"Syr? That is a lovely name. Please, Master Mark, call me Syr from now on."
She tilted her head on the side, closed her eyes, and smiled happily. Her little face was so friendly and genuine. She walked behind me and started to remove my jacket. I tried to help her, but once more, she interfered. I had to let her interact with me the way she wanted only. After hanging my coat carefully on one of the hooks, she gently grabbed my hand.
"Please follow me, Master Mark. Kitty and Erika are not available at the moment. I will take care of you until they are ready."
"... Ok ..."
I followed her upstairs, and she led me to the living room before asking me to sit on the couch of my choice. She was playing her character flawlessly. It almost felt as if I had a real maid. I selected my favorite couch and let my butt drop on the comfy leather.
"Master Mark, you need to start relaxing now. Would you like a drink? I think it would be a good way to start the evening."
"Well, actually, yes ... I would love a beer, but I can go get it, you know."
"Master Mark, once more, let me handle everything for you tonight. It's why I am here. I know you are not used to being served, but you have to let me play my role. I will lead you through this already planned evening. Would that be okay?"
Interesting. Syr kept telling me what I could do or not, but yet she was performing as if she was giving me a choice, probably not to break the illusion and make me feel in control. I think I got it this time. I had to keep my man-in-charge habits at bay and go with the flow.
"I'm sorry, Syr. Yes, it would be great. I would love to have a beer then."
"Perfect, just give me a moment, and I will return with one."
She went to the kitchen and came back with a bottle and a glass. She poured it in front of me and placed the glass into my hand, and the half-empty bottle went to the coffee table. Then she sat next to me... very close. To give her more room and out of habit, I put my arm around her shoulders as I would have done with my two rubber cats. I didn't mean anything by it, but I quickly remembered what she had told me only a moment ago, not to touch her. It was too late, and she looked at me straight in the eyes. She was so close and so beautiful.
"Master Mark, please... I am not your girlfriend. Once more, refrain from touching me. Tell me about your day instead."
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to. My day was long and stressful. I wish I didn't have to work that hard. What about you? How long have you been friends with Erika?"
"Master Mark, this evening is all about you and only you. Please do not try to find information about me. Could you do that for me? As for your work, it is behind you for the weekend; you do not need to worry about it anymore. This moment is our first activity of the evening, offering you a well-deserved relaxation after a difficult day. Take the time you need to drink your beer; we are in no rush. Do you want me to stay by your side? Do you find my presence comforting?"
Comforting was not the word I would have used. This girl, Syr, was determined to make me feel at ease, and she was excellent at it. It was so strange. I had never seen her before and couldn't think of a single moment when Erika spoke about such a person. Where did she come from? I couldn't ask her, and I couldn't touch her either. All I could do was to follow her plan to make me feel good.
It was obviously a game, part of a bigger setup. I was willing to play along, but I didn't know how to get started, which was making me feel a bit awkward. I preferred to be honest and tell Syr how I felt at the moment.
"Listen... Syr... I'm... I'm not sure what I have to do here."
"It's alright, Master Mark. I understand."
She leaned her head onto my chest and placed her hand around my waist. She was so soft, and she smelled great too. It was kind of weird. Offering me her affection, and not letting me return a simple hug, it felt as if Kitty and Erika tried to torture me again without even being here.
"Take your mind to the people you love. Tell me about Erika and Kitty. I'm here to listen," she said.
"Hum... Yes... Those two evil cats. What would you like to know?"
"Well, start from the beginning, maybe, Master Mark. Just let your mind go wherever it wants to go."
Quickly, I became more relaxed. Syr opened a door leading to a place filled with so many good things and happiness. I slowly started to talk about how I met Kitty. It was like the pub all over again, when I disclosed my entire life to Erika. I had no idea what Syr knew or not about my life, no idea about what Erika might have told her, but it didn't matter. She was listening attentively to my every word as if it was all new to her.
She took care of refilling my glass and asked questions here and there when I didn't know what to say anymore. Staying by my side this whole time, and making me talk more and more, she was making me feel like a VIP.
Her uniform was beautiful too. It was much higher quality than one of those erotic maid outfits. It had long sleeves, and the skirt reached down to her knees. She had long black socks and small leather boots. It also had a high neck collar, so really, the only visible skin was on her hands and face. She wasn't there to turn me on, which only semi-succeeded because she was so darn beautiful.
"Master Mark, how are you feeling now? You seem less anxious."
"I'm great. You are very good at making me forget about the world. Thank you for that."
"I'm glad. Would you mind following me to the kitchen? I will prepare the first course of your dinner."
"First course? Am I getting a special meal tonight?"
"Yes, you are. Please, follow me."
She stood up and guided me to the kitchen as if she wasn't aware it was my house. This cute performance made me smile a bit. I was wondering what kind of person she would be if she were not acting. Would she be as sweet? Would she be funny? I had no idea. I was getting what I was seeing, an adorable girl with the sole purpose of taking care of me in a non-sexual manner. I sat on one of the stools in front of the island while she started preparing a little something special for me. I took a peek and discovered what she was doing.
"Syr ... are those ... snails?"
"Yes, Master Mark. The information I received was that you loved those small animals. They will be ready in a few minutes."
Snails! I knew it was disgusting to most people... but I LOVED snails. I was drooling like a dog while she was filling up the snail plate, added a copious amount of garlic butter, and placed it in the oven to cook. She expertly sliced a bit of baguette bread on an angle to go along with it. For some reason, I didn't have any desire to help her anymore.
My mind searched for past memories. I couldn't recall telling Erika about this taste of mine, but Kitty knew, for sure, since we have been around each other for over a year. It made me believe Kitty was as involved in this obscure birthday evening as Erika, meaning I was more than likely in trouble.
It only took a few minutes before she placed in front of me the brown ceramic plate containing the small, shriveled creatures bathing in delicious bubbling garlic butter. Another small dish containing a few pieces of bread appeared next to it.
"Enjoy your entrée, Master Mark. Hopefully, it will be to your taste."
"Syr, this is AWESOME! Thank you so much. I didn't have any of those in ages. Kitty doesn't like them. She says they look like small tumors."
"I'm glad... Please, eat. I will be back in a minute."
She left the kitchen, but I was too focused on my snails to care. I poked one with my fork and placed it inside my mouth; it instantaneously activated my pleasure center. It was so great that they thought about doing this for me. This night was off to a good start.
Syr went upstairs, probably to check what the girls were doing. I tried not to try to foresee their plan too much; I kind of wanted to be surprised. Anyway, Syr was doing a fantastic job at keeping my guard down. Mmm... snails.
After a few minutes, the cute green cat maid came back to the kitchen and wrapped her arms around my neck as I was finishing my small plate.
"How was it, Master Mark?"
"It was excellent! Thanks so much."
"Please follow me upstairs. They are ready for you."
Ready for me? That sounded kinky for some reason; it probably was. Just thinking about what might happen next turned me on. They had all day to come up with something while I was killing myself at work. They didn't mention any of this during our conversations over the past few days. They said we should do something on the weekend for my birthday, but it was such a generic discussion, I thought nothing of it.
I followed Syr upstairs and to the bedroom. The light was off, but there were many candles here and there, giving the room a very different vibe. It was as if it was not my home anymore; I could barely recognize the place. I noticed the different bed sheet set too; I have never seen those before. Syr made me sit on a new leather chair they added for the occasion.
"Please wait here, Master Mark, I will be right back."
It only took her a minute before returning to me. She brought a tray with a bottle of sparkling wine and a fancy glass. She placed it on a small table next to me and filled the glass with some of the bubbly liquid.
"Master Mark, do not drink it yet, please. Now, listen carefully. No matter what happens next, do NOT touch them. You keep your hands where they are."
"Them? My catgirls?"
"Correct. This is very important. They will perhaps touch you, but you must not touch them back unless specifically instructed. Do you understand?"
"Y... Yes... Don't drink and don't touch the catgirls."
"I'm going back to my duties now. I would like you to call me when this is over. Please, do not leave this room until I'm back. Would this be okay?"
Once more, she phrased it as a choice, but I had none. She put me in bondage, a mental one. I felt that if I moved a single finger, something terrible would happen, or I would hurt someone's feelings. Syr and her fake cat tail walked out of the room and headed downstairs, leaving me alone in the silent room with the flickering candles. All I could hear were the small bubbles crackling inside my glass of sparkling wine.
Then some light footsteps approached. I could recognize those easily. The little rubber feet on the laminated floor were unique. My two small rubber pink catgirls entered the room. This was going to be fun.
As I expected, they were wearing their perforated blindfolds and lipsticks. Once again, I had no clue which one was who. The two shiny felines looked quite mysterious in this intimate atmosphere. One of them climbed on the bed, and the other one walked toward me and carefully sat on my lap, wrapping an arm around my neck.
She was gazing at me through the perforated blindfold. Every time this happened, I couldn't help but try to figure out who it was. My useless analysis was sharply interrupted when she spoke to me using her real voice. It was 100% Erika this time. Her face was only five inches away from mine.
"Happy Birthday, Mark!"
"T .. thanks ..."
"No! Do not speak. Just watch. You touch me, and I gut you like a fish."
With her rubber paws, she moved my hand and wine glass up to her lips. I knew I shouldn't move, but I dared to tilt the glass a little so that she could drink a bit from it. It was not touching, so, hopefully, I didn't mess anything up. She then pushed my head back gently and tugged lightly on my chin to open my mouth. She moved her head above mine and let the wine dribble from her mouth to mine.
Making me drink like this was the first step, and the second one was to complete the operation with a deep sensual kiss. Turning me on was Erika's goal, I could tell. It was a repeat of the night when I made love to her for the first time thinking she was Kitty and shared that whiskey bottle. All I wanted was to grab her and do dirty things. She totally knew it since her rubber paw went right to my crotch.
"You look a bit tense down there. Let us help. Kitty, come here."
Kitty, watching us like the voyeur cat she was, climbed down the bed and stood up next to Erika. I had to focus; else I would lose track of who was who once more. Kitty wrapped her arms around Erika's waist and just looked at me. Erika gave me a command.
"Unzip our crotches, Mark. Don't try anything else."
I swallowed at her cold and menacing tone. I wanted to touch them so badly; this was not fair at all. Syr's words were also resonating inside my brain. I had been told not to attempt such a thing. I knew it, but my decision center was failing me more and more. This treacherous ambiance and the sexiness of my latex girlfriends were manipulating my emotions.
I extended my arm and reached Erika's crotch zipper first. I started to pull down the tab to open it. It went reasonably well despite my shaky hands. Next in line was Kitty's crotch. I tried to control myself as I was unzipping her, revealing this warm and delicious pussy. But a bit of her juice dribbled down on my fingers; this was too much.



I failed...
Once Kitty's crotch was fully exposed, I slid a finger up her wet slit and reached her overly sensitive clit... I tried to be discreet about it, but Kitty moaned loudly, which I was hoping she wouldn't do. Why did I even think I could get away with it? Now everybody knew, probably even Syr, that was presumably still downstairs.
"Aaaaaaannnhh! Mark! No! Erika said no!" moaned kitty!
Erika slapped my hand away and presented me with her most evil grin. It was terrifying. I swore, there was even a red glow coming from behind her perforated blindfold.
"You have no idea what you just did. You are in for a world of pain, Mister."
What did she mean by this? A world of pain? It was even more mortifying. She and Kitty turned around and climbed on the bed. They knelt, facing each other, and started kissing passionately. I've seen them do this a million times in the past, but for some reason, tonight, in this dark room illuminated only by candles, it was a thousand times hotter.
Kitty was the first one to moan, of course, she always was, but Erika followed not long after. The kissing went on and on as they were rubbing their pink latex body on each other. My cock was so hard, and I wanted to join them so badly. I needed to fuck my catgirls. Was it not supposed to be my birthday? A day when all my wishes were supposed to come true?
Not inviting me to join the fun, the two girls laid down on the bed and started to make love, the most torrid love I've ever seen them do. It was so sensual, so erotic, so feminine. All I could do was to watch and suffer.
Were they really going to leave me aside? Was it because I dared to touch Kitty's crotch? That was so unfair... They set a trap to catch me when they asked me to unzip their crotch; they knew the temptation would be too high. I wanted to talk to them... I wanted to beg them and join! What they were doing to me could be categorized as torture.
For the next hour, they had wild sex in front of me, and only once they addressed me just to say that I could refill my glass and drink as much as I wanted. There was not a glimpse of an invitation to participate in sight.
The two rubber catgirls rubbed their pussy together, they had the sexiest 69 ever, and they noisily made out over and again, drooling everywhere on their chin and chest. It was so arousing. I wanted to free up my cock and at least masturbate during the show, but I knew Erika's wrath would be unimaginable, so I refrained from doing so.
After what seemed like an eternity, they both came to me and gave me a small kiss on the cheeks, and Kitty ruffled my hair, which was not enough reward to compensate for what I had just endured. My head, filled with moaning noises and erotic images, was about to explode; they had ravaged my mind. The two catgirls left the bedroom quietly, and they disappeared into the darkness of the hallway, giggling.
I stayed there. For a long time. Just trying to absorb what I had experienced. Then I remembered...
"Syr... SYR?"
It took a few seconds before I heard some footsteps climbing up the stairs. The cute maid entered the room and walked toward me. My fried brain thought she was going to sit on my lap and start kissing me, but those were thoughts from an imaginary world. Syr would do no such thing, of course. She took the glass from my hand and placed it on the tray on the side table.
"Master Mark, how are you doing so far?"
"..."
"It is alright. You don't need to answer. Please come with me. You must be hungry."
I stood up, but my legs were not-so-curiously wobbly. It was as if I made love to my girls, without having done it. I followed Syr back to the kitchen and sat on one of the stools in front of the island. Chatting was not what I had on my mind, but since Syr knew what happened, she worked on my recovery right away.
"You did well, Master Mark. Do not concern yourself. I will take care of you until your next event."
"... Next event?"
"Please, do not inquire. For now, I prepared a meal that you'll hopefully greatly appreciate. You may have guessed already by the aroma, but I made, just for you, an elk filet and a side of creamy potatoes. I picked the meat myself this morning from the local farm."
"Syr... This... This is incredible. It is my favorite meat ever! And it's expensive too. I need to give you something back."
"Master Mark! Please stop! How many times do we have to discuss this? You must not attempt to return any favor. Here is your plate. Please taste it and let me know what you think."
Did she scold me again? I was overwhelmed, and I probably drank a bit too much upstairs, that was all I could do to cope with the mental strain. She placed a beautifully arranged plate in front of me and sat on the stool next to mine. Her intention was not to eat with me. Instead, she would just oversee my dinner to ensure everything was perfect. It was so odd to have someone fulfilling my role like this. Usually, it was me who was feeding the girls and making sure they were okay. That's what Syr was doing, just way better than I could have done.
I poked a piece of elk with my fork and put it in my mouth. The amazing taste and texture suddenly made my life so much better. It melted on my tongue like a sugar cube made of heaven. Not only was Syr an outstanding actress, if she were acting that is, but she was also a seriously solid cook.
"Syr... I'm sorry for having a hard time following your rules. I'm not used to it. I really appreciate what you are doing. It is amazing. Your meal tastes just fantastic. I'm very grateful for everything you have done for me so far."
"Of course, Master Mark."
More than likely understanding the honesty of my comment, Syr was now smiling wildly. She was a cute maid, but inside she was still a human being, and the efforts put into all of this deserved praise, even though this might have been part of a game.
She served me a glass of wine, again, my favorite. Kitty and Erika have done a great job briefing her about the little frivolous culinary things I loved the most. I was under the impression that Syr knew my tastes better than I did myself.
After the copious meal, she led me to the living room for another round of relaxation. Syr carried the bottle of wine and my glass, and I was following her like a docile pet.
"Master Mark, please pace yourself, there is still quite a bit in store for you tonight. How are you feeling?"
"I feel great. You know, I was very anxious after my first... event. It was quite an intense experience to see those two rubber things having such a great time in front of me. But Syr, you are so good at calming me down. I know you don't want me to know anything about you, but can I ask you just one small question?"
"... You may ..."
"Are you enjoying yourself tonight?"
She looked at me with her big grey eyes. Then a big smile appeared on her face, more than happy I didn't ask for her real name or who she was in the real world.
"Very much, Master Mark, very much."
Her answer put some life back into me. One thing I enjoyed the most was when people around me were happy. Knowing Syr was enjoying herself, and that it was not just a chore or a task, lifted my spirit. It was too important to me to know everybody had fun; this way, I could continue following their evil plan with a certain peace of mind.
"So, what are we doing next?"
"You digest your elk a bit more, and then we will go to your second event. I can tell you a thing or two about this one. Would you like to know?"
"Sure ... Hey, wait for a second! Was this a trick question just now?"
"Yes, it was. Very perceptive of you, Master Mark. I'm preparing you mentally for your next event."
Well, her answer couldn't have been more honest. She and her little smile continued.
"Master Mark, during your first event, I demanded from you not to touch them in any way. I do not know if you did or not, I was too far away to hear anything, but I don't want to know, it is between your girlfriends and you. Before your arrival, Erika stated there would be two possible outcomes. Touched or not touched. All I know is that it will strongly affect your next event."
My blood drained from my face. I did touch Kitty, and the words Erika used at that time turned my guts into a small, shriveled ball of tubes.
You have no idea what you just did. You are in for a world of pain, Mister.
I knew Erika, and I was totally screwed...
"They love you very much, Master Mark. You are lucky to have them."
"Yes... I'm the luckiest guy in the world. Sometimes I think I don't deserve their love."
Syr kind of froze up when I said that. She placed a hand on my neck and looked at me straight in the eyes. The words that came out of her mouth were not the ones I expected.
"On the contrary, you very much deserve it. Very much. You would be a fool to repeat such words ever again! Do you realize that you saved Kitty from an uncertain future? She was sad beyond belief before you met her. Having to deal with the loss of her father and having to part ways with her mother, she ended up in the street with only a backpack almost empty. She was starving herself to death emotionally and physically. You did save her, Master Mark."
"... Syr..."
"As for Erika, even if very strong, she was lost. Yes, she had a fruitful career so far and is now financially independent, but she paid an enormous price for it. Her life. She was exhausted, lonely, and misunderstood. Her soul was screaming for help, but no one was there to hear her complaints. She needed to meet someone smart that could keep up with her great intelligence, but she only found sorrow over the years. You let her into your heart and showed that it was okay to love again. That she was not dead inside."
Wow. Syr knew a lot about Kitty's past, which was a bit surprising, but she knew even more about Erika, things I could never have imagined. Syr lifted her soft hand to my cheek and dropped one last sentence.
"Master Mark, you, above all else, deserve to be loved."
I couldn't utter another word, and Syr knew it. As if I was where she wanted me to be, she stood up and grabbed my wrist.
"It is time. Come with me upstairs."
I was a mess emotionally. Tonight was a roller coaster, and I didn't feel in control of anything. I understood Syr was here to manage my birthday and to turn all of this into a massive love display. Playing with my mind and making me appreciate what was happening was her role, but she was also here to keep me in one piece as I was going through this.
Quickly enough, we were back in the candlelit bedroom, and Syr turned to me with some more instructions.
"Please take off all your clothes and underwear and get under the bedsheets while I'm going to inquire what scenario Erika selected for you. For your sake, I hope you behaved well earlier."
That didn't sound overly reassuring. Syr didn't know, but I screwed up royally during the first event. I was pretty sure Erika would be involved directly on that one as she was the newborn sadist who probably came up with the punishment in case of failure.
I knew Syr would probably not want to see me naked, so I hurried and stripped down before she came back. I pulled the sheets and sat on the bed. This red satin set was so soft. Why did I not buy anything like this before? I slid, and that was the proper term for it, under the sheets, and fully embraced the new feeling.
Hidden up to my chest by the time Syr came back, I noticed her disgruntled look.
"Master Mark, apparently you lacked self-control. Listen, I do not want to be overly involved as I am not your girlfriend. But I have to prepare you for her, so please do not resist. Otherwise, it would make me even more uncomfortable. Do you understand?"
"I... guess... What do you need to do?"
"I have to tie you to the bed and gag you. Would that be okay?"
Would that be okay? It was a trap! It was now clear that Syr was not nearly as innocent and detached as she led me to believe so far. She laid a perfect trap, and I fell for it. If I said no, she would play the uncomfortable girl who just tried to help, making me feel guilty as hell. If I said yes, something out of my control would unfold. I believed she did this on purpose, but yet if I were wrong and she was honestly uncomfortable with all of this, then said no to her, I would hurt the poor girl and feel a pang of eternal guilt. In one word... I had no way out.
"Yes."
First, a black ballgag went in; I was so not used to this. I only tried one for fun; I usually used it on my catgirls to stop them from whining. It felt too much like a payback moment. Then Syr tied my wrist to the headboard using leather cuffs and some straps. It was loose enough not to make me feel stretched. I could probably even free myself with a bit of effort, but it was not my intention. Syr sat next to me and placed her hand on my satin covered belly.
"Master Mark, listen, someone will come in, and you'll experience new sensations, intense ones. Please don't be alarmed and do not panic. It will be a lot to take, but if you feel it is going too far, remember those words; you are not in danger. I WILL take care of you after this, and everything will be just fine. You must stay as calm as you can. Remember it, okay? Because it's true. You are safe. Now, only if something goes very wrong, I want you to open and close your hands a couple of times fully, and everything will stop right away, but please don't do it simply out of fear. Just nod if you understood everything, else I can repeat. "
I gave her a little nod.
"Good. Follow all her instructions, if any. Keep in mind this is very special for her as well. I am not sure exactly how she will handle you, Master Mark. But do your best to enjoy the moment as much as you can and make her feel appreciated. This is a very special moment. Like before, when the event is over, you are to call me."
Syr walked away and went to the other bedroom, leaving me alone in this surreal world. Her? Who was she referring to Kitty or Erika? And what in the world were they going to do to me? Was she just playing with my head? Were they going to kick me in the balls or something, that seemed unlike them. I was super nervous, and there was no going back.
My instinct told me that Erika would be the one showing up... Just because of what she said earlier. And I couldn't have been more right this time around. Erika's voice reached my ears, but I couldn't see her... yet. She was hiding in the hallway.
"Mark, close your eyes. Do not open them until I say so, okay? I have a surprise for us, so don't spoil it."
I couldn't reply, of course, but I closed my eyes.
Dark.
I felt a presence.
Something was near.
I could hear her breathing.
Was she nervous for some reason?
Her hand caressed my leg through the satin sheet.
Slowly, the top sheet crawled away from my body. I felt it slide down my torso, hips, thigh, knees, ankles, and feet. Totally gone now. I was as exposed and vulnerable as I could be. Another caress, on my thigh this time. But... Wait? What was this feeling?... It was a hand, alright, but it didn't feel like rubber. It was not a bare hand either. My brain started to fire in every direction in search of an explanation based on memories. I tried to associate this feeling with something I knew, but it didn't work. The pleasantness of the texture was the only thing I was sure of.
"Do NOT open your eyes yet. I know you want it badly."
After growling a severe warning, I felt Erika climbing on the bed. I think she was standing over me. The pressure of her feet was on each side of my hips, and something was dragging over my cock. What was this darn texture? What was it? If she were wearing her latex catsuit, that would have been her tail. But again, this was not latex.
She kneeled, squeezing my waist and rib cage between her knees, and she sat on my lower belly. I was now in full contact with this soft and warm texture, and the magnitude of the sensation finally caused me to understand what the material was... and I couldn't believe it. I really really wanted to open my eyes at this point. Please, Erika, let me open my eyes. She pressed her two hands on top of my chest... and spoke the magic words that I desired to hear.
"Look at me, Mark!"
I opened my eyes, and I jumped. The mental image I had in my mind was so different than what was in my visual field. My body that couldn't understand quickly enough what it was seeing jerked involuntarily, and I firmly pulled on my bonds. The dark creature placed a hand on my forehead and murmured some soothing words.
"Shhhh, shhh ... it's alright ... It's just me ... Erika. I surprised you a bit, didn't I? Hehe."
What was sitting on top of me was beyond reality. It was... a human cat! And by this, I meant something I've never seen before. Her face... It was not a human face, nor a latex face like what I was used to. It was a realistic cat face covered in short fur. She had a small muzzle with wriggling whiskers. I even saw small fangs when she talked a second ago. Two cat ears were mounted atop her head too. Her eyes... They were yellow cat eyes... yet, I could sense Erika's presence through them. Her hands rubbing my chest and the side of my neck managed to calm me down a bit as I was observing and understanding.
Even without a gag in my mouth, I wouldn't have spoken a single word. This was incredible. Erika talked to me again using her most attractive voice, the one that charmed me on our first date.
"Come on, look at me some more. Do you like what I'm wearing?"
Conscious that I was admiring her, the small cat raised to her knees, towering over me, to put herself on perfect display. She stretched her limbs out and flicked her wrists while turning her head sideways to display all her features. Entirely covered in short jet black fur, only the inside of her ears were a bit more pinkish for realism.
My brain couldn't comprehend how form-fitting this suit was, or if it was even a suit. I was used to seeing latex always sticking close to her skin; this time, it was fur following every single one of her sexy movements in the same perfect manner. Erika was the closest thing a human could be from a real cat. I then noticed her hands. Contrary to her latex suit, she had fingers...
... and an alarmingly shiny set of claws! Were those made of metal?
"Feel me!" she said.
She slowly lowered her entire body on top of mine while her fuzzy palms slid up my tied arms. If I thought satin felt good, her fur was a thousand times softer. I could feel her heart beating fast through her pelt. Syr told me that it would be hard for Erika too, so perhaps she was extremely nervous about sharing something like this, wearing a costume so different that many people would have thought weird.
She wouldn't get this harsh judgment from me. My current feeling was much different. I was confused and overwhelmed, that was a given, but I desired her. I wanted her to keep going and show me all she had for me to see; I needed to understand her, and I was over-excited to be here with my catgirl.
Her hands slid under my torso and pulled me into a hug. She also rubbed her face against my cheek and then moan-whispered erotically in my ear.
"Hold your breath and endure. I want you to feel who I am tonight."
Hold my breath and endure? What did she ...
"MMMMPPPHHHHH!"
It felt like a bunch of sharp nails digging into the skin of my back. Erika planted her sharp claws right around my spine area in between my shoulder blades, and there was nothing I could do to stop her.
Once again, Syr's words popped into my mind out of nowhere. You are not in danger... you are safe. Was I really? Between the mattress and the skin of my back was a set of metal claws, stimulating my nervous system. And just as the pain started to subside, the evil cat began to drag her hands out, making sure to scrape my skin in the process.



"MMMPPHH! MMMPHHH!"
It was one of the most... no... THE most painful physical experience I ever went through. Now my skin was burning from the middle of my back to my sides. Erika placed her cat hands on top of my chest and tapped her fingers on me.
"How did you like this? Pretty amazing, right? Do you know why I'm doing this to you?"
I couldn't reply, obviously, but I had my theory about it. I knew Erika had a sadistic side, but it was not what she meant. I would be in a world of pain. She had said this to me earlier. For my mistake of touching Kitty ever so slightly, I was paying for my sins. Nodding was my only option as she was staring at me with her emotionless cat face.
"That's right. You are smart, you know. Want more?"
"MMMMPHH!"
She planted her claws in my skin, this time in my chest, and she slowly pulled her hands down toward my belly. Not only was my back on fire, but now my whole front was burning too.
"Do you want to hold me in your arms right now instead of suffering?"
Still twisting in pain, I nodded. I wanted her. I wanted to hold this fantastic creature and discover her entire body.
"I'll tell you what. I will punish you harshly for what you did to Kitty earlier. That clawing was just a small taste of what is coming. Once done with you, not a single part of your body will be left intact. Can you tell how efficient those little metal claws are?"
"Mmmmph"
"Oh, don't worry ... if you accept your punishment like a good boy, there will be a nice reward for you. I will untie you and let you play with me for a bit. Would you like that?"
There was so much happiness in her voice that it was almost frightening. This deal seemed so unfair. I barely touched Kitty... I wasn't supposed to, but still... Was she offering some cuddles in exchange for extreme pain? She must have learned to negotiate from Kitty. This was a one-sided deal. There will be a lot of explaining to do once this is all over if I even survive. She knew I made up my mind already; there was no way I could say no to her, so I nodded submissively.
She put her two hands on my shoulders and leaned forward to murmur something in my ear again.
"Good choice! ... I ... won't be nice."
"MMMMPHHH!"
Her claws dug into my shoulder, of course, and what followed was pure madness. She lacerated my entire body, figuratively speaking, and she was very playful about it. Not being in strict bondage per se, I could have kicked her away with my legs but who would do such a thing to their girlfriend. I endured as much as I could and didn't want to use the emergency signal unless I was dying.
It was so strange. Yes, I was in excruciating pain every time she scrapped one of my limbs with her cat nails, but at the same time, she was pleased about how things were going. She had a lot of fun acting evil while wearing her strange new costume. Seeing her like this made me quite happy. I even started laughing at some point despite the pain... How was it even possible that I became so joyful? I never considered myself a masochist. Maybe she was turning me into one without any of us even realizing it.
No, I didn't think it was that at all. To me, knowing that my girlfriends enjoyed themselves was what I loved the most. Erika's joyfulness was contagious, and even if I would not readily admit it, I was simply looking forward to cuddling with her after this torture.
Her evil treatment lasted way longer than I could have anticipated, and there was no clock in this room to help me figure out if the time had stopped. There was nothing I could have asked or said to make it end sooner. Of course, the gag prevented me from doing so, but I just didn't have the heart to interrupt her playtime. There were only glowing Erika and my agonizing body.
I didn't have an opportunity to reflect on this earlier, but I didn't see Kitty at all. She was not part of this act. Syr didn't show up either. I felt as if I was left alone with the devil I loved. Unaware of it, all those thoughts I had at the moment put an end to my predicament.
My entire body was burning, and my mind started to wander to different places. Without realizing it, I was no longer living in the present moment. Erika saw it in my eyes, and it made her smile behind her mask.
"Hehe. Okay... I finished you! It took a while, but I got you where I wanted. You are tougher than I expected; it makes me feel very satisfied. Let me remove this gag."
She untied my hands from the bed and rolled my head to the side to unbuckle the gag. She carefully pulled it out from behind my teeth. I was as limp as a roadkill and probably looked the part too. Simply put, she broke me.
Knowing my favorite cuddling position, she laid down at my side and rested her furry cat head on top of my shoulder. She put her hand on my chest, not poking me with her claw this time, and raised her knee to my belly.
"So? How are you feeling?" she asked.
"Shredded."
"Haha. You did well, you know. Do you want to cuddle with me now? It is your reward, after all."
"My body is on fire. I don't think I can move anymore."
"Mmm ... Then, you just forfeited your reward. Aaaah ... too bad. I'm just going to stay here at your side for a bit then. This clawing was hard work."
"I get the feeling that you were enjoying yourself a lot, though."
"I did. A lot! Mark, I just wanted to tell you that you made me very happy! You know, it was the first time I could unleash this annoying feeling that was burning inside of me. I don't think I could have done it without you playing my game and enduring it. I was so scared I wouldn't have been able to push myself as far as I wanted. But I did, you let me, and it felt amazing."
"I knew you were happy. But I didn't just endure, you know. It was fun for me too. Intense, no doubt, but fun nonetheless. I'm glad you had a blast, Erika, even though I paid a certain price."
I lifted my hand and put it on top of hers. She was so soft and warm. I just rubbed my thumb back and forth in her short fur and gently played with her small fingers, checking her claws. They were not that sharp, which made me wonder why they hurt so much.
"Erika, where did you get that costume from? It is incredible."
"Mark, it is not the time to talk about that. If you like it, just enjoy it, okay?"
"That seems to be the theme tonight... no questions and just obedience."
"We got ya. You won't have to lift a finger all weekend, birthday boy."
"All weekend? Is Syr going to stay here that long?"
"Syr?... Hahaha... You named her as the girl from your books. You are such a nerd."
"Ah, come on. It was Japanese novel thematic, no? What's her real name then?"
"Haha. Syr. Her real name is Syr. And it is an adorable name."
"Of course, it is... and where is Kitty By the way?"
"Just napping in the other room. Our sex was quite intense, you know."
"Yeah! I know... I was there!"
"Ah! Yeah. That's right... you were. I almost forgot."
After this cruel teasing, we stayed like this, chit-chatting about nothing and everything for the next 10 minutes while I was somewhat recovering. Since Erika got her sadism out of her system, she turned into the most cuddly girl ever. It was so nice just to enjoy the new experience she was offering me. I was under the impression that this was not something she would repeat too often. Therefore I tried to savor the precious moment.
A bit later, Erika hugged me and mentioned that we had to move on. She sexily left the room, blowing me a cat kiss. Sadly, it put an end to this second event, and I had to call my little maid back.
"Syr? Are you there?"
Once again, I heard her little footsteps from the maid climbing up the stairs. While she was on her way, a horrible realization occurred to me... I was still naked on the bed. I froze like an ice cube when Syr entered the room. Her face turned red, and she flipped her back to me.
"MASTER MARK! I will tell you one last time. I am NOT your girlfriend. Cover yourself at once!"
"I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to. I'm so sorry."
I lifted my torso off the bed and leaned down to grab my boxers from the ground. I hurried to put them on. As I was moving, it felt as if all the cat scratches on my body were ripping open.
"Owww! Okay, Syr ... You can turn around."
"Do not do this to me again. And... Oh, my God! A... Are you okay, Master Mark?"
"I... honestly... have no idea!"
"It seems that Erika may have been a bit too much into it... Let me look at you... We were supposed to go back downstairs, but... in your state? I'm not so sure. What has she done to you?"
I flopped back on the bed; I didn't even dare to look at myself and preferred just to trust Syr's assessment. All I knew was that my whole body was stinging from the million of scores that Erika inflicted me. Based on Syr's reaction, it didn't look too promising for the rest of the evening. Her body language pretty much indicated that I was out of order. Evaluating the carnage took her a bit of time.
"She didn't miss a lot of areas. Master Mark, it appears you have more in common with ground beef than humans. I will be back in a moment."
The cute cat-maid turned around, and her shoulders' erratic movements betrayed the fact that she was laughing at her own little joke. She bolted to the other bedroom and, sure enough, I heard some low voice talking coming from the guest room, followed by a big laugh. Those were Erika's mixed with, what I guessed, Syr's.
She came back almost immediately with a small cardboard box. Her attempt to retain her laughter made her face distort quite interestingly. I decided to strike while she was vulnerable.
"Having Fun, Syr?"
"Master... pfff... Sorry... pfff..."
"If you are not careful, you are going to lose your ears."
"Pfffhaha... Mast... pfff... Stop, please!"
"Hey, Syr... ground beef!"
"Bwahaha! Pfff... Hahaha!"
She took a few deep breaths, trying to stop laughing. All of a sudden, she stared at me with a stern look on her face.
"Master Mark! It's enough! I have a job to do!"
She could barely stay in character... and that was her best attempt. I just looked at her with a big smile, waiting for her to break down again on her own.
"Hahaha! Mark. Stop! ... Stop! We put a lot of effort into this. Just play the game, okay."
"But I did nothing... Alright, come here for a minute, just sit next to me and calm down."
Rubbing her eyes with her wrists, she climbed on the bed next to me. I was not going even to try to touch her this time, so I moved aside to give her a bit more room. I knew it wouldn't last, but it was my turn to help her recover.
"I really like your outfit, Syr. it suits you."
"Thank you... I made it myself."
"You did? Wow... That's awesome."
"Master Mark, It appears I'm reading the same books as you do. I looked at your bookshelf earlier, and we have similar tastes in literature. It is a nice coincidence. I do know why you picked that name for me today. I'm delighted you did."
"We will have to talk about this some more then. My two girls are really not into it. Kitty doesn't read, and Erika is all about business literature. She calls what I read nerd stuff."
"Well, I like it a lot and will be glad to share what I read with you, Master Mark."
We just kept chatting casually like this for the next little while until she managed to relax. She was fully back in character. After thanking me for my patience, she grabbed the box she had brought earlier and pulled out a couple of items from it. It appeared to be medical supplies. As I thought, she was not all that innocent; they had planned the claw treatment all along. Well, at least they came prepared.
"There are a couple of areas that I would like to treat before we move on. You paid dearly for your mistake, Master Mark."
"Hehe... I know... But it was so worth it. Erika was great. Her costume was great."
"I'm glad to hear it. I will apply bandages to your right ankle, right arm, and two spots of concern on your chest and back."
Could she be a nurse in real life? She rubbed my light wounds with alcohol and used some sort of ointment before expertly applying bandages over them. I knew nothing about first aid stuff. Kitty never really got hurt, she was too much like a rubber cat, and when I cut myself or something, I just let it heal naturally. What Syr was doing to me proved I had been an imbecile. It felt so much better once she completed her treatment. My forearm which was stinging like crazy was now perfectly fine under its bandages.
"I doubt it will leave any permanent marks, just don't scratch them, okay?. Your next shower will sting, though. It would be a well-deserved reminder that you need to listen to me next time, Master Mark."
"I already learned my lesson, believe me."
"Please follow me downstairs. It is getting late already, and there is more to come."
She helped me up; I was getting tired... My body was getting tired. Erika did a hell of a job on me. I followed Syr downstairs, and she directed me to the living room where a platter of fine cheese and nuts was waiting for me. Syr also brought me another glass of my favorite red wine.
I wanted to ask Syr if she was hungry too, but she would just tell me not to be concerned and that tonight was all about me. Not used to talking about myself around other people, I wasn't sure what to discuss next, but, of course, Syr read my mind and started to ask me some perfect questions that got me going again.
"Master Mark, why do you think Kitty is always wearing her catsuit around you? Don't you find it quite... unusual?"
"It is unusual, alright. I think it protects her somehow. It's her armor against all the nasty things life can throw at her. She was a bit lost when I met her, and we agreed to let Kitty, the catgirl, take control over her life for a little while. It did her a whole lot of good. It just turns out she never went back to her previous human look. At least not around me."
Explaining this to Syr reminded me of something I asked myself regularly since Erika joined. When I was not home, Kitty allowed Erika to see her out of her suit. So that behavior was related to me. Perhaps Kitty, the latex cat, fell in love with me and vice versa, and she didn't want to take the risk to change. I promised myself never to pressure her out of her suit, so at the end of the day, it was her decision.
"How was she before she wore the suit?" Syr asked.
"I'm not sure. Theresa very quickly became Kitty. All I can tell you is how I felt when I first met her. Actually, I never told anybody about this. Erika knows a bit, but not in great detail."
"Please, do tell me if you wish. I'm interested to know more about her."
"Sure, it is not a secret or anything. I remember it as if it happened yesterday. I will never forget. I got into that bookstore and headed right to the light novel section. Halfway there, I walked past one of the employees, a tiny Asian girl with long black hair. Then it hit me... Something had paralyzed my body, and I couldn't move anymore. I turned my head to look at her, and there she was, staring back at me with her big black kitten eyes. She and I, nobody could ever convince me otherwise, felt the same thing in our hearts. We were made for each other right this instant."
"This is sweet, Master Mark. I've not seen her out of her catsuit, was she cute... I mean, physically?"
I sipped a bit more of my wine before replying as I was not entirely sure how to answer this question. For a moment, I was under the impression that it was not the maid who asked this.
"Syr, you are beautiful ... One of the most beautiful women I've ever seen, in fact." "MASTER MARK! You are out of line! Why would you say such a thing while we are discussing your love for your girlfriend and ..."
"Hehe, calm down, Syr! You have to let me finish."
"... I'm sorry... But, you made me blush."
Blushing maids were always too cute.
"That is okay. So this is honestly what I thought when I saw you at first. I didn't know who you were, but you were gorgeous. However, when I saw Kitty for the first time... It was the same feeling, but a thousand times stronger. To the point where she became... how to say... invisible."
"... Invisible?"
"Yes, I couldn't look at her anymore. I could only stare at her shining soul. It didn't matter anymore what she looked like. Her clothes, her hair, her eyes, her tiny body, none of this mattered at all. We connected at a higher level. We experienced pure love instantaneously. So, yes, if you are asking me... Was she cute? Yes, totally. But it just didn't matter. So who cares if she is wearing a catsuit or not. No matter what she decides to wear or what happens to her body, I will always love her beautiful soul. Its brilliance illuminates my life."
"... Ghk! ..."
Syr was taken aback by what I told her. I was sure she had a plan to keep me happy and make me recover faster before my next event, but I think I broke it. She couldn't speak anymore and was just staring at me. She frowned a bit.
"Syr? Are you okay?"
"Master Mark. Please follow me. It is late, and you have one more event."
"But Syr, I'm still eating. Erika drained the life out of me. Can we wait for another five minutes?"
"Do not argue with me. Do as I say. It is important."
I guess it meant I should follow her before she called Erika back on me. I would never disobey that maid again. Plus, I was curious. If it was indeed the last event of the night, hopefully, it will be a pleasant one. So far, it had been only teasing and torture. It was my birthday, after all. Certainly, there should be something in it for me.
Since Kitty was not part of the second event, it would be awesome to finish the night with her. I would love to play all night with my small pink rubber cat. Or even better, two small rubber cats. I was getting turned on just by thinking about the potential rubber fest. I couldn't wait to see what they have prepared for me this time around.
I followed Syr to the bedroom, still wondering a bit why she was in such a hurry. She stopped abruptly, realizing she had made a small mistake.
"Oh, wait, I'm sorry, I was supposed to take care of this first. I didn't make the bed, please wait outside a moment, Master Mark."
I didn't dare say a single word. If it was important to Syr to make the bed, she could go right ahead. I was sure she wouldn't ask or accept my help anyway, so I waited in the hallway. Looking at her go was impressive and fascinating. Was she this good at everything?
My admiration was interrupted when a strange noise coming from the bathroom grabbed my attention. The door was open, but all the lights were off, limiting what I could discern. The faint glow from the candlelit bedroom was barely illuminating part of the hallway.
Then I saw it. A black form was stepping a bit closer to the bathroom door in the darkness. I swear, I could see a pair of yellow eyes staring at me. It was the demonic black cat again, Erika. I could sense it was her. The noise I was hearing was her metal claws sliding on the door frame, and she even let out a soft growl that only I could have heard. Her body language was crystal clear... Round two would occur.
"Master Mark, you may come in."
I looked at Syr, who was waiting for me next to a neatly made bed; that was quick. I looked again in the direction of the bathroom, and the black shadow was gone. Did I just dream this? It didn't matter if I did or not, I got scared anyway. Would Erika be cruel enough to make me go through a heavy clawing a second time? Unfortunately for me, the answer would be unquestionably yes.
"Master Mark? Is something the matter?"
"... N... No... Sorry."
I walked into the bedroom, and Syr instructed me to lay down on the bed. She pulled the satin top sheet just over my hips and then proceeded with killing some of the candles. It was getting darker in here, perhaps in preparation for a bloody grand finale. Then she pulled out a piece of silky fabric from her sleeve and came to me.



"Master Mark, I need to blindfold you now. Would that be okay?"
"Syr... listen... I don't think I want this."
"I am not sure I understand? This is just a blindfold, and I will explain to you what ..."
"No, sorry... I mean... the clawing from Erika. It was fun and all, but look at me... she was rough!"
"... Master Mark? I don't get what you are saying. I didn't even tell you anything yet."
Was it possible that she didn't know about what was coming next? That Erika was ready to take care of me again; she was dressed up and had been sharpening her claws on the door frame. Thinking about it a little bit more, there were good chances Syr probably had no clue what Erika just did a second ago, hence her evident confusion. I didn't think she was acting this time.
She put so much effort into taking care of me since I came back from work. Cooking fantastic food was one thing, but accompanying me through this whole madness and being my guide was undoubtedly a lot of work. She even had to tolerate my touchy hands multiple times. Telling Syr that Erika spoiled the next event would be disappointing to her. She put so much of herself into this.
And here I was again. Mr. Nice guy. I just couldn't break a girl's heart. I was ready to bite the bullet and go through this once more just to make a cute maid happy. So be it. I peacefully surrendered, hoping to be wrong about being lacerated a second time. I smiled a grateful smile and let Syr know about my intentions.
"I'm sorry, Syr, forget what I just said. Please, do what you have to do."
"Alright. But please, if something is bothering you, let me know. You reacted rather strangely just now."
"It's all good. It's nothing. I was just anxious about this next event."
She delicately tied the blindfold over my eyes. It was the least restricting blindfold ever. I could certainly take it off just by shaking my head around energetically. Plus, my hands were free. I was getting even more curious about this setup, but at least I would be able to stop Erika if she tried to shred me again.
"Master Mark, I know you can remove this blindfold easily. It is the point. You CAN remove it at any time during this event; it will be your decision. However, I encourage you to take your time."
"Okay... Sounds pretty simple."
"I would like to remind you that you cannot touch me."
"I know that... Wait! Why are you telling me this now?"
"Because I'm going to undress and cuddle with you while naked."
"WHAT?"
Syr was great and beautiful... but... What the hell? I removed my blindfold right away. She was there, standing next to my bed with one arm out of her dress. She froze and looked scared and embarrassed. A wave of guilt immediately traveled down my chest, but I wanted to know what was going on here?
"Syr! ... Syr! ... Let's talk about this first."
"You ... You don't find me attractive?"
Ah, crap! ... I hurt her.
"Nonono! That's not it! You are very desirable!"
"You... You desire me? But... I was... just going to cuddle with you. Are you saying you want... more?"
GAH!
"No! Wait! I have two girlfriends already..."
"I know that... They asked me to do this. Did... Did I do something wrong?"
GAH!
"They... Kitty and Erika, asked you to do this?"
"Yes! They wanted you to have fun new experiences for your birthday. They thought cuddling with a maid like in your books would be something you would have liked. They convinced me... I just wanted to be nice to you. I'm... I'm so sorry... I thought you believed me when I said you were safe with me around. I will talk to them and ask what they want to do. They said this would be okay... but you don't want it... I'm so embarrassed... I thought you'd have liked this. I'm so sorry."
She quickly put her arm back in her dress and started to walk away. I felt like a major douchebag for doing something this humiliating to her. I really fucked up this time. My two catgirls planned all those activities to make me happy, and their reward was a man who couldn't control his fears, and who was seeing problems everywhere, a man who was unable to have fun and enjoy spontaneous opportunities.
Enough! That's enough with the worries! I can fix this!
"Syr... Wait! Please... stay."
She stopped in her tracks but didn't turn back toward me. Was she ... sobbing?
"Why?" she asked.
"Because I don't want to ruin everything you worked so hard for, and I would love to cuddle with you. My girls were right."
"They already suspect something went wrong. It's too late."
"No, it is not. I'll put the blindfold back on. Go let them know everything is okay, and we are simply resetting this event."
"Mmm... Master Mark, you were a bit harsh to me. I just tried to give you something nice. It was not my fault. I just went by what they had told me to do."
"I'm sorry, and I'll make it up to you somehow. You did nothing wrong. It was all me. I'm always full of fears, always scared to hurt people. So I try to avoid it, but I always end up hurting them more. I'm really sorry."
Syr turned to face me; her beautiful grey eyes were watering a bit, yet, she started smiling again.
"You know, Kitty said you were a bit weird sometimes. I understand what she meant now. But I find you cute, Master Mark, I quite like you. Okay, I will see if they want to forget and restart. I'm willing to try again."
It only took her a minute to go and come back. She sat on the edge of the bed and told me the result of her negotiation.
"Obviously, they were not impressed, but they said that if you promise to go with the plan without backing out again, we will pretend nothing happened. Your girlfriends really want this for you."
"I promise. I will trust you, guys."
"Master Mark, do not worry about this mistake anymore, and I'll do the same. Please enjoy this session as much as you can. It is all for you."
She placed the blindfold back over my eyes and got off the bed.
"So, we are clear, right?... You won't touch me? If you do, I will stop."
"I promise. I won't. I'll just enjoy whatever you decide to do."
After all, it seemed I could get something right occasionally. I heard Syr's dress falling to the floor. Was this actually happening?
For some reason, this incident lifted a massive weight off my shoulders and gave me a boost of confidence. Surely, knowing that this was all part of a bigger plan to make me happy was a huge relief. I was still pretty sure that Erika would eventually show up and attempt to destroy me with her new claws, but I would cross that bridge when I get there. For now, being cuddled by one of the most beautiful girls I've ever met was something I looked forward to. AND she was a maid...
"Please, move your arms up a bit. Thank you!" she said.
Syr sat next to me on the bed and started rubbing my belly. I couldn't believe how soft her hand was. Maybe I was too used to Kitty's cushy rubber paws. This felt great. Her next move was to climb on top of me and lay down on my chest. Oh my God, she was trembling so much... Why was she so nervous? I guess there was a reason for her to keep repeating she was not my girlfriend.
"Syr? Are you okay?" I asked
"S... sorry... I'm very nervous for some reason. Just let me rest on your chest for a bit... It will get better."
"Take your time. You know, you have the softest skin ever. I just want to hug you."
"Master Mark, ..."
"I know... don't worry. I'm not touching. I'm just saying."
"Thank you."
For the next few minutes, she stayed on top of me, naked. And she was right to take her time, it allowed her to calm down, and her shaking dissipated. She started to move her hands more and more, exploring my upper body. It was interesting, Syr gave me the impression she never touched a man before and all of this was new to her. Then I felt her torso lifting, and she started kissing my face gently, avoiding my lips.
"Master Mark? Is this okay? I... I didn't plan on doing this... But the girls told me it was okay if I wanted to try."
I had been such a douchebag earlier; I couldn't refuse her anything anymore. Plus, it was feeling so darn good. I told her it was okay, and she continued a bit more. Her warm breath was such a turn on. She was kissing my cheeks, my chin, my neck, my collarbones. Her body was more and more relaxed.
Next, I felt something brushing my lips... It was one of her nipples. I couldn't believe she was doing this! It was no accident; Syr invited me to play with her breasts using my mouth. There was not a chance in the world I could resist this. I started licking and sucking carefully what she was offering. I didn't know if she knew it, but her burning crotch was smearing juice all over my belly. I was not the only one turned on by this.
She just wanted to cuddle, but I think she was losing control a bit more than she expected. One cannot do this without being aroused. Perhaps she thought she could resist, but her plan didn't go too well.
"... mm..."
She was fighting hard not to moan, but her body twitched, almost as if she was going to have an orgasm out of nipple stimulation. She pulled away and sat back on top of my belly, panting.
"Master Mark! This... this is insane."
"It is. But it made me quite happy. Hehe."
"It... did?"
"Yes. I don't get to play with naked breasts too often. I have a lot of rubber breasts, and I love them, but naked is different. On top of that, it is the first time I get to do this with a cute maid like you."
"Then... Can... I try... something else? Your girls kind of gave me a lot of freedom for this part."
"Anything you want... I promised."
She was so shy and inarticulate now, and I was the confident one. Just as I thought about this funny role reversal, I felt a tug on my boxers. Syr slid them down my legs and took them off. There was not a chance in the world that she didn't notice how turned on I was at the moment.
She gently rubbed her hands all around my hips and thighs for a short while before placing one of them where I secretly wanted her to put it. Her delicate fingers grabbed my erected member, and she started stroking it delicately.
"Master Mark. Please do not remove your blindfold. This is so embarrassing for me. They told me I could play with you like this, but I didn't plan on doing it. I am a bit... surprised."
"Mmm, hey, don't worry... You are doing great. Just don't do anything you are not sure of, okay?"
As soon as I started to wonder if I was getting involved with a third girl, a soft fuzzy paw touched my chest.
"Hi, Mark! Having a bit fun with our maid, I see. I wondered what was taking so long."
ERIKA! My heart stopped. I felt her little metal claws playfully digging in the skin of my chest. I was embarrassed beyond understanding, one of my catgirls was here while I was getting a handjob from a new girl, and I was not sure if the other one was watching as well. I fought hard not to panic and remove the blindfold. But I promised I would go through with everything. I HAD to let them do whatever they wanted to me. Erika asked me to move.
"Mark, let me sit behind you. Just rest your back on me. I want to watch the show."
"Are you going to claw me again?"
"I didn't plan to... You want me to?"
"No! I had enough of it. Thank you very much. Where is Kitty?"
"Haha ... Maybe I'll claw you just a little. Kitty is still in the other bedroom. Don't worry. She is coming in a few minutes with a surprise. She wanted to be the last one playing with you tonight. But what you are doing to Syr is disturbing."
"What I am doing to...? Hey! I didn't ... She is the one who..."
Syr was silent but didn't stop massaging my cock. It must have felt very strange to give me a handjob while my girlfriend was watching. Erika couldn't have been more easy-going about all of this. There was not a spark of jealousy in her voice, just the usual teasing. She was cuddling my chest from behind and also rubbing my neck with her delicate fur-coated hands. I could get used to this, seriously. I never thought I had a fur fetish, but the sensations were so great and relaxing.
Then Syr decided to take it a step further.
"Erika?... Can... can I?"
"Yes, by all means. Mark is all yours. You did such a great job tonight, you deserve a small reward, right?"
Can what? And did Erika just take ownership of my body and offered it to other people? This new costume of hers was boosting her self confidence a bit too much. We would have to talk about this later. Syr was not an angel either for asking Erika before doing things to me. Good thing I was a willing candidate else I would have felt like a sex toy.
I quickly understood what Syr wanted. She pressed her lips on my cock and started sucking gently.
"Syr! Oh my God... this... feels amazing." I said.
Of course, Syr didn't reply, she was just moaning softly, and Erika planted her claws in my skin to shut me up. I wasn't to interfere with the blowjob. I got the message. She didn't want to take the risk to make Syr more uncomfortable than she was, so she gave me a bit more freedom instead.
"Hey Mark, use those hands of yours ... I'm not Syr, you know. You can touch me."
She was right ... Only Syr was off-limit. I had not received specific instructions this time about keeping my hands away from my girls. I reached her arms; they were so soft and warm. Her costume was terrific. It was perfectly tight to her skin, and the fur felt so real it was almost odd. Unless Erika was a real werewolf, this was a masterpiece of a catsuit.
"Hey Syr, don't make him come yet. He is not very resistant."
"Erika! You can't say that about me!" I retorted.
"Well, why don't we put that to the test. Syr, do you want to fuck him? I mean, you are already halfway there."
Syr froze. Then she tried to eject some clumsy words out of her mouth.
"Erika... I... I... Are you sure? Would it be okay? I mean... Kitty... "
"Kitty will be just fine. She will just tease him for the rest of eternity. Plus, she can pull as many orgasms out of this guy as she wants. Don't be shy; he can't look at your naked maid body with that blindfold on. And, if he tries to remove it, I'll claw him hard."
"But... Kitty really wanted this...," Syr pleaded.
And right on cue, Kitty's voice resonated. She was right there in the room with us, and Syr probably had no idea.
"Meow! Erika's idea is great! You can fuck him, Syr, this is hot. He is all yours. I'll give him my surprise a bit later, that's all. Anyway, with all the trouble he gave you, he deserves to wait a bit longer. Plus, he clearly likes you."
"Hey, guys? Nobody is going to ask for my opinion?" I asked.
"No!"
"No!"
"No!"
I was so screwed. I could never win any fights against Kitty alone, so how could I even think of winning against three cute girls. This was madness, but it was good madness. They did all this for me, to make me experience new things, and it was unbelievable.
First, I got welcomed by a cute maid after work; then, my two rubber cats gave me an unrestrained lesbian show full of perversion; then, Erika unleashed he sadistic side while wearing a new crazy suit she got from I don't know where. And now ... I was on the bed, resting my back on the cute and soft Erika while being watched by Kitty the voyeur and being sexually assaulted by a beautiful maid who came right out from a book. It was almost too much.
I may have mentioned this before, but I felt as if I was the luckiest guy on Earth.
Syr moved around. She climbed on top of me to sit on my belly. She was trembling again. Poor Syr, why was she so nervous? Anticipation maybe?
"Mark, caress her naked body slowly, it would calm her down a bit," Erika said.
"I was told not to do that."
"Ah, don't worry about it, it's fine. Right, Syr?"
"Y... Yes... I think so. Just this once."
Her voice was trembling too, poor little thing. I slowly reached her thighs with my hands, not to startle her. Her skin was warm and soft. I tried to be as gentle as possible when I rubbed her hips and her small waist. Out of her uniform, she was skinnier than I expected. I moved up to her chest and ran my hands on her warm small breasts. She was panting heavily, and her little heart was beating fast.
Erika was behind me, enjoying herself more than just a bit.
"Syr, you are so freakin cute when you are turned on, you know that?" she asked.
"Come on, I want to take my blindfold off now," I said.
"Ah, no. Not before you come deep inside her,"
"ERIKA! This is so dirty!" Syr said.
The cute maid sounded embarrassed beyond measure when Erika dropped her suggestion on us. Nonetheless, Syr groaned and decided to go for it. I felt her hand grabbing my painfully hard cock, and she sat on it, swallowing the whole length in one shot. As my brain melted of pleasure, I kept massaging her body to reassure her everything was fine. It didn't take her long to ride me hard.
For an embarrassed girl, she quickly found her pace. She was good at it too. Trapped between Erika and Syr, getting fucked was the only thing I was allowed to do. I had never been in such a predicament. Kitty, Erika, and I did a lot of fun stuff in the past, but I never felt this helpless and controlled in bed. What a great night of discovery.
The fucking kept going for a while, I got the impression Syr came twice already, but she was way too shy and wouldn't let us hear her moans, even under Erika's encouragement.
And then I came ... and came ... and came, filling Syr's inside. What a powerful orgasm that was. This whole setup made it so unique and exciting. She stopped her hips motion and collapsed on top of my chest, panting heavily and clenching involuntarily around my cock, still prisoner inside her wet and burning vagina.
"Let me take those sticks out of your hair," Erika said.
What? What did she just say? Sticks in hair? What the hell was she talking about? I suddenly felt a large bundle of soft hair falling all around my neck and shoulders.
This was... problematic. I knew Syr had... VERY short hair!
So why was I suddenly buried under a pile of long hair? Who was this girl resting on top of my chest if it was not Syr?
No! It couldn't be!
I've experienced this feeling in the past, every time I got tricked by those evil catgirls of mine. Erika made a sarcastic comment that sent an electric shock down my spinal cord.
"Uhoh! Mark seems to be a bit confused... again. Come on, girl, sit up properly so we can remove his blindfold."
I felt what I thought was Syr's body on my chest, rising, and then her two hands rested side by side on my thorax in a very familiar way. The very long hair dragged off my chest as she did that. This was NOT Syr! There was no way. My heart was racing, and the blood was pounding inside my ears. What have they done to me this time? Erika, in control, gently whispered in my ear a message that was only for me to hear. She was requesting my help.
"Mark, I think you know what is going on here. Be as nice as you ever been, okay? It was extremely difficult for her to do this; she will need all your support and kindness. I'll take your blindfold off... Tell me when you are ready."
She didn't tell me exactly what was going on, but I fully understood the meaning of it. I now knew what they had done, at least, the important part, and I just couldn't believe it. I got a surge of empathy and love like never before. My whole body filled up with an incommensurable amount of joy and happiness. Not just for myself ... but for Kitty as well.
"Erika ... Do it."
She slowly lifted the silky blindfold off my face.
Sitting on top of me was the girl of my life. Her soul was shining like a billion stars. I didn't remember her face all that much, but it was her. It was my Kitty, out of her latex suit for the first time since I fell in love with her.



I could finally lay my eyes on her real skin and face. She was as naked as she could have been, pure and vulnerable. They gave me, in this instant, the best birthday gift that I could have ever dreamed of. Kitty offered me her true self, body, and mind.
I raised my hand to touch her naked face for the first time... But Erika, a bit apprehensive, intercepted my arm before I reached Kitty.
"Careful Mark ..."
"It's... It's okay, Erika... I'm fine...," Kitty said.
Kitty gently grabbed my hand, which was the weirdest thing in the world, considering she never had use of hers around me. She had never touched me before. She pressed the palm of my hand on her warm post-orgasm cheek. This feeling was paradise. It was as if I were touching the most expensive diamond in the world. There was only one Kitty, and I finally met her without any second skin.
Syr, was behind her, watching the whole love scene, fully clothed. She never touched me, and I never touched her. She had merely been a voice actress who completely fooled me. Smiling calmly and playing in Kitty's hair doing a ponytail, she gave her a small hug from behind.
"Kitty, what are you doing? Hehe... You are supposed to kiss him now. He loves you so much, you know."
Kitty looked at Syr for a short moment and received a little encouraging nod in return. She slowly leaned forward and gave me a gentle kiss on my lips before pulling back with a worried look on her face.
"Do... Do you still love me like this?" Kitty asked.
"What do you think, cathead? I have loved you like this since I met you at the bookstore. Didn't you know that?"
"I... did... but... I was a bit scared... You loved latex Kitty so much on that first day ..."
"Kitty, Kitty, Theresa! Listen. Look at me. I always loved you without the suit... I always loved you with the suit... The only thing that is changing tonight is that I love you even more than before. I will always love you, and I will never let you go. Ever! No matter what you decide to do or wear."
Kitty curled into a small ball of cuteness atop my chest, once more unable to cope with her emotions. She hugged me tightly and whispered her joy.
"I love you, Mark."
The next few minutes were all about me cuddling my awesome birthday present. Syr was lighting back up all the dead candles to brighten the mood a bit. Erika, her, was just stuck behind me, waiting for this mushy scene to end. Playing in my hair was no longer entertaining, so her patience ran out, and she planted her metal claws in my shoulders.
"Aaaah!"
"Man, those things are awesome. Mark, it is going to be so much fun from now on."
"I don't think so, Erika. I don't think so... Didn't you see the carnage you have done? I needed bandages."
"It's just a flesh wound."
Syr looked at us, entertained, and I still had no idea who she was or what was her real personality. Would her acting change now that this whole event was over?
"Master Mark, there is one more thing we have for you tonight. It is for all of us, actually. Please, sit comfortably in your bed with your girlfriends, and I will be back in a few minutes."
That pretty much answered my question; she had no intention to stop acting as my maid. We started to undo our pile of sexual corpses. I lifted Kitty and moved her to my left side, then Erika was able to scout out to my right and get off my sweaty back. I was sitting in the middle. But it didn't go too well... Erika's authoritarian mood gave her the right to do whatever she wanted tonight.
"Move! I want to sit in the middle," she said.
"Why? It's my birthday! Aaaaaah! Stop with the claws already!"
"I found an untouched area under your armpit... Now move!"
Once more, we shuffled our body, and Erika claimed the middle. Immediately, naked Kitty started to cuddle with her new furry Erika.
"Erika, you are so soft... You are going to wear this suit all the time from now on."
"Hehe. Not all the time... but I love it, yes. I'll wear it for special events."
"No, you must wear it all the time."
"Kitty, stop. I won't do that."
"Yes, you will. You must!"
"Kitty, stop... "
"No, you must wear it all the time!"
"Mark, I changed my mind. You can sit next to the broken record now..."
"Nope... She is your girlfriend too, even when she enters her stubbornness mode."
Yes, things were going to be just fine. Kitty was still Kitty, in or out of her rubber catsuit, and already started to rediscover the joy being naked by rubbing her skin all over Erika's soft fur.
"Alright, guys, you are ready?"
Syr was climbing back up the stairs, accompanied by a lively glowing aura.
She entered the bedroom, carrying a small cake loaded with candles. The girls all started singing Happy Birthday to me. What a memorable evening. My girlfriends were so awesome.
As for Syr, she looked so proud. I loved her character, and I hoped that I would get an opportunity to get to know her better.
I would need a very long chat with everybody to understand everything that happened tonight.
***
I woke up quite early this morning. Last night was absolute insanity in terms of emotional overload. My girlfriends were just the best, and if I were to lose them one day, I would never find anything remotely comparable.
I was sitting in my bed, rubbing my eyes, and next to me, two small pink latex catgirls were spooning, deeply asleep. Yeah, it didn't take long. Kitty and Erika, after the cake, decided that latex was fun, and they jumped back in their pink rubber cat costumes for another assault on my person. I didn't think they were ever going to change all that much. They just loved latex too much.
I was not going to wake them up just yet. They worked hard and needed some extra rest. I grabbed my boxers and jeans and walked out of the room, silently closing the door behind me. Once half-dressed up, I went downstairs to the kitchen and brewed myself a coffee. Curiously the machine was already warm. Was Syr up already?
I didn't go to my backyard very often, but this morning I felt like it. The small wood behind my place would provide me with the serenity I needed to reflect on last night's events. I reached the patio door... it was already unlocked.
"What is she doing out there this early?"
Syr was already outside, dressed up in her maid uniform, minus her fake cat ears and tail, reading one of my books and drinking a coffee. I decided to join and sat next to her on the patio couch. She closed her book and cupped her coffee mug with her delicate hands, just smiling at me.
"Hey! You are up early... hum... Sorry, what is your name?"
"My name is Syr. You should know by now, Master Mark."
"Hehe. I see. You are still in character."
"It is not a character. I'm Syr, your maid."
Yeah, I was not even going to try arguing. It was too early for that, and I liked her a lot as is anyway. I could live without knowing more than she was showing me for now.
"Alright, Syr, why did you wake up so early?"
"I went to bed earlier than you since I had no business staying around while you were all having sex. Plus, I had to prepare what I needed to cook breakfast for everybody this morning."
"Aaah! You don't have to do all this, you know. But I have to admit you are an excellent cook."
"I am your maid, and it is what I do. I am happy to hear you enjoyed my cooking."
"I heard you, my maid. Hehe. You mentioned you were going to stay over this weekend? Maybe you'll have to lower the intensity on the birthday surprises, though, else I might not survive."
"Hehe, Master Mark, there are no more surprises I know of. But yes, I will be around all weekend. I will also come back when I can during the week and over the next weekends as well. I will hopefully make a difference in your life over time."
I choked on my coffee. What did Syr just say? Was this not a weekend only event? What did those catgirls plan behind my back again?
"You... You are going to stay... longer?"
"Of course! I will be here to take care of all of you, so you won't have to lift a finger anymore when you are home. You have enough to deal with your hard job already."
"Syr... What are you saying? Nobody told me about this."
"Master Mark, I fully understand your surprise, but your girlfriends decided. You can take the matter to them. There is nothing else I can say. They provided me with a small bedroom for the days when I can stay. I don't need much more. Erika said she is going to pay for my needs, so this shouldn't be a concern for you."
Erika ... again? She has been with us for only a month, and she took control of so many things around here. It was not very concerning to me, though, since she was a force for good. If she thought this was a good idea, she must be right. I was sure she would discuss all of this with me eventually. She was not stupid.
"Alright, Syr. Your help will be appreciated. So ... Can you tell me a bit about last night? You guys really have tricked me from the beginning to the end, right?"
"Haha, Master Mark. Of course, I can tell you. Yesterday, I lied to you all along. Every single thing that happened was part of our plan. Erika and Kitty are smart and know you like the back of their hands. Everything they told me about your potential reactions held. It made my job very easy."
"... Is that so? When you told me not to touch them, did you know I was going to do it?"
"Not that one, but it would have made no difference. Erika would have clawed you one way or the other. I just wanted to unsettle you."
"Why am I not surprised? And when you told me you were going to cuddle with me naked, and I removed my blindfold?"
"Yes, we knew you were going to freak out. It worked as planned."
"You faked to be embarrassed and hurt?"
"Of course, I did. And you believed me. It was great."
This maid was as evil as my two catgirls. I would have to be careful because she had some mad acting skills.
"So, you knew Erika scared me in the hallway while you made the bed?"
"Oh, yes. And one other thing I worked hard on was to enforce the thought that you couldn't touch me. It would have ruined the entire grand finale."
"About that ... How did you do that? You convinced me you were the one naked on top of me."
"That was hard, but it worked brilliantly. We knew you never got to touch Kitty while she was naked, so you had no strong reference to identify her as a naked person. When I placed the blindfold over your eyes a second time, Erika and Kitty tiptoed inside the room. Erika dropped some clothing on the floor to make you believe I had undressed, and Kitty went to you. I stayed near her to make you believe my voice was coming from her. It was really hard for her not to moan, but she did a great job else you would have recognized her right away. I don't need to explain to you why we put her hair in a bun... She desperately needs a haircut."
Wow ... The more Syr was telling me about this whole organization, the more amazed I got. I didn't feel too bad anymore for having been fooled. I couldn't believe they did it again. I didn't see it coming at all.
"Syr... about you?"
"What about me, Master Mark?"
"Well... How to say... Why did you do all of this? I mean... you participated in our sex game. Do you have a... special... relationship with Erika or something?"
"This was a special event I was willing to witness. I am your maid. So, I'm not demanding more. I'm just here to do my work. I do not need to be involved in a special relationship with any of you."
"Even with all the kinks that are going on around this house?"
"What you do with your girls does not affect my job."
"Aren't you going to join the fun?"
"Master Mark, I told you. You cannot touch me! I am not your girlfriend."
"Really? You aren't going just to stay here to cook and clean. That is not fun."
"Well, this is temporary, I won't perform my duties in this house for that much longer."
"Aaaaah ... Okay, so it's just a temporary job that Erika gave you for a couple of weeks or months? What you said earlier confused me. You were talking about staying here for a longer-term."
"Oh, no! You misunderstood. I'm your maid Master Mark, don't worry about this part. I am not going anywhere anytime soon. What I meant is that you are all going to move to her place in the upcoming months. So I will perform my duty in this new location. Not here."
"WHAT? MOVING?"
What in the world was she talking about? I was not going to move! This was my house. I lived here. I never told anybody that I wanted to move. Syr smiled and sipped some more of her coffee.
"Master Mark, you should take this topic to Erika and Kitty. Not to me. I'm just a maid."
"Ah, you know what, Syr? Stand up for a sec."
"... Okay? Why?"
They have been playing with my head so much since yesterday; no good deed goes unpunished. Syr was part of all this; she was going to learn that she couldn't always have everything going her way just because she was a cute maid. I extended my arms, and I pulled her into a big hug.
"Aaah! Master Mark! You cannot! Stop this at once!"
"Nope, you are my maid, and I want to do this. Come on, put your arms around me!"
"Haha! Master Mark! Stop ... Let me go! You are breaking the rules. I'm not your girlfriend!"
"No! Hug me first, and then I'll let you go."
I squeezed her a bit harder, playfully.
"Hahaha! Mark, stop! Aarrr! You are crushing me! Okay! Okay! Here is your hug!"
"Good maid!"
Her little arms wrapped around me, and she giggled. That was mean from my part, but I was sure she wouldn't regret it.
While I was playing with Syr, the patio door slid open. Two small pink latex cats were staring at us in shock. One of them spat an order.
"Mark! What is this? What are you doing to our maid? Let her go!" Erika said.
"Oh? You two! Perfect timing! We need to have a long chat. I heard a rumor that we were going to move soon."
"What? Syr! Why did you tell him?"
Erika was totally in hot water now, and she knew it! I looked at Syr, MY maid, and gave her a command that I wished she would obey.
"Syr, you catch Erika, I'm taking care of Kitty."
"Yes, Master Mark!"
A very short pursuit ensued. It appeared Syr was quite efficient at hunting cats. Her skills would come handy in the future. I managed to squeeze both Kitty and Erika inside the crate. I didn't know it was big enough for the two of them... Well, it was not big enough, technically, but they fit quite well if I placed them in a 69 position with their crotches unzipped. Why didn't I think of this before? In a few hours, we would be able to have this well-needed conversation.
Syr and I were sitting at the kitchen island, eating our breakfast. Syr kept looking over her shoulder in the direction of the living room.
"Are you sure they are alright, Master Mark? They have been moaning quite a bit for the past hour."
"Oh yes, Syr. By the way... your breakfast is top-notch. Thank you."
"My pleasure, Master Mark."
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Feliformia - Side Story - Rubbercat Tails
Chapter 2 - Easter Cats
"Wear it!"
"No, Kitty. I'm busy right now. I have to finish this online management course. Maybe we will play later."
"No, wear it now!"
Erika wore her new furry suit for Mark's birthday, but she never put it back on after, to my great despair. It's been three weeks already, and I didn't get to cuddle again with this soft cat a single time since.
Erika was pretty much ignoring my distress calls, so I brought the suit to her and placed it on her lap while she was studying this management non-sense.
"Kitty, I'm in the middle of something. Stay quiet, or I will put you in your crate. Plus, you have homework to do as well else you'll never get your degree."
"I don't care about that. It's the Easter weekend; we must have fun!"
"Go have fun with Mark then. That's why we do this polyamory thing, remember?"
"You know Mark is not here. He went to visit his sister."
"He did ask you to go with him if I remember correctly. You can only blame yourself for being too shy."
She was right, but it wasn't appealing to me. I didn't know Mark's sister, but I knew for sure I wouldn't be able to have sex with her. Plus, she wouldn't be a soft cat, like Erika. Why did she choose to study today out of all days?
"So, you don't want to celebrate Easter with me at all?" I asked.
"Stop pushing! You know we are going to celebrate it tomorrow."
"But tomorrow is not today!"
"Kitty... Last warning. You'll get a solid spanking if you ask one more time, and I'll make sure you sleep out on the patio!"
I didn't want to get spanked today. I would be okay with the crate, but I didn't like Erika's spankings too much. She was a bit rough. I pulled her furry suit from her lap and left the room, groaning.
I trotted back to the living room and laid down with her suit on the couch. It was so soft, but it didn't move. Erika had to be wearing it to be fun; else, it was too much like a plush blanket. It still felt good on my naked skin, though.
I didn't put on my latex suit this morning, and no other clothes either. I tried to get used to it slowly, so eventually, I would feel confident enough to go out without it. I was too scared to visit Mark's family without my latex suit yet. But today, the real reason I was not wearing anything was my desire to cuddle naked with Erika in her furry suit. Her refusal annoyed me.
So I just laid down here on the couch, trying to come up with something that could potentially entertain me until Erika completed her boring learning stuff. I could always play with some sex toys, but it wouldn't be the same if Mark didn't force me to. I was miserable.
All of a sudden, I heard the front door opening and closing. Odd... Mark wasn't supposed to be back today. Someone climbed up the stairs and walked to the living room.
"SYR! What are you doing here? I thought you couldn't come this weekend."
"Plan changed. My family postponed our dinner to next weekend. So I decided to bring the food here and cook for you two since Master Mark is away."
It was kinda strange to see her wearing a pair of tight shorts, a tank top, and running shoes. She would never have done this with Mark around... or should I say "Master Mark." She took her maid role very seriously around him to the point where it freaked us all out. She wouldn't do anything for us unless "Master Mark" allowed her to. Her dedication to him was way too intense.
The funny part to me was that Mark totally got used to it and used her to his advantage. It was much harder to trick or torture him since Syr was around. He only had to tell her to keep an eye on us, and she obeyed. Erika and I couldn't plan anything anymore when she was here. That said... not today. Mark was not here... which gave me an idea.
"Syr... Can you help me?"
"Sure. With what?"
"I want you to force Erika to wear her furry catsuit."
"Oh... I cannot do that."
"What? Why?"
"Master Mark is not around."
"Oh, come on! Are you going to role-play even when he is not here?"
"I'm at his house. I'm his maid. So yes."
I loved Syr a whole lot, but why was she so into it all the time. She would gladly cook for Erika and me, but anything that was slightly sexual or playful, she would wait for Mark to direct her. Was this some sort of maid code of honor? There should be a way to convince her to do as I ask.
"Call Mark and ask him if you can be my maid for the rest of the day!"
"Why would I do such a thing?"
"Call him!"
"No. I am not to disturb Master Mark without a good reason. He told us his sibling was important to him."
"I think he would be disappointed in you if you missed an opportunity to make him happy."
"Is that so? Care to explain?"
"Well, if it makes him happy to put me in charge, then you would be a good maid, if he says no, then you would have just performed your duty as he expects."
"Alright. Your logic is sound. I will call Master Mark then."
"Really?"
It was rather impressive. Syr was not nearly as stubborn as Erika. But now that she was going to call him... I hoped it would not backfire on me. I didn't really think about this possibility beforehand.
She put her grocery bags on the floor and pulled her phone out of her tight shorts rear pocket. This girl had such a sexy body; it was almost illegal. She played on her screen and placed the phone on her ear. I would have preferred if she had used her speakerphone instead. She initiated a discussion.
"Master Mark? Yes, this is Syr. I apologize for calling you."
"..."
"No... All is well. It is just that my plans changed and I came to your house to keep them company."
"..."
"Yes. Well, Kitty asked me to call you. She wants me to be her personal maid until you come back tomorrow morning. I don't mind, but I wanted to verify with you first to make sure it would be acceptable?"
"..."
"Why? It is because she wants me to force Erika to wear her catsuit... the birthday one. Yes."
Noooo! Why did she tell him that? She could just have said that she didn't know. Mark is going to be suspicious... well, more than he would have been in the first place. I became quite nervous while she continued her awkward conversation.
"But... Master Mark... I'm not sure I..."
"..."
"But... What do you want me to do exactly?"
"..."
"Up to me? But..."
"..."
"Alright... Fine... If this is your wish, Master Mark... I will see what I can do."
"..."
"Yes, Goodbye. I apologize for the call."
That... didn't sound too promising. Syr hung up and put her phone back in her back pocket before picking up the grocery bags and walking toward the kitchen. She looked a bit tense, was she not going to tell me what he said? I got off the couch, keeping the furry suit on my chest to hide my boobs and crotch. I caught up to her.
"Syr? Wait up... What did he say?"
"I cannot be your maid today."
"How come? What else did he say?"
She placed her groceries on the kitchen island and turned to me.
"Kitty, please, show me your right hand."
"Uh? Okay..."
I extended my arm toward her. Was she going to give me something? Out of the blue, she grabbed my wrist and started to drag me back to the living room. I couldn't compete with her strength, so resisting was pointless..
"Syr? What are you doing? Where are we going?"
"I'm going to put you inside your crate."
"Wait ... No! Why?"
My words fell into deaf ears. Syr led me to my box, and after taking away Erika's suit from me, she pushed me in and locked my door. That would teach me to try to trick Mark without a proper strategy. That said, I didn't dislike how forceful she had been... It kind of turned me on a bit even if I knew she didn't do it on purpose.
"Kitty, you'll remain here for now. I will be back later."
"O ... Okay."
And just like that, she went back to the kitchen to put away the groceries. My instinct told me this was not over. Her phone conversation with Mark was troubling. He asked her to do something, but I had no idea what it could be. Usually, Syr didn't get involved. She was our ally for his birthday, but then she always stayed away from our sex games. This whole situation was way too suspicious.
She came back to me, crouched in front of my door and passed me a bottle of water.
"I have to go out again for a short time. If Erika comes to you, tell her I have your keys and will be back shortly."
"Where are you going?"
"You are not my Master. I do not have to answer you."
"Meow! You are hiding something. I know it!"
"I do! Now please don't make a fuss while I'm away."
I was so in trouble. Syr walked away and left the house. Being locked away inside my crate without wearing my latex catsuit was rather strange. I think it was the first time ever this happened to me. It was dark and not as warm as it usually was, but somehow, I liked it. This crate always made me sleepy. Since I had nothing else to do, for now, I just closed my eyes, hugged my little heart-shaped pillow and drifted away for a short nap.
***
"What the hell are you doing in there?"
"Mmm? Oh... Erika."
"Where are the keys? I finished studying and just found you inside your crate. Did you do this to yourself?"
"Of course not. Syr did this."
"Elizabeth is away this weekend. What are you talking about?"
"Ooooh! Cute! Is that her real name? She said that her family postponed their dinner, so she came here to cook for us tonight."
"Ooooh, noooo! Don't tell her I let out her real name... She is going to be so mad. This was so important to her. You can never tell Mark, okay? Please!"
I never saw Erika feeling this bad before. Her face drastically changed when she realized her mistake. Under normal circumstances, I would have used this information to blackmail her into some sex games, but in this case, it seemed just wrong. Syr and Erika were great friends; I would not risk damaging a friendship for entertainment purpose.
"I won't say anything... Not to her and not to anybody. I promise! Don't worry about it. But... I think I messed up earlier..."
"What do you mean, you messed up? Where is she now?"
"I don't know. She will come back soon. I asked her to call Mark, she did, and then she acted all weird after she hung up."
"Kitty! We swore we wouldn't bug him while he was with his sister. Why would you do that, cathead?"
"Only Mark can call me that! You must not!"
"Speak, else I'll pull on your ears until they fall."
She grabbed one of my ears and pulled me closer to the door. Always hidden inside my latex catsuit, my human ears were quite sensitive.
"Ow! Ow! Let go! I wanted you to wear your furry catsuit... So I thought if Mark allowed me to give commands to Syr, she would help me, you know."
"Kitty, you brainless cat! You have no clue what Syr is capable of. She will blindly obey every single order Mark gave her. I just hope you didn't drag me into your mess; else, it's going to be an ugly evening for the two of us."
And just as she expelled those concerning words, we heard the front door slamming shut. Syr was back and on her way upstairs. Erika and I just stared at each other, with a bit of fear in our eyes. When Syr entered the living room, I immediately understood that something was... not good. Syr was back to wearing her full maid uniform. She had ditched her sexy shorts and the tank top.
Erika stood up to greet her awkwardly.
"Heeey, Syr. Nice to see you. Kitty told me that your plans have changed?"
"Yes, I came here to spend the evening with you. Since Master Mark was not here, I had a day off duty and looked forward to relaxing with you two. However, Kitty forced me to call him, and now I have to work and have lost my day off. I am displeased by this turn of events, but I will fulfill my duty."
"I bet, I'll gladly punish her with you. She deserves it."
Erika was a traitor. She was trying to turn the situation to her advantage to avoid sharing my troubles. It was her fault in the first place; she should have worn her furry catsuit for me. I shall remember this one. Syr placed a paper shopping bag on the coffee table and put her two hands inside. She pulled out a small bundle of black and white fabric.
"Erika, I want you to wear this right now."
"Uh? Why? What is this?"
"It is a sexy bunny attire."
"A sexy bun... Wait a minute! Why would I do that?"
"It is Easter, and this is a bunny suit. It is appropriate."
"You know it is not what I meant. Screw that! I'm not wearing this! Kitty is the one that should wear it, not me!"
"Alright then, I'll put you inside the crate with Kitty until you agree to wear it."
"WHAT? NO!"
Erika and I were very small 5'2" girls... We were skinny and physically couldn't match anybody. Syr was taller and more muscular. It only took her a minute to control Erika, forcefully take off her clothes, and manage to squeeze her inside the crate on top of me in the infamous 69 position. The door slammed shut, and the padlocks were back on.
"Kitty... You are so going to pay for... Aaaaanh!"
"Sorry... you taste good today..."
"Aaanh! No! Don't lick me there... Aaah!"
"Why not? You like it... AAaaaanh! Erika! Be careful! Aaaaanh! Stop!"
This was a fight that none of us could win. It was always the same. Once we got started, it was almost impossible to stop. It almost became a competition or a game of assault and revenge. We licked each other for what seemed like an eternity.
My face was drenched in Erika's juice, I knew that my only hope to get out of this situation would be to make her cum so hard that she would give up and ask out. I ferociously sucked on her clit, ignoring my continual orgasms. I was almost at the point of exhaustion when finally she surrendered. The victory was mine this time.
"SYR! Get me out of here! I'll wear your stupid bunny costume!" Erika said.
"... and you won't complain like you are doing right now?" Syr asked.
"... No... I won't! Please, open the door before Kitty kills me."
"Alright."
A draft of fresh air entered our small prison when Syr pulled the door open. She helped Erika out, and I just collapsed on my little mattress; that was a close one. The door closed again, and the padlock went back on.
"Heeey ... Syr! What about me?" I asked.
"You just wait like a good Kitty."
I turned around and looked at what was going on in the living room. Syr handed over the sexy bunny costume to Erika, and she put it on reluctantly. She looked quite hot in it; the fluffy tail was just too cute. The best part was when Syr handed her a pair of bunny ears, one of them was crooked. I couldn't help it when they went on top of her head, Erika was the cutest bunny ever.
"Hahaha! Erika is so cute!" I said.
"Kitty, you are so going to pay for this!"
"Meow!"
Syr asked Erika to follow her, and they disappeared from my view. I sat back in my crate and hugged my pillow. I knew Syr wouldn't just leave me here forever. Some sort of evil plan was unfolding, and it was triggering my curiosity. I was really wondering what they were doing.
It took Syr a bit of time before coming back to open my door. She pulled me out of the crate and asked me to stand in the living room, as she did with Erika. She plunged her hands into her bag and pulled out, not too surprisingly, another sexy bunny costume.
"Wear this."
"What!? No... I'm a cat! I can't wear a bunny costume."
"Do not resist, or I will find a way to make you obey!"
"Okay, okay. You are no fun."
She was awfully serious today. I climbed inside the costume. It was barely enough fabric to cover my waist and my not very large boobs. I shared Erika's faith when Syr forced me to put some rabbit ears on top of my head. I tried to look at my own fluffy tail.
She grabbed my wrist again and led me upstairs... I expected to find Erika in some sort of predicament. It was as scary as exciting.
"Syr, what are you doing to us?"
"You'll see. Come."
She dragged me to the guest bedroom, where she had dimmed the light. And there she was, Erika kneeling on top of the bed like a sexy rabbit. But something was different. A large sheet of plastic was covering the entire mattress and adding to the weirdness, Erika had a wide rubber collar around her neck and a chain running from it to the bed frame.
"Aannh ... Syr ... What ... Annh!"
So far, I had managed to control myself, but this was too much; my sexual brain kicked in.. I didn't know what was going to happen here, but it was turning me on like crazy.
Sure enough, Syr wrapped another wide rubber collar around my neck and locked it with a padlock. She grabbed a short length of chain and attached my collar to Erika's. I got the feeling that we would be here for a little while. I wrapped my arms around Erika, and I could only imagine what we looked like in front of Syr.
"Aannh... Erika? What is she doing?"
"I have no clue, Kitty... No idea."
Syr just left the room, leaving us behind and puzzled. We both expected her to come back soon. The wait was oppressive and kept us silent. Surely this was not the end of it. It couldn't be.
A minute later, Syr indeed came back with four large plastic jugs which looked quite heavy. She placed them on the floor and unscrewed the cap from each of them. We were petrified by the unknown. She looked at us and asked a very odd question.
"It is Easter, so who will be the caramel bunny, and who will be the chocolate bunny?"
"..."
"Mmm ... Based on your hair color, I think Erika will be the caramel bunny."
Erika tried to pull away, but she was just tugging on my chain. Syr approached with two of the big jugs and ordered Erika to stay still. I didn't think there was any way to escape our sticky faith.
"Don't move!" Syr said.
She slowly started to pour the sticky caramel on top of Erika's head. I couldn't utter a word when I saw the golden-brown viscous liquid gradually covering her head and face, sliding down her breasts and her arms. It was as if she was getting swallowed by a slime. Syr was smiling a lot right now.
"Oh ... This caramel is much thicker than I thought. I have another one too, so don't move," Syr said.
It took a while, but she finished the first jug. Erika, eyes closed, tried to say something, but only a sugary bubble came out of her mouth. And Syr started to pour the second caramel jug atop of her, making sure not to miss a single spot. It was a slow process, but she was very patient. Erika's fighting spirit was gone, and she entered her submissive mode, pulling me into this mood with her.
"Alright... that will do. Now, it is your turn, chocolate bunny."
"Aanh... Syr! Wait! What... aaaaanh!"
"Don't resist, Kitty, you want this too as much as your body does."
She grabbed one of the chocolate jugs and began pouring it over my head. Chocolate shouldn't be that thick. It slowly crawled all over my skin and bunny outfit. I had to close my eyes as it ran all over my face. I opened my mouth to breathe, and the strong taste of chocolate was unavoidable.
Of course, the second jug was on the menu. My whole body was already covered, so this was simply to add an extra layer. My hands were sticking on my own body but also on Erika's, who remained silent while I received my chocolate shower. I think we couldn't believe what Syr was currently doing to us.
Once satisfied with her work, Syr stepped back and admired the result.
"This should do. You look so cute. Master Mark will be pleased."
"Is he the one that asked you to do this?" Erika asked.
"Oh, no. Master Mark merely said that he was busy and that I should handle such a trivial matter myself. You are responsible for this."



"Really? And that is how you decided to handle it?"
"Yes. It is Easter. Sweet bunnies seemed appropriate and should keep you entertained until Master Mark returns."
Erika and I were just baffled... but I was also turned on. It was my first experience with food play, and I didn't hate it at all. It reminded me, to some degree, the night I spent in the mud with Mark when we first met. However, this was tasting much better. I started to lick Erika's cheek.
"Kitty? Stop licking me!"
"No... You taste good. Aaaanh!"
"But... mmm!"
"You should taste me too, Erika. The chocolate is good."
She pressed her nose on me and gave me a quick lick. It tickled. I wrapped my arms around her and started kissing her. Our punishment was way more fun than I could have anticipated. Erika, of course, wrapped her arms around me as well. We laid down on the plastic-covered mattress and started to cuddle in the puddle of gooey sugar. I guess she quickly realized the feeling was quite pleasant, even though she wouldn't admit it.
"Alright, I will let you two enjoy yourself. I do not intend to watch this," Syr said.
***
"What in the world is going on here?"
It was early the next morning when Mark came back from his trip and found the two of us, chained together on the guest bed. The mixture of caramel and chocolate covering our entire body pretty much hardened overnight. We were not even sure we could unstick ourselves from each other at this point. We fell asleep in a sweet embrace and turned into a giant Easter candy because it dried.
Mark wouldn't believe us when we told him what happened. Syr was too much of an angel, and considering her as a criminal was not an option.
"M... Mark... Syr did this to us..."
"Right! As if! The girl that doesn't even let me return her hugs. I'm not a fool."
"But it's... it's true... She did this after calling you last night."
"What are you talking about Kitty, Syr never called me. I didn't even have my phone with me. I get no signal at my sister's. She lives in the middle of nowhere."
"..."
"Alright, enough lies, you two little perverts... Go hit the shower before making a bigger mess."
As we were trying to unstick ourselves from each other unsuccessfully, Syr entered the bedroom behind Mark and acted surprised.
"Oh my... What happened here?"
"Syr, do you have anything to do with this?"
"Certainly not. I do not get involved in such perversion, Master Mark. You should know this by now. Plus, I just found this note and a bunch of keys on the coffee table."
Mark took the note from her and read it out loud.
"Dear Mark. Kitty and I decided to surprise you with a little something special for Easter. I hope you'll like your caramel and chocolate bunnies. Feel free to come to play with us or free us using those keys... only if necessary. Love. Your two favorite catgirls, now bunnies."
Well, Syr was good... Really good... Scary good. Erika and I looked at each other, thinking the same thing. We were totally screwed. Mark folded the notes, thinking about his next move.
"Well, you two. I won't even get close to this mess of yours. Come Syr, let's watch a movie. We will come back later to take care of those sticky bunnies. I think they deserve to stay here a bit longer after all."
"Yes, Master Mark!"
Mark left the room first. It was just enough time for Syr to turn around and look at us with a giant smile and give us a little wink. She quickly trotted back to Mark and grabbed his arm.
"Master Mark! Since it is only the two of us, could we watch an anime? I'm thinking of Your Name or A Silent Voice! I feel a bit romantic."
"Hey, that is a great idea, Syr!"
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Chapter 2 - Noon
-------------
"The time is 7:43 am."
My little talking watch told me that it was acceptable to wake him up.
"Morning, Miles."
"Heeey, rubber girl."
I slid my arms around his torso to hug him tightly. I still couldn't believe this happened. After a false start in the park, I invited this guy over for a simple dinner then ended up wearing my full latex suit and making love to him. The best thing about all of this, he was still here.
"Thanks for cooking last night, I couldn't feel anything through those rubber gloves. I'm still embarrassed; I'm the one that invited you."
"Don't mention it, Alex. In the end, it was delicious."
Yeah, right. Not quite. Miles ruined my diner; he just didn't know how to cook. How could he turn my perfectly fine roast into such a dry lump of meat? The veggies were overcooked, and the rice was undercooked. But yet, I didn't say a word.
Yesterday, I wanted him to stay so badly and act around me as if I were a regular cute girl. He did and not once was bothered by the fact that I was a blind person. He treated me exactly how I dreamed of being treated. But, now what? I was almost scared to start talking, in case it would lead to the likely result of him leaving me. I just had to.
"Do... do you want to stay here this morning?"
"I can't. I have to go to work soon."
"Ah... Okay."
My heart sank a little bit. I heard that excuse before, and it was always hard to tell the veracity of such a reply. I could try to interrogate him to find out if it was genuine or not, but Miles didn't deserve this, not after all the respect he showed me. I knew that once he walked out of here, there wouldn't be any guarantee I would ever see him again or even have an opportunity to figure out if I loved him or not.
His next words were unexpected.
"When is your next day off? I would like to see you again," he asked.
"... You want... to see me again?"
"Well... Yes!?"
"..."
I could be so irrational sometimes when it came to dating. I was conscious of it and hated myself for it. The thing is that I had so many rejections, direct and indirect, and met so many people behaving oddly around me because of my handicap, that it became a nasty habit of mine to think things would inevitably go wrong.
When did I stop believing that someone could be seriously interested in me? I didn't do this on purpose; Life simply conditioned me. I supposed that even people who could use all their senses could feel this way occasionally, but I couldn't help but think being sightless was making things just a bit harder for me.
Miles interrupted my wreckless train of thought.
"Sorry, Alex. You don't need to justify yourself. I didn't think you only wanted a one night stand, that's all. A lot of people do things this way nowadays."
"WHAT? NO! Miles! Of course, I want to see you again."
"So, what is it then?"
"Nothing... I just... you know..."
"I... don't."
I groaned. Why was I not able to have a rational discussion with this guy? Could he not understand why I was reacting this way? I felt my body being lifted and dragged on top of him. Males can be so scary strong sometimes.
"Alex, you are confusing me. Just tell me what you think of me, and I'll tell you what I think of you. Deal? Then we will know where we stand."
"... I guess... Sure. Mmm... I think you are nice."
"What? That's it?"
"I don't know... Well, you treated me well. You were respectful. You didn't judge me."
"Oh, you are very wrong about that last part. I'm totally judging you. You are lying on top of me wearing a full latex catsuit."
"Oh! So, what? You think I'm a whore because of that?"
"Hehe. Alex the Whore has a nice ring to it, but no. I think you are friendly, funny, mysterious. But a little bit of a scaredy-cat."
"What do you mean, a scaredy-cat? I let a stranger in my house and wore a latex suit in front of him. I'm brave."
"You had security behind you this whole time, and you are a pervert, so you were happy doing it. You liked it so much that you even shoved a large dildo between your legs."
I buried my face inside his chest. This was so embarrassing. I much preferred only to address the former argument.
"Being cautious doesn't make me a scaredy-cat!" I said with a muffled voice.
"You are scared I will leave and not come back."
"Yeah, so what? You were nice. A girl can dream, no?"
I slid my rubber hands under his shoulder and pressed myself on his chest even more. I could feel his heart beating. He was so calm. I decided to take a leap of faith to end this suspense.
"Miles, I would like to go out with you for a while."
"I would like that too."
***
I've been dating Miles for the past three weeks. We didn't see each other a whole lot because of our work schedules, but it was good. He wanted to take things slow anyway. His previous relationship was still bugging him quite a bit, but he never acted weird around me because of it. Maybe I sensed a tiny bit of awkwardness when he wanted to make sure not to hurt me if things went sideways. I just thought he was protective of me, which was not a bad thing.
His overall attitude was fantastic; he didn't give a shit if my normal was different than most people. He let me live my life as usual without trying to help me through it, particularly at my place where I didn't need him to do anything at all. The only time I requested his assistance was when the bottle of lube slid off my hands and magically vanished without a sound.
The one thing I was not too sure about was if he liked latex more than I did. When not going out, he was quite pushy and wanted me to wear my catsuit all the time. I had no problem with wearing it for him if it was making him happy, but I didn't like the pushy part.
That said, I never had so much fun turning into a rubber girl. He liked it, and so did I; we were mostly on the same page. We would get to know each other better over time to fine-tune the rest.
We had quite a bit of sex too, I mean... a lot of it. If someone had told me three weeks ago that I would have willingly turned myself into a rubber sex machine, I would have had some reservations. It was all good and fun and tonight was going to be even better; we would be going out to somewhere special.
"Club Fox & Spice!" Miles said.
"What the hell is that? I've never heard of it."
"It's a fetish club. I would like to take you there. You would be able to try new fun things."
"What kind of things?"
"Mmm... Not sure I want to tell you, it would spoil the experience."
"So you want to go there tonight? I'm down."
I pressed the button on my watch.
"The time is 6:37 pm."
I haven't been to a club in forever. I went to pubs and restaurants with my friends, but it was not the same as a fetish club, obviously.
"So?... Let's go?" I asked.
"Alex, wait!... I..."
"What is it?"
"Well... It's embarrassing, but I can't afford it. We went out quite a bit recently. Aaaah! Can you pay for me? That's what I'm asking."
Oh! I didn't see that one coming. My job paid well, so I didn't have to budget for entertainment as he did. I was glad he asked instead of getting himself in trouble for me; this was the kind of trust I liked... and I could always turn this into a game too.
"Ah! Yes, I can. But you are going to pay me back... and I'll choose how!"
"Alex? Are you blackmailing me?"
"Haha. Totally! So, how are we dressing up? I have a cute black dress and black stripper heels. Oh, and you can't go with this t-shirt."
"No, you have to wear your latex suit. It would be perfect."
"Uh? What? In public?"
"It's a fetish club, Alex; it's the whole point. There is a changing room over there too. You can put it on only when we get there. But yeah, you are right, I'm screwed, I have nothing else to wear here."
I stood up in front of Miles and opened my arms in a Godly manner.
"You are so wrong! Hahaha. Behold the power of the Theodore! Call. Reception!"
My voice triggered the phone system, and after a single ring, a clerk answered.
"Reception, how may I help."
"Hey, this is Alex at 3888. I have a small emergency. A friend of mine needs a suit within two hours. Can you help me?"
"Certainly, Miss Alex, I will call you back in an instant."
"Fantastic! Thanks a lot!"
After the beep, the room went silent. I just waited for Miles to say something, which didn't take very long.
"Alex, you are sick in the head, do you know that?"
"Haha. I told you, I love my apartment."
***
"I feel weird wearing those clothes."
"Nooo. You are fine. I really like how they feel."
We got him something simple, but he was still whining. Black pants, black shirt, a nice belt, and a dark sports jacket, it was perfect for tonight. Something different from those cursed jeans and t-shirts couldn't hurt. A pair of socks and leather shoes on top of that, he was good to go. I would pretend to be his slave, and they would let us right in.
Aboard the cab driving us to the Fox & Spice, I was wearing my little dress, knowing that once at the destination, I would have to shapeshift into a desirable latex girl. In my head, I was going to get raped or something terrible like that, but Miles said nobody would do anything to me unless I let them. If I had any issues whatsoever, the club staff would take care of the offender swiftly. Having sex over there was not even allowed.
However, it was a fetish club, so he told me I would have to be tolerant and not panic at the first sign of trouble. I just had to speak up and say I didn't want this or that, and people would more than likely respect it. His words were only half-reassuring. Maybe he was right, and I was a bit of a scaredy-cat deep down.
I plunged my hand into my bag containing my full catsuit and my short high heeled boots, and I pulled out my wallet. I slid a cash card out of it and gave it to Miles.
"Don't lose it."
"No worries; I won't."
"What's in your pocket?"
"Ah, come on! You were not supposed to ask about that."
"Well, I felt it earlier... I heard it too... I think I know what it is."
"Stop it, Alex! Seriously. It was supposed to be a surprise. You and your damn super ears."
I giggled. This evening was going to be a lot of fun. I had no idea what to expect, but I liked to experiment, and wearing my catsuit in front of so many people would be memorable; I was anxious but excited. The cab stopped, and Miles tapped my card to pay for the ride.
As soon as we got out, I could already feel the ambiance. It was warm outside, and there were a lot of people. It was too much noise even to try to understand what was going on around me. I quickly grabbed Miles' arm. Getting lost here would be troublesome. I was wearing a black blindfold tonight because I didn't feel like wearing my sunglasses at night. Anyway, in front of a fetish club, it didn't look too suspicious, I was pretty sure.
Miles tugged me along.
"Come on, let's go in. Lots of cute girls here, you'll fit right in."
"I'm the cutest. Don't even dare look at them."
"Hehe. Ok, I won't. There is a step here, and the bouncer is going to talk to us in a sec."
"I know, I heard someone walking on it, and the bouncer is loud."
Miles got used to giving me a minimum of info when we went to new places. But often it was unnecessary. I was not this good all the time, so I asked him to keep doing it when it made sense to do so.
"Your IDs, please, and ma'am, remove that blindfold so I can see your face."
Miles was about to interject, but I stopped him before he made a mistake.
"Don't worry, Miles, it's fine. Sir, I'm legally blind, can I get some privacy before I remove it?"
"Legally blind? Uh? Nevermind, It's all good, ma'am, have a great night. Go to the table behind me, and they will search your bag. It's mandatory."
"Thank you."
They indeed searched my bag and let us in. The music was loud, and my whole body was vibrating because of the bass from the techno music. I always loved this feeling. It was as if a giant vibrator set on low speed stimulated my whole body. It smelled like dry ice and liquor. They must have all kinds of machines to create a unique sexy ambiance.
"Miles, what color is this place?"
"Mostly red and black here, but there are different sections with different colors. Here we are next to the lounge, but over there, in front of us it is the dance floor and behind it is the play area. There is a big bar too on your right. Don't worry, we will go everywhere, and I'll find cool stuff for you to try. Let's go get you dressed up first. Follow me."
I kept my finger in his belt as he was tugging me along to the dressing room. A staff member quickly stopped him.
"Dude, you can't go in there, it is ladies only."
"She cannot see, she will need my help."
"She can just remove her blindfold, anyway it is not allowed in the club, and you can play master later. I'm not letting you in."
"You don't get it! She really cannot see. I'm not playing master."
I found it hilarious; Miles had no clue how to deal with those situations. So, once more, I jumped in to save him.
"Guys, stop! Stop! Listen, I'm legally blind, do you know where I could go to get dressed up? I need his help."
"Oh, what the hell, man! Why didn't you say so? Telling me that a blindfolded girl couldn't see was not helping your case, you know. Follow me. You can use one of our lap dance booths."
It was too funny. Poor Miles, he would learn eventually. I held on his arm as the employee guided us to the booth. Erotic sounds were coming out from that place, that's for sure; it was turning me on a bit too. He gave us the one in a corner and said that as long as the curtain stayed closed, nobody would bug us. It was excellent accommodation; I would have to remember to send a thank you gift to those guys tomorrow.
Miles and I got in the booth and slid the curtain behind us. He sat on what sounded like a cushy leather couch and opened my bag to pull out my boots and catsuit.
"Come on, Alex, get naked... Slowly. Hehe."
"Oh? Is someone trying to take advantage of the situation? Alright then, but you can't touch me!"
"Hey! That's not fair!"
"I know! Right? You just had to bring your own money. No money, no lapdance."
"Alex! That's just cruel!"
"Hehe. I know!"
I sexily removed my clothes following the beat of the music. I was so happy to be here; I never thought I would go to a fetish club one day. I didn't know why I was so excited; maybe it was because my world expanded all of a sudden. Miles made me feel as if I belonged here, not necessarily by his actions, yet, but in his way to treat me. I sounded like a broken record internally, but there was something about this guy and his natural aptitude to see me as a regular cute girl with a kink. I liked it a lot.
Once naked, he passed me the bottle of lube for me to begin coating my skin with it. Miles, of course, tried to grab my oily butt, but I slapped his hands away. The next step would be the catsuit. I sat on his laps that were protected by the bag and pushed my lower limbs inside the rubber legs. He was getting hard under me, but I wouldn't tell him I noticed. The rest of the suit went on without a hitch, only slippery sexiness.
"Come one, do what I'm paying you for!" I said.
"Hey, you are not paying ME! You are paying FOR me ... Not the same thing."
"My version is more fun! Come on, zip me up, give me a quick shine, then let's go have some fun!"
"Agreed!"
For the next few minutes, Miles rubbed a soft pad all over my body, making me feel even prettier. He stuffed my clothes in the bag, along with all the other items we didn't need. It was time to get out there!
We walked back to the cloakroom to drop my bag, and we were ready to party. However, a little something was still bugging me, and Miles wouldn't like it. I pulled on his sleeve innocently and used my girliest voice.
"So? ... Can I have it?" I asked.
"Have what?"
"My surprise!"
"You are not going to give up, right? You know what it is, so it is not fun."
"What if I kiss you while you put it on me? Would it be more fun?"
"That would be a good way to salvage something out of my immeasurable disappointment. Alright, follow me, we are kind of in the way."
I kept my finger in Miles' belt and followed him to a corner. He plunged his hand inside his pocket to pull a little something interesting that I was looking for since we left home. I lifted my chin...
"Unbelievable, you really guessed what it was," he said.
"Hehe. Oh, no... I just wanted to kiss you."
"You are such a liar. Okay, I guess it's still going to make you look cuter. It's black like your catsuit. Very sexy."
When he started fastening the not-so-secret item around my neck, it made me so happy. It was a collar just for me; I never had one before. I heard the little metal roller on the buckle behind my neck and felt the leather wrapping comfortably around my neck.
"There, how does it feel?"
"I love it ... Move your hands; I want to touch it."
"Hey, what about my kiss?"
"No kiss until I know you are not tricking me with something."
I slid my fingers along the one-inch wide collar. With the gloves on, it was a bit harder to tell, but I could feel the little metal studs all around, not the spiky ones but the flat ones. The buckle was all made of metal and...
"Hey Miles, is this loop for a padlock?"
"Oh, yes. I plan on using it one day, not tonight, though. But check your tag... It is my favorite part."
He got me curious, so I started inspecting the front. There was indeed a metal D ring attached to the collar, and something about two inches wide was dangling from it, definitely a big metal tag. Miles, with some pride in his voice, teased me a little.
"So, Miss I-Spoil-Surprises ... I bet you didn't see that one coming."
"Wait... Give me a sec to understand. Is it a heart? Yes... That is what it is! Darn gloves... But there is something engraved on it... Hey... Is that braille?"
"Yes, it is! Can you read it?"
"With the gloves on, it's ha... ALEX! IT SAYS ALEX! Oh my God, Miles! IT'S MY NAME! But... How?"
"Do I deserve a kiss now?"
Of course, he was! I jumped around his neck and wouldn't let him go! That was so nice of him. He went from a super nice guy to an amazing guy. It was one of the most thoughtful gifts I ever received; he went an extra length to get something meaningful to me. I just couldn't stop kissing him. I was the happiest girl in the world right now.
He managed to remove my arms from around his neck and proposed an activity.
"Alex, would you like to dance?"
"I would love to. Do you?"
"I couldn't save my life dancing, but I have a good idea for you. Follow me! People will just love you, I'm sure."
"What do you mean? Hey, are there a lot of people out there? I'm a bit scared to bump into them if you are not around. We can do something else if you don't want to dance."
"Yep, lots of people here, hold on tight. And don't worry, as I said, I have a great idea to start the night."
I grabbed his arm, and he pulled me along again. We avoided all the obstacles, and soon enough, we were on the hard dance floor. So many people bumped into me by accident, and compliments about my outfit flew left, right and center. This was one crowded place. Some comments were obviously about my lack of eye holes on my latex hood. I giggled at those because it made me feel unique and attractive.
"Miles, I love this place, but I can't dance here. Seriously. There are too many people. I'll hit them all, or I'll hurt myself."
"I told you not to worry, Squeaky. I'm not going to put you in trouble. HEY! CAN WE USE THIS?"
Squeaky? Was that my new nickname? And who was he yelling at all of a sudden? A girl replied.
"No, sorry, it's only for the performers."



"Okay, come here please, I need a favor for a special case... Alex, stay here for a sec and don't move."
"O... okay?"
What was he doing? He was talking to that other girl but it was so noisy here; I couldn't hear what he was saying. I just stood still in the middle of what seemed like a big crowd. Nevertheless, I couldn't help it when my butt started moving at the rhythm of the music. I knew it was not the right place for me to do this, but I wanted to dance so badly.
Out of the blue, a small arm slid under mine... This person was not Miles'. It was the girl he spoke to a second ago.
"Come with me, Alex. You clearly want to dance, and your boyfriend told me about your eyes."
"My eyes?"
"Yes, just follow me and be careful; there will be a couple of steps.
It was an odd way to tell me she knew I was blind, but hey, she was kind enough. I had no clue what she wanted with me, though. And steps? There were no steps on dance floors. People tripping on them would cause some carnage. Was she on drugs or something?
We went not far from where I was waiting, and my foot bumped into... a step? She moved behind me and wrapped her small hands around my waist.
"Come on, be careful, and climb up. There are five of those, and it's steep. I'm right behind you, so don't be frightened."
"Come on, Alex. You better give us a good show!"
The girl instructed me to climb up a small stair, and Miles was asking me to give a good show? What were they doing to the poor little me? Half-trusting, I carefully climbed up while the girl was keeping me balanced. I counted each step, and once I reached the top, I bumped into something hard.
"Let me open that for you, one sec ... There! You can walk in."
"In what? What is it?"
I stepped inside something that had a wobbly floor. Then the girl finally revealed what their master plan was.
"This is one of our dance cages. Your guy told me that it would be a good place for you to be. You wanted to dance but were scared to bump into people."
"Ah, really? I'm in a dance cage?"
"Haha. Yes. You look so sexy in that suit, so you fit perfectly in there. But here is the deal. Usually, this is only for the performers, so you are in the middle of the place, and everybody's watching you, you have to give them a good show else we will have to get you out of there."
I heard a metal door slamming, followed by a squeaky latch noise. Was I really in a cage? I couldn't believe it! A quick exploring of my surroundings confirmed it; there were only bars. The design of this device was barely enough for me to do my job... Dancing erotically for people to watch.
I didn't even have time to settle down in my new environment before people started screaming encouragement at me. They wanted the sexy latex girl to perform an arousing dance, nothing less. It was a bit intense, and I was not too sure how to start. The cheers increased exponentially, leaving me no choice but to start moving my hips. There was a big wave of cheering and clapping as soon as I did.
It took a few seconds, but my body gradually took over and unleashed my desire to twist my skeleton in every way I could.
This was FUN!
Miles was not here, but the way he was talking about his lack of love for this activity meant he was probably at the bar using my cash card. His idea was perfect! I may have been a prisoner of a cage and forced to dance like a slave for everybody to watch, but I never felt that much freedom. Nobody would bump into me, spill their drink on me, or grab my boobs without asking. Yes, this was perfect!
Then I heard Miles' voice calling me from a distance.
"Hey Squeaky, I'll be back in a little bit! I'm going to explore. Don't go anywhere!"
"I won't! Take your time! I LOVE IT!"
For what felt a long time after that, I kept dancing. My warden girl came back twice to check on me and ask if I needed a break. I refused both times even though I was getting a bit tired. I spent countless hours on a treadmill for this exact moment. Never in my life I would have thought this could have happened to me.
But all good things had to come to an end. The girl came back a third time; it was to let me out. It was so nice of them to let me use the cage for a while. I had so much fun, I even hugged her. Miles was waiting for me at the bottom of the stair.
"So, how was it, Alex?"
"It was AWESOME! But I'm so hot and thirsty now. I need water. How long was I in there?"
"Hehe. You don't want to know. Here, I got you covered... take this. I know where to go to relax, follow me."
He gave me a bottle of ice-cold water that I drank while he tugged me away from the crazy dance floor. I would need alcohol at some point. Water was okay for now, but it wasn't fun. I wondered where we were going? I hoped it was the lounge where we could sit and have some nachos.
All of a sudden, it got quieter, and... were those moans? My hand went from his belt to his arm in search of reassurance.
"Miles? Where are we? I hear sex noises. I thought we couldn't have sex here."
"Calm down, Squeaky, no one is having sex. They are just having fun. I found what I want you to try next. I think you'll like it, but it is not for everybody, so let me know if you don't, we can always leave."
"Will it involve beer and nachos? Cause that's what I want right now."
"No, hehe. We can go to the lounge after if you want, but I think you'll like this better."
"What is it?"
"One sec, we have to ask first ..."
Miles stopped walking, and I kept sipping water from my bottle. The echo changed a lot, which made me understand we were in a smaller room. Probably one of the play areas that Miles mentioned earlier. In front of us, there was a moaning girl, but it was as if she was moaning in an empty plastic bottle or something, it was odd. People were also using lower voices as if not to disturb her. Miles spoke to them, matching their tone.
"Hi, guys. Do you mind If my girlfriend and I just watch?"
"Hey man ... your girl is ... stunning. Wait, how can she see? I thought they didn't allow blocking people's vision in the open spaces?"
That was my cue, as usual. A blind person had to spend its life telling the non-blind persons that we were blind because they were too blind to figure it out themselves. That thought made sense to me.
"I'm legally blind. So hiding my eyes doesn't make any difference in my world." I said.
"Ah, cool! That is a first."
"Yeah, that is awesome. Come closer, do you want to touch her too? I love your neck tag, by the way."
That man was genuinely impressed, and that girl was envious of my collar tag. She couldn't have it! It was mine forever! But... What did she mean by touching her? Touching who? Miles knew I was missing a piece, and he just quietly explained to me what they were doing in this room.
"There is a vacbed in front of you with a girl stuck inside."
"What is a wackbed?"
"No! Vacbed, vacuum bed. It is a large and rectangular tubular PVC frame, and there is an envelope of latex around it. A person can climb in between the two sheets. The side is zipped up, and the air is removed from between the two layers of latex. The person is then trapped and can't move anymore."
"Oh? Like a pork loin?"
"Alex! Come on!... You are destroying the mood."
People around were indeed laughing at my comment. Hey, I couldn't see, so all I could do was try to associate their poor description of things with what I knew. To me, vacuum-packed meant frozen meat. Something still didn't add up.
"How can she breathe if there is no air?"
"She has a small tube in her mouth."
"Why is she moaning?"
"Because people are caressing her."
"Like? Everyone?"
"Hehe. Yep. Hey guys? Do you mind if she explores a little bit?"
"Go right ahead. The more people touch her, the more she loves it."
Miles moved me in front of him and told me just to extend my arms. I quickly found the edge of the table slash bed. It was squishy... I made a step forward until my hips touched it. I carefully explored what was in front of me with my hands. I found the latex covered tubular structure, which matched what I thought, but sliding my hands further on the slick latex sheet, I touched something odd.
I was not sure I understood what it was, a bunch of small sticks, perhaps?... Then they twitched! Oh, my God!... It was a hand! Inside the latex! I retracted mine up to my chest. Miles rubbed my shoulders.
"Haha. Don't worry, Alex. She likes it. Touch her a bit more. It's all good."
"You sure about that?"
"Of course, I am. She chose to do this because she likes it. Give her what she wants, you'll see."
I reached back to her hand. It was so odd... I delicately went up to her arm using my fingertips, as I always did when I tried to understand something, and she started giggling and twitching.
"Alex. Don't tickle her! That's so mean! What are you doing? Be a bit more sensual about it."
"Sensual?"
I tried once more, this time using my full hand as if I were massaging my own body. I went up to her arm again and down. She returned me an approbation in the form of a relaxed moan; I guess I was doing something right. I went up to her shoulder; I could feel all her muscles and bones. She was in good shape, but yet, skinny enough. Her chest and belly were so warm and soft; her breathing was a bit erratic, though.
Miles poked me in my lower back and whispered in my ear.
"I want to see you squeezing her boobs."
"Hehe. Really? Will she be okay with it?"
"I bet she will. Everybody is watching you, just waiting for you to do something kinky."
"What? You guys are all watching me?"
"Yes"
"Yep"
"Yes"
"Uh, Uh!"
Oh, my God! How many people were here? Miles kept putting me in those situations tonight. If he continued on that trend, he would get himself in trouble. Whatever! I returned my hands to the girl, then I slid them up to her chest to feel her boobs.
They were much bigger than mines; there was no doubt about it. I squeezed them gently, but the latex just ran away from my fingers. The moaning intensified, which meant Miles was right. I didn't know I was going to please a girl tonight. I liked my males a lot, but somehow, this activity felt just right.
I kept going a bit longer, massaging her breasts, neck, and face. It was a good feeling to know I was giving her pleasure successfully. But all of a sudden, I heard a weird hissing noise. I jumped back, and Miles caught me in his arms.
"Wha... What did I do?"
"Haha. You're funny. Nothing, they are just letting her out of there because another girl wants to try it. Did you like it?"
"Yeah! I did! It was weird at first, but I get it now. When she is inside, she really can't move. I can only imagine how it feels."
"Well, as I said, another girl wants to try it."
"Ok?... Hey! Wait... MILES!"
"You'll be fine, Squeaky. Just give it a shot. I will be here to save you if you don't like it. Oh, and your new girlfriend is coming to see you."
Out of nowhere, a pair of lady arms wrapped around me and hugged me tightly. Just by her voluminous chest, I knew it was the vacbed girl.
"Aaaah! It was you who touched me like this. I don't know how you did it, but it felt so amazing. You have magical hands!"
"Heee!... Hi!... I don't know? I guess I'm that good."
"Come on! It is your turn! Follow me!"
"Eep!"
I got the feeling I was screwed. It was payback time for this girl. She was nice though, very enthusiastic, which was surprising since she was so calm earlier while stuck inside the vacbed. She led me to the other side of the table and helped me get on the bed... or... in the bed. I could hear the latex sheets flopping around as I was trying to figure out how to do this. She was very encouraging and supportive of the newbie that I was. She invited me to relax and to position myself comfortably.
"Okay, open your mouth ... that is your breathing tube. Bite in it lightly until the bed is fully empty. Are you ready? If there is anything wrong, tell me right away."
"Uh-uh."
The long zipper slid along the side. Her hand rested on top of my belly to accompany me through this new experience. Then it started. The noise of a vacuum filled my ears, and I quickly felt a strange sensation. I was getting sealed between the two rubber sheets; I couldn't believe how fast I got immobilized like the said pork loin. When the noise stopped, she reached my rubber face with her fingers.
"Are you okay?"
"Uh-uh..."
"Any discomfort?"
"Nuh-uh"
"Good... just relax and enjoy. Let me know if you want out, ok?"
"Uh-uh."
The first thing she did was to slide her hand down my neck. This felt GOOD! Recently, Miles touched me a lot while I was wearing my latex suit, but this was not the same at all. Not only was there nothing I could do to stop her, but the intensity was ten times higher.
Sorry about that, Miles, I would marry that girl. No, not really. But still, she was amazing, and it was so erotic. Not as shy about it than I was, she went to places where I didn't dare to go on her earlier, such as my inner thighs near my crotch, it was crazy sensitive. My heart was pumping pure endorphins.
After a while of that sexy caressing, she did something I didn't expect at all. She climbed onto the table. I didn't even know it was allowed; I called that cheating. Her hands rubbing on my whole rubberized corpse was already too much to bear, but then she lowered her entire body on top of mine, dragging it slowly.
"Uuummmmm!" I said.
"Oh, little Alex like this, uh?"
"Uh-uh."
This was nuts. I couldn't move and felt like a prey eaten by a jaguar. This girl had full control, and even allowed one of her legs to rub on my crotch; it was no accident. My brain was about to explode, but I wasn't out of trouble just yet.
In between two moans, suddenly, my air intake was cut. I tried to understand what was happening while she kept distracting me. Did she even know I couldn't breathe anymore? Instinctively, I pulled on my arms to reach my mouth, but they just wouldn't move outside a small stretch. The rubber gripping me just brought my hands back to their original position.
And I could breathe again.
"Uuuuh! Uuuuh!"
"So... How was that? Liked it or not?"
"..."
"Hey, Alex, you have to tell me... I won't do it if you don't like it... one grunt for yes... Did you like it?"
"... Uurr!"
"Oh, good. That's what I thought."
Miles interjected.
"Hey, go easy on her. It's her first time. I don't want her to have a bad experience."
"I know that! I won't go too far. Can't you see she loves it."
Aww! Miles tried to protect me. It was adorable and... Eep! I couldn't breathe anymore. Something strange was crawling on my face... It was not her hand. Was it... her tongue? She was licking my face all over while I was struggling for air.
She tried so many things on me while I was her prisoner. My air intake kept cutting over and over, but never for very long. I kind of wished she would have forced me to hold my breath longer, but because of the warning Miles threw at her earlier, she must have been affected. Ah, well, I guess he was right. I was safe, and enjoyed myself tremendously. There was no reason to push this harder yet; we were just having fun. But still... I wanted more.
Toward the end of my session, pretty much everybody started to caress my body all at the same time. That was insane and even a bit creepy. For a girl like me, that lived by the sense of touch, this was one of the best experiences I ever had. Miles and I would HAVE to come back to the Fox & Spice; that bastard got me hooked.
Shortly after this countless hands treatment, the air entered the vacbed, and the hugging latex released me from its grip. I was free again. I crawled out of there, assisted by the girl, and she gave me a big hug...
... and a deep kiss!
Surprised, I kind of reacted weirdly on that one. That was so unexpected, plus I had never kissed a girl before. Immediately realizing what she had done, she felt super bad about it.
"Oh! I'm sorry... I don't know why I did that! I'm sorry!... I'm so sorry!"
"Well... Hehe. That was something!" I said.
"I'm sorry! I didn't mean to! I just got carried away."
"Hey, hey! It's ok. I was just a bit surprised, is all."
I didn't know what spark of genius hit my brain at that moment; I guess I was feeling bad for her feeling bad. I wrapped my arms around her and planted my lips on hers for an even deeper kiss topped with an audible moan. She groaned a little and just started to work inside my mouth with her tongue. I liked this a lot; it was great timing for trying this kind of stunt.
We explored each other like this for the next minute or so. This whole exercise left her panting her life out. She may have liked it even more than I did.
"A... Alex...," she said.
"Thank you for the whole adventure. I loved every minute of it. I would love to stay in contact with you if you would."
"S... Sure."
"Miles? Can you note her phone number?"
Miles was just laughing at the scene. I think everybody in this room appreciated our little show. Those people were great. Nobody was weird; nobody abused each other; nobody acted tough or submissive. It was just good fetishist fun. After a series of friendly hugs, I gripped Miles' belt, and he towed me out of this place.
"Miles! It was so nice. It was the best idea ever."
"It did go much better than I expected, yeah, they were nice."
"That girl was super fun ... What was her name?"
"I've seen her around before, maybe even talked to her. Mei... Mei... something..."
"Mei?"
"Yeah... One sec... She is the one that entered her contact on your phone... Meixiang!"
"Meixiang? That sounds Chinese."
"Well, yes... She is definitely Chinese, or she has Chinese parents. You didn't know?"
"No! I didn't! How come she had such big boobs then?"
"Now, now! Enough with the prejudices. Do you still want a beer and Nachos?"
"Yes ... I'm hungry. And I love you!"
***
I loved the crackling sound of the nachos between my teeth. The tasty fake cheese was something that I enjoyed very much, some sort of guilty pleasure of mine. Miles got us a quiet seat in the corner of the lounge even though the place was quite crowded. It was nice just to relax a bit after all the emotions I went through. I took my heels off and put my feet up on the couch while leaning on Miles. This was by far the best date we had.
"I'm so happy right now, Miles."
"This place is great, isn't it?"
"Yep. The music is smooth, the place is comfy, and there are all kinds of kinky smells."
"And cute girls too."
"Ah! I told you, you were not allowed to look at them!"
"Right. It's okay, none of them are cuter than you are."
"Lies!"
"No, I swear. Your full latex catsuit makes you stand out. You get a lot of stares since we showed up. I feel so proud to be at your side."
"Awww... So, were you scared that I would leave with this girl when we made out?"
"Nope."
"More lies... I'm sure you were."
"Haha. No! I wasn't... It was hot to see you kiss her like this."
Miles could be a bit dense. What I wanted to hear was a bit of jealousy in his voice so I could feel a bit more desired, but there was none of it. Either I was not very important to him, or he genuinely didn't care.
Now that I was thinking about it, he didn't give a shit about me being blind either. Maybe he was that clueless and wasn't bothered by most things, like me kissing that girl. I needed to confirm this somehow.
"So, if I do it again, you won't mind?" I asked
"I would love to see that again. But I don't know where Meixiang went."
"Pick another girl for me then..."
"Another girl? Geez, how many do you want to charm tonight?"
"Just one more. You said you liked girls in latex. Is there another one around here that you like?"



"Hehe. A couple. Are you serious? You want me to find one?"
"Sure. I want to see how insensitive you are."
"Hey. Not being jealous doesn't mean I'm insensitive. Alright then. Let's see... There is a cute one over there, but I don't think you would like her. Plus, she seems to be dating a douchebag."
"The super loud and stupid guy?"
"Yep, that is the one. Hey... There is one over there wearing a full latex bodysuit and a corset. She is kind of cute. She reminds me of you, actually."
"What is she doing?"
"Nothing. She is just sitting next to her talkative friend. She cannot do much because of her gag. Next time they look over here, I'll try to wave at them.
That was interesting. Miles was so confident he wouldn't be jealous that he wouldn't hesitate to arrange a lesbian make-out session for me. I was starting to understand the extent of his obsession with latex girls, which would allow me to tease him endlessly after this. That said, my little heart was beating just a bit faster; what was I getting myself into?
"Ah! Her friend saw me... She is coming," he said.
"Hey, you two. You need something?"
She sounded friendly enough, and I recognized the voice. She was indeed the talkative one I was hearing. Miles explained to her our idea.
"Hey, my girlfriend quite likes the girl who is sitting with you, the gagged one. She was wondering if she would like to cuddle with her for a bit? If that's okay."
"That's my slave tonight, I don't like sharing usually, but yours looks great. So here is the deal, if you buy my two friends and me a drink, I'll let you borrow her for a bit. I'm pretty sure she will be open to it."
I elbowed Miles in the ribs.
"Miles, do it!"
"Alright. Deal. Get what you want and send the waiter to us along with your gagged friend."
I was getting even more nervous now that it was going to happen for real. One thing that made me laugh internally is that she just assumed I was Miles' slave. That was not how he and I rolled, but it was not worth arguing since so many people around here were into that kind of relationship. Little did she know that I was the one financing their drinks, not my "master."
Miles poked my shoulder with his manly finger and whispered something in my ear.
"Move aside, Squeaky, she is coming. I think it is better if you don't talk to her. Let me act masterly... She is probably into that."
"Yes... my Lord! My master!... My King!... My deity!..."
"Stop it, Alex... She is here."
I felt her warmth right away when she sat next to me. More than likely already briefed on our intentions, she slid her hand on my rubber breasts right away. I had an instant flashback from the earlier vacbed adventure, but this time there was only one thin layer of latex between my nipples and her hand.
"Mmm..."
"Ah, the two little slaves are not wasting time, I see. Alright, enjoy yourselves for me."
I moaned a little, and Miles just fully opened the door for an all you can eat rubber buffet. I started rubbing my hands all over her as well. She was fit and curvy; I liked her body a lot.
I could feel her heart beating fast as well; she was really into this. Her gagged moans were pretty cute. Curious about it, I slid up my hands to visit her neck and face. I ran my fingers over her mouth, and there it was, a small rubber ball stuck behind her teeth, held by two leather straps. Trying to put myself in her shoes made me want to try one, too; it was turning me on.
For the next few minutes, the slavegirl and I cuddled, and Miles had not said a word until now.
"Hey, Slave. Would you like to kiss my girlfriend?" he asked.
"Hmmph."
"Okay, so do you think your Mistress would be okay if I remove your gag for a bit?"
"Hmmph!"
"Alright, then, let me help you with this."
Miles got off the couch and I heard a metal buckle noise along with some saliva noises. I ran my latex hand to her cheek to confirm the gag was gone. There was no resistance whatsoever when I pulled her into a deep kiss. Our tongues met, and I was in heaven once more.
The fact that I was not really into girls, or at least I never considered it before, made the experience so much more special. It was something I enjoyed more than I would have thought.
I could do this forever. This slave girl was such a great kisser. Knowing that Miles was watching us added a little extra erotic acting. This was an excellent way to spice up the quiet relationship we had so far.
Earlier I thought he didn't care or that he was not jealous, but a different thought started to bloom inside my brain. Maybe he was a voyeur, and he was guiding me in this direction for his own pleasure. Was he even aware of it? He must have been.
Yes, first, he asked me to slowly undress when we were inside the lap dance booth so he could watch me. Then he made me dance in the cage in front of everybody. Then what? He selected the vacbed activity, so he could enjoy himself while other people rubbed their hands all over me? And now what? He eagerly agreed to arrange for this girl to give me one of the best make-out sessions ever.
The picture was clear. He and I would need to have a chat about this later. I was okay for now since my hands were full of this lovely girl.
We didn't break the kiss a single time for the past ten to fifteen minutes, at least. It was not hard to notice that her hand was rubbing closer and closer to my crotch. Grabbing private parts was not allowed here, but perhaps it was tolerated under certain circumstances?
And here we were, she completely covered my crotch with her hand with extra pressure added from her middle finger.
"Aaanh! Mmmm"
Miles didn't even object, like, at all. My blood was boiling, and I was sweating my life inside my latex suit. What If...? Would it be okay to ...? I slid my hand down to her belly, over her corset, then lower... and lower... and lower...
"Hey, girls! Try to keep it civilized! The waiter just signaled us to be careful," Miles said.
A mixed wave of warmth, embarrassment, and frustration coursed through my body. Was I losing all control? Good thing Miles brought me back to reality. The slavegirl moved her hand up away from my crotch to my neck as well and started to fiddle with my collar. She seemed quite curious about my lovely heart-shaped tag.
Then she froze! And by that, I meant, all the muscles in her entire body tensed and time stood still. She abruptly pulled away from our kiss, pulling on my tag even more and doing something to it. Could she read braille? Nevertheless, that tag was precious to me. I gripped her wrist in an attempt to control her.
"Hey, stop! Don't pull on it that hard! Don't break it, please!" I said, a bit distressed.
Then she screamed in my ears.
"A... ALEX!?"
That... That voice... NO! NO! OH GOD! NO! IT COULDN'T BE!
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Chapter 1 - The first snowflakes
I could have asked him many times to move back, but I didn't want to. I understood his point; he was born here, and it was a big part of who he was. That was valid. The last thing I wanted him to do was to change because of me. It was our joint decision to live here together, and I accepted it. On my side, yes, I did it in the name of love, but it was not an obligation. I knew what I was getting myself into... Kind of.
I was not the type of person who would get blinded by a romance. I had loved other guys in the past, but when stars had refused to align, even if it had been heartbreaking sometimes, I had walked away, knowing I could fall in love with someone else eventually. Affection for someone else was not something causing me to make unintelligent decisions.
Three years ago, I went to the beach near Los Angeles to tan my little Latino body, and I bumped into this attractive guy. He looked so out of place, and his skin was white as a ghost. After making fun of him for looking like Casper, I learned he was from way up north in Canada. They didn't get as much sunlight as we did over there.
Outside this fun fact, I liked him a lot. He was going to be in L.A. for the next four months, so we decided to date casually, knowing it would eventually end. We had a lot of great sex because of the sense of urgency; the luxury of time wasn't on our side. What I didn't know back then, was that my feeling for him would grow beyond normal. He was different than the others I had met before, and I felt more and more as if he was a guy I would like to stay with for longer... possibly even for the rest of my life. This was problematic.
Months had flown by too fast, and he had to leave me behind reluctantly as his trip came to an end. Sadly, I missed him so much. I thought the feelings would fade over time, but they didn't. Plain and simple, I needed him.
Several discussions over the phone and skype later, we decided the healthiest thing would be for me to visit for a while and see how it would go. Quicker than I was ready for, I was aboard a big plane, nervously playing with my fingers, wondering if this was a mistake or not. It was just a visit, not a wedding, but still, exploring what our future could look like was a bit nerve-wracking.
Once his arms wrapped around my narrow shoulders again, the nervousness vanished. He was the same down to Earth man that I loved so much, and I didn't discover anything weird about him. The size of his house would put my little L.A. apartments to shame. Nicely surrounded by nature, it was only twenty minutes away from civilization. This new environment surprised me in a good way as it was so much better than the big city I was used to; I had discovered wilderness for the first time.
When I visited at that time, it was during summer season and I fell in love with the weather so much; it was not crazy hot like home. It was important to him to draw me a true picture of reality, so his main warning was that winter would be the absolute opposite; cold and very snowy. I honestly had no concept of cold or snow, so I just trusted him without fully realizing what he meant.
My stay went well so we discussed, for the first time, the possibility of living together. It was more a matter of exploring our options in between two hot sex sessions rather than trying to rush things. Since it would be a life-changing commitment, we agreed that he would visit me once more in the fall, and I would revisit him in the middle of the winter, to see if I could survive the elements.
The next time he came down to L.A. was pretty much when I made my decision to move in with him, no matter where we would end up. I think it was pretty clear for him as well; he unarguably wanted to be with me. I made him visit my city as much as possible, but I could tell he wasn't in love with it.
I had to admit, I was not in love with it either. It was not a bad place to live per se, but after experiencing his home in the forest for a bit, It was an eye opener on how crazy things were down here. Sure the beaches were beautiful, but the rest was a bit insane.
Soon enough, it was my turn to visit a second time; I would finally experience this supposedly infamous winter for the first time; it was January. The day before the flight, he asked me to dress warm because they expected a week of extreme cold temperature. I looked at the weather website and saw some numbers I had never seen before. My logic at the time told me to wear pants, socks, and a jacket. It was supposed to be -25F when I landed.
As soon as I got out of the plane, the inside of the jet bridge was insanely cold. It was like walking inside a big meat freezer. The terminal was much warmer, but this first semi-exposure experience made me a bit anxious. Would it be possible to survive in a place colder than a fridge?
I knew he was waiting for me in the cell phone parking lot, so I recovered my luggage and texted him to pick me up along with some pink hearts. I gave him my door number, put my jacket on, and foolishly walked outside to wait for him.
I thought my heart had stopped. I had never experienced something such as this. My face and fingers burned immediately, and I started a legit panic, not understanding what was happening to me. I quickly ran back to the terminal, burning my hand on the sub-zero door handle in the process. What was this frozen hell? There was no way people could live in this. It was impossible!
He texted me a minute later while I was still trembling in shock, asking where I was. I had no choice but to walk out again and find his car. It was painful. As soon as he saw me, I got scolded.
"What are you doing outside dressed like this! Get in the car right away, or you'll get sick!" he said.
I remembered running to his SUV, not even hugging him. My fingers and nose were stinging, and I struggled to breathe. I couldn't comprehend what this was. He put my luggage in the trunk and calmly climbed in the driver seat, showing no hurry.
After a small hug and a kiss, it was his turn to make fun of me for not knowing the concept of 'freezing cold.' Of course, he was honest and explained that this extreme temperature was only an occasional occurrence and not the norm. However, if I were to move here, I would have to get used to it. He felt a bit guilty for not warning me better, though; my clothing selection was at the root of the problem.
After a few days, the weather got much more bearable, but it was still cold, and the snow wouldn't melt. At least with the clothes he bought me, I could walk outside without dying. My first discovery, outside the thermometer-splitting weather, was that winter turned everything into wonders. The snow-covered trees and the silence that came with it mesmerized me to the highest degree.
Things went very well again during this second visit, with lots of good sex and happy moments; there was no weirdness. So at the end of my stay, we were still madly in love, and it convinced us even more that we needed to live together.
I was the one who made the ultimate decision to move to his place. Winter was temporary, and summer would be lovely. The slower lifestyle pace and nature convinced me. I could probably endure winter for a few months per year. On top of it, I was considerate of his job. He was making much more than I did and wouldn't easily find something similar in the US.
The stars were aligned. The die was cast. I moved to his country.
***
"Mia? Where are you?"
"In the bedroom!"
Brian just came back from work. It was our second year officially together in this house, and he always had this routine; he stepped inside our home after work, asked where I was, and came to me to get a kiss. I considered myself lucky since he could have gone to the fridge for a beer instead, but no, even after all that time together, he always chose the pretty me first.
He entered the bedroom, wearing his usual work clothes. He did look like the teacher he was, but to me, he was good looking. Brian was not an athlete, but he kept himself active mostly by working outside our house. His free time activities consisted of chopping firewood to feed our fireplace, and working on random projects in his outdoor workshop. He just enjoyed spending a lot of time surrounded by nature. Fortunately, I was considered nature too; I was his favorite wild animal.
He sat down on the bed next to me, and I put my tablet aside to receive my daily "I missed you" little kiss.
"So, how are you surviving?" he asked.
"It's fine. Not that many things to do, though."
The library where I was working had burned down last week and I lost my job in the process. Fortunately, nobody got hurt, and I now received unemployment; it could have been much worse. Even with my salary drop, we were not very worried because Brian made enough for both of us. I worked just because I liked it.
The library was not in a big town, so over there, I was doing pretty much everything, such as interacting with members, and doing a bit of administrative work. It kept me busy, and that was how I liked it. Peaceful and quiet.
"It was a bit cold today too. Did you see the first snowflakes around lunchtime?" he asked.
"I KNOW! Please tell me winter is not coming this year."
"Hehe. No... it's coming like a lion. Not much you can do about it."
"Well, you love it... I don't."
I hated winter. The first time I experienced it, I almost died at the airport, but then Brian did his best to show me how beautiful it could be. I conceded it was indeed very pretty and thought I could get used to it for this reason... but I never did. With the appropriate items of clothing, it was bearable at most.
"Don't be like that, Mia. It's your second winter only. This year you should try to go outside more and maybe try some sports, like skiing or snowshoeing. You would get used to the cold and enjoy winter more."
"I don't think so... The only thing I like about winter is having sex with you in front of the fireplace."
Sex was always good. Not only was cumming my favorite thing in the world, but making Brian happy in the process was priceless. The happier he was, the happier I was. Not being very good at anything else, I was not shy to say I used sex to compensate for my inability to please him with a homemade meal. I had no problem being his food.
Yeah, I was not super useful in general and felt a bit bad because of it. On top of not being able to cook, I had other flaws. I didn't like cleaning, so I was always doing a sloppy job, and I was leaving all my things here and there in random places. Even if this house was huge, I managed to populate its entirety with my clothes, books, dirty dishes, and half-empty glasses. It was a repeat of my tiny L.A. apartment, times a hundred.
Now that the cursed season was on our doorstep, my bad behaviors would get even worse.
"I think I will stay indoors all winter and only go out when the snow starts melting," I said.
"You can do that if you want, but what are you going to do for the next four months? Surf the web for cat videos? You'll get depressed quickly."
"I knoooow. After a week I'm already bored to tears... I don't know what to do with my skin."
"I know you are. That's why I'm asking you to put your fears aside and go have fun in the snow."
"Not a chance!"
I was a bit stubborn. I understood the rationale behind Brian's words; he was right. But winter was cold, and it was deterrent enough to justify hiding inside our warm house. My parents didn't conceive me to withstand anything below 60F. I was just a cute and fragile Latino girl.
"Alright, then. Suit yourself. You'll hate your life until you find a new job. I tell you," he said.
"I know! I will need to find a hobby or something. Once the new library is ready, they said they would hire me back. But that will probably be a year from now. I'll need something entertaining before that."
"You'll need quite a hobby... or a new job. Anyway. Think about what I said; winter is not evil if you embrace it. I'm going to cook now. Is chicken okay?"
"Yeah... Chicken is good."
Guilt gnawed at me. I did nothing all day while Brian was at work, and now he was going to cook for me on top of it. This cursed winter was to be blamed, it drained all motivation out of me. At least, I was fortunate enough that my boyfriend never complained about my lazy attitude.
***
The remainder of the week was more of the same. I stayed home, purging the internet from all cat videos I could find, and my morale dropped lower and lower. Before hitting rock bottom, I remembered what Brian had told me. Perhaps he was right, and I should try to embrace winter a bit more. Maybe a walk in the snow would be what I needed, and if I had that one positive experience, it would motivate me to do it again.
Through the large living room window, I could see our first snow of the winter; it was beautiful. The ground was all white, and those scintillating water crystals neatly covered the trees. The wind was absent, making everything look so peaceful. A bunch of squirrels played around and tried to find some food. I envied them and wanted to share their joy.
I made up my mind. Today I would go out and walk the trail next to our place, and I would try to absorb the beauty of winter. Only a few minutes would be necessary as overdoing would be counterproductive. The entryway closet contained all the gears I needed to thrive in a cold environment. My winter boots, my warm coat, toque with cat ears, and gloves would allow me to push through this challenge.
Brian was so right; he chose to live here because he appreciated how amazing this land was. There was nothing like nature. We were animals, and we had the innate ability to live in symbiosis with our environment. Wilderness's offering was the source of true happiness.
I opened the front door and smiled when the hot hair rushed out of the house, undulating my vision slightly. I stepped on the front porch, opened my arms wide to take in a giant breath of fresh air, and appreciate within my nose the smell of the frozen pine trees!
"... GAH!... FUCK THAT!"
The freezing air rushed to my lungs, turning them into blocks of ice. It burned my throat and made me choke instantaneously. I turned around, dove back into the house, and back-kicked the door shut behind me before screaming some more of my distress.
"NO WAY I'M GOING OUT FOR A WALK IN THIS FROZEN HELL!"
I jumped out of my boots and randomly threw my winter clothes on the floor. I ran to the couch and curled on it under a warm blanket, shivering and crying like a traumatized fawn. I was so sad. I wanted to enjoy winter, but I just couldn't do it. I was too sensitive. How come Brian was capable of going outside with only a wool pullover and not me?
I stayed there for a while until my phone ringtone brought me back to the world of the living. The call was from Brian.
"Hey, Brian."
"Hey, Mia. How is your day going."
"Great... just fantastic."
"That good, uh? Listen... I have a weird question. Are you susceptible to hypnosis?"
"That's random! I don't know... Nobody ever hypnotized me before, but I think it's bullshit. Why do you ask?"
"Yeah... It is just that I found a gadget at the store, but it is a bit expensive. The guy said it doesn't work well on most people, but I find the idea super fun. I think I'm going to buy it."
"Well, how much is it? You know we have to talk about big purchases together before buying anything. That's our rule."
"I know... That's why I'm calling you. We can return it if we are not happy. We have 30 days."
I didn't often hear Brian being this excited about something. Not having a clue why he was this fired up about something, it got me curious. Facing this rare occurrence of "kid in a candy store" behavior from him, I chose not to destroy his mood.
"So, what is it?"
"It's a surprise... Can I buy it?"
"A surprise? Sure... If you can return it, I don't have a problem."
"I love you so much, Mia. I can't wait to try it. I'll see you in an hour or so."
"Love you too, honey."
What was he talking about? I curled some more under my blanket and kept browsing for cat videos; there must be more. Hopefully, what he just bought would be somewhat entertaining for me as well. I could use some distraction.
***
An hour later, Brian showed up at the house, carrying a small package under his arm. The unimpressive sized item didn't look too expensive. He was smiling so much, though; it was slightly suspicious.
"Mia! Look! This is awesome!"
"What is... that?"
He handed me the box, and on the picture, there were some sort of fancy wireless headphones.
"You bought new headphones? If you needed new ones, you didn't need my permission, you know. Were they that expensive?"
"No, they are not headphones. Read."
I looked back at the box and read the description. "SusceptGear: Hypnotic inducer." That didn't help. On the side, there was a long list of features I didn't care to read, along with a few logos I was familiar with, like the wifi and LTE symbols.
"What the hell is this for? You want to meditate or something? If you are stressed, we can have more hot sex instead."
"Hehe. No. My understanding is that it puts the person into a hypnotic trance, and depending on how you configure the gear, the subject will act accordingly. It is for entertainment purposes."
"Aaaah, Brian! There is no such thing as hypnosis. It is not even a real thing. How much did you pay for this."
"I'm pretty sure it is real. Hypnosis works. I'm convinced."
"Brian, don't dodge the question. How much?"
He looked back at the product, probably apprehensive of my reaction.
"... 3400$... but listen, Mia..."
"WHAT!? 3400$!? ... Return it now!"
"No... wait..."
"Now! It's an order! I know you make good money, but we still make those decisions together and we have bills to pay. This is a toy that we don't need, and it won't even work. You must return it."
I gave him back his box along with a severe Latino stare. There was some sadness in his face. It was very unlike him to buy a gadget this odd and for such an insane price. Why was this so important to him? He was not even a tech guy, and what he liked the most was the outdoors. I couldn't even remotely picture him sitting in on a couch meditating.
He placed the box on the console table and walked away to the kitchen to prepare dinner. I felt terrible for him, but he probably knew I was right deep down. It was unreasonable to pay more on a toy than what we spent on everything else in an entire month. It was clearly a scam.
I walked up to Brian and pulled him into a gentle hug.
"Sorry, I was a bit harsh. But you know what I mean, right?" I asked.
"Yeah... I don't know why I wanted to try it. I looked special. It was the only one they had in stock."
"There is probably a reason for that. You want to try it that badly?"
"I would have loved to, yes."
" Alright, I'm sorry. If you are sure we can return it even if you open the box, we can give it a shot, I guess."
"Yes, I asked. The seller will take it back. It's even written on the bill."
"Okay, then. We will give your toy a try, but don't get your hopes up. I don't want you to be disappointed."
"If it doesn't work, then it doesn't work. That's all."



"... Then I can comfort you with my naked body?"
"Oooh... Then I hope it won't work."
After playfully kissing and grabbing each other's butt, we cooked dinner together and agreed to test his device after our meal. As usual, I was not very useful in the kitchen. I peeled one potato while he peeled five, and he took care of everything else. One thing I knew for sure, he wasn't dating me for my cooking skills.
We ate our food without even talking about the SusceptGear. Brian told me about his work and the students who paid him and not paying attention to his teachings. He was quite worried about the workforce of the future; people had trouble finding a life purpose these days.
When it was my turn to talk, I told him about my failed attempt to go outside and enjoy winter, and how I almost died, frozen, on the front porch before being nibbled by hungry squirrels. He was not too impressed nor convinced my tale was entirely accurate; I was so misunderstood.
He cleaned up the table, and at that point, I could sense he was in a bit of a hurry; the reason was obvious. I didn't want to play the downer anymore today, still feeling guilty about my overreaction, so I tried to match his mood the best I could. He grabbed his hypnosis gear, and we headed to our bedroom to test it.
We installed ourselves on the bed and carefully unboxed it together. Since he would have to return it, we didn't want to damage anything; this thing was scary costly. After slicing the tape, he opened the side and pulled the cardboard tray out, revealing its content.
There was a small manual, a charging cable, the SusceptGear, and a MicroSD card. I delicately picked the high tech piece of equipment... it was so light and fancy. It looked made of carbon fiber and titanium or something expensive like that. In terms of size, It was much smaller and delicate than I expected; it was a cute little device.
I found the power button and switched it on. A small red light turned on in the middle of the headband.
"It seems charged already. What now?" I asked.
"It says to insert the test SD card in it."
I pinched the tiny memory card and the light turned blue when I inserted it in the appropriate slot. It was a good sign that it did something at all. At least it looked like a legit device now. I showed Brian it was on and asked him for the next step.
"Here. Now what? You wear it?"
"I guess... I have to put it on like the picture shows. The headband has to go around my forehead, and the two nodes should go just above my ears."
"Hehe. Forehead glasses. Okay, don't move."
It was quite funny to put the device on Brian's head. It was like crowning a royalty. Again, I didn't want to spoil his fun, but he looked pretty ridiculous with this bright blue light in the middle of his forehead, plus it would definitely look better on a girl. I smiled a bit too much, though, and he read my mind.
"Are you making fun of me, Mia?"
"Haha... No!... I just... pfff..."
"Right. You are totally making fun of me. Anyway, Here is the remote. You can press the button right there to engage it. There is a cell phone app too, but this will do for now. Once it is on, just follow the test procedure from the manual. If it works, I'm supposed to do what you will ask."
"Mmm... An obedient boyfriend. I hope it will work. Okay. Well? Are you ready?"
"Yeah, I think so."
I pressed the button and looked at him. I heard an audible beep coming from the SusceptGear, which was good, but Brian stared at me, waiting for something magical to happen. There was nothing different with him so far.
"Brian? Are you okay?"
"Mmm... Yes... Are you sure it's on?"
"I think so. But you look normal."
"I feel normal too. I feel the same."
"Okay. Let's see... I have to ask for your name, and if it works, you are going to say SusceptGear instead. So... What is your name?"
"... Brian?"
"Well... Are you sure?"
"Yes... I'm Brian..."
"Okay, well, it didn't quite work. I can ask you to get me a glass of water too, so, go get me some water."
"... No?"
His face changed while he slowly realized he bought a piece of junk; it didn't work at all. We restarted from the beginning several times just to get the same result try after try. We even attempted many positions for the headgear, and it didn't change a thing. There was a bit of shame in his eyes now, and he looked down at the useless item before apologizing to me.
"I'm sorry, Mia... You were right; I should have known better. At least I know the store is a serious one and they will take this thing back. I was so dumb to think it would work."
"Haha. Don't worry. I'll cheer you up tonight in front of the fireplace. Everybody makes mistakes, right?. Think about all the people that bought 3D TVs early 2000 because it was going to be the future. At least you can get your money back. Oh... or you can turn me into a princess, look."
I placed the high tech tiara on my forehead and posed cutely to cheer him up.
"Look! I'm a fairy!"
"Hehe. A cute one too, but don't break it, else we are in trouble."
"If it didn't break on your head, it won't break on mine. It is too bad there is nothing helpful in the troubleshooting section of the manual. There is not even a phone number or a website."
I flipped the pages, still finding nothing useful. I grabbed the remote and inspected it again, but why would there be anything new.
"Anyway, hypnosis is fake. People just do things because they want to during the shows and stuff," I said.
"Yeah, I guess you are right. It would have been cool, though."
I pressed the power button on the remote, and the SusceptGear beeped, like it did with Brian earlier, nothing special there. Then a few seconds later, it beeped two more times. I felt something a bit odd happening to me, but I was not too sure what it was. There was a bit of confusion in my mind and Brian looked at me funny. He was as surprised by the double beep as I was; It never did this when we tried the SusceptGear on him.
"Mia? Are you okay? Your eyes look a bit different. And why did the light on your forehead turn green?"
"I... I am not sure... I feel... relaxed."
"No way, Mia! Don't tell me it works on you?"
"Mia? What works on me?"
"What is your name?"
"SusceptGear."
Wait? What? Why did I say that? My name was not SusceptGear... It was a stupid name. No, my name was cute... It was ...
"SusceptGear!"
"Ah, stop it, Mia! It's not nice to tease me like this. I admitted my mistake. You don't need to make fun of me any further."
"I... I am not... what is going on?"
"Are you serious?"
"Yes... I swear... I... I know it is not my name... but... I don't get it."
"Go get me some water."
"Sure, one sec."
Without second-guessing what I was doing, I stood up and went to the bathroom, filled up a glass of water, and brought it back to Brian. I did this willingly, but yet... Why? This was so confusing. It didn't make any sense. Then, Brian asked me another question.
"How many fingers do you have?"
"Six."
"No, Mia, you have ten fingers. How many fingers do you have?"
"Six."
No! I didn't have six fingers. I knew that. Why did I keep saying six? That was so messed up. Then, I heard three beeps and I slowly came back to my senses; Brian had turned the device off using the remote, and it came back to me...
"TEN! I have ten fingers! Wait... What? What just happened to me?"
"Well, it looks like you are the chosen one. The SusceptGear works perfectly on you."
"No! It can't be. Hypnosis is fake. I know that."
"Well, you were wrong. Hehe. I think we should wait a bit before returning the device. I'm a bit frustrated it didn't work on me, but if you are receptive to it, it could be fun too. How did it feel?"
"I was confused... it didn't feel bad. I could think by myself and all, but I was just doing and saying things without being able to resist, I really wanted to give those answers and get you some water. I had also forgotten my name. It was unsettling."
I was in trouble. If this device worked that well on me, I wondered how many more things it could force me to do. In all honesty, it scared me a little. Hypnosis was not my idea, and I didn't think I desired to be part of this. I removed the SusceptGear and placed it back in the box, along with the manual.
"Okay, it was fun and all, but you return this thing tomorrow."
"Ah, really? You don't want to give it a shot."
"No. You return it. I don't want it."
"Okay, okay. I will. Too bad though, I would have loved to experiment with it a bit more. I'm sure it would have been fun. Let's sleep on it, and if you do not change your mind by tomorrow, I will return it. I think you were just a little surprised, that's all."
"I won't change my mind, thank you."
That night, I went to bed early. This device had troubled me. Brian wanted to have sex, but I was no longer in the mood, which was rare. The understanding man he was just retreated downstairs with his new toy and left me alone. I could hear him work on his computer until I fell asleep.
***
The next morning I woke up way too early. I spent the night tossing and turning like a crocodile trying to digest an antelope. I didn't know if it was the dinner or the hypnosis that caused me to be restless, but something was bugging me. In fact, I knew exactly what it was but didn't want to admit it; curiosity.
It was only 6 am when I got out of bed. Brian was still deeply asleep, probably exhausted by my incessant overnight bacon dance. I walked out of the room silently and went downstairs to the kitchen. I filled up the coffee machine and turned it on. I would need a couple of cups today. Then on the corner of my eye, I saw it.
The box was there, half-opened on the countertop. Brian probably played with it all evening, perhaps trying to make it work on himself. When he saw it working so well on me, he got a bit jealous; I could tell just by the tone of his voice. Yeah... It worked well on me. Why? It wasn't even my idea.
I grabbed the SusceptGear and inspected it. Like it or not, it was a neat well-built little device. They hid the electronics well, and it was no heavier than a pair of glasses. I turned it on and placed it on my forehead before going to the washroom to look at myself in the mirror.
"It's kind of cute on me. I wonder how it works exactly. It probably does more than just convincing people they have a stupid name and force them to fetch water."
I didn't like this little blue light on my forehead; it was teasing me. I remembered yesterday when this device made me a bit confused, it had not hurt me or taken my soul away, it had just convinced me that I had a different name. I guess it was how people felt when they got hypnotized by a therapist. I couldn't recall any horror stories about people forced to kill others while under hypnosis. Sold as entertainment, the SusceptGear was probably quite safe to use.
I went back to the kitchen and looked in the box for the remote. I was wondering if I could shut it down by myself after I turned it on. I couldn't think of a reason why not. Since Brian was asleep, it was my golden opportunity to test it once more without him being aware before he returned it to the store. If he were to discover I tried it again, he would make fun of me for the rest of the year, or he would simply ask me to keep it. I would prefer to go outside and freeze to death in the snow with the carnivorous squirrels.
I looked at the remote and clicked on the button. After the double-beep, I experienced the same feelings as yesterday. It was as if it placed my mind into a dream right before waking up. I pressed the button again and felt myself returning to normal. I had to admit; it felt very good. It was like an instant relaxation.
Now that I was confident I could turn the device off by myself, I wanted to know how autonomous I would be while the SusceptGear was on. I poured myself a mug of coffee and pressed the button again. The good feeling came back instantaneously, and I struggled a bit to remember what I wanted to try. I had just enough willpower to grab the mug and take a sip from it.
It was not too bad. I could still think by myself and do whatever I wanted, but when I looked around me, in the kitchen, something started to bug me. My eyes landed on the sink area where the dirty dishes from last night were waiting for attention. I felt compelled to take care of it. Why? I didn't even like to do the dishes... What was wrong with me? I placed the remote somewhere on the counter and went to the sink to get to work.
What was going on? It made me so happy because, at the moment, it was the thing I loved the most in the entire world; washing the dishes. I was conscious of the fact it made no sense whatsoever, but the emotion I had was unmistakable. It was fun. I painstakingly scrubbed the plates and piled them up next to the sink before drying them with a soft towel and putting them away in the cabinets.
My focus went back to the sink, and I started scrubbing it clean. Why did I even think about that? Doing the dishes wouldn't come to my mind, let alone clearing the sink itself. It was so strange, but also so cool. I was very proud of myself for doing a perfect job. This achievement was, however, followed by a sensation of emptiness; I wanted to do more.
Still fighting against what the device tried to tell me, I refocused on my coffee. During the past few minutes, I didn't think a single time about stopping the SusceptGear; I couldn't recall what I wanted to do before the dishes. But now that my task was done, I got some freedom back.
Just as I was about to pick up the mug to take another sip, my eyes landed on the stove clock, indicating 6:34 am.
"Oh, no! I'm late!"
What? What was I late for? I hurried, almost panicking, and climbed up the stairs, and rushed to our bedroom. Silently, I pulled the duvet off Brian's naked body, and then understood what I wanted to do; his morning wood would make it even easier for me.
I sat on the bed next to him and lowered my face to his cock. I had an insuppressible desire to give him a blowjob. I wrapped my lips around his shaft and started to suck him softly. Same as with the dishes earlier, a wave of happiness flooded my soul. This time it made more sense since it was something loved to do. I abandoned myself to the task, letting the headgear guide me.
Of course, Brian woke up and moaned of pleasure before placing one of his hands behind my head.
"Mia! Oh, my God. Talk about a good morning!"
"Mmmm..."
My mouth was full, and I couldn't reply to him nor wanted to. And who was this Mia, anyway? I was Crystal... Not Mia. Wait... No... I was not Crystal. I know it was my name but... was it me? This was so weird. All that mattered to me right now was sucking Brian off efficiently, and thinking about anything else was just confusing. For the next few minutes, I gave it my all until I got rewarded with a big load of sperm down my throat. Gratefulness invaded my mind.
"Thank you, Master," I said.
"Master? Why are you calling me... Oh, God!... Why are you wearing the SusceptGear?"
"Did I do something wrong?"
"What is your name?"
"Crystal, Master."
"I'll be damned... It works! And... you are so going to kill me."
"I would never harm you! I'm here to make you happy."
"Oh yeah?... No. Believe me on that one. You are going to kill me. Where is the remote?"
"I do not know."
He got out of bed, grabbed my hand, and led me downstairs and to the kitchen. He found the remote to turn the SusceptGear off. It took a bit more time than before, but I eventually regained my senses. I got flooded with the memories of everything I had done since I put it on. My face became redder and redder the more I became aware of what I had done and knowing I had been exposed.
"Brian? What... What happened? Oh, my God! This is so embarrassing..."
"You remember everything, right?"
"Y... yes. I... I just wanted to try it again... but then I started to do weird things. It was very different than yesterday. I was doing things on my own."
"Haha. Did you like it?"
"I... I guess... I was thrilled to clean the dishes and..."
"You cleaned the dishes!? Wow! Then there is no doubt about it... it really works well."
"Hey! Enough with the sarcasm! I do the dishes... occasionally..."
"No, you don't, and you know it."
"..."
He was right earlier; I was going to kill him. Also, I was not dumb; I knew he did something to the SusceptGear. The experience was too different from last night, which convinced me there was much more to it this time around.
"Brian! Tell me what you have done!"
"Nothing! I just fiddled with the thing last night trying to upload programs to it."
"What program?"
He clicked the remote button again, and I drifted back into my confused persona. He grabbed my hand and led me to the couch. He sat next to me and automatically my arms wrapped around him. I loved him so much all of a sudden. He began explaining something, but I didn't care; I just wanted to cuddle him; it was my purpose.
"I found a couple of program bases that people created for the SusceptGear. The one running right now is to turn you into a kinky maid. I swear, I didn't intend to use it on you. It was just the most complete one I could find to test how it was working. I didn't expect you to wear it by yourself; I thought you hated it. Do you understand?"
"I do. I love you so much."
"I love you too, Mia."
"I'm Crystal. I don't know who Mia is. You are confusing me."
"Well, Crystal. Would you like to have sex? I think you are beautiful and fun, and I would love to enjoy your body a bit before we turn it off again."
"I would love that, Master."
I was so turned on. At the moment, I just wanted to make love to him, my master.
"Alright then, Crystal, get naked."
"Yes, Master."
I took off my girly pajamas and climbed on top of him. I was wet like a sponge, which made it too easy for his cock to slide deep inside of me. The happiness mixed with sexual pleasure was incredible. He was probably not doing anything special to me, but I felt all submissive while we fucked. Like the earlier blowjob, the SusceptGear suggestions aligned with what I loved to do, which took away any desire to resist.
I perceived the reality so differently even if, deep down, I knew it was irrational. I had to fulfill my role to the best of my abilities, and it was making me feel horny like a bunny. When Brian nibbled my nipples, I felt so much pleasure. Not only because it was one of my favorite erogenous zones, but also because it convinced me I was doing a good job. All the body parts he touched translated to me as a rewarding success.
We had wild sex like this for a little while; I couldn't keep track of time. I don't think I came, even when Brian did, but I was so satisfied, so happy. I couldn't stop moaning as If my body was supposed to react this way.
We ended up cuddling on the couch for a bit longer before he turned my headgear off. I slowly regained my composure, and the more I realized what had just happened, the happier I got. I even started laughing.
"Hahaha! Did I just do all that?"
"Yep. It was so hot. This SusceptGear is really cool if you ask me."
"Yeah... You know what? I think we should wait before returning it... It is a bit more interesting than I expected."
"Is that so? You liked being my submissive maid?"
I pulled the device off my head and turned it off.
"Don't make fun of me, but... I loved it! You know, at first, I tried to resist, but once I just decided to let it do its thing and follow the suggestions, it kicked in hard."
"I'm glad you changed your mind about it. I read a lot about this device last night, and there is so much more we can do with it. We can edit the base programs and even write our own. We could customize it to what you like. I think the first thing I'll do is to change your name. I'll make sure you keep your real name. Mia is too cute."



"Yeah... Crystal... Seriously? I'm not a pole dancer."
Brian and I were on the same wavelength now. The little experience we had with the SusceptGear boosted our confidence in the product. I would never really know why it scared me that much yesterday. What happened to me so far this morning was just good fun and entertainment. I even liked to wash the dishes, how could this be a bad thing? For once, I felt useful around the house. Maybe it could help me improve my non-controlled being a little bit?
I got the feeling this coming winter would not be as dull as I anticipated it to be.
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"What mistake? You're making me nervous. Did something happen to my body?"
Matt called me not even one day after I signed my contract with his debt recovery agency. I was thrilled to hear his voice, I wished I could be with him, but it was just not possible. I was using one of his clones, and the law prevented him from providing me with any assistance outside physical maintenance if my borrowed body was damaged. Left to myself, I had to figure out a way to repay my debt.
My real body sat at his recovery agency for them to take care of until I finished repaying my debt; it acted as a security deposit that I could claim back once I successfully fulfilled my obligations. So, when Matt told me over the phone that he had made a huge mistake, I couldn't help but worry that my sleeping self was somehow involved in some nasty accident.
"No... No, Chloe. Your body is fine. But..."
"But what? Tell me!"
"Well, okay... But please don't be mad. I will fix this, I promise! Last night, after everybody left, I brought your body to my place instead of storing it at the facility."
"Oh, no! Don't tell me you got in trouble because of me?"
"No. I didn't. But did you hear what I said? I took your body home."
"I heard that. But you said you made a mistake, what is it?"
"Don't you get it? My company is supposed to protect you. I took you home for my benefit. That's wrong."
"No, it's not. I asked you to make love to my body while it was sleeping. Granted, it sounded a bit creepy, but I'm fine with it. I didn't know you were going to take me home to do it, but it's even better."
"... Better?"
Matt was freaking out for no reason; at least that was how I saw it. We hadn't had much time to talk about this before and after the transfer, but I had a crush on him and wanted to make him happy by offering him my body for sexual pleasure. There was nothing wrong with this since he liked me very much, and I was willing. It was my body, so I could offer it to whoever I thought deserved it.
Learning he had brought my body home was a pleasant surprise. The perspective of being stored in a cold and sterile environment for years was not appealing. I preferred to have Matt take care of me instead of nasty people like Amanda, his receptionist.
"Matt, am I safe at your place? I mean, do you have the equipment you need to keep my body alive and well?"
"Yes... but..."
"Will your staff find out I'm missing?"
"Probably not... I reserved a long term cell for you, and nobody is going to look into it. They think you are in there."
"Okay, so there is no problem then. I'm telling you. I like the idea of sleeping in a real bed and having someone taking care of my sexual needs."
"But... it seems so wrong."
Why was he so worried? What I was asking was not that weird. It was the nice guy in him who couldn't bend a few rules to get some innocent fun. I wished I could make him relax a bit. I had to find a gentle way to show him my trust and that it was okay to take full advantage of my offer.
"Matt... Can you send a picture of my body?"
"A picture? I guess... one sec."
It didn't take long before my phone whistled from a text message. In the picture he sent me, I was sleeping on a comfy lounge chair, like the ones at the agency, and different devices, plugged here and there, were taking care of my needs. It was a bit odd to see myself like this, but I was fully dressed and looked peaceful.
"I look great! So, what did you do to me last night? Was it good?"
"Chloe... I didn't do anything..."
"What? Why? I told you I wanted you to. You did nothing at all?"
"Well... I did undress you..."
"Ah! So you saw me naked. Did you like it?"
"Not naked. I didn't take off your underwear. I just couldn't... but... I cuddled with you a little."
"Aww... Were you too shy? Did I get a kiss, at least?"
"... No... I couldn't."
What a sweet guy. He wouldn't harm me even if his life depended on it. I was more and more confident my body was in a very safe place. It was a bit strange, but this unexpected fantasy was turning me on a little. Being taken care of, like a doll, by someone else was enjoyable.
"Matt, how much do you like me?"
"I lot... You got inside my head, somehow."
"Good. So here is my instruction for you. Tonight, you take me back to your bed, you strip me naked, and you make out with me. That's what I want."
"But... Chloe."
"Stop feeling guilty, please. You are doing it for me. I have a question, though. Can my sleeping body feel pleasure?"
"Mmm... Yes and no... It will react to any stimulus. It just won't be conscious of it."
"Oh? So I'll get wet and all if you play with me?"
"Chloe! Are you that much okay with this?"
"Absolutely! But only because it is you. Don't go lend my corpse to your friends. Else, I'll be furious."
"I would never do that! Hey, listen, I have to go now. I'm already late for work."
"I have to go too. Call me tomorrow, Matt. I want to know all the crunchy details. I bet once you kiss me again, you won't be able to resist and do more."
We said our goodbyes and hung up. I had the feeling I didn't convince Matt all that much. He was not nearly as comfortable as I was with this whole idea, so he would need some incentives to comply. I understood his discomfort, though; playing with an inert girl is somewhat deviant and borderline creepy, from a certain point of view. But it was my body and my love life; he had to accept it. I was the one who decided to do this.
I put my phone back in my backpack, stood up, and stretched my athletic clone limbs. I wasn't too sure what would be my next steps. Clothing was a need, and a haircut was unavoidable; my mane was way too long. I could afford it since I had a bit of money, but I didn't want to spend it all as every dollar would count at the end of the month. Underestimating the severity of my situation wasn't an option.
Somewhere in this city was 1.3 million dollars that needed to transfer from random people's pockets to my backpack.
***
All morning, I walked down the main street to turn myself into something else than a soccer mom. Because of my restricted budget, used clothes were my choice. I picked a few used items for 25$ from a store. I ended up with a cute charcoal summer dress and a nice pair of 3" heels.
They didn't sell used underwear, obviously, but I didn't mind walking around without panties. Nobody would notice unless there were a treacherous wind gust. I donated my old clothes to the store because I never wanted to see them again, but I kept my sneakers for long-distance walking.
The next stop was at a hair salon. Half of my hair fell and ended up on the floor. Why were they creating clones with such long hair in the first place? It was beyond my understanding. One fun fact was that the hairdresser quickly saw my small neck barcode, but she didn't freak out; she just enjoyed improving my hairstyle as if I was a mannequin head. This whole adventure cost me 35$. Asking the price before sitting down would have been the right thing to do; I wasn't happy with myself.
Those critical tasks completed, I was ready to start my day. The next 24 hours would undoubtedly go better than yesterday now that I was looking like a decent human being; I was pretty, my clothes were cute, and I was smart. There would be no reason not to succeed.
I sat on a bench in front of the salon and pulled out my phone. Making a lot of money in a very short time wouldn't be a piece of cake. I still wasn't too sure how I would go about it. My contract stipulated I couldn't start a business because I was a clone; I wouldn't be able to apply for a license.
I could probably work, but it was unlikely anyone would hire me. What kind of salary would I get anyway? Certainly not enough to stay alive at the end of the month.
The best option I could aim for would be to be self-employed. It was allowed, and I could run myself as a company even though I was not one. I think most people using the clone system to clear off debts were doing it this way.
Based on my experience from yesterday, I could see myself working in the sex industry. My high arousal feature and the fact I enjoyed letting people get pleasure from me, led me to believe it was something I could be good at.
Somehow, knowing I could make people feel good was attractive to me. I had this gorgeous body, so why not use it for a good cause? There were plenty of lonely men and women out there who would enjoy spending an intimate moment with me. That said, I couldn't afford to do it for free.
"Well, that is all nice... But what do I do with this now?"
I punched numbers in my calculator app and came up with an estimate. I would need 250$ per day to have enough to repay Matt at the end of the month. Ideally, more would be better if I wanted to build up a cushion for the following months or eventually start repaying my debt.
"What do I do? What do I do?"
I was hitting my forehead with my fist, staring pointlessly at my phone as if it was going to give me a magical solution.
Then, out of the blue, a female voice came out of nowhere.
"You! Stand up. Let me look at you?"
"Uh? I'm sorry!?
"Come on... Stand up!"
Standing next to me was a woman dressed all businesslike, with sunglasses, concealing her facial expression. Her tone didn't allow room for interpretation, though; it was severe yet not threatening. I obeyed, partly because standing up would help me confront her better. As soon as I did, she pinched my chin and tried to turn my head sideways, as if I were an object. I brushed her hand away.
"Heeey! What are you doing? Who are you?"
"You are a Cardinal? Aren't you?"
"A what? Do I look like a bird to you?"
"Ah, so you don't know. That means..."
"That means what?"
"Follow me!"
Convinced I would comply, she turned around and walked away. She didn't even attempt to justify her odd request. What did she mean by "you don't know?" Nope, I didn't trust her at all. Her emanating energy was not one I liked.
I slowly sat down on my bench, staring at her back. I was not her pet if that was what she expected me to be. I placed my phone in my backpack and threaded my arms through the straps. I was not going to stay here a minute longer; what had happened was too odd.
The lady was quite far already when she stopped, causing my heart to do the same. She turned around and looked at me for a moment, waiting for me to make up my mind; I was a bit scared of her. She took off her glasses and shook her head before saying something to me. I was not even close enough to hear her, yet, the gentle words effortlessly entered my ears.
"Lobelia Cardinalis... Follow me."
I stood up and started walking toward her... and I had no idea why. Why was I driven to do this? It made no sense. I just... wanted to. My feet were not moving on their own; I willingly went to the lady; it was so confusing. A few seconds ago, she was scaring me, and I didn't want to have anything to do with her. But now, it was the opposite. I quickly arrived at her side, puzzled like never before.
She grabbed my hand, and my fingers responded by gently wrapping around hers, once more, on my own accord. As if I was a child, she led me to her car and asked me to take the passenger seat. I had so many questions but couldn't get myself to ask them. She started driving away very smoothly as if everything was normal. Once on the road, she tried to reassure me... or something.
"Relax. There is nothing to worry about. I'm just taking you home to take care of you."
"Take care of me? Who... Who are you?"
"I'm Kate."
Well, that was not helpful. I didn't know what else to say; I had this strange feeling inside of me. I looked down at my hands and tried to move my fingers as if to test that I still had control over my body. After what just happened, it was fair to check. Kate saw what I was doing from the corner of her eye and sneered.
"Don't worry. I'm not controlling you."
"Why... Why did I follow you?"
"Because you wanted to. Simple as that."
"No... I mean... Yes... You said something to me and... I changed my mind."
"Yes, I persuaded you, but it was still your decision, was it not?"
"No! Well... Maybe... I'm so confused."
What was going on here? She was not lying, but I wasn't dumb; I knew I had no reason to follow her to her car. Something must have happened. A brutal question pulled me out of my head.
"How much money do you owe?"
"How... How do you know about that?"
"You are a clone. The only company around here using them is this stupid recovery agency, to my great despair. It doesn't take a genius to deduct where you are coming from. Those guys have no clue what they are doing. They are idiots."
While she spat her venom, I couldn't help but think of Matt. He was not an idiot! He was the most gentle and caring person on Earth. She had no right to insult him this way?
"Hey! Don't repeat something like this! Matt is not an idiot! He is a great guy."
"Is he now? I guess he had to be nice to keep his business afloat. He keeps your body hostage and charges you for it. Yeah, very nice guy."
"Stop! It is nothing like that. He is helping me! Stop badmouthing him."
"Fine. If you say so. What name did they give you?"
"They didn't give me a name. I'm Chloe, and that's my real name."
"Alright, then. So? Chloe? How much do you owe?"
"1.3 Million!"
Kate slammed on the brake and pulled over to the side of the road. As the gravel dust surrounded the whole car, she turned to me and scolded me.
"1.3 MILLION? Are you out of your damn mind? Please tell me you are shitting me."
"No, and this is none of your business!"
"Oh... Oh... It IS my business! If you are going to live under my roof, how are we supposed to pay that back?"
"Live... under your roof? We?"
What was she talking about? Why would I go live at her place? I didn't even know this woman, yet, it was what I wanted to do. My current desire, deep down, was to go live with her. It made absolutely no sense whatsoever.
That was the drop that spilled the glass. I knew perfectly well it was not what I was thinking a second ago, so how come all of a sudden I felt it was a good idea? I needed some answers. Something was going on, and I was going to find out what.
"Kate... That's enough! What did you do to me?"
"Don't worry about it... It will pass."
"What will pass? Tell me now or..."
"Or what?"
Kate took a deep breath and sighed loudly.
"Okay... Listen, Carole..."
"It's Chloe ... not Carole."
"Ah, whatever. I was going to tell you everything at home, but you seem to be a smart cookie. Earlier, I used a voice command on you to increase your susceptibility. The effect will fade away soon. I just needed you to come with me without making a scene in public."
While I was trying to process what she had said, the car started moving again. Could she use vocal commands on me as if I were a robot? Well, I guess I was a clone, so it was somewhat plausible. But, clones were not machines that could be programmed; they were just a synthetic replica of a human's body, both in look and functionality.
I feared to talk to her again in case she persuaded me to do other things. Forcing me to do something against my will was not cool at all. She placed her hand on my thigh and said one last thing.
"Don't worry. You are safe. I'll tell you more when we arrive."
***
Matt had gone back home early. He had tried to call Chloe back to continue their earlier conversation, but there was no answer; She must have been busy trying to make money and would probably call him back later.
After parking in his garage, he went straight to the room where Chloe's body was sleeping. Everything was normal; she was peaceful. The equipment taking care of her was working like clockwork and kept her out of harm's way. He ran his fingers in her soft hair and murmured his troubles.
"Why does she want me to do those things to her body? What does she have to gain out of this? Would this really make her happy as she claimed?."
He sat on the chair next to her and started playing gently with her delicate fingers. The hardest part for him would be to decide if he wanted the same thing as her. Yesterday he was drunk on desire, which clouded his judgment and caused him to bring her home to cuddle.
"Did I like doing this? Do I want more?"
Knowing the answer was a yes, he was torned by his moral code that was screaming mistakes. Yet, it was Chloe's body, and she insisted on pursuing this weird adventure. She was pushing him hard into something twisted, but consensual... as far as he could tell.
Professionally, there was no question about it; he had screwed up big time. But what he told Chloe was the truth; the probability of someone finding out about this was slim to none. Even if they did, he could always come up with the excuse that long term storage required close monitoring for safety reasons. Through the eyes of justice, it would be suicide, but if Chloe were to support his claim, it would possibly fly.
All in all, this was irrelevant at the moment. Matt stood up while placing her hand back on the soft lounge chair.
"Well, Chloe... You are a piece of work. You know that?"
He leaned forward and started kissing her passionately. He would tell her all about this later, as she requested the crunchy details if he were to commit.
***
"Is this your house?"
"Obviously, yes."
"It is big."
"It's not important, follow me inside. We have a lot to talk about."
This time, I didn't feel compelled to do as she wanted. Maybe she told me the truth, and the spell she cast on me earlier was only temporary. Getting out of the car was the only option anyway; it would be pointless to stay here and pout. Additionally, she could always use that command again if I played stubbornly, which I didn't want.
Her house was giant, at least to my standard. Whatever career Kate was pursuing, it was working for her. The entryway was as big as a small bedroom, which made me wonder how spacious the rest of her place was.
Kate attempted to grab my hand again, but this time I was able to reject it.
"Hey, why are you always trying to hold my hand?"
"Hmm... Just an old habit, I suppose. Just follow me to the living room, Carole."
"Chloe ... My name is Chloe."
Walking behind her made me think I could just club her or something and escape, but I was not that kind of person. I was way too intrigued, even to consider leaving before we had this anticipated chat. We got to the living room; she made me sit on the soft white couch and picked the matching chair. The ambiance was rather heavy while she was searching for her next words.
"Chloe... I created you."
"What? No! Matt did create me yesterday. What are you talking about?"
"That's not what I meant. I was on the team that designed you. You are our Cardinal model, or Type C, if you prefer."
As she said that, I got a small flashback from yesterday. Before the transfer, I selected model C when I picked my body type; maybe it was not a coincidence. However, this was a bit off-topic. Having worked on the technology didn't give her the right to abduct me as she did.
"How is this important? That doesn't give you the right to force me to do things."
"I didn't force you to do anything. You were happy to follow."
"That was because you triggered some weird shit in me."
"What I did lost its effect already, yet, you are still here."
"Aaah! What am I doing here, then? You even said I was going to live here with you. What was this all about?"
"I shouldn't have said that, but since you are bringing this up, would you like to stay here for a while?"
Why was she even asking me this? She knew I was buried in debt well over my head, which meant I had to work my ass off if I didn't want to end up in jail. It was way too important to me to reimburse my family and friends; I didn't have time for a vacation.



My hostility was shown in the form of a frown.
"NO! I have to work and make a lot of money. I cannot stay here. And why would I do that anyway? I don't even know you."
"You would get to know me. How much do you have to give the agency this month?"
"Over 7000$. And I have like 140$ in my backpack right now. Do you see the gap?"
"I'll give you the 7000$ if you agree to stay with me this month."
"..."
That was... unexpected. Kate kind of shook me up with this offer. Would she really pay off one month's worth of payment so that I would keep her company? Who was this woman?
Capitalizing on my paralyzed throat, she continued describing her offer.
"You'll have a roof, your bedroom, and I will help you find a way to clear off your debt. Give me one month, and we will figure it out."
"Kate... this sounds insane. Why would you do that? I'm just a clone. If it's true that you designed me, that's one thing, you did an amazing job. But I'm a real girl inside this synthetic brain, and you don't even know me. You are aware of that, right?"
She just stared at me and sighed. As if she was trying to collect her thoughts, she was playing with her fingers.
"Chloe, you are right. You are a smart girl, so I'm sorry for being so strange and manipulative. Here is the thing. As I said, I designed you. You were my pride and joy. You were my favorite model by far, and I put all my heart and soul into my work. Seeing you, sitting on that bench, reminded me of how much I had loved you... I mean... working on you."
"Well... Aren't you working on clones anymore?"
"No... The company went south and took everything away from me. They sold the technology to other companies to repay as much debt as possible, which worked very well... This big house of mine is partly the result. But I lost you. I'll never get the resources to recreate a clone like this again."
That sad story made me feel bad for her. I could only imagine spending years working on a project just to see other people sell it to pay back debts. Her story sucked big time.
"So... This is why you want me to stay? You miss my clone?"
"I do... It's silly..."
"No... No, it's not. Look... if you are paying for my month, and on top of that you will help me figure out how to tackle my debt, I would be a fool to say no. You are probably ten times smarter than I am."
"Really? You would stay with me?"
"Yes, sure... Why not. But I need the money upfront... I don't want any surprises. Otherwise, they will kill my clone, and I will go to jail. I don't want that."
"No! Of course not. I don't want that either."
The announcement of my stay put into light a different side of her. She went from a cold authoritarian lady to a happy girl, as if she was getting back her favorite childhood toy. I was conscious of the risk level of my decision, though. I knew nothing about her, and she knew everything about me, at least about my design.
Knowing she already had one potent trick up her sleeve, there could be more. But, I was generally good at telling when people were lying, and in her case, I didn't think she was, even if I knew she didn't give me the full story. I would have to dig a bit deeper to find out more about her motivations.
***
Kate transferred the 7250$ directly to my digital account. I now had a certain peace of mind that I would not end up in jail this month. My finance app didn't lie. The money was there, she couldn't take it back, and Matt's agency would withdraw it automatically at the end of the month. I just hoped Kate told me the truth about giving me some pointers that would help me get out of this mess.
When she came back to the living room, two drinks in hands, she extended one of her arms toward me.
"Drink this... Cardinal loved it."
"What is it? It looks like lemonade."
"Because it is. Follow me. I will show your bedroom."
"You give me a lemonade? I'm an adult, you know."
"You'll see why once you taste it... Come on."
I got off the couch and followed her through her big house. I took a sip of my drink, and she was right. For some obscure reason, it was tasting way better than anything else I ever drank before. If it were true that she designed me inside and out, then it was plausible she knew my tastes as well. But... Why lemonade?
"Why does it taste so good?"
"No idea. It is something we discovered when we experimented with Cardinal. She strongly reacted to it."
"For good reason... It's amazing. I hope you have more."
"Here, this can be your bedroom for the month, if you like it."
I walked through the door and looked around. It was about ten feet by ten feet, disappointedly small, making the queen bed look giant as it filled most of the space. For a big house like hers, what was the deal with this? I didn't want to be rude, but didn't she have something more reasonable than a tiny room with no window?
The amount of money she just gave me was a deterrent to ungratefulness. I just couldn't get myself to say anything negative... But the positive wouldn't come out either.
"..."
"I know what you think, Chloe. But you will feel better here than in a larger room unless there are other people with you."
"Are there other people here too?"
"No, I was just telling you a fact. You like to be confined in small spaces unless there are people around, that's all. Didn't you notice it yet?"
"Not really. I got created yesterday and wasn't alone much except when I was walking."
"Did you sleep with someone last night then?"
"... I... did..."
"Then go take a shower immediately. Let's start fresh. It irks me to know a stranger desecrated my Cardinal. You'll find fresh clothes in this closet. Everything will fit you perfectly."
"So, Kate... It means you kept a clone here before?"
"... Go take your shower, Chloe."
There was some sadness in her tone when she brushed off my question. What was going on here? She guided me to the bathroom and gave me a towel without adding another word. I kind of felt bad for asking something that had troubled her. Did she like working on her clone that much?
Nevertheless, her shower proposition was perfect. I hadn't had a shower since my encounter with John last night. I would undoubtedly feel better if I were squeaky clean.
I stripped naked and climbed into a real rain shower. It was the first time I got to try one of those; Kate was making good use of her money. That soap she gave me smelled terrific too. Objects designed to make me happy were all around the place. I was still a bit suspicious about this whole deal, but more and more, I realized there would be some nice perks.
While I dried my hair with a soft towel, I slid the shower door open and stepped on the luxurious shower mat. But something was missing.
"Hey... Where did my dress go?"
I opened the bathroom door and poked my head out, looking left and right.
"Kate? What did you do with my clothes?"
"Don't worry about it, just go get something from your closet."
Really? I wrapped the towel around my sexy torso and tiptoed to my mini-room. The closet was not that big either, but stacks and rows of clothes were waiting for me to choose from. Why did she have that many clothes?
I pulled a yellow dress out of there. It was not ugly per se, but it was probably something I would have worn like five years ago. Ah, well, it would do for now. Now I just had to pick something from a small shelf full of sexy panties, bras, and hosiery.
"I hope she will explain this..."
I put on the dress and underwear I selected and made my way back to the living room. Kate was sitting in front of the fireplace on the fluffy carpet. While gazing at the dancing flames, she was pushing something in with the poker.
"Kate? Is it not a bit warm outside to start a fire?"
Curious about her odd behavior, I got closer, and my heart skipped a beat when I saw what she was burning.
"KATE! HEY! THAT'S MY BACKPACK!"
"Yes... I put your old clothes in it too."
"ARE YOU NUTS? MY PHONE IS IN IT!"
"No, it's not. I'm not stupid. Your phone is on the countertop, charging, along with your few dollars."
"Why .. Why are you doing this? I just bought that dress. I liked it."
"... and you also bought a sexy maid uniform? Spending your money on your kinks is not how you are going to get out of debt. Your priorities are... questionable. The uniform smelled like sex too. Burning it was the only way."
She was not entirely wrong about the maid uniform. I knelt next to her, watching the hungry flames eating up my only possessions. Once more, I thought about all the money she gave me a moment ago, and I couldn't get myself to get angry at her.
"Cardinal liked leather better anyway," she said.
"Leather?"
Kate turned to me and grabbed my hands gently. Her face? Why was she so sad? She even had a tear running down her cheek. What was going on?
"Kate? Why... Why are you crying?"
"Chloe... I want to tell you the whole truth... I don't know who you are really, but... I hope you'll understand."
I tried to place a hand on her face... but she gasped and turned her face away.
"Sorry... What's wrong?" I asked.
"Cardinal was my... lover."
"Your lover? You were dating a clone?"
"... No... Well... Yes. She was my science project for years. About ten years ago, we created her at the company. We transferred the consciousness of a volunteer to Cardinal's experimental body. I worked closely with her all the time. After a while, I decided to take her home with me because she was getting lonely at the lab. It was a good opportunity to keep studying her even after work."
"It makes sense, I think. Were you allowed to do this?"
"Yes. But... I didn't know... I didn't know we were going to develop feelings beyond friendship. Things quickly escalated between the two of us, and we became a couple in secret. For years we made our life together under cover of an experiment. The volunteer prolonged her contract over and over, convincing the board that she loved her job. This masquerade lasted for almost six years."
"So, where is she now?"
"She... no longer exist. About four years ago, the company went south, and the board started to sell our assets and shut down projects. Cardinal and I tried to resist as much as we could, to no avail. So one night, we were sleeping together, and we agreed that the next day we would transfer her back in her original flesh. That night we made love over and over one last time and vowed to continue our relationship with her real body."
"Ah, that is nice. That's true love."
"Yeah... But when I woke up the next morning... she was dead in my arms."
"WHAT? KATE! That's horrible!... What happened?"
"They... killed her. They remotely terminated Cardinal overnight and woke up the volunteer without transferring any of her memories. I rushed to work, but they wouldn't let me in. The company was closed for good. The employees were getting out of there one by one. I waited for the volunteer to get out... she eventually did... but she walked past me without even knowing who I was. She remembered nothing of all those years at my side. They made her waste five years of her life."
"That's so wrong... Did you try talking to her?"
"Yes... She was so pissed at the company that she hated me as well from the bottom of her heart, thinking I was as responsible as everybody else for this chaos. I made sure she got some compensation for her troubles, but I knew there was no way to rebuild our relationship. She remembered nothing of me."
That was the saddest story in the whole universe. I could only begin to imagine how I would feel if this were to happen to me. I had kissed Matt before the transfer, at least, so I knew I was going to remember a tiny something if they failed to recover my memory when I returned the clone.
But Kate's story was beyond tragic. I couldn't think of anything more terrible than having a loved one die in one's arms without having an opportunity to say goodbye. That was bound to leave a deep scar.
"Kate... Come here."
I grabbed her and hugged her tightly. She didn't return the gesture; she was just limp in my arms.
"Chloe... I know you are not her. I'm just... I need her. Sorry... When I saw you in front of the hair salon... It was the first time in five years that I bumped into a copy of this clone. I lost it."
"Hey... I get it. I understand now, so, don't worry. I mean, you rented me for a whole month... I could try to be like her if you would like. I'm a pretty open-minded person, you know."
"Would... Would you do that for me?"
"Yeah, Kate. Why not? I mean, you know I'm not her. But if it makes you feel better, you can tell me more about Cardinal, and I'll try to give you back a piece of what feels good for you. I know I'll be stuck in this clone for a long time, so I'm willing to spend some of it making people happy."
"Chloe... You are so nice... I'll do all I can to help you fix your situation."
"I know you will... and hey... Thanks for telling me the truth. I thought you were a psychopath when I saw you burning my clothes."
"Hehe... Sorry about that. But the PVC maid outfit was too gross. It was the only way."
"Yeah... I can't blame you for that."
My spontaneous abduction was a good turn of events, after all; Unexpected, but good nonetheless. Kate went from an icy-cold lady to a person I could probably love if I wanted to. Her arms finally dared to wrap around me; she returned my hug. I smiled, wondering what we were going to do next.
"So, Kate? Where do we go from here?" I asked.
"... I... I have no idea..."
"Well, why don't we try to reconnect you with Cardinal a little bit? Do you want to call me by her name?"
"Chloe... No, you are not her, so I prefer not to. Chloe is cute too."
"Then why don't we try this, is there one day you had with her that you would like to repeat? Would you like that?"
"Oh! Her birthday. That was the best, but... Hehe. No. We can't do that."
Kate kept surprising me. Now, her blushing made her look cute. She thought about something she did and was embarrassed by it.
"Do what? I tell you, Kate, I'm super open-minded. And kinky... and adorable... and lovable... So, don't be shy. I want to have fun too."
"Hmmm... Well, okay then. We will do part of her birthday. But..."
"Enough with the buts... Just tell me."
"Would you be okay if I used the same voice command over you... The one that forced you to follow? Just as needed. That was one of our favorite things..."
"Mmm... I'm not thrilled about that. Are you sure the effects are temporary?"
"Yes... It only works for 30 to 60 minutes, depending on your mental state."
"Okay, that's fine then. I will trust you. If you say it is not harmful, I'm game."
It seemed like we were going to have some fun tonight. Money was one thing, but pleasing people made me feel great about myself as it aligned with what I wanted deep down. Being a positive force was the opposite of what I had done to my family and friends; my redemption didn't depend solely on the money.
We chatted a bit more about the evening she wanted to reproduce, but Kate didn't want to tell me too much since a large part of what she liked to do was to surprise Cardinal with new things. It didn't take a genius to understand that those two lovebirds had a Mistress/slave relationship of some sort in which Kate was the top.
That was fine by me, as I much preferred to be a bottom. It was less work and had higher rewards. I begged for more lemonade and asked permission to make a phone call before starting anything.
I trotted back to my tiny bedroom with my phone and closed the door. I called Matt to tell him some good news.
"Hello?"
"Hey, Matt. It's Chloe. How are you?"
"Good. Better. I kind of calmed down a bit. Sorry for this morning."
"No worries. So, guess what?"
"You found a job?"
"No... well, not quite. But I have all the money for this month!"
"What? No way... How did you pull that off?"
Because of the hatred Kate had toward Matt, I decided not to mention what was happening here. The six degrees of separation were real, and the last thing I wanted to bring into the mix was a new conflict.
"I prefer not to tell you. It is kind of weird. But I just wanted to tell you the good news."
"Well... That's good. As long as you are safe, it's not my business to ask anyway. Hey, Chloe. I think I have good news too."
"Ah yeah? What is it?"
"I kissed you."
"Awwww... Nice! How was it? Did you like it?"
"Of course, I did! It was harder to stop than to start. You were responding a little bit too. It didn't have this cold body feel. It felt very much like you were quietly enjoying yourself."
"I know myself. I probably was. So, did you do more to my body?"
"No... Maybe tonight... I don't know. I don't want to rush things."
Mister nice guy again. He had the adorable me, all available to him, and he couldn't even get himself to abuse the situation a little bit. He would need another little push if I didn't want my sleeping body to get sexually frustrated.
"Matt, you are so funny. Let's see. Since I'll be your sex doll for a while, I want you to keep me cute. So if you want to sleep with my body, get me a nice lingerie set, something that would turn you on. Send me a picture, and I'll let you know what I think of it."
"Haha. That sounds fun. Okay. Deal... I'll see what I can do."
"So, be patient if I don't reply right away. I'm in a situation where I don't know how often I'll be able to call. Okay?"
"Sure... That's fine. Oh... and Chloe... you are so odd."
"I know! But that is what makes me so darn attractive."
"I suppose that is part of your charm, yes. Alright. I will talk to you later. Be careful! Whatever you are doing."
"I will!"
***
"Alright, Kate... I'm ready... So, you said your evening started with dinner?"
"Yes... I guess it will be weird for the two of us at first, but hopefully, we can have some fun. So you understand that if you argue about something I ask, I'll use the words to change your mind, right?"
"Hehe. Yes... Honestly, the more I think about that, the more turned on I get... Being controlled by someone else is a nice little fantasy."
"Cardinal said the same thing. She loved it so much. Okay then, why don't we start by dressing you up?"
"Yes, mistress."
"Ah, no! She always called me Kate. Just Kate... I'm not into the mistress title thing. It always turned me off."
"Yes, Kate."
While I followed her to the bedroom, or wherever she led me to, I was thinking about my extra arousal feature. She didn't know about it, and I didn't have a good window to explain it to her yet. Depending on what we were going to do tonight, I suppose she would find out.
My current problem was that my excitation level was already too high for my own good. This small chat with Matt and knowing he kissed my body was doing it for me. I would gladly skip the dinner and go directly to the evening's sexual portion with Kate; I wanted to be her meal. But this night was hers, so I wouldn't want to spoil her plans.
"Alright... Let me put this on you," she said.
"What is this?"
"A very nice leather body harness. Cardinal loved it. Come on. Strip naked."
I wasn't going to argue on that one; this was hot. I dropped my dress to the floor and let Kate do all the work for me. I would have no idea where to start with this thing anyway. She opened the harness and asked me to step in two of the loops. She slid it up on me and guided my arms through this net of soft leather.
"You are so cute, Chloe. That harness will make you look amazing."
"I feel sexier already."
I purred to let her know my approbation and because I couldn't prevent myself from doing so. The more she was tightening the straps around me, the better it felt. This contraption fitted my clone body like a glove, proving its original purpose. The way the leather was surrounding my breasts and body curves made me feel so sexy. She gave me a little tug, making me lose balance a bit.



"I didn't think I would see this ever again. You look so nice in this harness."
"Kate... I love it so much! I'm serious."
She went to the dresser and pulled out more leather items. First was a pair of wide cuffs, and then, there was a pair of ankle cuffs. I was hoping she would end up putting those to good use later tonight. The next item to go on was a large leather collar, which immediately limited my head movement. It was so comfortable.
"Oooh. I love this...," I said.
"Well, let's ensure it stays on."
She took out a small bowl with a plethora of small metal pieces. A closer look allowed me to confirm my suspicion; they were little black padlocks. One by one, she clicked them on my harness, cuffs, and collar. Making me a prisoner of my gears made her giggle; it was definitely something she enjoyed doing.
"Those don't have keys. Hehe."
"No key? How are you going to open them?"
"It's a secret. Cardinal loved it."
"She loved a lot of things that girl."
"Yes... She did. She did..."
I think there was one more thing she wanted to put on me. She rummaged in one of her drawers and pulled out another small harness.
"This one is for your head, but I can remove the gag so we can keep talking for a bit longer," she said.
She wrapped the leather net around my face. It was the first time I tried something like this. Once more, it fitted this body structure perfectly. She fastened the delicate straps as if she did this so many times before and locked it on with more of those small keyless padlocks. She ran her finger on the straps, covering my nose's bridge while looking straight in my eyes.
"Yes... You are so much like Cardinal. And I don't mean physically. She loved wearing those a lot, and I see the same happy gleam in your eyes. She had the same one."
"Did she have those ember eyes too? And what about her hair?"
"Same eye color, yes. She is actually the one who came up with that color when we were fine-tuning her. But her hair was blond."
"Maybe I should have picked blond..."
"We can change it later, Chloe, but I like your red. It matches your eyes well."
I didn't even notice she had something else in her hand until she clipped it on the front ring of my collar. I got leashed and pulled out of the room.
"Oh, so I'm your pet now?"
"Maybe. But first, you will be my cook. I hope you have the skills. I want to watch the sexy you while you are preparing my dinner."
"I can cook... but I'm not very good at it."
"Hehe. You better learn fast if you don't want to get punished."
When we arrived in the kitchen, she showed me what was in her fridge and asked me to come up with something; she was testing her new servant. To ensure all the pressure stayed on me, Kate dragged a chair near my working area and sat down with a drink. The way she was looking at me was very gentle, but I was still observed and judged. She was allowing all the good memories from her ex to flow within her mind.
I got to have more of that lemonade while I was cooking. What in heaven could make it taste it so darn good? It was unreal.
Putting the meat in the frying pan made me yelp a bit as the fat viciously attacked my naked belly. I did my best to season it before covering it, but it was pretty much a shot in the dark. It would stay there for another ten minutes.
While I was waiting for this, I looked at Kate, who had not said a word so far, and it gave me an idea; I wanted to thank her, my way.
I walked up to her, and I sat on her lap, facing her. I wrapped my arms around her neck and gave her a small kiss on the lips, and she let a little moan escape in return. Her next response was to kiss me much more vigorously. I could tell she had missed it; did she even have another partner during those past few years?
We were at it until the timer beeped. When I stood up, I realized that I left a little pussy juice mark on Kate's skirt, which would end up in either a punishment or maybe, she wouldn't say anything, appreciating the fact that my arousal was genuine.
"Food is ready."
"Mmmm... Good. Put the plates on the table. I'm starving."
As demanded, I carried the two plates to the table. I put one meal where Kate was sitting, and one for me, next to her.
"Kneel!" she said.
"..."
"Forget that. You are not sitting at the table. You are my pet tonight. So, kneel!"
Her tone, commanding yet gentle, sent a wave of pleasure through my body. I loved this way of being treated. It was the first time I experienced this kind of roleplay. Happy to show my obedience, I crouched down and sat on my heels. Still holding my leash, Kate turned to her plate and inspected it. Was she judging the quality of my food?
"The chicken is overcooked. Put your hands behind your back."
Oh, that was a bit harsh. My chicken wasn't that bad. Anyway, this night belonged to her, so I placed my hands behind my back and waited for further criticism as she tried the veggies.
"Those are okay. Here, try one."
Using her fork, she poked one piece of zucchini and brought it to my mouth. She petted my hair while I was chewing on it.
"I like it when you do that," I said.
"Feeding you?"
"Well, yes, but I meant the petting."
"If you are nice, I'll pet you a lot more."
For the next few minutes, she quietly ate, occasionally giving me a piece of veggie. Not nearly enough to satisfy my hunger. Just looking at my untouched plate on the table was making my stomach gurgle. She noticed me looking at it, but she ignored me, not even considering allowing me to eat.
At the end of her meal, she wiped her mouth, then mine, and gave me a new command.
"It was okay. Thanks for the effort. Put some plastic wrap over your plate and put it in the fridge, so it doesn't spoil. Next time, you'll have to do better, I suppose."
"Am I not going to eat?"
"Not today, no. Go. Do as I say and meet me in the living room. I want more of those kisses."
Kate didn't seem concerned about making me skip a meal, but I didn't like the idea; it was just a bit strange. Despite my puzzlement, I stood up and proceeded as instructed. As I was wrapping my plate, she was not around, so eating some of it before putting it away was tempting.
"Nah... Let's play her game. I'm doing this for her, after all."
After my task, I walked back to the living room. That soft carpet rubbing on my bare feet felt so good. Since I was naked, I almost wanted to lay down on it and roll around. Kate was sitting on her couch, gazing at me with a smile.
"Chloe, I want to try a little something," she said.
"Sure... What do you..."
"Concitatio cardinalis!"
"AAAAAH!"
As if my earlier carpet wish came true, my two knees failed, and I fell on the floor like a brick. My arousal level exploded inside of me like a nuclear bomb, causing me to plunge my two hands to my crotch.
"AAAH! KATE! KATE! AAAAH WHAT IS HAPPENING?"
"Oh, my God! Are you okay?"
She ran to me and placed her hands on my convulsing body... Grave mistakes... The simple feeling of touch on my bare skin threw me over the edge.
"AAAaah! I'm... I'm cumming! I'm cumming! AAaaah! What did you do to me? AAAAAH!"
"I'm so sorry... Something is wrong. That was not supposed to happen. Try to breathe."
The more she was rubbing her hands on me, the more I was cumming. I couldn't articulate enough words to tell her to stop. Those were by far the strongest orgasms I had ever experienced. It felt as if I was going to die from pleasure. It was ridiculous.
"Are... Are you okay, Chloe? Talk to me."
"I... I... What was that? Holy shit!"
"It was a voice command conditioned in this clone. But it was not supposed to do this at all. It was only supposed to make you noticeably aroused. Cardinal never reacted this way. It's not normal."
I was trying to recover from the orgasm rogue wave, but my arousal level stayed very high. I had some difficulties thinking straight; the orgasms I had yesterday were nowhere close to this.
Kate helped me to sit back up.
"I so want to have hot sex right now," I said.
"Did something happen when they transferred you to your clone at the agency?"
"... I don't know... Maybe. I came hard when I woke up. Matt said it happened before."
"What an idiot! What were you doing before the transfer?"
"Hum... Kissing... a little bit... And there may have been... some breasts fondling."
Kate let a groan out and crossed her arms.
"They really are a bunch of idiots. So you're telling me your arousal is permanent?"
"I guess so. Matt said something about the clone being calibrated based on my original state."
"Well, yeah! I wonder what else they screwed up. I wanted to tease you and turn you on, but it triggered massive orgasms instead. I will have to be careful with that one."
"How many other triggers are hardcoded in my brain?"
"You probably don't want to know. But you are not a robot that can be programmed. Those commands are just part of who you are. Everybody feels good when they hear loving words. They can trigger physiological reactions. Your words are just different, so are the effects."
"Can you at least do something about my arousal right now?"
"We could go to the bedroom and... naturally evacuate it."
She grabbed my leash and tugged on it a little. Well, that was not the worse idea of the night. I crawled to her and gave her a little kiss.
"Lead the way, Kate."
***
The next few hours were absolutely insane. Because of what Kate did to me, I was out of control. Coming over and over was so easy and powerful that I thought my heart would stop. I did my best to return the favor, even with my lack of experience; It was the first time I had sex with a woman. Using a clone lifted some limits that I may not have crossed with my real body; I greatly enjoyed this freedom. Kate was incredible since she knew every single millimeter of my body.
I noticed that she was madly in love with me... or I should say with Cardinal, her ex-girlfriend. I think she ignored the fact I was Chloe on purpose, and she was trying to enjoy the moment with her lost lover. She would never have thought possible to have sex with the woman of her life again. Her happiness was beyond reasoning, so I let her take all she could from this experience.
We were just cuddling on the bed after my hormones-fest finally calmed down. Kate squeezed me a bit.
"Thank you, Chloe."
"My pleasure... a lot of it."
"Hehe. Yeah, I won't use those words on you again. Good thing clones are made tough."
"Can I sleep with you tonight?"
"Ah... So you feel it?"
"Not sure what you mean, but I feel that I want to stay with you here all night."
"Okay. No problem. But there is one last thing that Cardinal loved. I'll be back in a sec."
She got off the bed and disappeared for a moment and came back holding a little gift for me, the ball gag she was referring to earlier. My opinion was not required; she pushed it behind my teeth and attached the two straps to the side of my head harness. Then, of course, she used two keyless padlocks to secure it in place.
"Hmmphh!"
"Indeed. It looks great on you. Give me your hands."
I presented my wrists, and she used another padlock to cuff them together; she did the same with my ankles. I was certainly not going anywhere tonight. Kate kissed me on the forehead and hugged me tightly.
"Thank you so much, Chloe. It is going to be a great month for the two of us."
"Hmmmphh."
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Building Reality : Addiction
Tracy's isolation felt like an eternity. After her second time in the rubber box, April let her out to have a great sex session as promised, but it only lasted a short 30 minutes. Following this brief moment of fun, April put the chastity belt back on Tracy, without the plugs this time, and led her back to the rubber room. She let her latex wife go in first and closed the door behind her without a word.
Stuck in the rubber room since then, Tracy had no idea how long it had been. There was no clock to help her, and the permanent faint red lighting disoriented her even more. She didn't know if it was day or night, and her sleep schedule was unknown. Not once, she was awake when April brought her a tray with some food.
The unstoppable TV kept bombarding her relentlessly with hypnosis and sex movies; some times, the volume was high, and other times it was more reasonable. In any case, it was uncontrollable. With the tightly locked belt on, she couldn't get any sexual relief as she didn't find any way to access her clit; there was none. The metal bra didn't help either; she couldn't even fondle her breasts to get some pleasant sensations.
Tracy wished April would at least show up to get licked a bit; doing that kind of work would make her feel more satisfied. When daydreaming about this desire, she occasionally interrogated herself whether those thoughts were hers; they could have originated from the hypnosis. This internal questioning never lasted too long, though.
Once more, she woke up and was still in her rubber room, under the latex blankets, which provided the only physical affection she could get. She went to the washroom to do her business, then on her way back, she noticed a small basket at the foot of the door. She had received another stealthy delivery from April while she was asleep.
Tracy went down to her knees and hands and crawled to the basket. There was a paper note that got her excited; it was the first real entertainment since April made love to her a while ago. She leaned against the wall and started reading.
"Hi Tracy, Thanks again for fulfilling my fantasy. You made me so happy. I can't even begin to express my gratitude. After your second stay inside the rubber box and our small sex session, I thought you would have liked to rest and recover. Because I care, I left you alone in your rubber room for the past two weeks.
I didn't bring you food on a regular schedule because I thought making you lose track of time would make your wait less stressful; I even gave you two breakfasts in a row to confirm your disorientation, and I don't think you have noticed. I've been watching you via the TV camera this whole time, and it was so exciting. You make me so happy, and I have the best solo sex in my life. I never thought you could turn me on as much. So thank you for accepting to play along with me like this.
Within the past few days, I noticed your sexual frustration, though. I did take it all away from you for my benefit; seeing you in that state is fantastic. So, I decided to reward you for enduring this for me. I would love to fulfill another fantasy, but I don't want to force you. I can't tell you too much about it because I would like it to be a surprise. How is this a reward, you may ask? Well, there will be a lot of sex included. I bet it is very appealing to you since you would do anything to cum at this point. Right?
So, if you want to help me fulfill another fantasy, just put on the rubber hood that you'll find in your basket and wait for me to come to pick you up. Oh, and you have to lock it on using the padlock I provided as well so you can't change your mind.
It is your choice. As I said, I don't want to force you. I won't be mad at you if you prefer to stop everything, but you know how happy I would be if you would help me explore my new fantasy. Think about all the sex.
If you decide not to do it, just let me enjoy what we are currently doing for a couple more weeks, then I will let you out for good, and we can go back to our happy life.
I love you so much!
April"
Tracy was a bit taken aback. She reread the note several times to make sure she understood it. On the one hand, she could help April to fulfill one more fantasy and get a lot of sex out of it, and on the other, she would just have to stay in the rubber room a bit longer to get her freedom back.
She went to her rubber bed to put in some more thought into it, but her attention was continuously diverted by what was playing on the TV. There was a bit of conditioning going on; she developed the habit of watching the screen all the time.
Hours or days passed, and she still had not made up her mind. Her anxiety was a bit high because she knew April was waiting for her decision. Her meals kept coming in, so April was probably not that angry at her, but she was probably sad that she didn't accept her offer immediately.
This sad thought grew over time. The more Tracy was thinking about it, the more she felt like a bad wife. April had nicely asked her help to fulfill one more of her fantasies and even offered lots of sex in exchange to make sure it was not a one-way deal, but yet, she was still hesitating to accept. That guilt became unbearable.
Tracy went to the washroom one more time and walked back to the basket that contained the thick rubber hood, which she pulled out. There were no eyeholes, and a large penis gag was attached inside. A wide rubber collar was also built-in; it would allow her to lock the hood in place. The prospect of losing her vision and speech ability again was not necessarily what she was hoping for, but she would do it for April's happiness and lots of great sex.
She grabbed the padlock from the bottom of the basket, and she sat on the bed. April was more than likely watching through the TV and was probably very happy to see her wish being granted. Tracy began to put the hood on.
The gag was the first thing to go in. It was big and felt even larger inside her mouth. It went all the way to her throat, leaving barely enough space for the air to travel from her nose to her lungs. The taste of rubber was something she was now very familiar with; she didn't dislike it at all. She pulled the hood over her head and aligned the holes with her nostrils. Once confident she could breathe comfortably, she zipped the hood, which tightened nicely around her already covered latex face.
Then there was the collar; it was not stretchy even though it felt like rubber. Tracy threaded the strap through the metal buckle. There would be no way for her to remove the hood without April's assistance once she locked it on. She pawed around to find the padlock and put it in place on the metal loop at the end of the prong.
*click*
There was no going back; Tracy was now blind and mute until April decided to come pick her up.
Time passed... a lot of it. Tracy starved, so she estimated her wait time had been at least 12 hours, and there was still no sign of April. She tried to sleep, not losing hope. On and off, she drifted to dreamland only to be awakened by the noisy TV and an empty stomach. She had made April wait; it was only fair to get a small punishment in return.
Then she felt something different... Something was tugging on her collar. She brought her hands up and discovered something was attached to the front D-ring. Her fingers explored a bit more, and she understood someone had leashed her.
Silently, April was trying to make her rubber wife follow by tugging on the leash only; she didn't want to touch her.
Tracy slowly got off the bed and let the leash tug guide her. Carefully, she went up two flights of stairs and remembered enough about her house to know April led her to the master bedroom. Once they arrived, she bumped into a large object... The isolation box.
She wasn't sure what to think, she didn't expect this at all, but April more than likely wanted her to get inside it. She was starving and thirsty, so she was not too sure she wanted this right now. On the flip side, spending some easy time in the box would mean she would end up having sex with April later, something she desired more than anything else after being left alone for so long. Sexual denial and TV torture had been her life for the past two weeks, she needed human contact.
Tracy decided to trust April and go for it. She found the small opening and crawled through it. As soon as her two feet got inside the box, the door softly slammed behind her. Once more, she was isolated from the world, with no idea how long this would last.
April sat on the bed and started masturbating furiously. The sight of the box holding her wife prisoner was such an uncontrollable turn on. It was not her plan to put her in there today, after keeping her for so long in her rubber room, but she couldn't resist. She thought only an hour of fun wouldn't hurt. Yet, she knew it would be difficult to let her out.
As usual, April lost control a little bit. Tracy had been inside the box for the past 8 hours already, gagged and hungry. When April's guilt became unbearable, it still took her a lot of willpower to let her out. She wanted to keep her in the box much longer. It was so exciting.
April finally opened the door and pulled on Tracy's leash to make her get out. She had no idea what was going on inside her wife's head, probably a lot of confusion. She led weakened Tracy to the bathroom for a quick bio break and tugged her back to the bedroom.
She forced Tracy to sit on a chair and cuffed her limp arms behind the back. Making sure to stay out of sight, she unlocked and removed the heavy hood and extracted the long gag from her mouth.
"Aaaahhh .... April ... What... What is happening?" Tracy asked.
April didn't say a word and made sure not to be seen. Immediately she unzipped Tracy's rubber suit and pulled her head out of it. The fresh air felt so good on the sweaty face. Tracy wanted to rub her cheeks, but she was not in a position to do so. April was controlling her too well.
She was about to beg for some food when a buzzing noise triggered a fear that was innate to most girls.
"April! Wait! Is this a hair clipper? You are not going to--"
And before she could even finish her sentence, April ran the clipper through her hair!
"Nooooo! Don't do this... No! Please!"
But April proceeded despite the complaints, and there was nothing Tracy could do to make it stop. It was quite emotional, and it would take forever for her hair to grow back to the same length.
Once April finished the shaving, she inserted two small earbuds in Tracy's ears and covered them with a generous amount of wax before pulling her rubber hood back on and zipping it up. The feeling of the stretchy latex on her bald head was not entirely unpleasant.
Tracy was still confused as to why April was not talking and why she had shaved her head, but she knew she was the victim of her acceptance. After all, she agreed to help April fulfill her new fantasy, which was why she was no longer locked down in the basement.
April started to pull another hood over Tracy's head, not giving her any chance to see what it was exactly; it felt very different. It was very thick, and items were attached to it. The first one was a tube that went to her mouth; at least it was not a giant uncomfortable penis gag like the earlier one. Then there was some sort of ski goggles molded in the rubber that pressed on her face, depriving her of sight. When the zipper went down behind her neck, she realized how restrictive this latex hood was.
Next, a wide rubber collar went around her neck. She felt April clipping something heavy on its back; it was not easy to guess what it was since she couldn't hear anything.
April removed Tracy's cuffs. But before she had a chance to explore what April had done to her, her hands ended up inside heavy rubber mitts. Those were tightly cuffed around her wrists to prevent removal. Tracy tried to touch around her face to understand what was going on, but she couldn't feel much; the mitts were too thick.
Then nothing... Tracy just sat there, not knowing what was happening, breathing steadily through her rubber tube. Why didn't April say a word to her yet? What was her fantasy? What was this weird hood on her head? She had no idea.
Then her vision turned painfully white.
"Uuurrr!"
A picture of a rubber girl appeared in her vision. Were those VR goggles built-in the hood? An unknown female voice reached her ears, a slightly robotic one.
"If you can hear me, grunt once."
"... Urrr?"
"This is April, even though it is not my voice. I'm texting to you from my phone, and the text to speech app is sending it to your ears. I don't want my rubber wife to be able to communicate with me directly."
Tracy was not very comfortable with this idea... She was spoken to by a female who was not her wife. It was a bit unsettling.
"I can also play any video I want in your VR goggles. See. The battery behind your neck powers them. I'll take care of charging it for you when you are asleep."
A video of two latex women having sex started to play, and the experience was way more immersive than watching it from a TV. Unlike in the rubber room, it was the ONLY thing she could see and the ONLY thing she could hear. She had no way to avoid the videos and the sounds anymore. It turned her on so much for some reason. Her hand went to her crotch, but her chastity belt still denied her. She couldn't wait for April to tell her about the sex portion of the fantasy.
"So, Tracy, my first fantasy was to turn you into my rubber wife, which we did, and it made me so happy. I loved every minute of it, and I was even happier when you decided to embrace it. So, again, thank you so much."
Tracy tried to remember all she did during the first fantasy. Her latex experience had been great, she discovered something she liked, but April pushed it quite a bit farther than she had expected. Despite that, it was a good experience. But now, what was she planning?
"So, my other fantasy is to turn you into my rubber sex toy. Not a living rubber wife. I don't want us to communicate the same way anymore or touch each other the same way. You'll get basic instructions, at most, but I won't talk to you anymore, this is why I didn't want you to hear my real voice. This robot female will tell you what to do instead. You won't get to touch me either unless I want to use your body to get sexual pleasure.
"Uurrr!"
"Ah! And you won't make noise either. I'm turning on your shocking collar right now. If you make a single sound, you'll get a big shock. So don't do it, okay. I don't want you to get hurt. Your mouth tube is only for breathing and feeding."
"Urrrr! OOOOOOOW!"
"Don't do it, I said. It will hurt you very much if you do. Pain is not part of my fantasy. I don't want this."
Tracy got jolted hard in the neck. It hurt quite a bit, and it was scary too. She wanted to ask April about the promised sex; she thought it was part of the deal, but she learned her lesson and remained silent. Fortunately for her, it was the next topic April was about to bring up.
"So, I told you there would be a lot of sex. There will be, I didn't lie. But it's only for me. As a toy, you won't get any sexual stimulation outside being turned on by hypnosis and porn. It's going to be like this for as long as I keep you as my rubber sex toy."
"UURR! AAAOOOOWWW!"
"Stop it, Tracy! You have to learn not to make noises. Else, you are ruining my fantasy. So, as I said earlier, the female robot will tell you what to do. You must obey everything she tells you to. If you don't, you'll get a shock in the neck. Also, you'll go through a more intense hypnosis program. This one is to help you react more automatically to her commands so you'll avoid punishment. I know you agreed to let me do this, but I thought you would appreciate the extra help. I'm not mean, and I want you to have a great experience."
The screen turned into a spiral, and binaural waves started playing in her ears.
"Go to the rubber room."
Was that a command? Did she have to obey it? She stayed on the chair, trying to rub her eyes and ears to understand her predicament better. Then she got jolted again.
"OOOWWW!"
"Go to the rubber room."
She stood up and started walking around with her rubber mitts in front of her. She figured out where she was and managed to make her way to the basement slowly. After a long trip, she entered her rubber room and sat on her bed.
"Good girl!"
The voice told her something sweet, and the hypnosis kept going. There was not much else to do but lay down and wait to see how this would play out. She quickly relaxed and fell into a deep trance, receiving all the suggestions from the program and forgetting most of what April had told her.
A lot of the hypnosis was erasing her memory; her name, life, job, and wife. She was still resisting, so they were mostly meaningless words rather than actual conditioning. But, she was unaware that some of her trances were very deep because she couldn't remember them.
Tracy had lost track of time a long while ago, well before she received her new hood, but she still knew that hours had passed since she returned to her rubber room. April had not fed her for a very long time, causing her stomach to cramp., She moaned in discomfort.
"Uuuurrr ... OOOOWW!"
She had forgotten about the shocking collar. Tracy couldn't even express her hunger anymore, and enduring it was the only option left. She was getting very thirsty as well, but perhaps something could be done about that. Tracy went to her bathroom sink and managed to get some water through her mouth tube. It was not food, but at least she was capable of drinking.
As she was walking back to her bed, her vision went all black, and the female voice gave her an instruction.
"Kneel!"
Knowing what would happen if she didn't obey, she knelt right away... and waited. She couldn't hear anything, so she didn't know if she was alone in the room, until April connected a bag full of blended food to her mouth tube and pushed the mixture in her mouth.
Tracy didn't expect this. Her mouth quickly got full, and she understood she had to swallow as fast as possible. She had difficulty keeping up with all the incoming paste, and her stomach got overly full, causing her to moan at the sensation.
"Mmmrrr OOOWW!"
Again, she got a nasty shock in the neck. It was as if she couldn't learn what was good for her. Immediately after her forced meal, her unstoppable hypnosis resumed. She crawled back to her bed and spent a lot more time being conditioned to forget and doing nothing.
Occasionally everything stopped, but a faint hypnosis loop that kept running in the background. That was when Tracy tried to get some real sleep. She could never wake up naturally, though. She was often moaning in her sleep and got shocked by the collar, while some other times porn and hypnosis woke her up; the latter was far more pleasant.
Being extremely aroused without a possibility of release was becoming her new normal. There was nothing she could do to change anything. April hadn't touched her for such a long time; physical contacts were a distant memory.
It must have been days, if not weeks, since April put her in that situation. Her life consisted of sleeping, falling into a trance, being shocked, and being fed. At this point, she didn't even remember her name. She kind of knew where she was, in her rubber room, but her conditioning had erased so many details.



Until one day, when the female voice talked to her differently.
"You are doing so well. You are such a good rubber toy. I'm so happy that you decided to play along willingly. April would like to have sex with you as a reward. Come to the master bedroom at once."
The video in her VR goggles switched to what looked like a live stream. It was from a camera installed in the master bedroom showing April lying down on the bed, naked, and playing with her cellphone. It was so confusing.
Tracy got off her bed and tried to walk. Bumping into walls here and there, she managed to get out of her rubber room; the door was left open. Slowly, the rubber toy made her way through the house and reached the master bedroom. On her screen, she saw a rubber girl entering the room. It was following all her movement, but she wasn't sure who that was.
April got off the bed and typed on her phone.
"Put your arms behind your head and don't move."
Tracy executed herself and obeyed the order. Then, April started to attach something around her waist and in between her legs. It was a rubber strap-on. April had no intention of removing Tracy's chastity belt anytime soon.
"Lie down on the bed."
Using her hands, she found the mattress and climbed on it. What she was doing was matching the girl's movement in her goggles. Looking at herself from a 3rd person point of view made it feel so strange. Her brain couldn't cope with the weirdness.
"If you touch her, you'll get shocked. If you make noises, you'll get shocked. Do not move."
After sending this last message, April climbed on the bed and over Tracy. Seeing her wife turned into a sex toy was so hot that she almost came as soon as she sat on the strap-on. For the next two hours, April fucked herself with her amazing rubber toy.
Frequently, Tracy made some noise and got shocked harshly. She was seeing this girl fucking a rubber girl on the bed, which made her want sex so badly. But there was nothing for her in this, just painful shocks.
Once April was fully satisfied with her multiple orgasms, she got off the bed, removed the strap-on from her rubber plaything, and texted a new command to Tracy.
"Get inside the rubber box."
Having no choice, Tracy obeyed again and crawled to the box. The door was closed behind her, and she was isolated once more, receiving no reward from what had happened. Her goggles turned off, and there was nothing else remaining but a strange silence, making this sensory deprivation experience last even longer. She hoped the hypnosis would restart as soon as possible.
After what seemed an eternity, probably several hours, the female voice pulled her out of her misery.
"You did very well earlier. But you received a lot of shocks, which is not good, and it's worrisome. April cares so much about you, and you are making her sad. Also, she decided it was not fair to deprive you of all sexual activities, after all. When you are not in use, you should be able to have an occasional orgasm."
Tracy was trying to make sense of the words but felt a bit brain dead after all that isolation time. She tried to focus on what the female voice was telling her.
"You have two choices. You can let April make you more receptive to your hypnosis program. It would make you calmer and also much more susceptible to suggestions. You will also be able to cum occasionally. This way, you'll have more fun and won't get shocked as often. This gift is all for you so that you can enjoy your experience better."
Tracy only understood half of the words and couldn't comprehend the rationale, but she caught the part claiming it was good for her and that she would get to cum.
"Your second choice is to remain as is and greatly disappoint April. Your collar will be reprogrammed to shock you randomly several times per hour. I disabled your collar for now. I want you to grunt once if you want the first choice or twice if you prefer the second choice."
The second choice didn't make any sense to Tracy. She didn't like being shocked, and she didn't want to remain as is.
"Urrrr!"
"You make April so happy. She is fortunate to have such an amazing wife who enjoys playing along with her. She loves you so much."
The communication cut once more, plunging Tracy in total darkness and silence. She curled into a ball, not too sure what had just happened, but she was feeling good knowing someone was happy with her. Her little rubber world felt more comfortable.
It took a very long time before Tracy received the command to get out of the box. After a quick feeding, she was sent back to her rubber room. She laid down on the bed and felt way more relaxed than usual. When her hypnosis started, it seemed so much more real to her. All her resistance was gone, and everything said to her was absorbed effortlessly; it was such a great sensation.
April was standing next to Tracy, witnessing the effects of the hypnotic drug she had added to her food. She went to her phone and looked at the hypnosis program that was running. Since the beginning, she only ran the memory wipe add-on, but she was now enabling some more interesting features. One was to make sure Tracy never made another sound. She didn't like it when Tracy got hurt, so this was to protect her from the shocking collar. Another one was the add-on to make her cum on command.
She loved Tracy so much. She didn't want her to suffer because of her fantasy. Also, she wanted to give her some pleasure, so it didn't feel like a one-way relationship anymore. After activating the new programs, she sat on the bed next to her rubber wife and started masturbating energetically. What Tracy allowed her to do was turning her on so much.
For the next few weeks, April kept adding drugs to Tracy's food, slowly increasing the dosage, and enabled more hypnosis features. Some of them were to convince her that she had rubber skin and other ones to make her feel happy about her life. April didn't want to take the risk to make her wife feel bad because all of this may have been a bit more than their previous vanilla life. The drugs really seemed to have calmed down the rubber toy.
More and more often, April had one-way sex with Tracy, but she needed to address some remaining issues. Occasionally the rubber toy was moving a bit too much while she was fucking it, and she didn't like that very much.
Her fantasy was to have a rubber wife that was exactly like an inert toy, so she wasn't supposed to wriggle around that much. Her solution, before having sex with Tracy, was to give her sleeping drugs to knock her unconscious for a few hours. Being a doctor, she could get her hands on pretty much anything and administer it relatively safely.
Tracy, her, she wasn't aware of any of that, she didn't know what she was fed. She was a rubber girl and couldn't remember anything relevant about her life; she was happy, never anxious, and always thrilled to follow any instructions she received. Not being able to figure out where she was most of the time, she needed more detailed instructions to move around the house.
Sometimes, when she expected it the least, she received a small command that made her cum hard. She didn't care how or why it was happening, but it felt so good. And some other time, she lost track of everything for long periods without knowing why.
For the past three months, April kept Tracy in that state and had so much fun. When she got married, she never thought Tracy would have made her life this joyful. All the twisted ideas she had always wanted to experiment with, Tracy had accepted to try them all willingly and made all the right choices to continue and go deeper in the fantasy. Nobody could wish for a better understanding partner.
April just had a very hot sex session with her rubber toy, so she was lying on the bed in the rubber room, with Tracy lying next to her, knocked out by the medication, which would last another twelve hours or so; she had given her an extra dose since it was her day off. April wondered if her fantasy was complete enough and if it was time to let Tracy out. She never told her that it would be a permanent lifestyle; she had to be fair with her and respect her word.
That night, April slept in the rubber room with Tracy for the first time in months, hoping it would help her make a decision. She cuddled with the unconscious rubber body; she didn't want this to end. Tracy hadn't moved a toe during all that time which made April so satisfied that her treatment had worked perfectly. Perhaps Tracy didn't want this to end either; it was hard to tell.
The next morning, when Tracy started to move a little bit, April texted her.
"Tracy, do you want out?"
Her rubber toy heard the words, but she couldn't reply. She was still smashed from her forced deep sleep and also conditioned not to make a sound. So how could she even respond? April wasn't too sure what to do. From her perspective, she just wanted this to continue badly. Just the thought of keeping Tracy in that state forever turned her on like crazy.
She turned back on the hypnosis program and left the rubber room, locking the door behind her. Today was not the day when she would make a decision. There was no rush anyway. She laid down on the living room couch and repeatedly pressed the "cum" button, making Tracy orgasm over and over. Her wife deserved that much pleasure after being so amazing.
***
A couple of months later, April was in a different place in her life. She was no longer the same person, and there was a good reason for that. She had made up her mind to let Tracy out of the rubber toy experience. The fantasy was over, and it was time to move on and go back to a more reasonable life. Nothing was meant to be permanent.
However, she discovered she couldn't do it when she attempted to stop some things, such as the medication or the hypnosis. She started to cut, but as soon as Tracy was getting slightly more alert, she couldn't help herself and resumed the treatment as it was before.
She had developed a severe addiction to controlling Tracy, and she felt horrible about it. There was nobody she could share this with, and she was starting to miss her wife.
Smart as she was, April admitted her problem and decided to see a therapist. Of course, she hid all the details and came up with a side story, but the central theme was her controlling tendencies. She diligently went to her weekly session and understood what was wrong and learned new tools to turn her life around.
It took a while and a lot of effort, but she did it. She reached a point where she managed to start giving back Tracy her freedom.
***
About a year later, Tracy was sitting on the couch, wearing nothing else than a very sexy and shiny rubber suit. There was no crazy isolation hood and no chastity belt anymore. She leaned forward to pick up her coffee cup and inhaled the aroma; she loved it. It was a bit late for a coffee, but it would keep her awake until April came back from the therapist. Her wife has only been away for the past ten hours, but she already missed her like crazy.
The TV series Tracy was watching was slow-paced, calming, and good for her. The story wasn't exciting; it was just a romance. The girl was in love with this good looking guy, and there was nothing special about it. However, it was a good one for her to pretend she was the woman and practice her speech.
When the actress was saying something, she paused the show and repeated what she had heard.
"I'm going to my parent's farm tomorrow. Would you like to come with me?"
"... I... going... to my... farm... No!... parent's farm. Would you like... to come with me?"
That was a hard one. It was a bit depressing, but the good news was that Tracy was improving rapidly. More words came back to her mind over time. She had not forgotten them, but they were still locked away in her memory and had trouble accessing them.
The front door opened and closed. April was back from her appointment and headed to the living room to meet Tracy.
"Hey, rubber girl!"
"April!"
"So how was your day. Did you do all the exercise I asked you to?"
"Yes ... almost."
"Almost?"
"I ... didn't... try to remove the suit."
"Ah ... that's fine. There is no rush for that. And what about your memory, Tracy?"
"I know how to wire a single pole light switch."
"I don't know what a single pole light switch is, but it looks like your electrician background is coming back fast. And wow, your speech was great. You are improving so quickly. I was feeling so bad about that part."
April was a brilliant woman. She came up with a plan to gradually release her grip on Tracy. Drastically stopping the fantasy would have caused a big shock and caused a lot of physical damage, but also would have been fatal to their wedding.
The first thing she did was to stop the hypnosis conditioning and slowly replaced the videos by something a bit more vanilla. Occasionally she would have run some deprogramming tracks, but they were mild compared to what she had made Tracy endure since they started this.
Over time, she also reduced the number of drugs she gave Tracy. That was probably one of the things she felt the most guilty about. She now knew it was not her smartest move ever, and it was not even legal to do so. She was only hoping that Tracy would forgive her. Her intention was not to hide anything once they could have a good chat about all this.
When Tracy regained most of her alertness, April sent her the command to come to the master bedroom. She made her sit on the bed and carefully removed the isolation hood. It had been a huge moment in April's recovery. However, Tracy's anxiety spiked through the roof, and she had to run to the isolation box. She stayed in there for a full week with the door barely cracked open.
During that week, April took outstanding care of her traumatized wife. She requested two weeks off from work just to be with her. It was seven days of bringing food to her, talking to her, and cleaning her and all. That was when April fully realized the whole extent of her bad addiction. It made her feel so guilty.
But on the morning of the 8th day, April woke up and found Tracy sitting on the bed. Tracy couldn't talk, from conditioning, and feared to be shocked, but she tried to communicate in her own way. She remembered who April was, it came back to her, and she wanted a hug from her wife.
Carefully April took her in her arms and rocked her gently for a very long time. A few days later, they even decided to sleep in the same bed, the rubber bed. Tracy couldn't sleep anywhere else because her nightmares were too intense when she was not in her environment.
Later on, April managed to take the chastity belt off Tracy, which was a huge step in her healing progress. She could now touch herself if she wanted to. The rubber suit was a different matter; she couldn't remove it as it would be the equivalent of removing the skin from her flesh. In Tracy's head, she was still made of latex.
A month ago, Tracy spoke her first words since she had been freed, and it was "April." April had worked hard to get her to that point. She knew Tracy could understand her well, so she taught her some meditation techniques to help her remove the conditioning slowly and regain her language abilities.
Today, they were able to have simple discussions, and Tracy's progress was exponential. It was no longer delusional to think she would be back to her old self sooner rather than later. It was such a relief for April.
"Tracy, can we talk about what I did to you some more?"
"You ... still feel bad?"
"Yes. I do... When I understood my problem, I got so scared. I want to apologize all the time, but I don't feel I'm ready to receive your pardon yet. You understand?"
"I do. But it's okay. We will... recover... other?"
"It's "Together" ... not "other." Tracy, I would like to try something with you now. Are you feeling okay enough to try something difficult?"
"I ... think so."
April sat next to Tracy and wrapped her arms around her neck. Then she started unzipping the back of her latex catsuit. Her rubber girl was silent, unsure of how to react. Then she pulled her hood forward, revealing Tracy's pale skin. Her hair grew back a lot since the last time she checked.
A couple of times in the past months, with Tracy's agreement, she drugged her to render her unconscious and spent a good amount of time cleaning her thoroughly. It was hard work to put her back in the catsuit, but it was mandatory. Tracy was just not ready to see herself without her rubber skin.
But today was a big step forward. Tracy was not freaking out. It was as if she remembered that she was not really a rubber doll.
"Do you want me to touch your face a little bit?"
"... Yes... something is... different. I think... I'm okay."
"You look okay. You remember it is just a costume now?"
"Yes."
April gently placed her hand on Tracy's cheek. It felt so good that she moaned a little and leaned her head into the caress. April was bold enough to get closer and give her a small kiss on the lips.
"April! I... I remember more... a lot more. We slept together a lot, naked."
"Hehe. That's right."
"I want that now. Help me."
"Are you sure you are ready for this?"
"Yes. Show me how to remove my costume."
"Okay, but let's do it upstairs, so if you freak out again, you can just go sit in your rubber box."
There were still some details that Tracy didn't remember. In this case, she didn't know it was just a zipper on her back. But April was there to assist. She grabbed her hand and led her to the master bedroom.
After dimming the light to make the ambiance more soothing, April began to unzip Tracy's catsuit carefully, revealing a white skin that had not seen the light in a long time. Very slowly and compassionately, she peeled the latex catsuit off her wife. Tracy's skin was extremely sensitive, which gave her a very odd feeling.
Once the last foot popped out of the suit, confirming that she was naked as a worm, the two girls slid under the warm blanket and tried to hug and caress each other. Unfortunately, Tracy had a lot of trouble with all of this, notably when Tracy reached her crotch.
"AAaah! That is too sensitive!"
"Alright... I won't touch you there then... we can try later."
"I'm... I'm sorry."
"Don't worry, Tracy. We will take our time."
For the next two weeks, they repeatedly tried to have sex like they were having before, but Tracy's sensitivity wouldn't go away. Cuddling was fine, but every time April brushed Tracy's crotch by accident, it turned the session into something unpleasant.
April was a bit frustrated to be unable to please her wife despite all the efforts and patience she put into it. She really wanted Tracy to be able to have sex again soon. But she made a small mistake.
The next time they got in bed for a cuddle session, she whispered the word "cum" in Tracy's ear, which triggered a massive orgasm. Her wife was still strongly conditioned to react to her cum command. Tracy really enjoyed it, that was not the issue. But it reminded April so much about what they had experienced since they started the fantasy fulfillment game. She remembered all the fantastic moments she had with Tracy when she was a rubber toy.
"Tracy, tomorrow, I'll give you your first real bath."
"No. I'm too sensitive. It will hurt."
"It won't hurt. And we have to clean you a bit, even down there."
"I don't want this... It will be too hard. Make me sleep..."
"Tracy... We have to stop this, and you have to try a bath. I'm sure it will help."
"... Nooo. Maybe next week. Just make me sleep tomorrow. I promise I'll try it next week."
"Mmm... okay. But it's the last time."
"Yes."
The next day, before bath time, April made Tracy swallow some sleep pills and asked her to lay down on the bed. While Tracy was falling asleep peacefully, April went to get a bucket of warm soapy water and a sponge. She has been doing this for a while now and found it pleasant. She could touch her wife everywhere without causing her any discomfort.



Once Tracy was fully unconscious, April started to work. As she was washing the crotch area, she recalled the orgasm she had triggered using the cum command the day before. It was so hot, and it made Tracy so happy. She was so cute, asleep in front of her.
April finished cleaning her and dried her skin with a soft towel. It would take a few more hours before she woke up. Usually, she cuddled with her sleeping wife or sat next to her with a book. But today, she was oppressed by unexpected nostalgia.
April went to her closet and pulled some rubber gears from the shelf. She had kept everything that she forced Tracy to wear during the past year. She still loved everything. She placed the gears on the bed and picked up the heavy rubber hood with the built-in VR goggles. It was the best. When Tracy was wearing it, it was so arousing. She had masturbated so often while watching her wife covered in rubber.
"It cannot hurt to be nostalgic... As long as I don't do it while she is awake, she won't get anxious... She won't wake up for another three hours... Three hours... yeah..."
April was torn. She was missing her rubber toy so badly. She knew how hard it had been to walk away from what she loved the most, but now she needed it. She would give her life to see her rubber toy once more and get sexual pleasure out of it, if only for an hour or so.
"Okay... Just for an hour. Then, I'll let her out, and she won't suspect anything. I have to take care of myself too. It will be easier to help her if I feel good myself."
April began the long process of rubberizing Tracy. She decided to go for the complete experience as it would be just a one-time thing. She plugged Tracy's ears with the earbuds and the wax. She then slid her body inside the full rubber suit and placed her hands in the heavy rubber mitts. Next in line was the full chastity belt and breast shields. Tracy already looked so amazing.
April's arousal went through the roof. She was shaking so much she was excited about doing this—all the memories of what she had enjoyed so very much flooded her mind and clouded her judgment. There was only one thing left to do.
She placed the heavy hood over Tracy's sleeping head and locked it in place with the sturdy collar. She connected the battery pack behind her neck and grabbed her phone to turn on the hypnosis with all the features enabled. She also started a timer.
"Just one hour... then I will let her out. She would be okay with this, I'm sure. She would understand that it's too hard for me."
April grabbed a vibrator and started pleasuring herself in front of her isolated wife. It didn't take long for her to get to the edge. A slight push sent her orgasm land. Once it started, it never stopped. How many times did she cum? Three, Five... Ten times? She stopped counting. It was too hot.
She kept an eye on her timer. 00:58.
"I still have two minutes ... I'm sure I can cum again."
She climbed on top of Tracy and pressed her vibrator hard on her clit, attempting another shattering orgasm before it was too late.
She looked at her timer again. 01:47.
"Oh, no! That much time already? Okay, April, come on... you had your fun, and you must stop... You have to remove her gears now!"
As she was trying to convince herself to do the right thing, Tracy's arm started to move; it went right to her rubberized face, sending April into panic mode.
"Oh, NO! No, no ,no! She can't wake up now. I won't have time to take her gears off. She is going to be so disappointed in me."
April sprinted to the bathroom and opened the pharmacy. She grabbed a few pills and a small glass of water and rushed back to her room to climb on top of Tracy. She dropped the pills inside the feeding tube and poured a bit of water in it, forcing Tracy's innate reflex to swallow.
It only took a few minutes for Tracy to stop moving. April's heart was racing, and she collapsed on the bed next to her, panting.
"That was so close... Wait? How many pills did I give her?"
She didn't know exactly, but she estimated that she knocked Tracy out for the next twelve hours. This meant... the little miscalculation would allow her to have sex with her rubber toy for another half-day. There was nothing she could do to wake her up anyway, so she would be a fool not to take this opportunity to enjoy herself.
She decided to drag Tracy's body to the isolation box, cuddling in there would be great. It was hard work, but she made it. Tracy was now resting on the cushy rubber floor inside the box.
April took off all her clothes and left them on the corner of the bed. She walked to the isolation box and crouched in front of the door.
"I've never used that feature. It would probably be my only chance to do so. Aaah, why not."
April punched in some numbers on the digital panel. She entered 8 hours; it was the auto-lock timer. She crawled inside the box and closed the door behind her. The latch automatically closed.
"Locked in the rubber box with my rubber toy for the next 8 hours, that is so exciting. I didn't think this would happen again, ever. I was lucky in my bad luck. I'm pretty sure she would have been okay with all of this anyway. I didn't mean to drug her that much this time. It was an honest mistake. I will apologize when she wakes up."
April moved Tracy around to find the best position for both of them to enjoy their time together. And of course, it didn't take long before she started masturbating again over Tracy's sleeping rubber body.
Knowing that the hypnosis was active and that Tracy couldn't hear anything was turning April so much. Her sexual bliss lasted for hours, without knowing precisely how many. She was experimenting with self-isolation for the first time, which made her understand how amazing all this must have been for Tracy.
Tracy's consciousness slowly returned. She was so confused. In front of her were two rubber girls having sex. She didn't know where she was.
"April? OOOOWW!"
She received a nasty shock in the neck, reminding her of something very familiar. There was nothing she could do to regain her sense faster. She was still very susceptible to hypnosis, and the voice told her to forget everything. Then she felt a pair of hands running on her body.
"Why? Why did she wake up so early? It's only been like three hours. It can't be! She will know that I relapsed... And there is nothing I can do about it," April said.
Every time Tracy tried to moan, she was getting hit by electricity, which made April feel so bad... She laid down on top of her wife and kept repeating the same words over and over, uselessly.
"Tracy! Tracy! Stop resisting... You have to let the hypnosis do its job... only another 5 hours. Then I will fix this. I promise."
Tracy couldn't hear April's words, but she came to the same conclusion. She relaxed and just let her consciousness drift away. She was happy to cuddle with her wife, even though she wasn't sure what was happening to her.
As April saw Tracy calm down and relax. She was relieved and decided to play with herself just a bit more... just to kill time until the door unlocked.
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Chapter 2 - A Rubbery Maid
"NO! You show me how to use it... I don't trust you!"
"Haha! Mia, I'm just trying to help you."
My little experience with the SusceptGear yesterday left both Brian and me excited about the prospects. This morning, while I was sitting on his laps, he was showing me the software I needed to program the hypno-device. From what I saw so far, the possibilities were endless.
What we agreed on right off the bat, was that we should continue with the maid character. Not only, as he told me earlier, the maid base program he had found was the most complete one, but on top of that, It was probably the role that would suit me best.
First off, I was a certified lazy person and wanted to improve that aspect of my life. I turned this house into a battlefield by leaving trash and things everywhere; my case was desperate. It was so bad that I even threw my winter coat on the floor instead of hanging it on the hook at arm's distance. If I were to rate my tidying and cleaning skills, I would probably give myself minus five out of ten.
When the SusceptGear had turned me into a sluty maid, it had forced me to clean the kitchen, and it had felt amazing! I was so proud of myself when I completed that task, so happy. If the device could teach me to be more aware of my dirty environment and act on it, it would be wonderful. I wished to correct that aspect of my personality, so Brian wouldn't have to do everything around the house anymore.
Another reason why the maid character would be good for me was that it turned me on to please Brian; that was how I enjoyed my sexual life. I was not a mindless slave to whom someone could do everything without consent, but I had this deep desire to please him sexually; to reach this goal, I needed to be open-minded. If Brian wanted to try something I was not sure of, I would give it a shot, and him liking it would increase my chances to enjoy it too. I could be a bit influenceable in bed, but it was a good thing, in my opinion.
"Show me how it works. Show me the setting that made me clean the kitchen last night."
"Just go under skills, cleaning, kitchen... then you'll see all the different cleaning tasks that pertain to that category."
"I see... WOAH! There are so many."
"Yes, as I said, it's the most advanced base program I've found."
I scrolled down the list of tasks; there were probably a hundred items just for the kitchen. Some didn't apply to us, though. As an example, we didn't have a smoothie maker. There were too many tasks, but it was better to have more than not enough. I kept scrolling until I reached the dishes item. I clicked it, and Brian explained to me what I was looking at.
"So, the title means nothing, but if you look at the condition list, that is what triggered your desire to do the dishes. Yesterday when you saw the dirty plates in the sink, it activated that task."
"Oh, neat... but what is the instruction box under it? It's empty."
"I told you this device could do so many things, right. The dishes task currently is set to Personal Knowledge. It means you will rely on your knowledge to perform the task. If you know how to wash dishes, there is no need for the program to tell you how to do it."
"What if I don't know how to do a task? I would describe how to do it in the instruction box?"
"Yes, you could provide precise instructions to help you complete the task... Let me show you an example. Give me the mouse for a sec."
Brian, who had played with the software more than I did, quickly went back and selected the microwave cleaning task, this one had a set of instructions.
"So, I've never seen you clean a microwave before..."
"Heeey!"
"Hehe, it's true... You probably don't know how to clean it... In the instruction, it says to place a mug of water in the microwave and make it boil for 10 minutes before wiping the inside. It will help soften all the small food particles to make it easier to clean... did you know that?"
"Of course not."
"But look, there is more to it. An instruction could also call another task. Let's say you see dirty dishes. We could force you to undress before doing that task. We can set priorities. There are timers, too, for recurring tasks, like an alarm to trigger jobs."
"Okay... That's opening the door to so many hot things."
The program was awesome. The more Brian showed me what it could do; the more my imagination was running wild. I now understood why I had felt compelled to go give him a blowjob at a specific time; there had been a timer programmed for that.
"What about the kinky stuff. Can it make me like things?"
"Why am I not surprised by your question?"
"Stop it. You like kinky stuff more than I do. Don't even try to pretend you don't like my sexy nurse uniform."
"Alright, alright. The programmer added a whole section for the sexual lifestyle. If I go in it, there is an infinite list of kinks to enable or disable."
When the kink list appeared on the screen, my stomach twisted into a knot. There were so many of them. I didn't even know what most were. The vast majority were disabled; trying everything would take a lifetime.
"There are tons of settings for each of them, and I'm not sure what they all do. We will have to experiment gradually and learn."
"That's so cool. Hey, Brian. I want to try a task that I don't know how to do with Personal Knowledge, and then I want to compare how it feels if we provide instructions. I want to see what it's going to do to me."
"Sure, let's try it on an empty program. That way, you won't turn into a slutty maid while we are testing. Do you have a task in mind that you are not sure how to do?"
"Mmm... Making the bed? I mean, I can do it roughly, but I don't think I ever learned a proper technique."
"Okay, let's try and compare."
Brian went online and found a very detailed how-to. He then created a new task in a new program, added the bed-making job, set it to Personal Knowledge, and saved it.
"Oh, I wanted to try this one too," Brian said.
"What is it?"
"A setting that prevents you from stopping or removing the device yourself."
"Brian, that's nasty!"
"I'm just curious to see if it works. Hehe."
"Alright, upload it to the device and let go try it."
After saving the program and syncing it with the SusceptGear, we went to the bedroom. Our king bed was a mess, and I never made it by myself; this would be a good test. I placed the device on my head, and Brian activated it for me. Immediately, the good relaxing feeling was back.
It didn't take long. I got to work as soon as I looked at the bed. As per my knowledge of how to make a bed, I simply straightened the sheets and piled up the pillows until it looked pretty decent, as per Mia-standard. I was very proud of myself for accomplishing this, though.
I looked at Brian with a smile.
"Tada! Not bad, uh?"
"Hehe, good job, Mia. Here is the remote, you can turn off your device."
"Okay..."
He handed me the remote, and I just stared at it. I had a bizarre feeling, the same one which prevented me from stabbing my arm with a fork. I just didn't want to press the button. The more I tried, the less I could do it.
"Hehe, Brian... it's so weird... I can't press the button."
"Try taking off the SusceptGear then."
I placed the remote on the bed and reached the headband with my hands... and that was the extent of what I could do. I tried hard to pull it off my head, but I couldn't get myself to do it. I was truly stuck and confused until Brian switched it off for me.
"Haha, you should have seen your face. You tried hard."
"I know! What the... this thing is strong."
"It was cute to see you stuck like this. Alright, let me modify the bed-making job to rely on the detailed instructions."
"Now that I look at the bed, I kind of sucked at it..."
"I didn't want to say it, but... yeah..."
"Hey! I can say it, but you can't! Alright, just change the setting so we can check the difference."
After a quick round trip to the computer, we were back in the bedroom, ready to verify if this could improve my bed-making abilities. I wasn't too confident it would work; this hypno-device surely had it's limits.
Brian pressed the button to activate my program, and I went back to my happy place, instantaneously. Of course, he had destroyed my previous work by pulling the sheets around to make it look as if we had a hot sex session. When my hypnotized eyes landed on this mess, I felt the urge to fix it.
I got to work and pulled off all the sheets; that was a surprise. Then, very methodically, I followed the procedure that was unconsciously fed to me by the SusceptGear. It was so strange; the instructions didn't come to me as a voice but as knowledge. When I fitted the contour sheet, I just knew what to do, and it felt right.
It took me a while to do the task, but I was very focused and was doing it perfectly. Honestly, this felt much better than my first attempt. A little voice in my head was saying, "Ah! This is amazing!" I didn't think that reaction was forced on me by the device; I really was happy to accomplish something so well. I guess my inability to do anything right around the house was weighing on my morale more than I thought.
"Wow... That is incredible!" Brian said.
"Hehe, turn it off now."
"Sure... Done."
"Did I really do this all by myself?"
"It appears so. I didn't expect this."
It took much more time than my first attempt, but the bed was pristine. There was not a single wrinkle; it was picture perfect. I couldn't help but imagine the positive changes it could have on me. I had the potential to become so useful around the house and unload all that hard work off Brian's shoulders. The thought made me so happy.
"Okay, I really want to be your sexy maid now!"
"Really? Well, that sounds like a winning scenario to me."
"I guess you are a lucky man, yes, but I want to do it for myself too. I always felt guilty about my laziness, and knowing I can change and be helpful is thrilling."
"Aaah! You are always too hard on yourself. I didn't mind doing the work around the house. But yes, if you start helping a bit more, we would be able to spend more time together. So, it's all good. I will program the base software for you with a few tasks."
"NO! I told you! I don't trust you! You'll make me do all kinds of funny things if I let you. That software goes on my laptop, and I'm changing my password."
I was kidding, of course; I didn't think Brian was going to do anything nasty to me; he was not like that. Still, it was my brain, and I just wanted to make sure the control was in my hands. His help would be precious on an as-needed basis. On top of that, keeping him in the dark about how I programmed myself would provide him with many surprises; the list of kinks was extensive, I could enable some of them when I felt like exploring.
I took the device off my head, switched it off and looked at it with a bit of guilt. Two days ago, I had given Brian a hard time for spending so much money on the Suscept Gear, and now I was the one who was getting to play with it. It was time for a proper apology for my strong negative reaction.
I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him.
"Hey... I'm sorry for giving you a hard time about the device."
"Aaah, Mia, it's all good. Don't worry about that. You were not wrong to react that way. Even I didn't know it was going to be this amazing."
"I know, but still... It was not okay to treat you like a child just because you wanted to try something new. So, I want to give you a gift as an apology."
"A gift? I like gifts!"
"If I'm going to play maid, I need to wear a proper uniform. So, I'll let you choose one for me."
"Really? Even if I pick a sexy maid uniform?"
"Yup. You are the one that is going to look at me all the time, so I want to wear something that you will like."
"Mmm... Latex!"
"What? Latex?"
"Yes, I want you to wear a black and white latex maid outfit?"
"Can we go with satin instead?"
"Nope, you asked me to choose, and that is my choice."
"Fine, but only if you make love to me right now, on top of this magnificent bed, which I made with passion."
"Deal!"
***
The following two weeks had been a lot of fun. We ordered my uniform together the same day I proposed it, and it was supposed to be delivered today. I was lucky enough to have a very generic, sexy body; I didn't need to order something custom-made; otherwise, I would have had to wait much longer.
We also agreed that I wouldn't use the SusceptGear until I received my uniform. I wanted my first experience to be an amazing one. Anyway, I needed a lot of time to review the whole maid program to ensure there was nothing nasty hidden anywhere in it. I made some awesome discoveries during that process.
One of them being a full clothing inventory system. It allowed me to create sets to associate with different tasks. In the morning, I could prepare a pile of clothes for Brian to wear at work, as an example. I couldn't believe how granular it was.
For myself, I entered all the latex items I was about to receive in the mail, and every time I would be a maid, they would be the only clothes I would be allowed to wear. That was pretty exciting to me, and it was the kind of secret I kept away from Brian; I was doing this for us, not just for me.
Unfortunately, another thing I didn't tell him was that latex wasn't my thing at all. I knew it was something a lot of people found sexy, but for me, it was not doing it. When I asked Brian to pick my uniform, and he chose the most rubbery maid outfit he could find, my heart sank a bit. At the time, I planned on wearing what he wanted for a short time, then maybe ask him for something else I liked more later. But I had regrets; I should have been honest and told him right away that I didn't want to wear latex. After making him spend all that money on my new uniform, It was too late to change my mind.
I felt bad until, while browsing the list of kinks included in the program, I found one labeled "latex/rubber." It was exactly what I needed. If this device could convince me that washing dishes was fun, it could perhaps convince me that latex was my thing. While I would be a maid, enabling this kink would maybe make it more tolerable.
The other thing I found was that each kink had a sub-menu called "conditioning." That sounded scary, but there was a short description that explained what it was for. The SusceptGear was supposed to take me into a deeper trance for a determined amount of time to enforce the kink into my subconscious. I thought about it, and it was probably a good idea to use it to get over my dislike of latex, at least it was worth a try.
That aside, I was not the only one who was preparing for this little maid game. Now that Brian knew I was going to do some of the house cleaning, if not all of it, he decided to go extreme and stop doing anything around the house to show me how bad it would get without attention.
Dishes piled up, dust accumulated, clothes took over the place, and I wouldn't even mention the bathrooms. Brian thought it was funny only because he knew I was the one generating this uncontrollable chaos.
The thought that I would have to clean everything by myself and maintain it made me quite nervous. What was I doing to myself? I also had an opposite emotion; I was seriously looking forward to how fun this was going to be.
The only thing that was missing to get started was my uniform.
A few hours later, the box finally arrived, but they had left the package in front of the door. Because it was too cold, I forced Brian to bring it inside the house for me. He didn't argue since he was way more excited than me about this; he didn't have my latex reluctance. He grabbed a knife and walked up to the box, but I stopped him in his tracks.
"Hey! What do you think you are doing?"
"Well, I want to see your new uniform."
"No! That is not the plan!"
"Is there a plan?"
"Yes... I worked hard to configure the SusceptGear the way I wanted. Tomorrow you are going to work, and you will think about me wearing this latex suit all day. I will welcome you as a maid when you come back home. Only then you can play with me."
"Really? You don't even want to try it tonight?"
"No! And on top of that, you can't touch me anymore until you come back from work tomorrow."
"What? Ha, come on, Mia! That's just cruel."
I knew it would drive him nuts. This little curveball of mine was direct retaliation for his decision to stop cleaning the house for two weeks in a row. This was a nice excuse to hide my desire to try the device by myself first, if everything went well, only then I would be ready to "serve" Brian.
It was a lot of fun to turn into a real bitch for the rest of the day. I sexually teased him so much by giving a blowjob to my banana while moaning, walked around naked, I even masturbated next to him while we were watching a movie. Tomorrow night, when he would come back from work, I was going to get it hard.
***
"See you tonight, little maid."
"Nooo! You can't kiss me!"
"Haha. Have a great day."
It was not fair; I was not fully awake, and he took the opportunity to kiss me on the cheek before leaving for work. Ah, well, I would overlook this minor infraction this time around. The clock indicated 7 am, time to prepare a fun day.
I took a shower, had a small breakfast, and then brought the box containing my latex uniform upstairs to empty the content on our bed. A strong smell of latex reached my nose, which made me cringe.
"Aaah, I remember now, I don't like this smell at all, it stinks. Anyway, I said I was going to do it, so I will. It won't kill me."
Even if I didn't like the material, the uniform he picked for me was pretty cute. The bra, panties, and long stockings were black with white latex frills, and the dress itself was beautiful. It had long sleeves, a high neck, and a skirt that was just long enough to hide my butt cheeks. The white frills at the edge of the dress, around the cuffs and the neck, would match the small white latex apron and headband.
"Alright, let's do this, Brian is so going to love it."
I undressed completely, tossing my clothes on the floor out of habit, and grabbed the latex panties. I climbed into them and pulled them up; they were snug and warm, but it felt odd. Same with the bra, which fitted me perfectly, but I sure wasn't loving the way latex was gripping me.
Next to go on were the latex stockings. I wasn't used to wearing things like this, so it took a while to put them on. I guess I didn't have a proper technique. I pinched my skin more than once during the process.
What I saw in the full-length mirror was not unpleasant at all, though. There was not a chance in the world Brian could resist me, and I would undoubtedly get fucked hard.
Then I turned to the rubber dress.
"Ah! It smells like a car tire. Ah, well, not much I can do about that now. It's my fault for not telling Brian in the first place."
I unzipped the back and climbed in it. As I was trying to pull it up, it kept sticking to my stocking, panties, and bra, creepily crackling like latex do. My hairless arms slid inside the long loose sleeves until my hands popped out at the ends.
I pulled my collar up and wriggled a bit to settle the uniform correctly. I reached the back zipper and...
"This is hard ... The torso is so tight..."
It was quite a challenge to bring the two edges of the zipper together and slide the tab up. When it finally reached my upper back, it smoothly went all the way up to the neck. My fingers felt a little something around the neck area.
"Oh, yeah. I forgot about that. Brian wanted the dress to be lockable. Maybe it could be fun to program the SusceptGear to make me forget where the key is if I were to padlock it. Hehe."



I looked at myself in the mirror while wrapping the latex apron around my thin waist and placing the cute headband on top of my head. Even though I had an aversion to the texture and the smell, I always loved dressing up in sexy costumes. I had this playful side that I enjoyed very much.
"Ah, yes, the shoes... Can't forget the shoes."
Curiously, and thankfully, Brian had chosen a pair of shiny black Mary Jane flats, which was surprising because he usually loved it when I wore high heels. He said those would be much more comfortable if I were to work around the house. That was a good point, but he still could have chosen something more slutty since I had permitted him.
Now fully dressed up, I went to my laptop and connected the SusceptGear to it.
"Alright, I think all is good... The timer will turn the gear off at noon so I can grab a bite to eat and correct things as necessary before starting my afternoon. My latex kink is enabled, and the deep conditioning is scheduled, set for 11 am. Since I have no clue how it works, so a 30 minutes run should be enough. Everything else is pretty generic maid duty stuff. Brian is set as my Master, and he has top priority on everything else. He is going to have a lot of fun with me later, I guess."
It was pointless to review the rest. I have been over everything multiple times already in the past few days. Most features were disabled; I didn't want any bad surprises from this powerful device. If everything worked well, I would just wander around and randomly find things to do as a Maid.
I disconnected the SusceptGear, turned it on, and placed it on my head before going back to my bedroom. My excitement was a bit hard to contain.
"It's all going to be fine and fun... I'm sure of it."
I put the remote on the nightstand and pressed the button with my finger. The SusceptGear beeped, and the good relaxing feeling I loved so much flooded my mind. All my anxiety and stress faded as if I were getting in a nice and warm relaxing bath.
Considering the dirty state of our house, I expected to start working right away, but I was more concerned about my clothing. I inspected myself and made sure I was wearing my rubber uniform as I was supposed to. Once I confirmed it was the case, I felt relieved and happy. I noticed the latex kink selection was doing its job; the uniform felt better on my skin.
My eyes then turned to the bed, and as expected, I got a strong urge to make it. All my concerns and thoughts were gone, and I focused on my task to accomplish it correctly. It went even better than last time, I was apparently learning.
After this, I picked my clothes from the floor and was curiously good at telling which ones needed to go to the laundry basket or go back to the closet.
What I liked so far was that I didn't feel rushed. I was doing things slowly and very well. I was not keeping track of time. Without the gear, I would never have spent that much time on folding clothes. My mind was calm, and I just wanted to do my job well.
A few more tasks later, I headed to the guest bedroom, and unhappy with what I was seeing, I stripped the bed and made it again from scratch; bed making was a serious business to me today.
My next stop of the morning was the bathroom. There were an innumerable amount of things I had to do in there. Earlier, when I reviewed the job list for that room in the software, I granularly went through each and made sure I provided detailed instructions on how to perform them well.
I worked in the bathroom until I felt compelled to stop everything I was doing. For some reason, I was getting very tired, and I didn't know why. I walked around, looking left and right, trying to find an appropriate place to rest; I was a bit in a hurry. My closing eyes landed on the chair in the office, and I quickly sat in it.
"Why... am... I... so tired?"
Everything went dark; I couldn't keep my eyes open any longer and fell deep asleep.
***
A moment later, I emerged from slumber, still sitting on the office chair. The first thing I wanted to do was rub my hands on my latex body. As I did so, a powerful sexual wave traveled through my body.
"Mmmm..."
I loved latex so much all of a sudden, and I didn't know why. Still half-asleep, I couldn't think straight, but I knew I had been a good girl and did something right. A feeling of pride and happiness was pulsing in my chest.
"Oh... I have to finish cleaning the bathroom."
Even though I could have stayed in the office, caressing my body all day, I had to resume my maid duty. Since the last thing I was working on was the bathroom, I trotted back there and kept working for a while longer.
At noon, my SusceptGear beeped and turned off automatically as planned. Standing in front of the toilet with a brush in my hand, I was very confused. Slowly, all the memories since I had activated the SusceptGear came back to me. As the seconds passed, I remembered more... everything.
"Oh, my God! What a rush... I'm so in trouble now. It was so ridiculously amazing."
Before even assessing the experience, I gave it a rating of fifteen out of ten. I needed more of the same and soon.
I looked around the bathroom, and it was so clean. The shower was spotless; there was no facial hair in the sink; the mirror looked brand new. I walked through the guest and master bedrooms to find them in perfect condition. I was so damn proud of myself for doing such a great job. Brian wouldn't believe it.
Now that I was myself again, I understood that the latex conditioning session I had scheduled was what had caused me to pass out. It didn't happen the way I expected, but it totally worked for me. The fact I felt tired and looked for a place to rest was such a natural thing to do. I was such a perfect way to initiate it.
My interest in latex was now fading, but after the conditioning, it had felt so incredible, so sexual. I knew I had to explore the conditioning feature again soon.
"Alright, time to eat something. I must play maid again this afternoon. It was so darn fun."
***
I made myself a sandwich and was eating it in front of my laptop while preparing for my next session.
The first thing I did was to remove my ability to stop the device. I was very confident that it was safe, and Brian could just end my session when he would want the real me back after having his fun.
Then there was the conditioning. My experience had been so mind-blowing that I had to try it again right away. I scheduled an hour-long latex conditioning at 3 pm to kill some time and rest.
I also created a trigger that would push me to give Brian a blowjob as soon he would set foot in the house around 5 pm. I loved to give him blowjobs at any time of the day or night, so I didn't need blowjob conditioning for that.
As I was quickly finishing my sandwich, I decided to experiment with one last thing today; a minor one, really. I would make the device auto-activate at 1 pm. It was more a test than anything because I was going to activate it around that time anyway; perhaps it could be useful for future scenarios.
I uploaded the changes and put the SusceptGear back on my head. I had a few more minutes to wait before the auto-activation, so I kept digging through the software to learn more.
"This software is so cool... It gives me so many twisted ideas. Brian got the best girlfriend in the whole universe!"
Yes, I was cute, smart, sexually open-minded, and creative. Maybe Brian would end up regretting having purchased this device. I didn't even want to imagine what would have happened if it had worked on him first. Perhaps he would have turned into my sex slave or something. In the end, I was very glad it had worked on me and not on him.
I browsed the software some more; the list of kink was indeed infinite. There were feet fetish, bondage, pain, asphyxia, nipple torture... Name it, and it was there, some more extreme than the other.
One thing I wasn't sure about was how it would impact me in the long run. I had loved the short latex conditioning, but when my maid session ended, it had just faded away. I was a bit bugged by this because I had hoped the good cleaning habits would stick even when I was no longer a maid, but it may not work that way; it was too early to tell.
I kept browsing a bit more, daydreaming about what I would like to try next, but it was kind of driving me nuts, so I went back to my overview tab listing my current settings and scheduled tasks.
"Okay, I'll just go wait on my bed instead of fantasizing like an idiot... Hey... Wait... That's not right... Oh, Shoot!
Good thing I noticed this. I had made a mistake, and my latex conditioning session was set to run for three hours instead of one, and the start time was 1 pm instead of 3 pm; I had inadvertently inverted the values. The 30 minutes this morning was intense enough, three hours would probably turn me into a rubber slut or something.
I should have removed the device from my head right away instead of analyzing my mistakes. I heard beeping, and my SusceptGear automatically engaged, sending me straight back to my peaceful maid world. I just had time to look at the time on my screen; it was indicating 1 pm.
"Oh noooo! I have to... stop... I..."
My hands rushed to my head to pull the device off, or at least switch it off... but my hands froze when I tried to do so. I was maybe in a light trance, but I knew exactly why it was doing that. It was the setting preventing me from turning it off; there was no getting out of this.
Then the conditioning started...
"So tired ... mmmm... I... I can't..."
I couldn't keep my eyes open, so I naturally sank into my chair and fell into a deep sleep.
***
Three hours later, I emerged from my forced nap slowly, very confused, and unsure where I was.
"Aaaaan! Mmmm! So... So good... Mmmmm!"
The only thing I was not confused about was that I LOVED latex ... it was brutal... The sound, the smell, the texture of it... I wanted more. I lifted my skirt and rubbed it on my face like a maniac.
I was so sexually turned on, yet, it never occurred to me that I could have masturbated to let the steam out. I was in absolute sexual agony, drooly tongue out, rubbing and squeezing my latex uniform. This rubber bliss lasted for a good fifteen minutes.
After that, despite my uncontrollable latex arousal, my maid programming took priority, and I returned to work. It was already 4 pm, and I had not even done a fraction of what I expected to do in terms of cleaning. I spent the rest of the time in the bathroom; apparently, there were a few more tasks the program wanted me to perform in that small room. I worked even slower than usual, distracted by my continuous rubber bliss.
When I finally finished everything I had to do in the bathroom. I fell on my knees and got turned on by latex again. I just couldn't stop caressing my body.
And that is when Brian decided to show up out of nowhere, discovering my little rubber show with a puzzled look on his face.
"Mia? Oh, my God! What are you doing?"
"Aaaanh! I... I love it so much... The latex uniform!"
"Haha. I see that... you look so turned on and..."
Brian didn't have a chance to finish his sentence when I got hit by another strong desire; I needed to give my Master a blowjob right away. I pounced on him like a wildcat, and it took me half a second to undo his belt and pull his pants down. Before he could even get hard, I started sucking on his cock with passion.
"AAAh! Mia! Holy crap! You are so into it..."
"Mmm... Master! Mmmm!"
At this moment, giving a blowjob and wearing latex was my entire world, and I didn't care about the why. I had never enjoyed something that much in my life, and hearing Brian moaning made me so happy.
After a bit more sucking, he carried me to the bedroom and laid down on the bed. It was a more comfy place for me to perform my duty.
"I love it so much! It's so good!"
"I don't know how you programmed your headgear, Mia, but it works for me. You are amazing."
"Mmmm!"
It didn't take much longer before he came inside my throat. Even though I finished him, I didn't want to stop sucking.
"Hey, Mia! Stop! Stop! I came!"
"Mmm! But I want more!"
"No, no! Stop. Haha. Come here, you little nymphomaniac."
"Yes, master."
I reluctantly abandoned the cock, giving it a few more licks, and went to rest my head on Brian's shoulder.
"That was insane. Is it something you added to the SusceptGear?"
"I don't know. I just love giving blowjobs. It's so good!"
"I can tell... and this uniform looks amazing on you."
"I LOVE latex... I... I love it."
"That much? I thought you weren't too sure if you liked it or not, you didn't seem thrilled at all."
"AaaanH! It turns me on so much..."
I kept running my hands on my rubber covered body, not paying too much attention to what Brian was talking about; I just needed more of this feeling.
"Geez, if you feel that way, we will have to get you more."
"Yes, please. Mmm..."
"So, the cleaning didn't work well. It's still a landfill downstairs. You didn't do any cleaning?"
"I did the bedrooms and upstairs bathroom."
"It took you all day to do that."
"Mmmm... I don't know... I worked hard..."
"Okay, hehe. I'll ask you again when you are yourself."
"I'm Mia, your maid."
"Hehe... I don't know if you'll remember this, but you are so cute when you are all confused."
"Can I give you another blowjob, Master? I would love it."
***
I sounded like a broken record for the next 30 minutes until Brian had enough and decided to switch off my SusceptGear. As usual, it took a moment, but all the memories returned to me, and everything I had done was now crystal clear in my mind. My face turned beet red when I recalled how cock hungry I was an instant ago.
I also remembered what had happened to me, mainly the fantastic conditioning sessions. I didn't want to tell Brian about those, at least not yet. He would probably take my laptop away from me.
My crazy love for latex slowly died down, but not entirely. After three hours of conditioning, it would probably take a while before the residual effects faded.
After dinner, he turned my SusceptGear back on, and I was his cute latex maid again. Seeing me in my cute uniform turned him on so much, I could tell by the way he made love to me three times in a row. As a maid, I felt so happy that my Master was getting so much pleasure out of me. We had such a fantastic playful evening.
Around bedtime, he released me and helped remove my latex outfit; I was a bit exhausted. We took a sexy shower together and ended up cuddling each other to sleep. That was pretty much how my first day as a maid went.
It had been unarguably better than watching cat videos all day.
***
When I woke up the next morning, I was feeling a bit strange; a bit too naked perhaps.
"Mmmm... What's going on with me... Why am I so anxious?"
Brian would have loved to skip work today, but it was not something he could afford to do. As a teacher for big enterprises, too many people relied on him. He had left a moment ago, and I was not sure what I would do today. I would probably play with the SusceptGear some more, or maybe take a break from it? Yesterday was rather intense. Perhaps that was why I felt a bit jittery this morning.
I went to fetch my laptop and the high tech tiara and brought them back to my bed.
"I spent a lot of time looking at this software, and I always find new things. It's nuts how complete and customizable it is."
Yesterday I had a lot of fun despite my little mishap with the conditioning schedule. It put me asleep for a full three hours, but I didn't get harmed or anything. I just felt super horny because I loved latex so much. This morning, I still remembered this pleasant moment; I would not mind getting back in my latex uniform right now.
And I did just that. I went to get my bundle of latex and turned myself back into this cute erotic maid. As soon as the rubber covered my skin, my anxiety vanished, confirming that the conditioning hadn't all faded away overnight.
"It seems like the conditioning is slowly working its way in. Hehe. Just yesterday, I remember the smell was bugging me, but now I love it. It would be awesome if I were to develop a permanent love for latex. Brian would be thrilled that I adopted his little interest. That is a good goal."
I decided it would be a much better use of my time to have fun with the device instead of spending my day watching cat videos. There was no way I would take a break from it today, not after such a positive experience. I went back to my laptop and started programming my day.
"Now that I know conditioning is harmless, I feel less scared to use it. My extended session didn't cause any ill effects."
In the task scheduler, I added an hour-long latex conditioning session at 10 am and another of the same length at 3 pm.
"This time, it is only ONE hour... HA!"
I looked at the list of kinks and searched for another one I would like to try while I was a maid. Choosing was not an easy task. There were tons I was interested in, but it was a different thing to commit to trying them. Latex was a straightforward one; it was just clothing. But if I were to select something like breast torture... I feared it would change something deeper inside me.
After 10 minutes of aimless browsing, I opened a subcategory named "SusceptGear behaviors."
"Aaah! That's cool. Those are conditionings that affect my behaviors toward the device."
Those were not kinks but more like general add-ons. They wouldn't run on a schedule like the kinks conditioning. Instead, they would be lightly ongoing as long as the SusceptGear was activated. I guess they wouldn't put me to sleep either.
The first one I liked was "Activation desire." It was self-explanatory. After being conditioned with this one, I would feel the urge to put SusceptGear on if I were not wearing it. That was kind of hot, and I was wondering how hard it would be to resist. I enabled it because I liked the little challenge. Brian would be around to rescue me, so it was low risk.
"Oh! This one too is hot!"
My eyes landed on "Conditioning desire." Apparently, this one would give me a desire to be conditioned more often and longer. I became more turned on when I thought about myself trying to resist adding various kinks conditioning that I was not too sure about. I giggled and enabled it.
"Okay, I should probably stop adding more. This is still new to me, and I shouldn't overdo it... Oh! What's this one?"
I cocked my head as I was reading it...
"Orgasm Denial? What the hell? I don't want less orgasms... I want more. I like cumming! Oh... wait... While not wearing the SusceptGear, the subject will become more and more aroused but will be unable to cum. For some reason, that is very appealing. I need to add it to my list. Man, this section is so awesome!"
I was slowly discovering that my interests were probably more mental than physical. Yes, I was curious about kinks in general, but those controlling suggestions were doing it much more to me. Activation desire and Orgasm denial were working hand in hand. I just wanted to know how it felt to have an urge to wear the device. I could always stop them if they were too annoying.
I got out of the menu and reviewed my overview before uploading the routine to my SusceptGear. I would not make the same mistake twice.
"Removal of the device, disabled."
"One hour of latex conditioning at 10 am."
"One hour of latex conditioning at 3 pm."
"Activation desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Conditioning desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Orgasm denial, ongoing conditioning."
"That sounds about right. At the end of the day, I would like latex just a bit more and would have tested a few minor features. I will have plenty of time for my maid duty, which is the whole point of being a maid. If I can do a bit more cleaning, Brian will be happy."



I placed the device on my head and looked at the clock. There was still 45 minutes to go before 10 am, I would be able to do a bit of work prior to the first conditioning session. I pressed the remote button... There was a fun day ahead of me.
It always felt so good when the SusceptGear activated. If I were to get addicted to something, it would be to the relaxing feeling it was providing me with. It was as if all my worries evaporated and I could be myself for a little while, without a care in the world.
The first thing I did, of course, was to make the bed. Once more, I would have given myself a perfect score so much I did a good job. Then, my deep desire to get started with the cleanup downstairs led me to the house's dirtiest floor.
When I reached the bottom of the stairs, my mind went to overdrive; I could only see chaos. Brian was right, it was mostly my things everywhere, and now, as a maid, I would pay the price for my legendary laziness.
The gear took care of the thinking for me. I was happy just to follow along. I learned from my short experience that everything was easier if I allowed the device to guide me without resisting. Since I trusted the SusceptGear was not harmful, I was comfortable letting it control me; it wouldn't force me to drink detergent or anything like that.
One thing I noticed was that I operated very granularly. I was putting a pair of socks in the laundry basket, then dusted the console table, then washed a few dishes. It was inefficient, and I did everything very slowly, but it was a step forward. Perhaps if the environment had not been as messy, my priorities wouldn't have been this confused.
Then I let out a long yawn.
"Aaaah! Conditioning time..."
Oddly enough, I recognized it this time around and was looking forward to it. I went to the couch, curled on it like a kitten, and drifted away.
***
"Aaaanh! I love latex so much..."
This small session turned me on again. The crackling latex made me so aroused that it took me a good 15 minutes to get off my butt and return to work, as inefficiently as before, with the high arousal not helping. But I didn't care because I was happy to be a good maid.
Around lunchtime, the SusceptGear changed my priorities. I went to the fridge and prepared myself a snack. For that task, I was relying almost solely on my knowledge. I would say it went reasonably well, but as I was eating, I couldn't stop thinking about my next scheduled conditioning session. The next couple of hours would feel very long.
After I finished my food, I resumed work. If I continued like this, Brian would maybe notice a difference. That would be a first since we were living together. It was thrilling to think I would finally contribute. This hypno-device was a lifesaver.
The wait for the next conditioning session wasn't as painful as I expected. I kept thinking about it, but since the dirty state of the place occupied me, the anticipation didn't bug me that much.
When 3 pm rolled by, my eyelids got very heavy, which made me smile. I sat at the kitchen table and laid my head on my arm and traveled to dreamland once more.
***
"Mmmm So good... aaanh!"
It was groundhog day every time I woke up from conditioning. I loved my latex uniform more than anything else in the world. After a bit of self-adoration, I returned to work. Those long breaks energized me. I briefly thought that I should do more conditioning sessions, or perhaps make them a bit longer.
Around 5 pm, as expected, Brian came back from work. Today, I had not programmed myself to jump on him for a blowjob, so I just continued to wash my dishes as if everything was normal.
"Hi Mia! Oooh, look at you doing the dishes."
"Yes, Master!"
"Did you have a good day, playing with your SusceptGear?"
"I love it, Master."
"Hehe, good! I see that you made a bit of progress here. Good job!"
"Thank you, Master!"
"Hey, I want to talk to you normally, where is the remote?"
"I'm not sure..."
"Hehe, you always forget where it is. I'll go take a shower, and I'll be back."
Thirty minutes later, Brian came back, shirtless, and deactivated my SusceptGear. He gave me a minute or two to get my bearings together as all the memories from my session flowed back. Then I jumped in his arms.
"Brian! It was such a great day! Did you see all the work I did?"
"It's not bad, still a lot to do, though."
"Aaah, just be happy for me! It was hard work."
"I am! I'm very proud of you. So, how is it going with the device? You are not losing your mind yet?"
"Nope, it's entertaining, and there are no ill effects as far I can tell."
"I'm glad to hear. I like your brain a lot. I don't want you to damage it. And what about your maid uniform? You are not sick of it?"
"I LOVE IT! You have no idea. Wearing it turns me on so much."
"Hehe, I still find this fishy, I remember you told me in the past that latex wasn't your thing, that's why I never insisted."
"I guess I was wrong. I love it now! A lot. And I'm not faking to make you happy. Want proof?"
"Not sure how you can prove it to me, but sure."
His last comment made me smile. I grabbed his hand and guided it to my rubber panties. Maybe I shouldn't have done that because my arousal spiked like crazy when his fingers rubbed against my pussy.
"Mia, you are burning hot down there."
"I know... don't you want to enjoy me a bit."
"You leave me no choice, hehe. Come on upstairs, right now!"
"Wait... I... I would like you to activate my device."
"Later, maybe, you are excited enough as it is right now. Come on."
"O... Okay..."
I would have loved him to activate my SusceptGear, but he was right. His touch and my love for latex had already started my engine. Extra stimulation would have been unnecessary. I wasn't too sure why I even asked.
We went to the bedroom, and before I knew it, I was on my back, with no panties, and Brian was fucking me. It felt so good. Better and better. His love for the latex maid I was pushed him to the edge pretty quickly. He was about to cum, but I was nowhere close, so he changed tactics. He went down to my pussy and started eating it. I couldn't complain one bit; he was doing a great job, and I was in heaven.
"Aaaaaanh! Aaaan! Just like that! It's so good."
"You are such a tasty maid. Are you getting close?"
"Mmmm!"
I didn't want to answer that. I started to understand what was happening to me, and I had difficulties believing it. Could the orgasm denial conditioning have worked that quick? I was not sure what my expectations were, but I thought it would be a gradual thing, and maybe after a few weeks I would have started to get a bit more aroused and have difficulty to cum, not after one day only.
"Aaaanh! Brian... Please fuck me again... you can cum as much as you want, but I'm not sure it's going to happen for me today."
"Oh? Are you okay?"
"Oh, yes. I love what you are doing. Don't worry. It's just one of those days. But if you don't cum inside me, I'll be super mad at you."
"Hehe, okay. I won't say no to that offer."
Brian restarted to fuck me, a bit harder this time. We kissed a lot while he was building his climax. It felt fantastic, and I genuinely moaned like a nymphomaniac, I just couldn't cum at all even if I tried to relax and let the climax build.
My reward for being so much into it was a nice load of warm cum, filling my womb. I loved every minute of our lovemaking, even if I hadn't managed to cum. Hypno-device or not, it was not the first time this happened. It was okay not to be able to cum every time, and I knew it was better not to try to fake it or force it. Perhaps it didn't even have anything to do with conditioning.
While Brian cooked our dinner, I later stayed in the bedroom and tried to make myself cum with my most powerful vibrator. For thirty minutes, I worked hard at it, but it only got me more aroused.
"Crap... I'll try again tomorrow. It can't be the hypnosis device, hehe. That's almost impossible."
I reluctantly traded my uniform for a cute little nightgown. It didn't feel as good as it used to be. To be honest with myself, I wanted to wear my latex uniform again, but it was enough for the day. That urge was simply the aftereffect of the conditioning, and it was not dangerous. I put the rubber outfit away in the closet and went downstairs to eat with Brian.
I sat my sexy butt on the comfy dining chair, and Brian brought our steamy plates. He gave me a little kiss on the head and joined me.
"Hehe. Your SusceptGear is very cute, Mia, but you can take it off, you know."
"Oops... I forgot... it's so light. I didn't even feel it."
"It's okay, I guess you are just very excited about your new toy."
"I am. It helped me accomplish many tasks during the past two days."
"That's very good. But to me, it feels a bit strange to see you do work around the house."
"Yeah, I was thinking that too. I feel a bit ashamed now that I'm the one cleaning up my mess. You did all that work because of me for so long."
Brian wrapped his hand around the back of my neck and pulled me in a kiss.
"Don't worry about it. I didn't mind. I'm just glad you found a way to help, that's all."
"Hey, Brian. I wanted to ask you something."
"Sure? What is it?"
"I know you love latex, but do you have other kinks you'd like to try with me?"
"Mmm, maybe. But I don't want you to think that you have to try them because of me. I like you as is."
"I know you do. I just feel like trying new things. So, tell me..."
"Well, I wouldn't mind a bit of bondage. I think it would be hot to give you a good spanking too, but I know if I did, you would rip my heart out and eat it."
"Hehe, maybe. Nah, I'll think about it a bit and let you know if I want to try. I just want to discover more about what I like. Like, the latex uniform, I didn't think I would love it that much."
"Sure thing, but don't feel pressured, okay? What I love is Mia, not her kinks. Those are extras."
The rest of the evening was uneventful. We watched a movie, but I couldn't focus on it at all. My horniness just wouldn't go down, and to make it worse, I kept thinking a lot about wearing my SusceptGear again and programming my next conditioning sessions with Brian's suggestions.
We went to bed not too late, and we made love again. Same as earlier, I was dying of pleasure, but I just couldn't cum. Brian, on his side, was delighted with my performance and unusual moans. My attempt to cum resulted in me asking him for more sex. Apparently, my desperate "bitch in heat" behavior turned him on very much. Despite my frustration, it was a great deal of fun for both of us. Perhaps this was the first concrete sign that our sex life leveled up due to the SusceptGear.
As we were cuddling quietly, Brian decided to tell me what he wanted to discuss earlier when he got back from work.
"Mia, I'm leaving on Saturday for a full week. I'm going to Montreal to give training. Our guy who was supposed to give it just quit. I have to replace him."
"Aww, really? Tomorrow is Friday. It is such a short notice. Can't you at least take tomorrow off then?"
"Sorry I can't. But I'll make sure to do the groceries for you. It's freezing outside. You probably won't survive the cold temperature."
"Well, thanks. At least I won't die of starvation."
"You'll be fine. You have your new toy to keep you company, I expect to see a perfectly clean house when I come back."
"Is that a challenge?"
"I guess it is. Hehe. And you better send me selfies of you wearing that latex suit."
I nuzzled Brian's neck. I didn't want him to go, but I knew it was part of his job. One week wasn't very long anyway; he had made some longer trips in the past.
As I was trying to fall asleep despite my increasing arousal, in my head, I started planning my week alone as a maid. Wearing the SusceptGear and experiencing some pleasant conditioning would be much more fun than being bored for a whole week.
"I want to cum so badly... Can you fuck me one more time before we sleep?"
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Feliformia - Chapter 10 - The cookie of love
"Aaaanh! Aaannnh! Mark! Aannh!"
It was one of those mornings when I just really wanted to fuck Kitty's brain out. Actually, for the past two days, we have been at it non-stop. Erika and Syr were not around, so I got my small pink latex catgirl for me alone.
"Aaaannh!"
Since my birthday, my love for Kitty reached new highs, and I couldn't keep my hands off her. Having her hogtied on the bed allowed me to take her from behind, and there was nothing she could do to stop me. That said, her moans were proof enough that she didn't want to do such a thing.
"Aanh! Mark... I'm about to cum... again! Aaaannh!"
"Well, we can't let that happen..."
I flipped the small cat around, and now it was her face that was at my crotch level. She offered no resistance when I pushed my cock inside her mouth; it was not the first time of the session. Her throat was already well relaxed and allowed me to go as deep and fast as I wanted.
"Mmmpphh"
"Sorry? I didn't get that."
"Mmmpphh"
It felt so good. I moved in and out of her head, enjoying the warm sensation of her wet tongue. One of the things she enjoyed recently was when I stayed inside her throat for longer and longer, making it impossible for her to breathe. It was all part of her desire to lose control over what was done to her. While in bondage, she couldn't say or do anything to make me pull out, and that turned her on quite a bit.
Since we were not controlling her bladder or her stomach anymore, those occasional breathplay sessions were making her very happy. She needed that rush from time to time.
"Gaarrlll!"
"What was that noise, Kitty? I better keep it in for a bit longer since you seem to enjoy it that much."
She couldn't breathe anymore. I explored her body while her little lungs began to struggle for air. Her whole body covered in pink latex was as attractive as ever. Those built-in cushy mitts encasing her hands were just the best; it made it so much easier to control her. This time around, I cuffed her ankles and wrist and connected them behind her back. I always loved to see her restricted this way; I've never been too sure if it was because I liked it or because her happiness was contagious. No matter the reason, it was working for both of us.
She was wriggling quite a bit now. Unsure of how long it has been since I prevented her from obtaining fresh air, my attention was suddenly drawn to my phone vibrating on the nightstand. I pulled out of Kitty's mouth to pick it up; it was Erika.
"Aaaaaaaaah! AaaaaaanH!"
"Shhh! Kitty, I need to answer."
"Aaanh!"
I placed my cock back inside Kitty's throat since she wouldn't keep quiet, then answered the call.
"Hey, Erika!"
"Hey, Mark! Syr and I are back at my place. Do you guys still want to come visit this morning?"
"Yeah, sure, I really want to come. Kitty too."
Of course, she didn't know where my dick was at the moment, so she didn't get my bad joke. Kitty was suffocating and was trying to find a way to pull away from me, but Erika just continued talking casually, unaware of the impact she had on Kitty's faith.
"Okay, I'll text you the address, it is not too far from your place. I'm sure you'll like it."
"We will see. We haven't decided anything yet."
"I know. But just try to be open to the idea. That's all I'm asking."
"I'm always open. We will talk about it later anyway. I have to go back to Kitty now."
Kitty was struggling more and more, so I had to keep my hand behind her head to prevent her from twisting and turning. She managed to get a bubbly sound out, somehow.
"Ggarrrll!"
"Mark? What are you doing to her?"
"Nothing... But I have to go. I'll see you soon."
"Okaaay! Love you."
"Love you too."
I finally pulled out of Kitty's mouth, and she gasped loudly for air. It was better to let her breathe a little bit before she passed out on me. I flipped her around again and restarted the pussy fucking, harder this time. We needed to conclude this and go.
"Aaanh! Mark! Aaaaah!"
"Hold on, Kitty, I'm almost done. You are so hot."
"Aaanh! I know! Mmm."
I kept pounding her for a while longer. For some reason, this was a good day for me. Even if I wanted to cum badly, my orgasm was building much slower than usual. Perhaps fucking two girls all the time was teaching me to be more confident and enjoy more what I was doing instead of worrying about my performance. That said, Kitty was still an orgasm machine; there was no way she could drain out before me; it had never happened and never would.
But eventually, all good things had to come to an end; I fired my load deep inside Kitty. We were both panting happily, and I kept moving slowly in and out while trying to recover. I grabbed the remote vibrator waiting on the bed next to us and made a quick swap; I pushed it in between her legs, preventing my cum from leaking out, and I zipped her crotch up. She always liked that kind of dirty extra that didn't make much sense.
I removed her cuffs and laid down next to her. Usually, it meant she would crawl on top of me to rest on my chest, but this time, she went to my crotch. She started sucking on my softening member as if she didn't have enough yet.
"Mmm Kitty. Are you still turned on that much?"
"Yes!"
"Hehe, but we need to go visit Erika now. Want to take a shower with me before going?"
"No! I'm going as is."
"You do know your crotch is full of cum, right?"
"So what? You don't think it is hot?"
What could I answer to this? Of course, it was hot, but usually, she didn't act this dirty. I kind of wondered what was up with her today.
"Kitty, if you keep sucking me, you'll damage me."
"It's fine. If I break you, I have Erika."
"She doesn't have a cock."
"She can buy a strap-on. We talked about it."
"Hehe. A strap-on? Now I would like to see you two using that in front of me."
"I know you would. Meow! That's why we talked about it."
"Alright, cathead. Let's go."
"No!"
"Kitty... Don't start."
"No! Cum inside me once more, then we can go."
***
Forty-five minutes later, we were almost at our destination. I had my shower, but Kitty was dead serious. She wanted to go as is, dressed up as a pink latex cat with her pussy filled with a couple of cum loads and plugged with her remote vibrator set on low. She moaned during the whole trip.
"Kitty, you are such a deviant girl today. Unbelievable."
"Yes. But you think it is hot. Didn't you want me to do it?"
"Yes, it is kind of hot, but I didn't ASK you to do it."
"It's fine. I will tell Erika that you forced me to do it, then watch the show."
"Kitty, you don't say that else you are going to sleep in your crate for a full week."
"Meow!"
We arrived near Erika's place. I knew the area, roughly, but I didn't realize how big the houses were around here. Kitty, who had been here once before, suddenly pointed at one of them with her rubber paw.
"379! That's the one there, on the corner, with the double-garage."
"What? No... It can't be. What the hell!"
It was one of the biggest houses on the street. By the look of it, it was worth a fortune compared to mine. One of the garage doors was open; in Erika's text, she said to park inside. She probably knew Kitty would come as a rubber cat and didn't want to risk attracting unnecessary attention. Her area was a fancy one and those nosy neighbors would complain about everything on a whim.
I parked the car, and the garage door closed behind us. Kitty and I got off and walked to the small interior door leading to the house. When we opened it, and Syr was there, fully dressed up as a maid, what was new, welcoming us with her usual bow.
"Welcome home, Master Mark!"
"Syr, this is not my house, you know?"
"I am aware. However, Erika said we should start playing with your perception right away to entice you to move here faster."
Syr had no filters; I loved it. Every time the girls tried to plot something behind my back, if Syr heard anything unusual, she would repeat it to me within a casual conversation.
She had a little serving tray in her hand with two glasses of tropical drinks of some sort. She gave one to me and one to Kitty. How thoughtful, Kitty had a straw in her glass so she wouldn't make a mess with her clumsy rubber paws.
"Follow me, Master Mark, Erika is waiting for you in the backyard."
It has been three weeks already since I met Syr on my birthday, and not once, she dropped her "Master Mark" formula. In her head, she was my maid, and that was the end of it. She never got out of character once, not even by accident. It was as if she was more and more serious about her role, and this was slowly making me lose hope that one day I could discover her real personality. Ah well, I liked her a lot as is. It was not as if she was doing anything wrong.
We followed her through the house until we reached the patio door. So far, everything here was terrific. It was very modern and CLEAN. I loved the open concept too; just the kitchen and living room were probably bigger than one full floor at my house.
But we weren't visiting right now; we were going straight to the owner waiting for us outside. Syr slid the heavy patio door open and let us go through first. As my brain couldn't comprehend how big the backyard was, a piercing scream reached my ears.
"Maaaark! Kittyyyyy! Yaaaay!"
"Hey, Erik... aaaah!"
Sometimes, I felt blessed by the Gods. Erika jogged toward us from the other side of the large inground pool, wearing nothing else than the smallest bikini ever, bright orange. She knew I was coming and this outfit was not a coincidence. While giving me a tight hug, she made sure to rub her whole body on me.
"What's up, Mark? You don't want to hug me back... or grab my naked butt?"
"You are trying to play with my head, right?"
"Yes. But I feel sexy wearing it too. So, welcome to my home. I'm so glad you finally came."
Kitty placed her sweet drink on the patio table and sat on one of the overly comfy chairs.
"Mark, we must move here!"
"Hey Kitty, chill a bit, okay? You know it's a sensitive topic."
Yeah, it was. After my birthday, when I heard Erika was determined to have us move to her house, I was not very impressed by her maneuver. We had a long discussion about this. As a starter, she had apologized because Syr was not supposed to tell me. But Syr being Syr, she didn't know the meaning of the word "secret," and she had spilled the beans too early.
But then, Erika quickly showed me that her intention was real. She told me her place was beautiful, had more room, and was fully paid off already. But then we ended up having a little argument when she used the word "better." Her place was apparently "better." It didn't go over too well with me. Even Kitty, who was part of the conversation, lost her smile on that one.
My house was maybe not the biggest, but it was OUR home. It was where Kitty and I fell in love and had so much fun over the past year. We didn't care about size or price tag, we were happy, and we honestly didn't need more than what we had to continue to be. We understood that love was by far the most important thing. On that night, we discovered Erika had a materialist side, but we were not ready to condemn her just because of that.
The topic was heavy. I discussed it with Kitty, one night, and we decided to at least listen to what Erika had to say. She was a brilliant lady; she wouldn't propose something unequivocally absurd. Therefore, Kitty came up with an excellent strategy to ease up the tension; I would go to the pub with Erika to get drunk and talk it out, and Kitty would visit Erika's house with Syr and report to me her first impression.
At the pub, things went as planned. The ambiance was just fantastic and helped us to have a frank chat. Erika explained to me that her love life had not been good in the past, and her bigger house was where she found happiness. It was a symbol of her abilities. A symbol that she didn't screw up her life. To pay off something that expensive this quickly was proof of her dedication and resolve, qualities I admired in her. She knew how to sacrifice herself to accomplish great things.
Her mistake had been to think it would be the same for us, that we would get an equivalent feeling of pride, and that it would make us happier. There had been no ill intention from her part, but she admitted her failed approach. Five beers were enough to forgive each other everything.
On my side, I also had to make amends. I should have tried to understand Erika better before reacting harshly. The opportunity she offered us was worth considering. It was incredibly generous and kind from her part to even consider sharing her precious house with us. We ended up on the lounge couch, making-out, until the waiter had to tell us to keep it a bit more civilized.
The next day, while Erika and I mended our headaches, Kitty spent the day with Syr, and they went to visit Erika's place. We knew Syr was living there too, but we didn't know why; mysteries were a recurring theme with this maid. When Kitty came back, she said something like, "We must move in!" and since then, she had been acting like a broken record.
And now we were here, in Erika's backyard, and we would make our final decision today. Hence the sexy bikini to influence my mind.
Erika grabbed my arm and pulled me away a bit to show me her backyard.
"See, this is the big heated pool. Over there, we have an intimate fire pit. That little roof in the corner is the BBQ area. Wait til Syr cooks you something on it, she is so good at it. Then the patio, of course, we eat on it all the time when it's warm enough. And that's the shed and more land that I don't know what to do with."
"This place sure is big."
"Oh! And did you notice? No neighbors can peek in my yard. I'm on a corner, and the giant hedges are blocking their views."
"It's nice, indeed. I'm not used to having this much space. It must be a lot of work to maintain."
"Syr takes care of all of it. We have a special arrangement, but honestly, she seems to love it. She happily takes care of the inside too."
"A special arrangement? Come on, Erika. Who is she?"
"You know I can't tell you."
"Well, that's not good enough. You are asking me to move in with Syr and you. I'm sure there is something you can tell me about her."
"Mmm... Okay, but promise me you won't tell her."
Why was Syr so much of a secret? Did she murder someone or something?
"I promise. You don't have to tell me everything, just enough so I have an idea of who I'm dealing with here."
"It started with a school program that caught my attention. It was to help students in need of a roof during their studies. I rented her a room during her first semester for cheap, and in exchange, she had to help me with house chores, like cutting grass, cleaning, etc."
"So, because you are a pervert, you enslaved her and turned her into a maid?"
"Mark! No! Stop! It's nothing like that. After a short while, she helped me so much that I decided not to charge her anymore. When she finished her program, she needed a place to work. She has her own small business, so I gave her a room for that, and she's been here since then. She became my best friend. She is different than everybody else I've met."
"So, how old is she then?"
"She just turned 21."
Her age was shocking to me. I knew she was younger than Kitty, but that much younger? With so many skills? That was unbelievable. I had so many questions, but I knew I shouldn't dig too deep out of respect for Syr. She was free to disclose whatever she wanted or not at her own discretion. What Erika told me was enough to make me feel at ease. I just dared to ask one more question.
"Did you have sex with her."
"MARK! NO!"
She punched me in the chest, making me lose my breath... That one hurt.
"Oops! I forgot I didn't have my cushy paws on. Anyway, you deserved it. Come on, let's go back to them now. And keep your mouth shut, else it will make her sad."
"Ooww! Okay, okay."
That was Erika. Impulsive, rough, and no remorse after hurting people physically when they deserved it. It was a healthy sign of our relationship, I suppose. When we walked back, I saw Kitty next to the pool, crouching and dipping one of her paw in the water as if she was trying to catch a fish. Syr was standing close to her. I didn't know what they were doing, but it gave me a brilliant idea. I placed my arm in front of Erika.
"Wait!"
"What? What's up?"
"Check this..."
I pulled my phone out of my pocket and went into the app controlling Kitty's remote vibrator. Erika saw what I was doing and smirked.
"Ah! Don't tell me it is inside her right now!"
"Oh, yes. She insisted."
I selected maximum power, and I tapped the start button. Two seconds later, the signal arrived in Kitty's crotch, and she let out a very strange yelp, her knees failed, and she fell face-first into the water. Erika and I started laughing... but faster than we could comprehend, Syr, fully dressed as a maid, jumped in the water right behind Kitty. Erika let out the same words as the ones that were forming in my brain.
"What the..."
We jogged to the pool, and Syr emerged with an arm around Kitty who was crying her lungs out.
"AAAH LET ME OUT! LET ME OUT! HELP! AAAAH!"
Then Syr screamed at me!
"MARK! SHUT IT OFF!"
I immediately went back to my phone to stop the remote vibrator. Erika and I were shaking in front of this unexpected scene.
Syr dragged Kitty to the pool steps and sat on them, holding the panicked catgirl in her arms, trying to calm her down.
"It's okay, Kitty. You are safe. You are safe. Calm down now. We are out of the water."
"Waaaaah!"
Syr rocked her reassuringly for a moment and looked at us with a frown.
"Why in the world would you do such a thing? She doesn't know how to swim!"
Erika and I looked at each other. She and I had NO idea Kitty couldn't swim. We felt so bad.
"Kitty? Are... Are you okay?" I asked.
"I... I got so scared."
"Well, I bet. I'm so sorry. We had no idea. How come you don't know how to swim?"
"I'm okay... I just never learned, is all."
Bold As ever, Erika didn't waste time and decided to beat the iron while it was hot.
"We will teach you!"
"What? NO! I CAN'T SWIM!"
"Yes, you can. Come on... If we don't do it now, you'll be scared forever. Syr, I'm sorry about your uniform."
Syr stood up and emptied the water from her shoes and wrung her apron. She didn't feel overly phased out by this event.
"Do not be concerned. It is just water. I do need to change, though. I will be back shortly."
"Well, Kitty, go with her. Syr, you have to come back wearing your swimsuit as well. Give one of mine to Kitty, like the pink one. She likes pink," Erika said.
"I cannot wear it. It would be inappropriate. Master Mark is here."
"Ah, so what? I don't know... keep your maid headband on or something."
Syr looked at me as if to seek my approbation, or perhaps hoping that I would side with her. This girl was so beautiful, even when wet. The thought of seeing her wearing a bikini was scary hot. If I were to get turned on around her, Erika would probably gut me like a fish. But... I liked cute girls... so...
"Alright, Syr... Bikini time!"
"... But... Master Mark..."
"Do as Erika said... We are all going to swim and have fun."
"... Understood. Please, come with me, Kitty.
Thankfully, I didn't think Erika picked on my corrupted move. She just walked to the pool and started to check the filters as if nothing happened. As for Kitty, she was almost dry already because of her latex skin, so she just followed Syr without saying a word. Poor thing, after her little adventure, she was probably very anxious.



Twenty minutes later, Kitty came back from the house. She traded her sexy latex suit for a tiny pink bikini. As usual, she was way shyer when she wasn't a catgirl. She still wasn't used to being this exposed around us. Walking straight to me with her arms open, all I could do was to catch her for a hug. This skin on skin action always felt right. I was only wearing a pair of black boxers since, in this world of girls, they didn't have any male swimsuits for me to borrow.
"Come on. Follow me."
"I'm scared."
"Yes, you are, it's normal. I promise, in a couple of hours, you will swim by yourself, and you'll enjoy it."
"I'm not sure about that."
"I tell you. Trust me."
I went down the pool steps with Kitty until she had water up to her bikini top. I pulled on her arms, and she fell forward.
"EEP!"
"Calm down, cathead. I'm holding you... just relax and kick your legs a bit... just try to get a feel for it."
"Come on, Kitty! You can do it!"
Erika was cheering for her from the pool's edge. For the next few minutes, I walked backward in the pool, trying to give Kitty some confidence. At least she started having a bit of fun with us, that was all we could ask from her after our earlier prank..
"Master Mark, your technique is flawed. Let me teach her."
"My technique is...?"
Syr arrived behind me, criticizing my teaching. I turned around to look at her, and when I saw what I saw, I totally dropped the ball on Kitty, and let her sink like a rock. Syr was wearing the sexiest black swimsuit I have ever seen and there was so much of her skin exposed. Two bands of stretchy fabrics were barely hiding her breasts and were held together by a series of laces and silver rings over her belly. Her crotch was covered just enough to tell that she was clean shaved down there.
"Master Mark! Kitty is drowning again. Stop looking at me and help her."
"... Who?... Oh! Damnit..."
I plunged my arms in the water and brought Kitty back to the surface. She didn't even have the reflex to stand up.
"Kaaah! Kaaah!"
"Are you ok?"
"Kaaah!... I... I think so..."
"Syr said she wants to teach you, are you ok with that."
"More than okay... Go swim with Erika if you want."
"Alright, Syr, she is aaaah!"
Syr and her sexy flesh met me in the pool; she was right next to me in all her splendor.
"Master Mark, do not look at me this way. It is embarrassing. Leave Kitty to me. She is in good hands."
"... Sorry... okay... sure."
I swam away in a hurry. Good thing that my lower half was underwater, I had something to hide; being this turned on by a girl was unreal. Her maid uniform had hidden such a perfect body for the past three weeks.
I met Erika, who was still sitting on the edge of the pool. As soon as I got close enough, she lifted her legs and placed them on top of my shoulders. My face was way too close to her crotch, which was not helping my case. Erika started playing with my wet hair, making some funny haircuts.
"I saw everything, you know."
"Saw what?"
"When you looked at Syr."
"You imagine things."
"Am I? You like her."
"Erika, stop it... It's nothing like that."
"Ah yeah? Nothing like that?"
She let me go, stood up, and graciously dove in the deep part of the pool. I never realized Erika could be so gracious. Her bikini exposed her femininity more than her street clothes did. She reappeared in the far corner of the pool.
"Come here, Mark!"
"So bossy..."
"Yup... Come! I want to swim with you."
I swam towards her, and just as I reached her, she disappeared underwater again. Was she a mermaid or something? She was such an agile swimmer. Her head popped out behind me. As soon as I turned around, she pushed me in the corner, trapping me.
"I think you are a liar, and you like her."
"... She is cute, but that is it."
"That is it?"
"Yes... that is it."
She smiled at me and placed her hand on my crotch, discovering my erect member. I was so screwed... again.
"Liar!"
"Erika..."
"I want you to look at her while I'm sucking you off."
"What? No! Erika! We can't do that."
"Sure we can... Come on! Look at her!"
She took a deep breath and disappeared under the surface. She expertly lowered my boxers and grabbed the base of my shaft before getting to work.
"Oh, God!"
Kitty and Syr, absorbed by what they were doing, had no clue about what was going on in my corner of the world. Seeing my cute Kitty touching and hugging Syr everywhere while she was trying not to drown was an unavoidable sight. I was still not sure about this, but Erika didn't allow me to think too much. She came back to the surface a moment later with more teasing.
"You would like Syr to do this to you, right?"
"... No... Stop the mind games..."
"Nope... You do as I say. I know you, Mark. You have the hots for her."
"E... Erika..."
"Unless you want me to claw you later, you are going to look at her and accept that you are attracted while I'm working on you. Is that clear?"
Erika, the authoritarian, was back, and I didn't know what triggered it. It was the first time since my birthday that she went back to that mode. The memories of the nasty clawing came back to me in a flash, and I certainly was not in a hurry to go through an experience like this again. Erika dove back and restarted, sucking me off energetically.
I had no other choice but to look at Syr again. Why was Erika having so much control over me all of a sudden? I started picturing in my mind, that Syr was actually the one sucking me off. It couldn't be that bad, right? As long as she didn't know I was doing it, there was no harm. We were all aware that she was not interested in our sex games. Doing this was not worse than falling in love with an actress in a movie, even though this way of thinking didn't make any ethical sense.
This was way too good... Erika was a blowjob machine. She had her personal techniques, and it was also the first time I did such a thing in a pool. I was trying not to moan as it would have been slightly awkward. The last thing I wanted was to attract odd stares to me from the girl I was currently fantasizing about. Erika came back to the surface a minute later; she had good lungs.
"Did you do it this time?"
"Hehe... What if I say no?"
"I wouldn't believe you... What did you think about?"
"Well... That she was the one giving me the blowjob..."
"Ooooh! I like this... Let's push it a bit further... Master Mark!"
She called me Master the same way Syr always did. What was she about to do? She pushed her bikini bottom to the side and wrapped her legs around me before slowly pushing my cock inside her. She whispered something in my ears.
"If you want me to fuck you, you have to pretend I'm Syr."
"... Erika... Is it not a bit..."
"Fucking vs Clawing. What will you choose?"
"... F... Fucking."
"Alright. Look at Syr, the girl you desire. Pretend I'm her. It's okay; she won't know. Whisper things in my ear... things that you would like to tell her... about her body."
Erika was a professional mind fucker. There was no way I could get out of this experience without any brain damage. Yet, what she was asking from me was so hot; I couldn't just ignore it. I circled her tiny waist with my hands and started fucking her slowly. I had to play her game; she would surely not let me have a free pass.
"S... Syr..."
"Yes, Master Mark?"
"You... you are gorgeous. I would like to... fuck you."
"Oh, yes... I would love it very much."
There was no going back now. Erika even changed her voice and intonation to sound a bit like Syr's maid character. I looked at unsuspecting Syr, who was at the other end of the pool. She was now just standing in the corner, looking at Kitty, who tried to swim by herself in the shallow water. It was so wrong for me to do this, but yet, it was just a game between two lovers.
"Syr... I love your breasts so much... they are just as I like them."
"Oh... Master Mark... They are yours... please... It's embarrassing but... I want you to touch them while you make love to me."
I raised a hand and started massaging my imaginary lover's breasts. I fucked her just a bit harder. I kept my eyes on the real Syr, and all the real thoughts I had about this girl leaked through my mouth uncontrollably to Erika's satisfaction.
"Since the first day I saw you, all I wanted to do was to touch you. Your smell, your warmth. I wished I could have you."
"Mmm .. aannh... yes .. you can have all of me right now... please fuck me harder, Master Mark."
"When I thought you were fucking me during my birthday... I was so happy. It was so exciting. Since then, I wished we could do it for real."
"Aaannh! Master... Mark... I'm... I'm about to... aaanh!"
"Syr... Syr... Fuck me harder... you are such a good little maid!"
I started pounding the girl in my arms so hard, as we were about to cum together, we kissed deeply; there was something special going on right now. It felt so freakin good for both of us.
"Mast... Master Mark... i'm... I'm cumming! Aaaahhh!"
"Syr! Cum for me... I love you, Syr! Aaanh!"
I unloaded my cum inside Erika, and she was holding me so tight, trying to muffle her moans in my shoulder. My orgasm refused to subside, and her clenching walls were not helping.
"So... So good! Oh! SYR!"
...
"Yes, Master Mark?"
My heart stopped... Why did I say her name so loudly? Syr, at the other end of the pool, heard me calling her name and responded, thinking I had addressed her. Erika bit my shoulder hard. She knew I had fucked up, and she had no desire to be discovered.
"Aaah!... Heee... Yes... Syr... so... I was... just... wondering... What are we eating tonight?"
"I do not know, Master Mark. Is there something you would like?"
"Eeeeh... I... I do... Erika told me you make great BBQ."
"We do have pork, I believe. Would that be okay? It is frozen, though, I would have to take it out of the freezer right away."
"That would be perfect. Thanks!"
"Kitty, keep practicing and stay in the shallow water. Do NOT go deeper."
After warning Kitty, overly-sexy Syr got out of the pool and headed to the house. I could breathe again. Erika was still tightly wrapped around me and started laughing.
"Mark, you are such an idiot! Why did you do that! Hehe."
"Hey... It's your fault. It was a terrible idea..."
"Right... and a very sexy one too."
"You are a nutcase, Erika. But... wow."
"Yes... wow. I hope we will do it again."
"Hehe... You, girls, are never satisfied."
Suddenly, from the other end of the pool. Kitty waved a piece of wet black fabric above her head.
"Hey, Mark? That's yours! What the hell are you two doing over there?"
***
"Holy crap, Syr? Where did you learn to cook? The pork is phenomenal!"
"The Internet is a good source of knowledge, Master Mark."
There was nothing ordinary about this girl. After our pool adventure, Syr had cooked an early dinner, and it was just ridiculously tasty. I will have to be more forward and ask her for my favorite foods instead of always relying on her choices. Having a dedicated maid had tons of advantages.
Kitty was also eating a lot more; good food helped her. I almost felt bad for feeding Kitty all this junk over the past year. Erika seemed to be used to it, though, because Syr had lived with her for quite a while already. The red-haired girl looked at me, thinking that everything we did so far would perhaps convince me to move in.
"So... Do you feel my place isn't as bad as you thought?"
"Erika, I never said your place was bad. Don't put words that I didn't say in my mouth."
"I don't. We all know what your words are... you like screaming them out loud."
That witch! Thankfully, Syr didn't get the reference about our earlier sex game. I put another piece of pork in my mouth instead of answering Erika's sleazy comments. Kitty, her, discovered what muscles were and was asking Erika for guidance.
"Why do I feel like this?"
"Like what?"
"I don't know. I feel like... weak. But all over my body."
"It is called exercise. It is good for you."
"If exercise makes me weaker, I don't want it."
Kitty was kidding, of course. She had a habit of acting clueless and childish simply because it made her look cute. It worked great, but Erika was biting the lure way more often than I did. It tended to happen when a rational mind encountered an emotional mind; It was entertaining for sure. Those three girls wearing sexy bikinis were an endless source of distraction.
Talking about minimalist swimsuits, Syr, wore her cooking apron; it dialed down the over-erotism a notch. I wouldn't have survived a meal with such a body in front of me. But even with that extra article of clothing, she was dangerously pretty. She had turned me on so much when I observed her while having sex with Erika. I was still not convinced about the morality of what we had done despite the hotness that ensued.
We quietly finished our food, chit-chatting about Erika's house. Syr, actually, only had kind words regarding the place. She listed a massive list of things that were convenient for her. This time it wasn't something she rehearsed with Erika beforehand. She genuinely liked it here. Erika also suggested some things that I didn't really think about.
"You know, Mark. If you were to move here, you wouldn't need to sell your townhouse. You could always rent it. You would make more money than the cost of your mortgage. So while you are trying here, you can pay your house faster."
"That's not a bad idea."
"I know it's not about the money, but that way, you would not lose your house if you change your mind later."
Kitty interjected with her take on this suggestion.
"I think we should sell the house."
"But, Kitty... It is where we met."
"No, it's not. We met when I fell asleep on top of your chest while wearing my rubber catsuit. It could have been anywhere."
"True... but... "
"I'm a good cat. I taught you tons of things... You know what I would tell you, I'm sure."
"Yeah... Probably that it is just a house and that we can always get another one."
"Something like that. Meow!"
Kitty knew I would never let her go. As long as I was with her, she would follow me everywhere until our death. I also knew she wanted me to love Erika as much as she did so that we could stay together forever, but Erika and I were more down to Earth. As much as we loved each other, this relationship was still new, and who knew what could happen next! We were just two adults covering our asses.
Kitty pulled on Erika's arm.
"I want to go swimming!"
"Again? I thought you were tired."
"Yes, but it was fun. I want to do it again."
"Okay, I don't mind. Hey Syr, why don't you give Mark a tour of the house? He hasn't seen all the interior yet."
"Very well. Please follow me, Master Mark."
I got scolded by Syr again when I tried to bring in some dirty dishes to help. She was very serious about her maid role, even though she was only wearing a sexy swimsuit at the moment. I still couldn't believe I was friends with such an attractive girl. I followed her inside, getting a good view of her perfect buttcheeks; there was now way I could control my eyeballs. I wasn't so sure it was a good idea to tour the house with a guide dressed up so thinly.
The worst was when she removed her apron. It was a recipe for disaster. I wanted her to be back in her uniform asap to protect me from myself. Ah well. I could always just take a deep breath and go with the flow. Anyway, Syr was acting; I tended to forget about that. Behind her persona, I didn't know much about her or about what she was trying to achieve.
She started walking around, showing me the different rooms. There was the kitchen, of course, it was very modern and had a neat island in the middle. It would be perfect for making Kitty sit on it. Then, there was the living room, with big sectional couches, a huge TV and a fireplace.
"It is natural gas."
She pressed a button, and the fire magically appeared; talk about convenience. This room was large enough to host a party of fifteen people. Next, a separate dining room designed for a large party. There was also a small guest bedroom at that level.
"This is my room. You can find me here if you need something while I'm sleeping."
"I will never wake you up at night, Syr. Don't be ridiculous."
"If you need anything, I wish you will. I'm here for you, Master Mark, no matter what time it is."
"Alright. Hey, there is nothing in your room, just a tiny bed, and a dresser. There is not a single picture on the walls."
"I'm a maid. I don't need those things. This is all I need."
She abruptly turned around and bumped into me accidentally, causing me to grab her by the waist. Perfect skin... her face got so close to mine, to the point where I felt her warm breath blowing on my neck. Did she ... do this on purpose?
"Master Mark... Do I need to remind you of my rules?"
"I'm sorry... I didn't mean to... I was just following you."
"I am not your girlfriend. I'm sorry for wearing this swimsuit. I didn't want to make it harder for you, but my uniform is still wet."
I had two theories, and I didn't know which one to pick. Either Syr was dead serious about it and wanted nothing from me, or she was sneakily trying to pull me into something unthinkable; there was no way to know.
She was acting, and I knew she was flawless at it. She could have easily staged all of this, the same way she manipulated me during my birthday. I didn't feel like she was trying to tease me, though. I was under the impression she was simply trying to create a story, which would fit better with her roleplay hobby.
Being around Syr always gave me the impression of reading a light novel. Her way to feel embarrassed, to stick to certain habits and emotions. It was unnatural but so attractive and entertaining at the same time. She liked to live inside this fictional world and create herself a storyline. Unfortunately, by doing it this way, it blocked my ability to read her true intentions; how could I give her what she wanted if she wouldn't let me see her needs.
We walked upstairs, which gave me an even better view of her almost naked rear, and she led me to a small cozy lounge.
"This is where I come to read. It is my favorite room of the house," she said.
"Oh, I love this! With the skylight... it is great. Is that your bookshelf over there?"
"It is, Master Mark, you can take a look. You'll recognize some titles."
I walked toward the well-populated bookshelf and saw many series of light novels and mangas. Syr wasn't lying; she was really into the same literature as I was. With my fingertip, I tapped on the series from which I drew her name. I understood her satisfaction when I told her my choice on my birthday. She gave me a little smile, knowing perfectly well why I was pointing at those books.
"If you move here with Kitty, you can borrow all my books."
"Did Erika tell you to say this?"
"Master Mark, I was genuinely offering. I am your maid, and everything I possess is yours to use."
"Syr... aren't you pushing a bit too far now? You are not my possession, you know."
"I... I... Nevermind. Master Mark, please follow me, there are two more bedrooms on this level."
Okay. Syr reacted badly to my comment. I've never seen her make a face like this before. I think I may have insulted her by accident when I questioned her good intentions. After all, she just tried to be kind and let me use her bookshelf, in her own odd way. It must have been disappointing to hear my moralizing answer. I would have to find a way to make it up to her later.
She led me to another guest bedroom. This time it was a huge one. I walked in and looked around. There was a massive king bed, paintings on the walls, nice curtains, and even a mini-bar. Something didn't add up, though. Why was she sleeping on a single bed in the small plain bedroom downstairs if this one was available?



"Why don't you sleep here? Erika doesn't let you?"
"No. It was my room before, but it was too big for me."
"And... how is that a bad thing? Your room downstairs only has a single bed. You wouldn't even be able to invite a date."
"I do not plan to. I'm happy just being your maid. And the room downstairs is convenient to fulfill my role."
Another classic Syr answer, but I wasn't going to say anything this time; I was too good at hurting her feelings. It would be better just to let that one slide and proceed to the next room. She let me out and closed the door behind me. Then, she went to another door on the right side. She opened it and walked in.
"This one is similar, but the wall art is different. I like it a lot and ..."
I didn't follow her in the room because I noticed another door on the left and got curious about it, it seemed to be the largest room on the floor, yet, she skipped it. I turned the handle and pushed the door open. I expected it to be Erika's master bedroom... But no... not at all...
"Hey, Syr... What is this over here?"
"Over where? There is nothing else... NO! YOU CAN'T GO IN THERE!"
She ran to me and pulled me out of the strange room and placed her two hands on my chest.
"You... You can't go in there... I must have forgotten to lock it. Please... walk away... Mark... Master Mark."
She was very anxious all of a sudden, and even if she tried to stay in character, she clearly was not anymore. There was something in there she didn't want me to see... and I wanted to know what it was.
"Syr... I saw a bit of it already. Let me take a look."
"But... No... please... this is private..."
"Don't fear me, Syr. Let me learn this little thing about you."
"M... Mark..."
I grabbed her naked shoulders and gently moved her out of the way. It was probably the wrong time to think about it, but she was SO soft. Why was she so perfect all the time, even in the middle of a crisis? I walked into the room, and I almost fell on my ass.
Erika had told me Syr had a small business, and that was it. There was a wall full of costumes of all sorts; hats, gloves, boots, necklaces, ties, and more. There was a long workbench with all kinds of crafting tools, and shelves full of fabric rolls. It was a big room, and it was her workshop.
"Syr... So you are working from here?"
"... yes."
"It is amazing. Why didn't you want to show me? Look at all those amazing costumes you've made."
"It... It breaks the magic... Now you know I'm not real."
Ah, that was sad. Syr really thought that me seeing this would change something to our relationship. It was as if she was convinced I didn't know she wasn't a real maid. That was by far the most adorable reaction she ever had around me. She deserved some cheering up.
"What are you talking about, Syr? You are my maid, the best I've ever had. Trust me. I know tons of them."
"Hehe... I... sorry... I... we are not supposed to be here."
"It makes you that happy to be my maid?"
"I don't want to answer this question. Please, can we go? I'm grateful for your compliments, but I don't wish to stay here with you."
What a strange girl. All that talent, and she didn't want to share it with me? Something was making her so uncomfortable, and this something was me. It was better just to do as she asked; I didn't want to make her even more embarrassed than she was, because this time it was real.
I walked out, and she hurried to close the door behind us. And as if nothing at all happened, she resumed her tour, and her maid attitude was back.
"The only part left is the basement, please follow me, Master Mark."
"Hey, wait up, Syr... Sorry, I just want to tell you, thanks for letting me see your workshop. It was nice."
"Master Mark ... Please, can we forget about this?"
"I know only one way to do that..."
"..."
"I heard hugs make people forget things. Have you heard the same?"
Call me opportunist, but her little reaction in the workshop made me have a mini-crush on her. I just couldn't help myself and attempt a playful arm twisting for my benefit.
"Of course, Master Mark ... I've heard the same."
I can't believe it worked. Syr and her sexy swimsuit stepped toward me with a gentle smile and wrapped her arms around me. A wave of good feeling traversed my body. Just as I was going to return the hug... she prevented me from doing so.
"I'm not your girlfriend ... you can't touch me!"
She pulled away with a big smile on her face, proud to have altered the deal. We were back to the start. For now, I will have to live with a glimpse of what I accidentally found about her. I had a feeling it would take a while before I could reach her like this ever again. My relationship with Kitty and Erika was extremely simple compared to what I was experiencing with Syr.
I followed her down to the basement. At the bottom of the staircase, there was a fancy door, which Syr pushed open.
"This will be your master bedroom if you choose to move in. I hope you like it."
"A master bedroom in the basement? That's unusual..."
I walked past Syr and started to look around. This was not at all what I expected... The basement was MASSIVE, and there was not a single division. There were a few columns to support the whole structure, but outside that, it was all open. This bedroom was by far the most bizarre I had ever seen.
At the far back, there was Erika's giant bed with some furniture, then a bit closer to us, a home theatre. And that was it...
"Syr... is this not... a bit... odd?"
"What do you mean, Master Mark?"
"Well, it seems like a waste of space... and there is no privacy for the bedroom."
"The whole basement is the bedroom. Just close the staircase door. Over there is the master bathroom. The furnace, electrical, and water tank are in the small room on this side. You won't hear anything as Erika had it soundproofed."
"I have never seen a bedroom like this... It is so empty."
"That is because she just moved downstairs recently. Follow me. There is something you need to try."
The bikini maid walked toward the bed, which took an eternity to reach, and she stopped next to it.
"Please, try it."
"Why?"
"Kitty told me that your bed at home sucked. It is small and uncomfortable. This bed is extremely high quality. She wanted you to feel the difference."
"Syr, you don't use that kind of vocabulary often... is my bed that bad?"
"Yes, Master Mark. It is awful. Please try this one."
Syr had always been honest with me, even when it hurt. I walked to the bed and sat on it. Mmm... It did feel more robust than mine; the side didn't collapse. I moved toward the middle and laid down as if I was going to sleep.
"Ah... Yes... I have to concede that bed is quite nice. And it would be roomy enough for three people."
"Three?"
"Well, yes, Kitty, Erika, and I..."
"Oh, I thought you meant three girls... my bad. Wait, I want to show you something else."
"Three girls... wait... Hey... What are you doing?"
"You cannot touch me, Master Mark."
Syr, only wearing her sexy bikini, climbed on top of the bed and crawled toward me. What was she doing? I got turned on like crazy, just by seeing this beautiful girl coming to me like a gractious feline. I got quite tense when she reached me and decided to adopt a cuddling position.
"S... Syr! What are you..."
"Do not be concerned, Master Mark, I just want to show you how comfortable the bed is when two persons are in the same spot. Think nothing of it. See, the mattress won't cave in as it does with yours."
Again, the two theories I had earlier were the same. Either Syr was clueless about the consequences of her actions, or she was teasing me on purpose. In any case, I was now as hard as a rock, and she would totally notice it.
"Do you like it?" Syr asked.
"Yes, you are very cuddly."
"I meant the bed."
"Oh... The bed is nice too."
"We can just stay like this for a minute so that you can appreciate the quality of the mattress. Would that be okay?"
"I ... I suppose we could do that."
Syr was strange, but I was falling for her because of it.
***
A bit later, I returned to the backyard to find my two bikini-cats resting on their respective long chairs. Kitty was deep asleep, exhausted from her swimming lessons, while Erika was just playing on her phone, as usual.
"Heeey! How was the tour?" Erika asked.
"Interesting would be the word."
"What do you mean? Did you like the place or not?"
"Move, I want to lay down too, just get on top of me."
The small Erika got off her chair, I laid down, and she climbed back on top of me before questioning me some more.
"So? Tell me, seriously, do you like my house?"
"Oh, I love it. It is really nice. I was just confused by half of it."
"Hey... Be nice! What do you mean by "confused"?"
"Well, the basement bedroom is bigger than my entire house."
"It's a test... I like it so far... it's very special. I love the open spaces."
"And the secret workshop upstairs. That was something."
"What? No way. Did she show you that room? No way! It's not possible."
"Well, I kind of found it by accident..."
"And she didn't murder you? Wow."
"No, she was very nice about it. She told me she was not comfortable and asked to leave. That was the end of it. I don't get it, though. She is that talented, and she wants to hide it. Why?"
"Don't judge her. It's her little private corner. A little bit like the room you gave to Kitty to make her feel at home. It's a room I won't go into unless she needs my help with something."
Explained like this and compared to the room I gave Kitty, it made a lot of sense. I felt a bit guilty for insisting to see it, but in the end, Syr was just uncomfortable, not angry. I squeezed Erika in my arms to comfort myself. She was so small.
"So what are you waiting for?" she asked.
"Uh? Waiting for what?"
"I don't know. To ask Syr on a date or something?"
"Erika! I don't sleep with all the girls I meet. Only two smallest ones."
"What? Do you mean you don't know?"
"Don't know what? Would you stop being so cryptic?"
"Do you realize she's been waiting for weeks for you to make a move on her? She must be dying inside! I didn't think she would be that patient, she must really like you."
"Erika, you are giving me a headache. What are you smoking? You know Syr doesn't get involved with us that way. She always walks away as soon as the heat turns on, and she won't even let me return a simple hug."
"And that makes you sad! I know you have the hots for her. You should do something about it."
Whatever. I had enough emotions for one day. Yes, I was very attracted to Syr, but outside being beautiful and oddly resting on the bed next to me for a few minutes, she didn't do anything that suggested she wanted to have sex with me. "I am not your girlfriend," and "you cannot touch me" was not quite an invitation to romance. I was pretty sure Erika was wrong on that one.
I preferred just to change the subject.
"So, can Kitty swim now?"
"No. She still sinks like a rock. But at least she is no longer afraid. She likes it. A few more sessions and she will turn into a catfish. I'm so proud of her."
"I will move in."
"Seriously? You go from the swimming topic to you moving in?"
"Yeah... I want to move in. I'll miss my place, but it is the right thing to do. We can be happy here."
"Ah! I'm so happy, Mark! Thank you! You won't regret it. Kitty will love it here too."
Erika squeezed me tightly and kissed me; I made her day. I knew this was important to her, and she was important to me. As she said, I didn't have to sell my house; I could just rent it if everything went well here. The odd master bedroom in the basement was the only thing that freaked me out, but we could address this later.
"So, when Kitty wakes up, let's go back to my place to sleep, and tomorrow we will come back with our luggage and try for a few weeks. How does that sound?"
"Works for me! Your bed is the absolute worst, but one last night in it won't kill me."
"Is it that bad?"
"Oh yeah, it sucks big time."
***
A bit later, Kitty emerged from slumber. It was getting dark already, and we were ready to go back home. Syr, who was back in her now dry maid uniform, said she was going to stay here for the night, so she could get groceries early tomorrow to feed all of us. That made sense. The three girls stayed at my place for quite a bit, so there was a need to resupply Erika's house.
Kitty, Erika and I went to my car, and we left the premises. Unfortunately, after driving for a few minutes, I realized something bad...
"Ah, shit! I forgot my wallet on your kitchen island."
"Hehe. Let's go back then, since we aren't too far. Let me text Syr, so she doesn't get scared when you get in."
"Good idea."
I turned around and drove back to Erika's place. Five minutes later, I parked in the street in front of her driveway. I let the car run and walked up to the house. Syr was supposed to close the garage door behind us, but it was still open; that was a bit odd. I went through there instead of using the front door. I would just use that already unlocked door in the garage and announce my arrival not to startle the poor maid; Erika said Syr had not replied to her text.
I gently opened the door and was about to call her name when...
"Mmmm nnnng!"
Moans? Were those moans?
"Mmmm aaannh!"
Not good. They were definitely moans. What should I do? Perhaps I could quietly get my wallet and get out of there quickly and silently. I was just not sure where Syr was. One thing I was pretty certain of was that she wouldn't masturbate in the middle of the hallway. I left the door open and very slowly and quietly headed toward the kitchen area. The moans were, unfortunately, getting louder... Either she was moaning louder, or I was getting closer to her.
"Aaanh! Mmmm aannh!"
The latter seemed to be the case. Oh, God. What was I doing? I should have just called her name, and she could have hidden or something, but it was too late for that, now. I took a quick peek in the living room, and there she was, lying on the couch. She was naked like a worm, one hand in her crotch and the other on her breasts, rubbing her clit while pinching her nipple.
Fortunately, she couldn't see me as she was facing the wrong direction. My wallet was right there on the kitchen island. I could do this if she kept making enough noise.
"aAAAnnhh!"
Good maid. That was louder... I started tiptoeing as carefully as possible in the direction of my wallet. Syr was having a lot of fun with herself, but she was also turning me on like crazy in the process. Because of her very erotic moans, I was getting hard. What I was doing was so wrong.
I focused with all my might and reached the precious leather item... I pinched it with my fingers and turned around to go back and away from this place before being discovered.
My legs froze. I couldn't walk away even if I had wanted to. My eyes were fixated on this gorgeous naked girl masturbating so naturally. It was too damn hot.
"Aaaaanh! Master Maaaark! Aaaanh!"
"..."
Did I just hear right? Was she fantasizing about me? Was she calling me that name even when I was not around? The paralysis due to the mental shock prevented me from bailing out. The fantasy persisted.
"Aannn! Please... What are you waiting for... aaanh! You need to force me!... That's what I want... Aaannh! Why can't you understand! Oooh... Master Mark!"
"..."
My heart was now racing. What was Syr dreaming about? Was it just a fantasy, or was it something she really wished me to do? I had so many mixed thoughts. Since I met her, she kept pushing me away, avoided everything sexual, and even scolded me when I dared touching her... Was it because she secretly waited for me to break those rules and force myself on her? Was this the storyline she attempted to create for herself?
"Aaaaah! Aaaaanh! I'm so close... I'm a good maid... It's okay to force me... aaaanh!"
"..."
This was insane. A bead of sweat rolled down my neck while she was storytelling herself to climax, using me as an object of desire. It was so wrong to violate her intimacy like this, but... It was not planned... I didn't ask for this... It just happened.
"Aaaanh! Aaaanh! I'm... I'm cumming! Master Mark, I'm cumming! Aaaaah!"
"..."
Her perfect body trashed on the couch. It was such a beautiful sight. She didn't fake that one at all. It took her a bit of time to come back down from it. And now I was in real trouble because she was calm and no longer disconnected from reality. If I made one sound, she would turn around and see me. I was so scared; I probably held my breath for the past five minutes while watching her masturbating; my lungs were burning.
Then my world exploded.
"MARK! What the hell are you doing!? Are you coming or what?"
"..."
Erika entered the hallway from the garage and yelled my name; she had lost patience and came to see what I was doing. My head turned automatically to her, but after the initial shock, I slowly looked back at Syr.
The beautiful naked girl was staring at me with the biggest eyes I've ever seen on a person. She didn't say a single word. What was there to say, anyway? She now knew I had witnessed the whole show... That I had heard all her words, her secret fantasies... and I had no idea how her brain was processing this landslide disaster.
"The hell are you doing!?"
Erika insisted on getting an answer from me and started walking in my direction; a few more steps and she would discover what had happened. The only good decision remaining was to preserve the last fragments of Syr's shattered dignity.
"I just found it! We can go now," I said.
"About time! Kitty is dead tired. We need to go home."
Erika stopped and turned around, seeing I was coming. Just before leaving the room, I looked back at Syr, and her two hands covered her mouth. Yeah... There will be a need for some explanation from my part. I had no choice. I had to leave her in this state, else Erika would come back.
I left.
***
Click!
"There you go."
"Meow!"
We were ready to go back to Erika's home for a longer stay. I made my two girls wear their latex catsuit, just because I liked it. Kitty, of course, didn't argue one bit, but Erika was not as cooperative. It allowed me to give her a good spanking to make her more docile. For good measure, I locked them in their suit using small padlocks. They were now both kneeling on top of the bed, looking as cute as ever.
Erika raised her fingerless cushy paws in front of her and pointed out the obvious.
"How am I supposed to help you pack your things now?"
"You don't. Just stay here and play with Kitty. She will keep you entertained."
As soon as I said that, Kitty pounced on her and started to cuddle. They were so predictable; Erika would complain a bit, then Kitty would start kissing her, and a second later, the red-hair would forget what she was whining about.
I went to the guest bedroom closet to retrieve two big suitcases. They were way too big for what I needed, but I didn't have a smaller one. After placing one on top of the guest bed, I started filling it up with my clothes and our personal effects; Kitty had nothing else to wear than her latex suit, so it turned my task into something easy.
Because there was still plenty of room left, I decided to gather all the sex toys and leather gears we had. Living here or at Erika's wouldn't change a thing; Kitty would want to be tied up all the time, particularly until we move her crate over there. Without her regular bondage fix, she would become restless and annoy the crap out of us..
The other items I could think of were my computer equipment for home and work. With that packed up, I was pretty much all set; I now had one luggage decently filled up. I zipped up the suitcase and placed it near the staircase. We could move everything else at a later date. It still gave me an odd feeling to do this; I really like this townhouse.



As I was about to put the unneeded suitcase back in the closet, I had a second thought; there was something else I could bring with me that I almost forgot about. I placed the suitcase, open, on the floor and went to see my two catgirls; I had an important question for them.
"Mmmm aaanh!"
"Of course, you two are making out. What's new? So... I have a surprise, but I can only give it to one of you. Who wants it?"
"What is it?" Erika asked.
"I'm not telling you, it is a surprise."
Both of them knew my offer was suspicious. They looked at each other and didn't dare to say a word, forcing me to adopt a different strategy. I pulled a coin out of my pocket.
"Ok, since you are not thrilled about surprises, I'll flip a coin. Erika, you are the heads, Kitty you are tails."
"I don't want your surprise, give it to Kitty."
"No. You don't have a choice."
I tossed the coin in the air, caught it, and slapped it on the back of my hand.
"Aaah... it's heads. Alright, Erika, come with me."
"No!"
"You sure?"
"Yes!"
I grabbed her paws and pulled her off the bed. She knew there was nothing she could do against me while she was wearing that suit. My girlfriends were so physically weak; it was hilarious. I dragged her to the other room and pointed at the open suitcase on the floor.
"Alright, get in. We have to move."
"What? No! I don't want to be locked in a suitcase! Use Kitty instead. She is the one who likes that kind of stuff."
"No, it's you this time."
"Not a chance."
I pulled her to the bed and laid her down over my knees. I started slapping her butt hard; she yelped quite a bit as my hand contacted her smooth latex covered ass repeatedly. She tried to resist and deny her arousal, so I added a few extra minutes to make sure she wouldn't go back to her confronting attitude.
"Stop! Stop! I'm done! I'll try your stupid fantasy."
"Look at the bright side, sore butt, you should feel honored. I'm only bringing to your house what is important to me. You will have a place of choice next to my socks."
"I'll gut you... I promise."
"Sure. Come on... get in the suitcase so we can go."
She would never admit it but Erika loved to be treated like this from time to time. She liked to receive pain as much as to administer it herself; we all knew this side of her personality. Reluctantly, she climbed in the luggage and sat down in it... Because of her small body size, it was not a tight fit. I helped her curl and lie down, and I gave her a final loud slap on the butt before closing the cover.
"Oooww! Mmm aaanh!"
"See, you are moaning again. I bet you are all wet down there. And be happy. I could have gagged you."
"Mark... I'll gut you so much!"
I zipped the suitcase and placed a small padlock on the tabs; she wasn't going anywhere soon. Kitty walked to the encased Erika and hugged her travel prison.
"This is so hot. Can we keep her in there until tomorrow?"
"Hehe. Maybe... What do you think, Erika?"
I kicked the suitcase lightly with my toes, which triggered a muffled voice. We couldn't understand what she was saying exactly, but we had a pretty good idea of the kind of poetry she was reciting. It wouldn't be a bad idea to prepare myself mentally for a future heavy clawing. But this was well worth it.
Shortly after, I loaded up the car with our things and placed Erika's suitcase on the backseat with a seatbelt. We were pretty much good to go. I waited for Kitty for a bit, but she wasn't coming, so I went back to the house and found her lying on the couch.
"Kitty? You are ready? We are good to go."
"I'll miss our couch."
"Ah, yeah... I'll miss it too."
She clearly wanted to chat a little bit before we left. I took her place on the couch and pulled her back on top of me. As we were cuddling quietly, we knew our emotions were pretty much the same at the moment. It was a good thing to move out, but we were still a bit scared by the change of environment.
"Say, Mark. You really want to do this, right?"
"Yeah, don't worry about me. I think it's the right thing to do. Her house will be comfortable for all of us."
"I know it will, but do you think you'll be fine living with Erika and Syr full time?"
"Will you, cathead?"
"Yes. I know I'll be fine. I love them. But I'm asking you."
"I want to be with Erika and You, so yes."
"And what about Syr?"
Since what happened last night, I didn't pronounce Syr's name a single time as I didn't want to risk being questioned about what I had witnessed when I went back to fetch my wallet. I was terrified that my next moment with Syr would be awkward, and since it was my own doing, I didn't want to drag Kitty and Erika into it. However, I needed her input about this maid.
"Syr... Well... She is quite special," I said.
"Do you love her?"
"Kitty, why would you ask that? I have the two of you already."
"Erika and I are not jealous. If you love her, you won't stop loving us."
"I know that. But it's complicated."
"I know you are attracted to her. Erika knows it too."
"Is that what you, guys, want to hear? Well, yes. She is crazy attractive. Who wouldn't drool over this girl? It's even worse since I saw her in a sexy swimsuit."
"Meow. I know, right. She is really hot. I got to cuddle with her a lot when she was teaching me how to swim."
I didn't put any thought into this before, but Kitty was a pervert, and she loved both males and females. So being in close contact with an almost naked Syr, who possessed a Goddess body, must have sent some pleasant shivers down her cat spine.
"Kitty? Do you have a crush on Syr?"
"Maaayybe..."
"And that's why you want me to fall in love with her?"
"Maaaybe..."
"Oh, my God, Kitty. You know you can tell me things without trying to trick me."
"Yes, but it wouldn't be as fun. Now that you know how I feel about her, do you think you could try and see if you would like to add her to your girlfriend list?"
"..."
"She likes you a lot, I know that for fact!"
Polyamory came with the burden of accommodating what the other partners desired, I suppose. The least I could do was to consider what Kitty wanted from me. Did I love Syr?
She was beautiful and smart. I was getting along with her really well; she made my life so much easier since she was around. I loved her smile, her voice, and her eyes. We had plenty of things in common as well, such as our books and TV show and our appreciation for good food. Those were not things that resonated well with Kitty and Erika. I also liked that she was very open-minded, else she wouldn't be able to tolerate being around us three; I loved that trait.
Kitty, Erika, and I had this innate ability not to be jealous of each other, and even if we made fun of one another all the time, we were always respectful of our differences. Kitty often acted like a child, Erika occasionally turned into a rough sadist without even realizing it, and I lacked spine density at times. At the end of the day, our mutual understanding made it work great.
Syr, her, had the same trait, and I loved it. Not once she even came close to be judgemental about what we were doing. She either smiled at it, or she just walked away when she didn't want to be involved; having her around never triggered any discomfort in our home. Overall, she would be a girl I would like to love.
The problem resided in her unusual way of interacting with people. Syr's incessant roleplaying made it impossible to know what she thought about anything. She was sticking to fictional rules I didn't always understand, such as her refusal to accept any of my basic affection, such as a hug. I would undoubtedly love to date her if I knew she would be open to it. But all I had to work with were mixed messages.
"Kitty, do you know why Syr insists on being my maid?"
"No. But she has to like you to be this dedicated."
"Do you know if Erika is behind Syr's behavior?"
"She is not. You know, she asked her help just for your birthday because she was a good fit with her costume and acting, right? But I promise, Erika didn't know it would end up like this. It is all Syr's own decision to continue being at your service. She is confusing us all."
"Erika said Syr was waiting for me to make a move."
"She sure does. A girl doesn't go all weird like that all of a sudden after meeting a new guy if she is not interested to get more from him."
"But it's nonsense. Syr wouldn't even allow me to touch her."
"I have to admit. It is very odd. I'm usually good at figuring people out, but not with her. Her mad acting skills prevent me from understanding what she is trying to achieve here. Well... Whatever... You know what I would like, and you will have plenty of time to get to know her better. At least you are very attracted to her. That's a good start."
"She is beautiful, yes."
"Yes... she is... But I'm cuter."
"Definitely..."
This little chit-chat made us sleepy. Kitty fell asleep on my chest as she always did, and I followed her to the arms of Morpheus; holding a small rubber catgirl while napping was a better use of my time than trying to solve an unsolvable puzzle.
***
"I don't know where the key is. That's annoying."
We arrived later than anticipated at Erika's house. We unloaded the car and brought all our belongings, including packaged Erika, to the basement. We tried to let her out but unfortunately, we couldn't find the key for the padlock I used. Erika was struggling in her suitcase, but she was okay. The next clawing session would simply turn into a murder—My murder.
"Stay with her, Kitty. I'm going to check if they have some tools here."
"Okay. But I think it's hot, and we should leave her inside longer."
"Hehe. If she hears you, you'll be in trouble."
"Indeed. But I like it that way."
I left the giant bedroom and went upstairs. I wasn't too sure what I was looking for, but maybe there was something useful in the kitchen. I got there and began opening and closing all the drawers and rummaging through them. I needed pliers or something along those lines.
"Welcome home, Master!"
"..."
I turned around, and Syr was there, six inches from my face, gently smiling and looking at me with her big grey eyes. Every single time I saw her was like the first, always stunned by her beauty. But quickly, all the memories of her masturbation session came back to me, and I got an unpleasant gut feeling... the feeling of awkwardness that I had dreaded since last night.
"... Syr!"
"Are you looking for something? I'm sure I can help."
"Syr... Listen... I... I'm sorry about last night. I... I didn't mean to..."
"I do not know what you are referring to, Master Mark. So, what are you looking for?"
"... Syr... You know exactly what I'm talking about. We need to have a chat about this... don't you think?"
"Master Mark, I do not wish to discuss anything. Are you looking for a pen or something like it?"
She pulled open a drawer and dug through it with her fingers as if to pretend she knew what I needed. I grabbed her wrist gently to make her refocus on the discussion I attempted to start.
"Syr! Stop acting for a second... This is important."
"What is important is that you do not touch me!"
Visibly nervous, she pulled her arm away from me and stepped back. I just couldn't read her facial expression.
"Are you mad at me?"
"Master Mark, I'm not mad at you and never will be. But I explained my rules to you, and I would just like them to be respected. I'm your maid, I'm here to serve you as much as I can, but for the rest, you have your girlfriends. You are raising a topic I do not wish to discuss. Everything is fine. Now, please tell me what you need so I can assist you."
"... Fine... I need a pair of cutters or pliers."
If Syr wasn't mad, I was definitely irritated. She preferred to reject my friendship rather than drop her maid roleplay for a single minute. She opened one of the drawers and pulled out a multi-tool and handed it over to me.
"Would this be suitable for your needs?" she asked.
"I guess..."
Without the decency of a thank you, I just walked away from her, frustrated. I went back to the big bedroom and went directly to the suitcase sitting on the large bed. Using the strong multi-tool, I broke the small padlock without care. I unzipped the bag, flipped the cover open. I pulled Erika up a little bit; she looked at me with murderous eyes.
"My revenge will be terrible...," she said.
But I was really not in the mood to play along anymore; I just walked away without a word, tossing the multi-tool on the bed. Kitty saw my drastic attitude change and tried to inquire.
"Heeey! Mark? Where are you going? Come back! Are you okay?"
"It's nothing... I just need fresh air. Don't follow me."
I walked past Syr, who was still in the kitchen, without looking at her and got out to the backyard. I went all the way to the other side of the pool and sat on one of those long chairs. I pulled out my phone and started browsing the news to stop thinking about anything important.
Maybe I was tired or frustrated at Syr, but the last thing I wanted was to make anyone suffer because of it. I just would have liked to get some basic answers, or at least have Syr listen to my apologies. What I did was wrong, and I needed to make sure things were good between us. I liked her so much; I didn't want any conflict. But to achieve that, we needed to talk, which was apparently not allowed as per her infuriating roleplay rulebook.
I stayed outside for an hour, I didn't sleep, but I did close my eyes to let the peaceful sound of nature and the cars slowly driving down the road calm my mind. The small splashing noises from the pool were relaxing too. I looked around, and this new place was indeed really nice; the yard was simply dreamy.
The girls probably knew I needed my space and didn't come to bug me. But after the hour had elapsed, the patio door opened and closed. It was Syr, holding a small serving tray in the hands. Fully dressed in her maid uniform, she was not coming to tell me that she would drop her acting, I knew that much.
"Master Mark... Can we talk for a moment?"
"Yeah... I'm sorry about earlier. It was not right."
"It is alright. I thought nothing of it. I understand your frustration, and I poorly handled the situation as well. This is not how your first day in your new house should go."
"Ah, it's all good. I'm probably just tired."
"No, Master Mark, you are not. Your reasons were valid. Here, I brought you a drink."
She handed me a cold beer bottle; some frost was sliding down on my fingers when I grabbed it.
"Talk about refreshing. Thank you."
"I put it in the freezer before bringing it to you. I would like to point out that this is what I can do for you, because I'm gradually learning what makes you happy. In return, you just have to let me do what makes me happy and accept it."
"Tell me, Syr... Why are you doing this? Being my maid?"
"Because I love it. But I know the true meaning of your question. This time, I will be more open. So, you know how I was asked to assist during your birthday? That was the only thing I was supposed to do. But performing my maid duty on that day brought me so much joy. You are the first one who accepted me as I was since Erika, and you appreciated everything I had done for you on that night. I simply decided to commit and continue. I would like you to keep accepting me as I am before you."
That must have been the most unambiguous answer I got from her since we've first met. It was not answering any root questions, such as who she really was, but at least she gave me the why, and it was more than enough to start building a better relationship. Being a maid was not a job; it was something she wanted to do willingly, for the love of it.
"Syr... Since the beginning, I'm grateful for what you've done for me. You know what... If that's what you want, I will treat you like my maid and not like a girl that is roleplaying as one, I would love to do this for you. That's what you were asking for, right?"
"Yes, Master Mark. That is precisely it. It would make me very happy."
"Alright, then we have a deal. But now... I'm sorry to bring this topic again, but we NEED to talk about last night."
"I know, Master Mark. I just tried to avoid it, but it was wrong to do so. I will let you ask me whatever questions you wish regarding what happened, but in return, I want you to accept my words. Then, we will never discuss it again."
"That sounds fair, so..."
"One moment. First, do you know what this is?"
She pointed at something. I didn't even notice, but on her tray was a small plate holding a big cookie. Well... of course I knew what a cookie was... But the answer was so obvious that I wasn't sure it was the right one.
"Is it... a cookie?"
"You answer lacked conviction, but yes, it is indeed a cookie. It is a bit more than that, though."
"More than a cookie? A magical cookie?"
"No... It is not magical. It is OUR cookie."
"... Our cookie?"
"Yes, Master Mark. And it is very special because it is from me to you."
"Okay... Thank you?"
She grabbed a small plastic squeezing bottle with a fine tip from her tray. An opaque liquid was inside it, maybe chocolate syrup. Then she explained where she was going with this.
"I would like to personalize our cookie. If you would allow me, I will draw something on it for you."
"Aaah! Like at a maid café?"
"Precisely. What would you like me to draw? I will do it while I'm answering your questions."
"... mmmm... Not sure... Well, can you draw a cat? That would be pretty appropriate to summarize my life."
"I agree... Great choice."
I would have loved to see her work but she held the cookie at an angle preventing me from seeing. I would have to satisfy myself with the result. It was the first time someone was doing something like this for me. But now... we had to tackle a weightier subject.
"So, Syr, I wanted to apologize for what happened last night. It shouldn't have happened."
"Apologies accepted. Think nothing of it anymore. I assure you, it will not change my opinion of you."
"Okay... Because you looked quite distressed when I left."
"I was. However, you prevented Erika from discovering me. If anything, I'm grateful. Is there anything else you would like to ask me? My drawing is almost done."
I didn't know the cookie acted as a timer. Did Syr just put pressure on me to finish the discussion early? Ah, it was fine. I only had one more question, the one I probably shouldn't ask, but I just had to. I didn't expect much of an answer, but as per our agreement, I would never have another opportunity to ask it again.
"Well, to be honest. When I watched you, you were fantasizing about me. It was pretty intense... and... well... I just wondered..."
"Wondered what? Please, Master Mark, ask me exactly what is on your mind so we can move on."
"You are right. In your fantasy, you wished that I would force myself on you. Perhaps to force you to have sex without consent. You wanted me to do as I pleased with you. Did I get that right?"
"As embarrassing as it is to admit it, yes, it was my fantasy at that moment."
"This will be my last question, and I would like a clear answer to it. Listen, Syr, I'm really attracted to you. I have feelings for you because I think you are awesome and different."
Syr froze and my heart raced after my confession. I just needed a little bit more courage to ask what I really wanted to ask; the thing that was bugging me since last night and that I didn't share with anybody. I took a deep breath.
"So, what I need to know is... Are you pushing me away all the time because you wish it would lead to the fulfillment of your fantasy that I force myself on you?"
Syr closed her eyes and let a loud sigh out of her perfect nose. She slowly raised to her feet and looked at me with a somewhat stern look on her face.



"Master Mark. I know what it may have looked like to you, but do I really need to remind you what I keep repeating over and over since we have met? I guess I will. I am NOT your girlfriend, and you are NOT to touch me. I'm sorry if this is not what you wanted to hear, but it is what it is. And as requested earlier, we are never going to have another conversation about my willingness to have sex with you."
"..."
"On that note, here is your cookie, from me to you. This is the true symbol of the special bond that unites us."
She handed me the cookie and walked away at a determined pace. She had held her end of the bargain; now it was up to me to keep mine. I think we would be okay. What she told me was clear and concise, even if a bit heartbreaking. I was really attracted to her, but now the door was closed for good.
Are you pushing me away all the time because you wish to fulfill your fantasy that I force myself on you? I let my head drop back on the long chair pillow and looked at the sky. Such a stupid question should have been rewarded with a slap in the face.
The cookie she gave me was a symbol of our special bond... Right!... I looked down at it, and it was blank, the cat drawing was on the other side. I slowly flipped around with my fingers to reveal the artwork.
My heart stopped... My breathing stopped... I turned my eyes to Syr, who was trotting away quickly, and I looked back at my cookie; she hadn't drawn a cat at all... Instead, she had written a very simple three-letter word.
"Y E S"
This was her real answer to my bold question. That maid, she would never let go of her role-playing even if she died to tell me what she desired the most. But just now... she had found, in her own very special way, the strength to tell me what she wanted from me.
***
After savoring my cold beer, I finally headed back to the house. Syr was preparing some food on the kitchen island. She looked at me with a radiant smile and flushed cheeks.
"So, Master Mark, did you like your cookie?"
"Syr, it was the BEST cookie ever! The cat drawing was fantastic."
"Good. Good. I'm pleased. If you happen to be hungry in the middle of the night, as I offered yesterday, you can come and find me. Don't be shy."
***
"Can we go upstairs now?" Kitty asked.
"What do you mean?"
"Syr said that if we were to go upstairs before you came back, she would put us in the oven."
That sounded like something Syr, would do. I laid down in the middle of the big bed, and my two small pink rubber cats came to me to cuddle a bit, one on each side. Erika poked me twice with her soft rubber paw and stared at me.
"What?"
"Get me out of this suit?"
"Why?"
"I want to murder you. I will be quick. You won't suffer."
"Are you still mad about the suitcase thing? You are overreacting."
"We will see who is overreacting when I get out."
"We will make sure you don't then."
"Grrr"
Yeah, I better not let her out for a while, she was in a foul mood.
"So? What's next? I'm off tomorrow, but after that, I have to go back to work," I said.
"Kitty and I will be very busy," Erika said.
"We... we will?" Kitty asked.
"Yes. I'm thinking about swimming lessons, your secondary school diploma. Then we have to go shopping; you still have no street clothes."
"I can't! I have no clothes to go clothes shopping."
"I'll lend you some. We are the same size, remember?"
The list of things to do went on and on, and curiously all the tasks were for Kitty. Erika was kind of treating her like a child, and it was working great. Kitty was smart, but definitely immature, which made her look even more adorable. I had some other ideas I wanted to share as well.
"Erika, what about this whole basement?"
"It's a bedroom, not a basement."
"Whatever... So... it's all empty. Do you have plans to make it a bit more... interesting?"
"Sure... I... well... I..."
"I see... What about we turn it into a dungeon?"
"A... dungeon?"
"Yes. I dungeon to put you in cages, torture you, tie you up, and torture you."
"You said torture twice."
"Sure, because there are two of you."
It was not my fault. Syr put me in a good mood, and this basement screamed dungeon to me. The funny thing was that I never considered remotely the idea of building a dungeon at my place, probably because it was too small. But here, it was a different story. There was a ton of space to do whatever we wanted, plus, I was not a fool; Erika had moved her bed down here because it was "special." I bet it was before she met us, and it was her internal-kinky voice who pushed her to make this strange move. Normal people wouldn't do something this weird.
"Okay!" Erika said.
"What? Seriously? You didn't even hesitate."
"Yes. You want a dungeon; I want one too."
"Great. We will need to come up with ideas. I want to do all kinds of things to the two of you."
"Not so fast, manly-man! Kitty and I are trying new things all the time. Don't you think you have to be a bit more on the receiving end for once?"
"I prefer to take care of my catgirls. That's what I do best."
"Well... We will see about that. Kitty, do you think he would look good with a collar on?"
"Meow! I approve of this!"
Ah, come on now!
***
The rest of the day was encouraging. The more we were talking about living here, the more ideas we came up with. Most of them were nonsense, but still, it was a healthy sign that we wouldn't get bored. Wanting us to be comfortable in our new place, Erika seemed very open to letting us personalize her house.
A bit later, Syr cooked us a great dinner again, it was lasagna, but somehow, it was way better than the ones I was making. Since my catgirls were unable to use their rubber hands, I had to feed Erika, and Syr took care of Kitty. From an outsider point of view, this scene must have looked so bizarre, but for us, it was something we enjoyed doing. Kitty just loved having no control, and I think that feeling was growing on Erika as well.
In the evening, we tried Erika's amazing home theatre and watched an action movie. Syr being Syr, refused to join the fun as she was busy with the dishes and all kinds of other self-imposed tasks. She even brought us snacks during the show. I had no doubt anymore that she was finding great satisfaction in serving us like this, more than doing normal activities like ours. Now that she told me herself that being treated as a real maid was what she wanted, I didn't feel guilty anymore to let her go fulfill her duties while we were having fun. Somehow it took a weight off my shoulders.
I didn't have sex tonight, Kitty and Erika went to bed early without me. I think they were in the mood for some catgirl on catgirl action without a male presence, so I decided just to let them have their fun. I was pretty sure there was an intense making-out and pussy-licking session downstairs. 9:30 pm was too early for me, so I just stayed in the living room next to the fireplace, and I was browsing the web on my phone. When Syr crossed the room with a laundry basket under her arm, I intercepted her.
"Hey Syr, can I go upstairs and borrow one of your books."
"No!"
"Oh... Really? I thought you said I could yesterday."
"Sorry, Master Mark, it is not what I meant. You should have asked me to get one for you instead. I will do that right away. There is one I would like you to read."
"Hehe. I will learn, I suppose. Sure, go pick one for me."
"I will be right back."
It didn't take too long for her to return with the volume number one of a series I didn't try yet. She placed it in my hand and told me roughly what it was about.
"It is a skeleton king who gets stuck in another world, and he has to figure out what is going on. There are maids in it too."
"You liked it because of the maids?"
"Yes. I think they were inspiring."
"Alright then, I will give it a try. Thanks."
"You are welcome, Master Mark, I will get you a glass of wine."
She never stopped thinking about my comfort. It was a beautiful sight to see this pretty maid opening a bottle of wine all professionally and pouring me a glass after inspecting it for water spots.
Fresh in my memory, I couldn't stop thinking about her cookie, though. Eventually, I will have to act on what she sneakily requested. I was not nearly as good an actor as she was, but I would have to find it in me. What she secretly wanted me to do was not something I would even consider under normal circumstances. Forcing a girl to have sex was the opposite of who I was. It made me anxious just to think about it. Couldn't she have a more normal fantasy, like latex or something?
Reading was a better option for now. Syr brought me my drink and sat close to me on the couch.
"Master Mark, do you need me for anything else tonight? I'm sorry, but I'm quite tired. I will take my shower and go to bed early if that is okay."
"Wait a minute, Syr, why don't you relax with me for a few minutes? I would like you to stay a little bit longer before leaving. I wouldn't mind some cuddles like what you did during my birthday..."
"Very well, Master Mark."
She moved even closer to me, leaned her head on my shoulder, and wrapped her arm around my torso. I wouldn't touch her, of course, but it made me happy that she did it without serving me one of those warnings this time.
***
The book was very good. I looked at the clock, and it was almost 1 am. I let Syr go a long time ago already, then got absorbed by the story. I had to go to bed; else, I would feel like a zombie tomorrow. I left the book on the couch and dropped my glass in the kitchen sink. I stretched my limbs and headed towards the staircase. Then I paused...
"Would now be a good time?"
It was crazy. My hands were shaking at the thought that I could visit Syr to fulfill her deviant wish. Her scent from earlier was still on me, and the idea I could have sex with her right now was very appealing. I would have preferred a more romantic setup, but it was not what she had asked for.
Giving her what she wanted from me would put me under tremendous pressure because I didn't want to ruin the experience she had been waiting for for a while. I knew it would be weird, it would be wrong, it would be awkward, and I would have to fight off all the alarms that would ring inside my brain. I was not that confident I could pull this off properly. She was asking me to act like someone I didn't want to be.
But on the other hand, the thought of sleeping with the most beautiful girl I've ever seen turned me one so much. I remembered how hard I got when she laid down next to me while only wearing her sexy swimsuit; it was uncontrollable. To be able to have sex with her would be a dream come true.
Both Erika and Kitty expected me and even wanted me to make a move on Syr. However, they probably didn't know how Syr wanted our first night to happen. They didn't know she had this unusual fantasy to be forced into having sex. Only I did. Syr wanted me to be the one doing this to her, that was crystal clear.
Then I decided, for one night, to put my anxious mind aside. What I was about to do would put an end to this destinationless train of thought. One thing I could be sure of was that she would act the part, and it would look real. I would not get any valid feedback from her, and I would have to use my best judgment to keep her safe.
I walked to her small bedroom, and I silently opened the door. The faint glow from hallway light allowed me to distinguish her sleeping form on the bed. I could see her naked torso as the silky bed sheets were only covering the lower part of her body. Her flawless back, narrow shoulders, and delicate neck were all exposed for my eyes to admire.
A healthy dose of arousal coursed through my veins at that sight. It was time. I put on my actor mask and hoped for the best.
"Syr!... Syr! Wake up!"
"Mmm...? Aaah!"
Syr opened her eyes, and half asleep, she turned her head in my direction. When she saw my shadow in the doorway, she jumped a bit and hurried to pull the bed sheet over her chest.
"M... Master Mark? Is that you?"
"Who else would it be?"
"What are you doing here? What time is it?"
"Does it matter? You said I could come here whenever I needed you."
"... Y... Yes... but... I thought you would at least knock first. What can I do for you?"
"Well, I lied to you earlier. Your lasagna was gross, and as expected, it gave me a stomach ache."
"... Really?... I'm sorry... I thought it was excellent. The girls liked it."
"It doesn't matter what you think. I'm here to be compensated, you see."
"Master Mark? What are you doing?"
I walked up to her and tugged the sheet out of her hands. Within a second, she was completely naked in front of me. I was mesmerized. Her pale skin was glowing like a full moon, and I just wanted to run my hands on it.
I started to take off my clothes while she was looking at me with a scared face. First to go was my t-shirt. I dropped it on the floor next to my feet, confidently.
"Master Mark... I... I don't understand. I thought I was pretty clear... I'm not interested in this. You cannot be here... you... you cannot do this..."
"I certainly can, it is just you and I, and you can't stop me."
I unfastened my belt and unzipped my pants before letting them drop to my ankles. There was no going back now; she was playing along, writing the storyline she had been waiting to compose for a while now. I stepped out of my crumpled pants and boxers.
"Hopefully, you are a better fuck than a cook. Else it's going to be a very disappointing day."
"Master Mark! This is enough... You... You cannot do this... This is wrong."
"I don't think so. It seems just the right thing to do."
"You... you are scaring me! Please... Get out!"
As predicted, she was such a good actress. Even though I expected her to be good, this felt way too real for my taste. My brain was screaming to dial down the craziness, but my rational mind knew that if I were to make a funny joke or get out of character to confirm she was okay, it would ruin her fantasy. I had to commit.
I placed one of my knees on top of her small single bed.
"NO! Go away! Please!"
She pushed me with force, almost successfully, but I grabbed her wrists in an attempt to control her... She was fighting way harder than I could have expected. I had to put all my weight and strength to pin her down.
"NO! MASTER MARK, I DON'T WANT THIS!"
"Lower your voice, damnit!"
"NO! STOP!"
She was giving me a run for my money, I didn't think she was going to be so wild. As I tried to climb on top of her, I had to endure some kicks to the stomach. I pressed my hand on top of her mouth to shut her up.
"Mmmpphhh MAaahhhh!"
"Syr! STOP IT! You are making it worse for yourself. You can't win this!"
"Mmmphhh!"
"Yeah, if you want my hand off your mouth, you give up."
"Mmm"
"That is it... Good little maid."
I felt like a wolf about to devour a rabbit.
She was calmer now. I dared remove my hand from her mouth, and she was panting heavily from her fierce fighting.
"You are so pretty!"
"Master Mark... Please... I'll do everything you want! Don't go any further!"
"Sorry, not going to happen. You are my maid, and I do as I please with you. Let's have a bit of fun."
"NO! I SAID NO!"
She restarted fighting, unsuccessfully, as I tried to kiss her. She turned her head sideways, but I grabbed her jaw to bring it back and pressed my lips against hers. It was absolutely not the first kiss I had dreamed of, so I quickly reminded myself that I was doing this for her.
"MMPhh! Master Mark! Stop! I beg of you."
"You are right. You are not a good kisser, at least you can't bite me with your pussy."
"WHAT? MASTER MARK! NO! NO! LEAVE ME ALONE!"
The fight resumed, and this time it was even more violent. If I were not careful, Syr could win this. She was giving me some good reasons to go back to the gym. I slapped my hand over her mouth once more. For some reason, that seemed to calm her down again, like covering a cage to quiet the birds.
Her naked body pressing against mine couldn't do anything else than excite me. At this point, I understood how much I had wanted to be in bed with Syr. I had desired her since the first day I met her. Granted, this was not a romantic night, but my unconscious brain didn't make the difference. I pressed my cock head to her burning hot pussy. Just by parting her lips a bit, I couldn't help but notice how wet she was.
I pushed my member inside her; she stopped moving, stopped breathing, stopped living.
"MMmmmmmpphhh!"
"Syr, you are so wet and warm... Don't tell me you don't like this."
"Mmmph!"
I started moving in and out slowly, and the feeling was incredible. Better than I could have imagined under the circumstances. She looked a bit more resigned to her faith, so I took my hand off her mouth once more.
"You stop screaming unless it's from pleasure. Got it?"
"But... why... Why are you doing this to me? What did I do to you?"
"You are my maid, right? You belong to me. If I want to fuck you, I fuck you. It's that simple."
"Master Mark... aaaaanh! I... I don't want this... aaaanh!"
"That must be why you are moaning like this. Admit it... You like it!"
"No! No I don't! Aaaaaanh! Stop please! Stop! Aaaaanh!"
Syr placed her two hands on her face in an attempt to hide her shame as my mouth went down to her engorged breasts. It was like licking the most delicious candy on the planet. I increased my pace, and Syr pushed on my chest with her hands; she had no more fighting spirit. She tried to retain her moans, but failed miserably.
"Aaaanh! Aaaanh! No! I don't want this! aaaaAAH!"
"See how much you like it... Why don't you try to cum for me... you know you want to! Don't you want to please your Master?"
"AaaaAH! Master Mark! AAAHH! OH GOD! AAAAHHH!"
Something had changed. It was as if a dam retaining Syr's pleasure had suddenly failed, and she got hit by an out of control torrent of bliss. I kept fucking her hard in an attempt to push her over the edge.
"AAAH! AAANNH! NO! STOP! AAAAH!"
"Come on, Syr! You know you want this... Let it go, you'll feel better. Come for me ... CUM!"
"AAAAH! AAAAAH! WHAT THE ... AAAAH OH MY GOD! I'M .. .I'M CUMMING ... I'M CUUUMING! AAAANH"
What in the world was that? Did she just cum on command? No way! She must have faked it! No! The way she was thrashing around, there was no faking it. She really did come because of a word. That was so hot.
I kept pumping her hard while she was still mentally exploding. Her nails were digging deep into my skin, hurting me; she was not aware of her surroundings anymore. I got to the edge, entranced by this unreal spectacle, and decided to do something a bit different, that hopefully, she would like.
I pulled my cock out of her and came all over her belly and chest. As I was losing control over my eyes and facial expression, I saw a few stars for a moment. I looked down at beautiful Syr, who was panting her life out, trying to come down from her wild orgasm, as I was.
Then the reality set back in. As my climax subsided, my good old unconfident and worrying self was coming back in like a tsunami of remorse. I was about to start questioning what I had done to Syr. She was lying down naked in front of me, covered in cum, looking at the wall with a blank expression on her face, not even blinking.
I had to put an end to this and leave before I mess up her scenario. I had to leave my half-eaten pray behind before my urge to check on her well-being ruined everything. I used the last gram of douchebagness I had left in me to bring this adventure to an end.
"Ah, you did ok, I guess. But now you are all dirty, I don't want to touch you anymore. I'll see you tomorrow."



"... Master Mark... Please... Never do this to me again!"
She curled into a ball, turning her back to me and started sobbing. Ugh! I was distressed. This was acting... it was acting... It had to be... Oh, I hated this so much. Why did she have to say this and start crying? Was she serious? Did I make a horrible mistake?
I grabbed my clothes and fled the place. I was not feeling so good... My head was spinning, and I felt nauseous. Not only acting like a monster ravaged my mind in a nasty way, but now, I wondered if I had indeed hurt her. Her cries sounded so real.
I paused for a second in the hallway. Then I dropped all my clothes to the floor and ran to the washroom.
I knelt in front of the toilet, wanting to puke my guts out. Trying to make sense of what had happened, it made me feel so bad. I stayed there for what felt like an eternity, finding no answers to my questions. The action of thinking was sickening me. Perhaps this whole forced sex fantasy had been the worst idea ever, and I shouldn't have played along.
Then a soft rubber paw pressed on my back.
"Mark... Hey, Mark... Are you okay?"
"Kitty?... No... I'm really not... I did... I..."
"Hey, Hey! Shhh. I know what you did. Why are you in such a miserable state?"
"..."
I couldn't get words out of my throat. While the confusion choked me, Kitty sat at my side and rubbed my back.
"Hey, what's going on. Something went wrong?" she asked.
"Something went wrong? And what do you know about what just happened?"
"Well... Everything... I think. Syr told us about her feelings for you a while ago, in her own way. I know it was not clear for you, but I mean, you had to suspect it, right? As for tonight, it was supposed to be a happy moment between the two of you. I didn't expect to find you with your tail between your legs. What happened?"
"Do you know what I just did? I may have hurt her badly."
"What? No! Why do you say that?"
"When I left her room, she was crying, and her words were full of pain."
"AAaaaaaaah! Now I get it."
Kitty made me move so I could rest my back against the wall. She knelt in front of me and placed her paws on my sloped shoulders.
"Well, this kind of messed up our little celebration, but I won't let you feel that way. It was not supposed to end like this."
"Kitty? What are you talking about?"
"Listen to me. Syr is fine!"
"She ... She is?"
"Yes! I promise. I went to see her a minute ago because you were not coming downstairs as expected. She was all smiles, trying to clean herself from your sticky cum. Then I found you here talking to the toilet. Mark, Syr, was just acting. I thought you knew that."
"Are you sure? I thought she was acting, but... When I finished..."
"You believed her? She is that good, uh? Mark, she fooled you. It wasn't real. You didn't hurt her at all."
Kitty leaned forward and kissed me. Was that it? Did Syr manage to convince me I hurt her? Kitty put her paws on my cheeks.
"You did a phenomenal job. It must have been very hard, but you made Syr the happiest girl in the world tonight."
"I... did? I need to see her. I need to talk to her."
"Well, that was the plan before you went down in flames. She was supposed to meet us downstairs. Come. Let's go to bed. Then she will join us. I promise."
Kitty stood up and uselessly tried to help me back on my legs using her non-existent strength. Even during the most confusing times, she found ways to be adorable.
She led me to the basement and made me sit on the bed. Erika was awake as well and had a big question mark on her face. Kitty went to her and whispered some stuff in her ear; probably a condensed report of the situation because a rare wave of compassion suddenly hit Erika.
"Aaaaah! Poor Mark. Did she get you too? Don't feel bad about being fooled. She pulled that kind of stunts with me in the past too. Her acting skills can be infuriating-good, believe me."
"She... she did?"
"Oh, yeah! More than once. I could tell you some funny stories. Listen, Mark. Don't get angry at her, okay. There are things you don't know about her. She didn't do this to you on purpose. She doesn't realize we don't see things the same way she does. It's a bit special, but she is a very caring girl."
"So, what now? What am I supposed to do?"
"Nothing. We are going to send her down here, and you two are going to have a good chat between adults and decide what you want to do from now on. Kitty and I are going to sleep upstairs tonight. Syr isn't really into girls... you know."
I was still trying to make heads and tails of all this. I was relieved to hear that I had not hurt Syr, but what was next for us? She would come to see me for a chat, more than likely acting like my maid again, and I would have no idea what she really thought? I was unsure about how I could handle this after what happened.
Erika gave me a small kiss.
"Good night Mark. We will see you tomorrow. I'm sure you and Syr will get along just fine. Just be nice, as usual. Come, Kitty."
Ignoring Erika, Kitty decided to jump on me to cuddle.
"I want to stay with Mark and Syr!"
Erika grabbed Kitty's tail and started to pull on it to get her off me.
"Stop it, we talked about that already. Come, I can't sleep well if you are not with me."
"Heeey! Don't rip my tail off... Okay, okay... I'm coming!"
Kitty gave me a last kiss and got off the bed. The two small rubber cats walked away, leaving me behind bathing in a certain void. I hoped it was true, and Syr would come for a chat, I didn't want to be alone tonight.
They were about to exit the basement when Syr showed up all dressed up in her typical maid uniform. One of the rubber cats immediately pulled her aside, more than likely Erika, and she energetically pointed one paw at me and repeatedly poked Syr in the chest with the other. They were too far from me to make out what she was saying, but it was a rather aggressive whispering tone.
The one-way argument between the latex cat and the maid lasted for a few seconds and ended up with Syr, looking down at the floor, leaving the basement with Kitty and Erika. What was that about? I was now all alone with myself, not even knowing if someone would come back. What was I supposed to do? I kind of slid down under the sheets and closed my eyes, trying to relax a little bit and process my situation. It was so late that I drifted off to sleep faster than I could have imagined.
***
"Mark?... psss... Mark?"
"Mmm?"
"Are you sleeping?"
I heard my name. I opened my eyes, but it was so dark. Someone had turned off the lights. I felt a hand on my chest, not a rubber paw. Could it be ...
"Syr?"
"... Yes."
"Sorry, I must have dozed off. They told me you were going to come for a chat, but you left after Erika talked to you. What was that about?"
"She ... She scolded me..."
That didn't sound like Syr; Her voice was so shy, and I didn't hear a single "Master Mark" so far. It reminded me of the time I discovered her workshop and dropped out of character.
"Why did she do that?"
"... I was coming to see you... as your maid... but, she said I went too far and troubled you. She said that if I wanted to talk to you, I would need to come back without roleplaying. So... I'm sorry, I didn't know I had gone too far."
"Wait ... you are not role-playing right now?"
"... Not tonight... No. I... I don't really know what to do."
I turned my head to look at her, but it was too dark. I could barely see anything. Her hand rested artificially on my chest, trembling a little. Why was she doing this? She was definitely uncomfortable... but it was kind of cute.
"Aaah, Syr. If you prefer to act as a maid right now, go for it. Just don't give me a hard time, okay? I had enough emotion for one day. You know you scared me earlier, you were really into it. Did you get what you hoped for, at least?"
"Yes ... Master Mark. It was exactly what I had hoped for. I really enjoyed all you did and the way you treated me. I felt so powerless."
I didn't have to ask her twice; the maid was back. Her voice tone went from shy to confident
"Good. I'm glad I was able to give this to you. But I'm not going to lie, this kind of rough sex roleplay is not for me. Sorry. I don't mind if you want me to be a bit more masterly around you, but no more extreme."
"I... I understand."
"Oh, and no more. 'You can't touch me, I'm not your girlfriend,' okay?"
"But... I enjoyed that part... It made you want me more. Why do you want me to stop?"
"Just tone it down a little bit then, because you ARE my girlfriend."
I pulled her toward me and slid my arm under her neck so she could rest her head on my shoulder. As I was breaking the romantic news to her, I discovered she was naked as a worm. Her warm breasts touched my ribs, and she tangled her leg around mine. I started to play with her little fingers gently.
"I... I am your girlfriend?" she asked.
"Yes. Is it not what you wanted all along? Erika and Kitty told me you had feelings for me, but honestly, your roleplaying was quite confusing. I am not as smart as they are, I didn't know what to think."
"My name is Elizabeth. And I would love to be your girlfriend."
"Elizabeth? That is such a nice name. Well, Elizabeth, I guess we are officially dating then. Are you okay with that?"
"Very much, Master Mark."
She squeezed me really hard, letting out a little happy cry. She was totally different from Kitty and Erika. Perhaps it was because she was younger, but I felt my relationship with her would be much more of a work in progress and see where it would lead to, rather than an intense and direct love as with my two other catgirls. We would need to ease into it.
I was not worried per se, but I wasn't sure how we would deal with certain aspects of this new romance. I was attracted to Elizabeth like crazy, I loved her maid character so much and decided to accept it fully, but on the other hand, there were concerns. She didn't love girls, which kind of excluded her from our frequent bedtime activities. She was also Erika's best friend, which made things a bit weird. On top of that, Kitty told me she had a crush on Syr. Was Syr even aware of that? How would we be able to navigate through all of this without friction? What did I get myself into again?
"Syr, we will need to take our time, okay?"
"Yes, Master Mark. I agree. As you maid, I'll do all I can to make things easy for you."
"I'm sure you will. I think it could be a fun journey. We will have a lot to learn about each other."
"Yes... but... about earlier?"
"Don't worry about it... You had lots of fun. I had some fun too. Forcing girls like this is just not my thing, at least for now."
"I understand ... but ... You did something to me that I never experienced before... You made me cum on command..."
"Yeah, that part was kind of hot ... Was it real?"
"Of course, it was. I lost control. Can... Can we try it again?"
Oh, boy. I wouldn't sleep a lot tonight.
***
When I woke up late in the morning, I was alone in my bed. Where did my beautiful Syr go? I certainly hoped that I hadn't dreamt everything. How many times did we have sex? I lost count. I rubbed my eyes and murmured to myself some unreal words.
"... A third girlfriend... Seriously, Mark? What is wrong with you."
I crawled out of bed, and there was a pile of neatly folded clothes on the corner of it; no doubt Syr did that. I grabbed the small pile and went to the washroom for a shower. The warm water kept my morning mind calm. I didn't want to start recapitulating everything that happened yesterday. I was feeling good and wanted to stay in that mood.
After my shower, I climbed upstairs and went to the kitchen for a coffee. As soon as I showed up, Syr, who was all dressed up as a maid, greeted me.
"Morning, Master Mark. I heard you showering, so I prepared some fresh coffee for you."
"Oh, thanks. I need one."
I walked to Syr, wrapped my arm around her waist, and tried to kiss her good morning, but she backed off with a shocked expression on her face.
"W... What are you doing? Master Mark! This is inappropriate. I am not your girlfriend. I thought we've been clear on that."
A depressing wave of discouragement hit me... not that broken record again!
"... Not my girlfriend? Syr? Why did we have that conversation last night then?"
Syr smiled at me, pressed her body against mine, and kissed me tenderly.
"Did I scare you, Master Mark?"
"A little bit, yes. Don't tell me I have another girl who loves playing tricks on me. Geez."
"Hehe. Now go sit, I have pancakes for you with maple syrup. Please, behave yourself this time!"
"Alright! Alright! Where are the catgirls?"
"Still upstairs. They have been moaning a lot since early this morning. They probably fell back asleep."
"When did you wake up? Didn't we go to sleep at about 6 am? Aren't you tired?"
"I do not know what you are referring to, Master Mark. I went to bed early last night after I brought you the book."
"Of course, you did... of course."
Yeah, this is going to be one special relationship. I was getting exactly what I signed up for.
She placed my pancakes in a white dish and started to do something to them. I couldn't see since she was hiding the plate with her body. All I could only stare at her back. She then turned around, widely smiling, and walked around the island where I was sitting. She positioned herself on my back and put the plate in front of me.
Her arms wrapped tightly around my neck as I looked down at the pancakes. She drew some words on them. "I love you!"
"Master Mark. You were right. I am dead tired... I will go for a nap. So please enjoy your food. You should join me after."
She kissed me on the cheek before walking away.
Yes... It would be interesting to live in this house. Very interesting.
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"Kill me!"
"No... I won't kill you. Come on. Stop acting like a baby."
I pressed the button on my talking watch for the tenth time.
"The time is 8:38 am."
Last night at the Fox & Spice, everything was going fantastically well until... the kissing slave girl. I've been crying my life out since that moment. Immediately after what happened, I changed back in my regular clothes, and we went straight home; it unfortunately shortened our evening.
This morning, Miles tried to make me feel better, but there was nothing he could do. I would stay in bed until I dehydrated and died.
"The time is 8:39 am."
"Come on, Alex! Stop pressing that button and get out from under the blankets. Your breakfast was ready an hour ago."
"The time is 8:39 am."
No. I was not going to get out from under the blanket, not until I was deceased. Miles didn't know what to do with me anymore, and I didn't know either. The fact was, there was nothing that could be done. Things would never be the same.
"The time is 8:40 am."
"Okay, that is enough. Here, I have your blindfold. Let me put it on you, and then we can talk."
"No!"
"Alex, what is the big deal? Yes, you kissed a girl you knew, so what? It is not the end of the world."
"Leave me alone! You know that's not the problem."
"The time is 8:40 am."
No... It was really not the issue. I kissed that slave girl for a long time in front of Miles; it felt so good and so right, and I was so turned on by it. Then we went as far as trying to sneakily masturbate each other in public. Everything was extraordinary and would have turned this evening into the most perfect day of my life. But no. Instead, it turned into a nightmare.
While we were busy exchanging mouth fluids, the girl's fingers explored my pretty tag attached to my shiny new collar, and she was able to read my name which was engraved in braille; what were the odds for her to know braille? It didn't take her a lot of brainpower to understand that a cute blind girl named Alex was undoubtedly the only sightless Alex living in this city. So, of course, she recognized me.
"The time is 8:41 am."
"Alright, come here. Whining for the rest eternity won't help your case. Lift your head a bit."
Miles slid my silky blindfold over my eyes and tied it behind my head. He then sat on the bed and dragged between his legs. My back was now resting on his chest and his arms wrapped around me.
"So, what now? You are never going to talk to her again?"
"Of course, I'll talk to her again... How can I not! SHE IS MY SISTER, YOU DUMBASS!"
"Pfff. I thought she looked like you."
"STOP LAUGHING! It's not funny... How would you feel if you had sex with your brother?"
"I don't have siblings. I Would not know."
"Well, I KNOW! And it's not fun."
"Anyway, you didn't have sex with her. You just gave her a couple of small kisses. You make a big deal out of nothing."
"Not a couple of small kisses? We french kissed for fifteen minutes, and she even rubbed my crotch with her hand, and I liked it!"
"Now that you are mentioning it, it was kind of hot."
"Shut up!"
"Alex, just calm down, okay? She didn't know, and you didn't know. That was an honest mistake. That's all. It is not as if you are going to get pregnant because of this."
Perhaps not, but he was not the one who would have to face her and have to explain my rubber doll outfit. Plus, I learned my younger sister acted as a slave girl for another woman. How was I supposed to react? Miles put something in my hands.
"Here, take this," he said.
"What... My phone? Why?"
"Call her, talk about it, and put this behind you."
"Miiiiiles! What do you want me to tell her?"
"That you are sorry for what happened and the truth. You like the fetish scene. I'm sure your sister will understand. Don't forget she was there too, doing her slave thing."
I groaned incessantly, but I knew what he said was sound. It was better to defuse the situation quickly and try to put this behind us. I raised my knees to my forearms and held the phone in front of my face. I reluctantly spoke the command I didn't want to say.
"Call Marry."
It rang about three times before my sister answered. It felt like an eternity.
"Hey."
"Marry... So?... How are you doing?"
"Okay, I guess..."
"Yeah... So... about last night..."
"Alex... You put your tongue inside my mouth!"
"... Well... you did the same... and even touched my crotch."
"..."
"..."
Of course, this was going to be awkward. It was as embarrassing for her as it was for me. Miles put his hand on my shoulder and shook it a little. Yeah, I guess it was better to follow his plan.
"Listen, Marry... I just want to say that I am sorry..."
"Yeah... I'm sorry too... I should have asked some questions first. I never thought you could be such a pervert."
"Hey! Be nice. I was just having fun with my boyfriend. I didn't know you were dating girls either."
"I'm not dating girls. It was just role-playing with some friends. I like fooling around with them sometimes, that's all. So are you, apparently."
Yeah, I had things to admit as well. I liked my sister a whole lot, but we never talked much about our relationships, let alone our sex life. Part of it was my fault as I tended to dwell on my love failures and vent a bit too intensely.
"Well, listen... As you saw, I do have a thing for latex, but I usually keep it private," I said.
"Right. That must be why you danced like a sex maniac inside that cage for almost an hour, giving a good show to everybody."
"You... You saw that?"
"Everybody saw it. I'm sure you made quite a bit of money."
"Hey! No... It wasn't for the money... It was so that I wouldn't bump into people."
"We danced a lot together in the past and you never needed a cage. Anyway... for what it's worth, you did a good job."
I blushed a bit at the unexpected compliment. My sister never was the cheerful type; she was mostly shy and reserved, and laughing didn't come easy. We cared for each other, but when we grew up, we never had too many common activities outside our homework. The distance between us increased since we were young adults and started working. Thinking about this made me realize our latex fetish may have been one of the first strong interests we shared.
"Say, Marry... I did enjoy it a lot at the club last night... I mean... outside the sister kissing. So... Would you like to go back there with me one day?"
"... Yeah, I think we could do that. But we will need to talk about this some more before going. We need to know what to expect from each other. And don't tell mom."
"No!... Never!... I would never tell her something like that."
"Okay... I have to go now. I need to go brush my teeth again."
"Hehe. Have fun... and... Thanks, Marry, for understanding."
"Don't mention it. I'll text you later this week."
Miles turned my head to the left and gave me a little kiss.
"See. All is good. Do you still want to die?"
"No. I'll live. My sister is nice. Maybe this is a good thing, after all. I learned a bit more about her."
"Good, now it's time to eat your cold breakfast. Come on."
***
In the afternoon, I was back in my latex suit, cuddling on the couch with Miles. I was on my back with my head resting on his lap, and his hand was rubbing my chest slowly. I poked him under the chin with my finger.
"Would you date me if I were not wearing latex?"
"No, I would go back to the store and ask for a refund."
"Come on. I was just wondering what you liked about me outside this."
"That's easy. You are cute, you are smart, you are funny... oh, and you are super rich!"
I slapped him on the cheek for that last comment even though he was just kidding.
"I'm not super rich! I just know what I'm doing. I bought low and sold high."
"I can't even buy low in this city. I give all my money to the landlord."
"Well, if you are extra nice, maybe you can move in one day."
He pinched my nose.
"I'm not going to move in after three weeks, squeaky toy, you know that."
"Hey, let go of my nose. I know... A girl can dream, no?"
I lifted my leg and put my rubber covered foot in the front of his face. I wasn't wearing heels this time.
"Kiss it!"
"I can bite it too."
I felt his lips touching my foot, and then his teeth bit on my little toe.
"Ah, you are no fun! So what are we doing today? I don't want to spend my life on the couch."
"I'm not sure. Do you want to call your new friend and see what she wants to do?"
"You really liked watching me kissing other girls, don't you?"
"It's not that... I just thought you would like to see her again."
I sat up, turned around, and climbed on top of him. I laced my arms around his neck and gave him a small kiss.
"I'm not stupid, Miles..."
"I never said you were. Where does that come from?"
"I know what you are doing. I understood everything at the club last night. Why don't you just admit it? There is no shame."
"Admit what? What are you talking about, Squeaky?
"Are you a voyeur?"
"What? I'm not!... That... That's ridiculous."
"I think you are. It is not a bad thing, you know."
"So, what makes you say that?"
"Oh, you want examples?"
I liked it when people challenged my intelligence. Sure, I could be awkward around people because I had trouble with my relationships, but I was still pretty good at reading people's minds. And Miles just pushed the wrong button. He should have admitted what he liked instead of hiding it.
"You said you liked girls in latex."
"Yeah, that doesn't make me a voyeur... I just think it is sexy as hell."
"But you said girls... with an S. You could have said MY girl."
"That's weak. Was that your mighty proof?"
"No. Then, at the club, you made me dance in a cage."
"Hey, that was a great idea! You had a blast!"
"I didn't say otherwise, but you left me there for almost an hour. It didn't take you that long to explore the club. I'm sure you were watching me and liked the way everybody around desired me."
"Sure, I was at the bar watching you. It's not a crime. I was happy for you."
He really won't admit it. I needed to drill this guy a bit more.
"So, why did you choose the vacbed activity?"
"I don't know. It looked fun. I thought you would like it."
"Because it was rubber or because you knew I was going to touch a girl, and she would touch me in return?"
"..."
"HA! You hesitated! I knew it."
"Alex... Why are you doing this?"
"Just tell me. Did you enjoy watching me being touched like this... everywhere?"
"It... It was for you..."
Ha! He is getting hard under me... This was so awesome. Finally, I got my payback for him forcing me to admit that I loved latex on our first date. Sweet revenge.
"You are getting an erection just thinking about it. I can feel it. So, how did you feel when the slave girl kissed me? Don't even mention the word sister else I will bite your face."
"I... I liked it... Who doesn't like two rubber girls kissing?"
"What are you scared of? Just say it already. You won't go to jail. I can feel your heart racing in your chest... that can't be good."
"Okay, okay... I like it! Happy now? I like seeing you doing sexual things with other girls."
"That turns you on that much?"
"Yes! But only because I love you—"
He abruptly stopped his sentence right there... What did he just say? Love me? I've been dating him only for the past three weeks, and I told him that I loved him. I was honest, and he knew it. He was very open as well and said to me he still had feelings for his ex-girlfriend. The way he was talking about her, it was truly over with no chance of ever getting back together, but I could understand why he didn't want to rush into another relationship. He kept his emotions at bay, probably not to get hurt again.
"Miles? What did you just say?"
"Alex..."
"You don't want to repeat it?"
"I'm not sure... I'm confused... I don't say that to be mean. I really like you. I don't want to mess things up again."
"I understand, don't worry. Do you want to know what I think?"
"Should I?"
"You love me more than you think you are."
I got off from his lap and stood up in the middle of the living room, fists on my hips.
"Call Meixiang!"
"Contact not found. Please try again."
"What? Why? Call Meixiang!"
"Contact not found. Please try again."
Miles interrupted my attempts to call my new friend.
"What are you doing, Alex? We were having a serious discussion."
"Call Meixiang!"
"Contact not found. Please try again."
"Ah, come on! Miles, did you enter her name properly."
"Yes, but you are saying it wrong!"
"Call MAY-CHI-HANG!... stupid system."
This time, the phone rang a couple of times, and the girl answered.
"Hello?"
"Hey Meixiang, it's Alex... the vacbed girl."
"Heeey... I was worried you wouldn't call me back. I thought about you a lot."
"Look, Miles and I have nothing to do today. Would you like to come over and have some fun?"
"Oh... I would love to, but I'm probably too far."
"I'm near the Irwin Park downtown... Where do you live?"
"Oh, that is very far... I'm 45 minutes from there, easy. And I don't even have a car."
"No problem... I'll send a shuttle to pick you up."
"What? A shuttle? What the..."
"Don't worry about it. Give me your address and get your stuff ready. Bring whatever kinky stuff you have. Are you working tomorrow? You could sleepover too if you want."
After she gave me her address, I called the clerk and sent a shuttle her way. I was pretty sure Miles was looking at me while shaking his head.
***
Later that afternoon, Meixiang arrived. The clerk let her in then another clerk showed up with a big heavy thing, it was hard to tell what it was just by the sound of it. I was hiding in the hallway closet because I didn't want the staff to see me wearing a full latex catsuit, but as soon as they left, I bounced out to greet the first girl who ever kissed me.
"Meixiang!"
"Alex!... Do... Do you really live here? And call me Mei... or Meimei."
"Mei? That sounds good. And yes, welcome to my place."
"And wait till she starts bragging about her giant bathroom..."
Mei was shyer than last night, and Miles had to tease me about my beautiful bathroom. Even after three weeks visiting me, he still couldn't shut up about it. Wanting to be a good host and make her relax a little bit, I offered to serve some refreshments.
"Let me get you something to drink, what would you like?"
"Oh... I don't drink. I'm fine. I only drink water."
"Ah, okay. That is fine. I have some flavored water if you want."
"No, thanks. I only drink normal water."
Well, we certainly won't get drunk tonight, I thought.
"Hehe, ok... Hey, don't be shy. Come sit; we can chat a bit."
I extended my arm in her general direction and waited for her to grab my hand. It took a second, but finally, I felt her little fingers grabbing mine. I walked her to one of the couches and made her sit next to me. Why was she so tense?
"Don't be so nervous. We are just friends. You are safe here."
"I'm just... a bit... intimidated. Is this really your place?"
"Ah, don't be. The staff can be intimidating, but it is just an apartment like any others."
"Excepted the bathroom..."
"Miles! Stop it. You'll make her feel even worse. I..."
I stopped talking because I felt something brushing against my latex covered face, particularly around my eyes. Mei was all gentle, but why was she doing that all of a sudden?
"So... It was not an act?" she asked.
"An act? What do you mean?"
"... Are you really blind? I wasn't sure if it was true or not."
"Oh? Well... Yeah, it's true... I'm a person who is blind."
"But... How come you can walk like this around your apartment?"
"I... live here?"
Miles saw the awkwardness and decided to help both of us.
"Even if she could see, she would spend all her time in her suit just for the feeling of it; she wouldn't see shit anyway. So, Mei... What did you bring in this big chest? I'm curious."
"Oh, hehe. A thing or two. Alex said to bring some kinky stuff. When I saw the shuttle, I decided to bring the whole thing. I hope you'll let me use the shuttle back home; else, I'm in trouble."
"For sure. Don't worry about that," I said.
Did she bring a big chest full of kinky stuff? I thought she was going to show up with a catsuit or maybe some cuffs, not a full chest. It made me wonder how deviant she was. I needed to learn more about her; maybe we should have talked a bit longer over the phone.
"So, how old are you, Mei? Do you have a boyfriend or something?"
"I'm 28. And no, I'm alone, and I'm happy this way. I see people on and off, like tonight. I know what you might think, but I'm not that sociable. I spend most of my time by myself. I only go to the Fox & Spice when my friends are insisting."
"Well, you looked pretty sociable to me yesterday."
"Hehe. Yes. It was fun last night, but you made it so much better for me. The way you touched me was very different."
"I just touched you in a way that made you react the most. I felt what your body was doing; your twitches and breathing. You were just showing me what to do."
Maybe those things were evident to me, but people should really learn how to look at others without vision. It was possible to receive a lot of information from another person from a simple, gentle touch. I was not a superhero, even though Miles kept saying I had super ears, my senses were the same as everybody else. I just learned to use them properly. And tonight I would get to practice them some more with my new kinky friend.
"Mei, I'm curious. If you have all those kinks, why do you spend a lot of time alone? Would it not be more fun to have someone to play with all the time?" I asked.
"No. It would drive me nuts. I'm a loner. I like my space, and I entertain myself quite well."
"So everything in that chest over there is to entertain yourself?"
"Yes... I... I can show you if you want."
"Sure... I would love to check what you brought. And Miles? You are awfully quiet over there?"
"I'm fine. Just watching you, girls, wondering where this is going. I get the feeling I'm going to like it."
Of course, he was watching. He barely admitted his kink to me earlier that the two cute chit-chatting girls were hypnotizing him already. I don't think he realized how bad his case was and got the feeling he was not going to talk a lot tonight. For some reason, I found his little personality trait very cute.
"Alex, instead of just showing you... Could... Well... Would you like to try something with me? Since Miles is here too... He can assist."
"I invited you over to have some fun, so yes! I would love to try some new things. What are we doing."
"Can I go change first?"
"Oh, yes. But... Do you have a latex catsuit? Miles would love it..."
"Hey, don't listen to her, Mei, wear whatever you want. It doesn't matter to me," he said.
"Oh? So you wouldn't like me to wear my latex bodysuit?" she asked.
Oh my. Mei just cornered him. I'm sure his face turned all red. He shot himself in the foot right there. Poor Miles, it's going to be a long evening for him at that pace. I liked Mei quite a bit already.
She never got a reply to her question but she walked away, and I heard her rummaging in her chest before asking me where the bathroom was. As soon as she was gone, I jumped from one couch to the other and landed on Miles.
"So? Do you like her?" I asked.



"I like you better. I have no clue what she wants to do."
"I know! It's part of the fun. No? I think she smells good."
"She smells like trouble... for you."
"Why do you say that? She is super nice."
"I saw her having fun with you on the vacbed. I think you are in for quite a ride."
I let my body fall on his chest for him to hold me a bit. Maybe he was right. The vacbed scene was memorable, but Mei was really into it, particularly when she started blocking my air intake. Perhaps Miles thought she was out of control at that point, but I thought she just wanted to make me experiment with new things. The truth was probably somewhere in the middle; I was pretty sure of it.
After a few minutes, Mei came back and told me what she was wearing plus a bit of what she wanted us to do.
"I'm back! I'm wearing my black latex bodysuit. I don't have a hood or hands like yours, but I like it better this way. So, are you in for a bit of self-bondage?"
"Self-bondage? Miles can tie you up if it's what you like."
"No... What I like is self-bondage. I like tying myself up. Are you going to do it with me? Have you ever tried?"
"I... I have not..."
"Don't be nervous; I can show you how. Come here on the carpet with me. I'll give you what you need."
Well, that was unexpected. I didn't think this was what Mei was going to do. Not that I didn't want to try, but it was one of those situations I didn't sense coming; I didn't have time to think about it. If I said yes, I would feel uneasy about it, but if I said no, I would probably have some regrets later.
Mei's tone was quite confident, and she talked about self-bondage as if it was something normal to do on a Sunday afternoon. Ah, well, why not! I hesitantly walked to the middle of the living room.
"Is it okay right here?"
"Yes, sit down, I'll give you some things. Don't worry, I know it's your first time. I'll make it fun for you. I wanted to do this scenario for a while. Since you can't see, it's going to be even better. And Miles can participate too. Here... take those."
Mei sat right next to me and put some leather items in my hands along with some sort of chains. I fiddled a bit with them. Even with gloved hands, that was easy. It was two pairs of cuffs and a collar; the chains linked them all together.
"Why are the chains so short?"
"Cross your legs, and I'll show you. It's going to be fun. If something goes wrong, just tell Miles, and he will help you out. I don't want you to panic or anything; it would ruin your fun."
"Okay... So you are going to cuff me?"
"No, you are going to cuff yourself. This is self-bondage. So first, cuff your ankles. Then put the collar around your neck."
As instructed, I sat Indian style and cuffed my ankles together, but when I pulled on the collar to put it around my neck, the chain was too short. I had to lean forward a bit to do it. After fastening the strap behind my rubber neck, Mei crawled behind me and wrapped my torso with her arms and started massaging my breasts.
"Hehe. Mmmm. You are already taking advantage of me?"
"Yes. Sorry, I couldn't resist any longer. Now, in front of you, on the carpet, there are five small padlocks. Lock your collar and ankle cuffs with them."
"Mmm... But where are the keys?"
"Miles is going to give them to you in a bit."
"I will?" Miles asked
That smelled fishy already. Miles had not been briefed about this either, so Mei was brewing something to entertain all of us. I guess we would have to trust her on this one. I didn't sense much danger as Miles would totally save me if something bad happened. I grabbed the small padlocks with my rubber fingers and clicked them on my ankle cuffs and collar.
"That felt funny... I'm a bit nervous."
"It's normal. Take your time... It is just in your head, there is no real danger. I placed a pair of cutters on the table; Miles can free you up anytime. Just let it pass. When you are ready, put your hands in the wrist cuffs between your collar and ankles and lock them."
"Hehe. I'm good... I'm nervous, but I like this a bit. I don't think I would do it by myself, though."
"If you cuff your hands and lock them, I'll give you a long deep kiss."
"Alex, you should do it," Miles added.
"HAHA! Of course, you were going to say that, dumbass!"
That was fun. New, but fun. With Miles in such a good mood, I felt even safer. It was not easy doing this while Mei was pleasantly fondling my breasts, but I did it. I attached my wrists in the cuff and leaned forward a bit to grab the two remaining padlocks she gave me. I placed them in the lockable prong and clicked them on. A small wave of excitement ran through my body when I understood I was truly stuck. Mei rubbed my rubber head and neck and whispered in my ear.
"Such a good girl. You did so well for your first time."
"I can't move much. How will I get out?"
"Don't rush it; just focus on relaxing and enjoying your predicament. Try to experience how good it feels and let it turn you on. Let me just grab my stuff now, and I'll tell you what the game is."
Mei went to her chest back and forth about three times. She was bringing more items every time. Some of them were cuffs and chains, I could tell, but some other things didn't sound like anything I knew. And Miles even let escape an "Oh, my God" while she was preparing herself, to which she let a "sshhh" out. Clearly, she didn't want him to spoil anything. Then I heard her sit on the couch next to Miles, and all I could hear were murmurs. She was telling him all kinds of stuff, but despite my good hearing, I couldn't make out what she was saying.
"Did you understand everything?" she said.
"Yes... I'll spank Alex really hard!" he said.
"HEY! I know that is not what she said. What were you two plotting behind my back?"
I felt a hand on top of my head; it was Mei's. She knelt in front of me and leaned forward. She lifted my chin and pressed her lips against mine. While she was kissing me, she pushed me gently and made me lay down on my side; I turned into her puppet. For the next couple of minutes, she kissed me deeper and deeper, making my arousal spike stupidly. I involuntarily pulled on my bonds, but I couldn't go anywhere. When she stopped, she told me one last thing.
"Once you free yourself, will you save me?"
"What? Save you? Hello? Meimei?"
She didn't reply to me. All I could hear was a bunch of chain and cuffs noises next to me, plus some other unidentified sounds. A few minutes elapsed, and she was still not done. There was an intimidating amount of padlock clicks coming from her side. Then my attention was drawn elsewhere when I heard a familiar robot voice.
"The time is 6:14 pm."
"Hey, that's my watch!"
"Yes, give me your wrist... Oh, you can't."
"Hilarious, Miles! Why do I need my watch?"
"You don't, but I thought you would like to have it for this."
"For what? What is she doing?"
"Hehe. You asked me if I liked Mei... I wasn't sure, but now I really do. She is awesome."
"Hey... Don't say things like this in front of her. Tell me what's going on!"
"Don't worry. She didn't hear me. I'll tell you in a minute... Relax, Squeaky. She is almost done."
What were they doing... Playing with my mind? I wanted to know what was going on, but I had no means to obtain any answers. It was frustrating... but also somewhat exciting. Only a few minutes ago, I had no idea I would end up helplessly cuffed on the carpet. When I invited Mei over, I was thinking much more about a rubber night with a lot of girl kisses and Miles' voyeurism rather than strict bondage. Well... At least his wish has been granted. And talking about the wolf...
"Okay, she is ready. So, she told me to give you some instructions."
"I figured that part already. What are we doing?"
"The first part is that you have to free yourself. Then I'll tell you more."
"And how do I do that? I need keys. And what about her?"
"She is fine. She is enjoying herself at the moment. And yes, you need your keys... One sec, I'll give them to you."
What? As simple as that? Well, maybe she just wanted to introduce me to self-bondage with an easy first experience. I was not overly disappointed, but I thought I could go a bit farther. Mei's kisses put me in a good mood to do something like this. But I would not question her judgment; Perhaps we could try something harder later tonight.
That was what my mind was thinking until Miles came back with the keys...
"Here are your keys, Alex."
What followed was a loud metallic cascading noise as if someone was dropping a large number of coins on the carpeted floor. I didn't want to even think about what it was... because I understood right away. Miles pushed me closer to the pile so my hands could touch the items.
"Miles... You are shitting me, right? Those are all keys? Mei, you are evil!"
"She won't reply to you."
"Why? Is she gagged?"
"I'm not telling you. You need to find your keys. I would not wait too long if I were you. Might take you a while with those gloved hands."
"Help me!"
"No... It is self-bondage. I can't help you."
"Hehe. Traitor."
There were a billion keys of all shapes and forms, but a lot were the same. I didn't know where to start. My bondage was not that restrictive, but it forced me into a curled position. What made the most sense to me was to free up one of my hands first so it would be easier to work on the remaining padlocks. My plan was good.
For the next forever, I tried keys after keys after keys. None of them worked. At least, I understood the ones fitting in my padlocks all had the same shape. It allowed me to discard the odd ones and toss them aside. But, still, there were a lot of compatible keys, and the more I was trying them, the more I was questioning myself as if I tried them correctly. If I messed up, the good key would end up in the huge pile of failed keys. I started whining a bit.
"Miiiiles. I'll never find it."
"Well, you better find it because Mei is waiting for you. I would hurry if I were you."
"What do you mean?"
"Nothing... Come on... Keep working; you must be close."
"The time is 6:50 pm"
"What? It's been 30 minutes already?"
"Apparently. Less talk, more work. I'm going to have a beer. Want one?"
"Yes, please."
Mei was officially tied up next to me as she was struggling in her bonds occasionally. Was she getting impatient or something? She also asked me if I would save her... I bet Miles will ask me to untie her when I free myself. It was pretty obvious.
I kept working on my key issue between two sips from the beer can that Miles brought to my lips. Thankfully he wasn't that heartless and gave me some alcohol. Then, out of the blue...
Click!
"MILES! IT OPENED!"
"Good job, squeaky! About time. Only four to go."
"Hey! At least got one! Stop teasing me."
Was this the ultimate reward obtained from self-bondage? I freed up one of my hands, and I got a rush of happiness. I quickly unfastened the cuff and stretched my arm... It felt so good. I pushed myself back up to my butt, and I felt a boost of motivation as if things were going to be much easier from this point on.
"Put my beer next to me. I'll need it."
"Okay, but don't bump on it, I don't want to clean your carpet."
"The time is 7:13 pm."
"It's been an hour already..."
"Yeah, poor Mei. I don't know if she knew you were going to be this slow."
"I'll untie her after... That is the plan, right?"
"Maybe... Take care of yourself first."
Same response as usual. I was right; things were going much faster now that I had a free hand. Every time I had a "good key," I tried it in all the remaining locks. The next one to go was the collar, and I was relieved because it allowed me to straighten my back, at last. I let a happy cry while stretching. Meimei also was letting some muffled moans out. I still couldn't figure out what she did to herself just by the noise she was emitting, and Miles warned me not to crawl to her until my cuffs were all off.
It took a while, but I achieved the goal and tossed the bundle of chains and cuffs aside.
"The time is 7:50 pm."
"FINALLY! Holy crap that was hard work."
"Good job, squeaky. It's time for phase two."
"Can I go see her now?"
"Go ahead! She has been waiting for you all this time."
I crawled on my fours like a cat and pawed in front of me to find her. And there she was. I went to her and started checking what kind of mess she put herself in. Chain, leather... She was resting on her belly.
"Hey, she is hogtied... Mei did that herself?"
"Yes... It was quite interesting to watch."
"Wait a minute... She padlocked everything... don't tell me..."
"I'm afraid so. You have to find the keys."
"Hey... What the... There are two padlocks per cuff. What kind of gear is that?
"I know, right. It was a way to extend her pleasure, I suppose."
Mei was probably ticklish because she wiggled quite a bit when I was feeling her feet. But why was she not talking? I slid my hands down her head to check if she gagged herself, and...
"Oh, my God! WHAT IS THAT?"
"Hehe... I have to admit. Your new friend is a bit extreme."
"Seriously, what is it? Her head... that is not leather or anything. It's like a hard helmet or something."
"Yep."
I wasn't too sure what I was feeling. I never heard of such a thing. A hard shell hood entirely covered mei's head and face. From what I could tell, it was a two-piece mask. On one side, there were hinges, and on the other side and top, there were small rectangular metal blocks, probably some sort of locks. I didn't understand how they were working. There were not a lot of features on her face, but there was a small rectangular opening at the mouth level. At least she could breathe.
"Miles? Why is she not talking?"
"She put a gag in her mouth and earplugs in her ears before locking the mask over her head."
"This is so extreme! Are you sure she is ok?"
"Yes, she keeps giving me the signal that she is enjoying herself. Tap on her shoulder twice... let's see if she gives us a thumbs up. Yep... She is okay."
"Now get to work else she is going to be stuck like this forever. She said to keep the mask for last."
I made a couple of trips to my piles of keys and brought them all back next to Mei. It was going to be hard; she used all kinds of different padlocks. It took a very long time but gradually managed to open one lock here and there. The first thing that I managed to liberate was one of her legs, the right one. That made her moans quite a bit. She was probably all cramped. Her left arm was next, and it fell on the floor like an overcooked noodle.
"The time is 9:13 pm."
"Miiiles... Help me! I still have two padlocks to remove for her arm and one on her leg. I'm starving too."
"Well, take a break and come eat a little something. Mei is fine. She keeps giving us the okay signal. Come, I made you a sandwich."
I rubbed her body a bit with my hands and tapped her shoulder twice while holding her hand, and she gave me a thumbs up. Was she really okay after three hours of strict bondage? I made my way to the kitchen, where Miles gave me my plate. I sat on the stool and started to nibble.
"You aren't too bored?" I asked.
"It's okay. You girls have fun. But I want you now. Seeing you playing with her like this for so long is making me too horny."
"I would not mind some sex either, but, we can't leave Mei like this. Let's free her first, and then you can fuck me. If you help me and it will go faster, you know."
"Nope. She said I couldn't assist. And what would prevent us from making love while she is tied up? Nothing."
"What about morality? If we start fucking, we will be at it for hours... "
"So?"
"Miles... you are a pervert. We can't do that to her. Alright, I'm finishing this sandwich and going back to work... AANNNGH!"
Miles just cupped my pussy with his hand... That felt so good. He kissed me, draining all my willpower on top of incapacitating me. He unzipped my crotch and began to finger me rather aggressively, not to my displeasure. He fired me up like a race car engine... then he just walked away.
"Alright, Alex. Go save your friend. Let me know if you need anything from me, okay?"
"Miles! You are a monster!"
"I know! That is why you like me so much."
With my pussy throbbing of desire, I managed to finish my sandwich and went back to Mei. I knelt next to her; she had rolled to her side, trying to get relief because she still had one arm attached to her opposite leg. It was probably not very comfortable. I rubbed her belly and rolled her back to it. I checked on the floor for my sorted piles of keys and...
"MEI! No! You rolled around all over my keys! We will never get you out of this if you keep doing that!"
"The time is 9:32 pm."
I had to free her soon. This activity was becoming ridiculous. There were way too many keys to deal with. I quickly sorted through them again; I knew which ones were just not good, that was about three-quarters of them but still... It was going to take some more time.
Two times while I was trying to finish my job, Miles showed up and fingered me some more. My clit was on fire, and I couldn't manage to calm down... and Mei did the same too with her free hand; she reached my crotch and tried to finger me as well when she discovered my zip was down. Were they all against me tonight? Didn't she want to get free? She wasn't helping.
Click!
I heard her remaining arm and leg falling to the carpet, and Mei let a long moan out. I did it! She was free even if she still had a cuff around her ankle. She rolled to her back and kept moaning. I rested my hands on her belly and called Miles.
"I did it! She is free... Come here. You can take her helmet off now."
"Good job, Squeaky. Hey... she still has one cuff on her ankle."
"You are shitting me, right?"
"Nope... She said everything must be off before phase 3."
"Miles! My fingers are exhausted... Come on, let's end this."
I pressed my watch button again.
"The time is 10:27 pm."
"What? That late already. Miles..."
"No. Mei said no. You almost finished your job. Don't give up now."
I groaned at his bossy attitude. I was tired of trying keys. I grabbed another from the good pile and inserted it in the last lock, totally depressed. Self-bondage was not that fun anymore. I let a long sigh out and turned the key.
Click!
"Wait! What?... Did it just open? No way!"
I sensed around with my fingers and, indeed, the last lock was open. I took it off and undid the last ankle cuff and threw it away.
"MILES! I DID IT!"
"Already? Wow... You got lucky on that last one!"
I climbed on top of Mei and started to hug her really hard. She returned the hug and patted my back. Apparently, she was happy for me too. I kind of wanted to kiss her, but her helmet prevented me from doing so. I ran my fingers on the locks, trying to see if I could understand how they worked, but I had trouble figuring it out. Once more, she slid her hand to my crotch, distracting me from rescuing her.
Just as I was going to scold her, I felt two manly hands grabbing my hips and lifting my butt. I was chest on chest with Mei, and Miles decided that it was the right time to enjoy me.
"Miles..."
"You two look so cute like this... I can't wait any longer. You've been torturing me for the past 4 hours."
"Hehe. Oh, so you are not hiding anymore? Mr. Voyeur. Alright, you better make me cum after all that teasing."
I was pleased. I managed the key challenge, and now I was awesomely rewarded by Miles, who was pushing me to the edge, and Mei, stuck under me, knew exactly what was happening. She played with my body while I was getting pounded from behind. Removing her mask didn't seem that much of a priority anymore. My judgment was gone.



I think I came twice while Miles exploded only once. We brought Mei to the bedroom for round two. Miles was so into it. Something had triggered him hard tonight, but he only fucked me, not her. As much as I liked this semi-threesome, I wouldn't have wanted to share him at this level; that was his thing, not mine.
Mei tested my limits at some point. While my boyfriend was having his fun inside me, she pressed her crotch on my mouth, forcing me to lick her. I had never done this before and was probably not good at it, but I didn't dislike it. At least she was not my sister. For some reason, when I felt she was close to cum, she retracted and wouldn't let me finish her. I wasn't too sure why she wouldn't let me make her cum.
This little party continued for quite a while. We had so much fun; we almost forgot Meimei was still a prisoner of her helmet. Deaf and mute inside a hard mask preventing me from touching her face directly, we had to let her out of this wild piece of bondage.
"The time is 1:27 am."
"No way! That late? Miles, we have to let her out."
"How?"
"What do you mean, how?"
"Well, she said that you were smart and would figure it out."
"No! I have no clue! She told you nothing?"
"I don't think so."
"But she must be miserable!"
"I don't know about that. Tap on her shoulder again; we didn't check in a while... Ah... still a thumbs up. She is still a happy camper. Why don't we figure it out tomorrow? I'm tired."
There was a limit to what a person could endure. I wouldn't be able to get myself to leave her like this all night; I would feel like shit. I got grumpy and pressed Miles some more.
"Miles, it's not funny anymore. It's very hot, and all, but I want to let her out of that mask. I don't know what to do about those locks. Tell me."
"Ok, ok. Fine. I'll help you a little. So, you don't think the keys are in your pile in the living room?"
"No... Those locks are weird."
"Do you think you need a key?"
"Yes... I think so."
"So, where is it, you think?"
"I don't know... in her chest in the living room?"
"No."
"On the coffee table?"
"No."
"Miles... Stop it!... Hey! Did she give you the key?"
"Yes. Hehe."
"Ah, come on! Seriously? Give it to me now! Else you'll have to be afraid next time I give you a blowjob."
I presented my open hand, and after a few seconds, he placed something in it. He knew I had sharp teeth. I couldn't believe it, though. He let me get frustrated for such a long time before telling me he had the key. I climbed on top of Mei and analyzed the locks, searching for a way to use this weird flat key.
"She said that you had to ask me for it first."
"I'll get my revenge one day. How do those things work? Ah... I see."
I inserted the key in the small slit at the top of the lock and pressed it down. I heard a click, and the metal latch opened. That was satisfying. I did the same on the three other locks. I gave back the key to Miles and started to pull open the face mask. Mei groaned quite a bit and lifted her head so I could remove the back piece. I put the weird contraption aside and checked her warm sweaty face.
I knew she had earplugs and gag, but that was about it. I quickly realized that it was more than I could have imagined. She had a leather head harness with a built-in blindfold and panel gag. Only her little Asian nose was sticking out. I reached for the buckles, fearing for the worse, and for once, there were no padlocks. I would have lost my shit, I swear.
After unfastening the straps, I peeled the harness off her. It took some effort to pull the gag out. She let out a long groan, and while I was gently removing her earplugs out, she spoke her first post-self-bondage words.
"Aaaaah! At last!... My jaw is going to be so sore after this."
"Mei! Are you okay?"
"Are you kidding? It was AMAZING! It went SO much better than I thought it would. You kept me tied up for so long. I must have turned you on a lot if you chose to have sex instead of freeing me."
"I guess there was a bit of that. You really enjoyed it?"
"Oh yeah! I'm used to tying myself up almost every night; this was super fun. I almost wished you would have left me like this overnight."
"You are nuts. Hey, by the way, why didn't you want to cum? I tried hard."
"I know you did. You were a licking machine. But if I cum in bondage, I want out, and it's not fun anymore. I'm wired that way."
What a bondage beast. Mei was so much into this self-bondage thing that she tied herself up every night and kept herself frustrated on top of it. She was a different breed of pervert... and I thought Miles was bad.
She pulled me into a hug.
"What time is it?" she asked
"Eep! About 1:30 am."
"Oh! Time to sleep then. But... Do you have a bit of food for me? Also, I brought something pretty cool for you and me."
"I put a big sandwich for you in the fridge," Miles said.
She moved me aside and walked out of my room. Miles rubbed my latex covered belly.
"Maybe you should have left her to simmer in her mask a bit longer. You just got yourself in trouble again, I think."
"Hehe. She is really into it, that is for sure. Do you know what she is going to bring back?"
"A sandwich?"
"Miles!"
"No idea. Maybe another friend who was tied up inside her big chest all along."
"Hahaha! It wouldn't surprise me."
She made a detour to the washrooms and kitchen first, so it gave me some extra time to make-out with Miles, with a lot of tongue, but she eventually came back with something that sounded rubbery and full of metal buckles, she tossed it on the bed next to me.
"What is that?" I asked.
"Try to guess."
I rubbed my hands on the item and tried to figure out what it was. I felt thick latex, it was flat and long, and my ears didn't betray me as there were a bunch of straps and metal buckles. What the hell was this? Oh... There was a zipper too... a very long zipper. Ah! I got it.
"Aaaaah! I think I know what it is now. Is it a sleep sack?"
"Bingo! That didn't take you long to figure it out."
"Well, Mei. My friend told me about those when she helped me order my catsuits. I was curious about them. It is kind of hot."
They totally were. I could only imagine how it felt to be lying down inside one, unable to escape until someone let you out. Even me, a small girl, bondage rookie, was finding this idea arousing. But... Did she bring it for... me?
I decided to ask her in a way that wouldn't make me look like I begged for it. I was just hoping.
"So, Mei, do you want to sleep in it?"
"Yes! Help me get in it!"
Well, my hope didn't live long; I was kind of disappointed now. For a second, I thought I would get to try one, but no. She was way too excited about having a chance to spend the night cocooned in rubber. Too bad. I would have loved to try it. Maybe tomorrow, I could get an opportunity for a little sleep sack session. For now, all I had to do was to find satisfaction in making her happy.
"Alright! Get in!" I said.
"Can I help?" Miles asked
"Nope! You, big male, served your purpose!"
"Hehe. You are so going to pay for that comment later."
"Pay how? I, the woman, is the mistress of my own destiny!
Miles was fun to tease and never got seriously offended. He could understand a joke and be playful about it. Since I met him, he had always been like this. Sometimes he would be quiet and reserved, but on other days like today, he was very much involved in the entertainment.
Meixiang unzipped the body bag and laid down on it. Knowing exactly how to do it, she pushed her feet at the bottom and made sure she was aligned correctly. It was almost a challenge to keep up with what she was doing with my hands only. Next, I helped her get her hands inside the internal sleeves and pulled the bag over her shoulder.
I played a bit with her latex body before zipping the sack up. Her breasts were still big, and I was jealous of them; that owed her an extra chest massage. I grabbed the zipper tab and slid it over her body, slowly encasing her in delicious rubber. Yes, I would have loved to try it so much; my disappointment kept growing. But I was currently discovering little things about myself, so it was not all dark. I kind of liked the feeling of sealing her inside the sleepsack, knowing she would be stuck in there until I decided to let her out. Yes, there was this little feeling of empowerment I liked.
After being careful not to pinch her chin with the zipper, I fastened the straps one by one, beginning at the ankles. I didn't want to make them too tight, but too loose wouldn't be fun either. She didn't complain, so I guess she was okay with how I was doing it. It was a matter of balance. Soon enough, she was all set and ready for the night.
Of course, now that she was tied up while I was not, I couldn't help myself but kiss her. Mei loved kissing me, I could tell. Her mouth was soft as silk, and her tongue was so warm. Maybe having sex with a woman was not something I would necessarily seek, I liked men too much, but kissing a girl... Absolutely! It was pointless to lie to myself; there was a little something special that I loved.
"Alright, Meimei... if you don't snore too much, I'll let you out tomorrow."
"I don't think you will be able to..."
"Uh? Why? I'm in control of you! Rawr!"
"No... There is another sleep sack for you."
"...? WHAT? REALLY?"
"You didn't think I would be the only one to have fun. Your sleep sack is not as restrictive as mine, though. But it is a comfortable one to sleep in."
While I was trying to absorb what she just said, a big floppy piece of rubber landed on top of my shoulder. Of course, Miles didn't say a word about it. He knew way too well how it was going to end for me. But I was thrilled, and also felt like a fool for thinking she would do something for herself only; I misjudged her.
I tugged it to my arms and inspected it. It was not nearly as thick as Mei's, and it didn't have any straps. I think for my level of experience, this was even better. Mei was right; I would have felt a bit too restricted in hers. This one would be much better.
"Alright, Alex, let's tuck you into bed," Miles said.
"Oh, yeah. You are all happy now, right?"
"Happy for you!"
He gave me a sarcastic kiss on the forehead and took the sleep sack from me. He flattened it on the bed and turned my body towards it.
I touched around to find the sack and moved my butt in it. Miles gently helped me to find the best position. He guided my arms in the sleeves and kissed me before zipping me up.
"It does feel comfortable... I think I like this," I said.
"Well, it is very hot if you ask me. You need to get one."
I struggled a bit to test my predicament, but there was no way I could get out of it. I was truly stuck.
"Mmmm... I will have nice rubber dreams like this."
"Mei and you both, I'm sure. I'll sleep between the two of you, or at least try. So just wake me up if you want out."
"Did you like your evening, Miles?"
"Yes, I did... and you know what... I do love you, Alex. I'm sick of pushing it down. You are very much my dream girl. And not just because of the hot sex and the occasional rubber lesbianism."
"Aawww... so romantic. Hehe. I love you too. Why are you telling me this while I can't hug you? That's mean."
"Hehe. I didn't think about that. I really want to tell you why I love you so much."
"I'm all ears... and I'm not going anywhere."
For the next little while, Miles and I chit-chatted about our love for each other. The bondage girl next to us was more than likely listening, but she didn't say anything. We pretty much forgot she was even there. Yet, her presence did bring Miles and me a bit closer together tonight.
We would have to thank her appropriately later.
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"If I don't do it now, I will never do it..."
When I heard about this new animal café that opened recently in my city, I really got attracted to it and wanted to visit badly. Unfortunately, I was all alone and rather shy, so going to a brand new place that had a social function was not an easy thing for me.
Well, shyness was not the real reason... I have to stop deflecting the truth. The reality was that I had a communication disorder.
Talking to people was the hardest thing in the world for me. I couldn't even order a meal at the restaurant. I could mumble a few words to myself if I were alone, but not if there were people around.
It was a bit sad because I was a rather cute, mid-twenties girl with short brown hair, brown eyes, and was on the short side of the measuring tape with my little 5'2" tall. That said, I could be as cute as I wanted; I was not exposing myself to the world because of my problem, so nobody noticed me.
If I had gone to the bars, or done team sports and such, I'm sure someone would have flirted with me, but I had not, and now my life was very dull. A regular day for me consisted of waking up and going to work as a non-essential employee packaging order for a big online company. It didn't require speech and was providing me with enough money to pay for my needs. The TV shows I watched after work were no longer fun but that was still my main source of entertainment to kill all my extra time.
I had no friends, and my family was not really around, so I couldn't even practice talking with people; as per my doctor, this was mandatory if I wanted to improve my condition one day and get better at it.
One of the hardest things that came with my problem was that I needed physical contact, but I couldn't have that either without meeting new people. It was a bit of a nightmare, a vicious circle, and this was why I got this crazy idea to come to this new animal café I noticed while walking in town the other day.
I liked cakes, I loved animals, and I needed to cuddle something; this place was obviously for me. But there was a little extra detail that made my decision so nerve-wracking; the animals were not really... animals.
That is the information that had paralyzed me in front of the shop; I was reconsidering all the reasons that brought me here. That was until the door opened...
"Hey, there! Welcome to Pets & Cakes! I saw you taking root in front of our door for the past fifteen minutes... You seem to want to come in, so come on, don't be shy! You can just take a look if you want. It wouldn't hurt!"
"..."
***
Of course, I didn't manage to respond when the young woman walked out of the Animal Café to invite me in. I had no way out anymore as I couldn't voice a refusal. I obediently followed her to the front desk; the heart pounding in my chest was louder than my footsteps.
"I just need your ID to make sure you are an adult, and then you can go right in. It is a very slow day, so you are my first client. I'm Lucy, by the way, I'm the owner. What's your name?"
"..."
Here we go again! I couldn't form a single sentence and not even speak a single word; I was much better at getting anxious and trembling due to the embarrassment. I pulled out my driver's license and placed it on the desk for her to read from.
"Aaah, not a chatty one. That's okay. Let's see... Clara! Aww, such a cute name. And you are twenty-four, that's perfect. Is it your first time in such a Café?"
I nodded while playing with my shaky fingers.
"Oh, double-welcome, then! You'll see, you'll like it a lot. Mind you, my pets are pretty restless today, so I hope they will behave. It's always the same on quiet days when they don't get enough attention. Follow me. I'll show you our best seat."
"..."
I followed Lucy to a nearby door; she swiped her access card on the reader to unlock it.
"Don't be intimidated, okay. They are all very friendly."
As soon as I entered the dining area, which was more like a very nice comfy lounge designed to chill and relax, my heart stopped. Right away, I noticed five or six "pets." Some were lying down on couches, another was lying on a table, and two more were sitting on the soft carpeted floor. Not so surprisingly, they were all staring at me, the visitor.
"Girls! This is Clara. She is a bit shy, so you have to behave yourself, okay? Be nice to her!"
The ones she called "girls" and "pets" were, in fact, real women wearing animal costumes. If it had been just that, it wouldn't have been so shocking, but no, to add to my discomfort, their outfits were all made of shiny latex.
I may have a communication disorder and an inability to meet people, but it didn't mean I didn't have kinks. I have always been fascinated by rubber catsuits. I didn't know why or how, but it attracted me so very much since I was a young teenager. However, I never had enough money to invest in such a suit; rent and food were my priorities.
When this café had opened and saw that their "animals" were girls wearing amazing latex costumes, it was my best opportunity to experience something I always dreamed of. I would have a chance to touch a real latex catsuit for the first time and get a healthy dose of physical contact at the same time.
The pets' intense gaze froze me on the spot before I felt something wrapping around my leg. I looked down and saw an adorable rubbery red fox kneeling and holding me with her little arms.
"..."
"Aaah, Vix! What did I say? Be nice. You can at least wait until she sits down. Come on, let her go."
As Lucy shooed her away, another pair of small arms wrapped around my other leg. This time it was a little black and white cat. What was fascinating about them all, outside their colorful latex suits, were their masks. All of them were different animals, but they were definitely the same style; the molded creature faces were on the realistic side of things, and black lenses hid the wearer's eyes.
"Oreo! What did I just say! Leave her! You are scaring her! Shoo! Go sit over there, Clara, else they are not going to stop!"
"..."
My brain understood just enough of what Lucy said. I carefully walked to the couch she was pointing at, making sure I wasn't stepping on a paw or a tail. The booth she directed me to indeed looked like the comfiest one of the place. But there was a problem... A small grey raccoon girl was lying on it.
"Don't worry about her... That's Meeka! Just move her, she won't mind. Aaah! Vix, Oreo! Stop!"
I looked behind, uncertain I could do what Lucy had asked me to do, but she had her hands full with the fox and the cat who were now clinging to her legs like velcro. I was starting to wonder if I had done the right thing by coming here. What did I get myself into?
I walked up to the couch, and the raccoon girl was very calm and quiet; she even looked half-asleep. Handling human-animals was not something I was familiar with. They all had those cushy rubber paws that made them look so cute and inoffensive. So I grabbed Meeka's wrists and tried to move her aside.
The good news was that Meeka was very cooperative. As soon as she understood what I was trying to do, she crawled aside to give me some room. This leather couch was so soft that I sank quite a bit more than I had expected when I sat on it.
Lucy, who managed to escape the grasp of the small petgirls, brought me a one-page menu.
"Sorry about that. As you may know, we only have drinks and desserts here. I recommend you to try the cheesecake. We don't cook anything on site, so this one is coming from a local shop. It's sooo good."
"..."
Unable to reply to her, I just nodded again, forfeiting my freedom of choice in favor of simplicity... plus I liked cheesecakes.
"Good, and what would you like to drink? Would you like a coffee?"
I nodded again and raised my two index fingers in front of my face.
"Ah, one cream, one sugar? Alright! I will be right back. Feel free to play with the pets, that's what they are waiting for as you can see. So, don't be shy."
Lucy was good. She didn't seem offended by my inability to communicate, but she somehow understood my body language very well. I guess working with lots of petgirls who couldn't talk made her develop some particular non-verbal communication skills.
Immediately after Lucy turned heels and walked away, all the rubbery critters rushed to me. There were six of them trying to climb on me all at the same time. I had no idea what to do, my anxiety kicked in big time, and I was on the verge hyper-ventilating. I placed my two hands on my face, hoping that it would render me invisible to the petgirls.
All I could feel was a bunch of soft rubber paws trying to tug on me! This was way too much way too soon! I loved them all, but I just couldn't handle this much touching right off the bat.
"... Stop!..."
That was the only word I managed to let out, and it was not a very nice one. I put myself in that situation; it was not their fault if I couldn't deal with that much physical attention. But somehow, the message seemed to have hit its mark.
The raccoon got off the couch and started grabbing and pulling the other pets away, and none of them were whining about it. I almost forgot that they were real people inside the costumes that could probably understand what was going on... I saw them as real pets as soon as I laid my eyes on them. That said, they probably realized they were intimidating me and decided to give me back some breathing room.
Their next move was to line up in front of me, sitting like animals, and staring at me. I returned their look, wondering what they were expecting from me. There were a fox, two cats, a raccoon, a puppy, and a white bunny. They were all so adorable.
Then Meeka started to gesticulate with her paw, pointing randomly at her friends... She was trying to communicate something to me.
"You... You... want me... to... choose?"
All the latex critters nodded energetically. That was unexpected. They definitely understood that they were too much for me to handle, and now they tried to ease me into this weird experience by only selecting the pet I prefered. I liked them all and had no clue which one I should choose but I had to decide which one I would like to cuddle first.
The raccoon was nice, but she seemed more mature than the others, I would probably feel overpowered. The two cats were very cute as well, but they seemed a bit hyperactive... I didn't like dogs that much, sorry doggy... so all I had left were the red fox or the white rabbit. I got a very good vibe when the fox girl clang to my leg earlier, she was so gentle...
"Vix?"
As soon as I spoke the name I had selected, all the other petgirls rotated their head in a way that meant something like "Not vix again!" Guilt invaded my stomach when they all scattered, except for Vix, who crawled to me on her fours, looking incredibly cute.
She climbed on my couch, laid on her back and rested her fox head on my lap. My heart melted so much she was adorable.
"Aww."
But I was not sure what to do now. I used a finger to inspect Vix's fantastic mask. I couldn't see her eyes through the black lenses. Her upper face and muzzle were bright red, and the bottom half was white. There was no separation between her mask and her suit; it seemed to be a one piece costume with everything attached. I didn't even notice where her zipper was.
The small fox gently grabbed my hands with her two cushy paws and placed it on top of her warm belly.
"..."
I guess she wanted me to pet her a little bit; it was the purpose of my visit after all; to practice and enjoy physical contacts, and maybe try to improve my speech if I had an opportunity.
As I gently rubbed Vix's belly and traced the contour of her muzzle with my finger, I noticed something interesting; the lack of eye-to-eye contact helped. I was not nearly as embarrassed when looking at Vix's black eyes as I was with Lucy. It was so great to finally be able to look at someone without feeling dread.
My heart skipped another beat when the dining-room door opened again; Lucy let two more clients in the place, a young couple this time. Lucy seemed overjoyed to get a few more clients and made them feel welcome as much as she could.
"Please! Please! Sit wherever you want! We have six pets today and they are all very cuddly... Well... five... It seems that our little fox is already in good hands."
I turned beet red when everybody turned to look at me while I was belly rubbing the rubber fox girl. Only then, I realized how strange this must have looked from an outsider's perspective.
I looked away, trying to control my breathing again until I realized that my anxiety had caused me to squeeze Vix in my arms like a comforting pillow. Then I heard a long happy sigh coming from her.
"..."
That's right... How could the petgirls breathe with those rubber masks on? There were no holes around the muzzle or nose, but they must get their air from somewhere. I resumed my inspection of the fox mask, and inside the ears, behind some cute white frills imitating fluffy ear fur, I found two small holes on which I placed the tip of my fingers.
After a few seconds, Vix shook her head and blew some air out. That was definitely where she was breathing from. It could have seemed a bit extreme, but to me, I found this very cute. Those animal masks were absolute masterpieces.
"Clara! Here are your cheesecake and your coffee. How do you like cuddling with Vix? She is nice, uh? I'm surprised the others didn't make a fuss. When there are not many clients, they are usually causing tons of trouble because of their cuddling addiction."
"... Thank... you!"
"You are welcome! Oh, and if you don't mind, here is a bit of water for Vix... Make sure she drinks if she needs to. Okay? There is a small hole under her chin in case you didn't know. You just squeeze the liquid in, she will take care of the rest. Just warn her when you start."
"..."
Lucy turned around and to chat with her other clients who were now battling all the needy petgirls.
I was alone with my foxgirl once more, alternating between belly rubbing and eating the phenomenal cheesecake. It took me about an hour, but I finally managed to relax a little bit and accept that I liked being here a lot. I learned how to make Vix drink and eat, using squeeze bottles to shoot water and blended food through her under chin hole. I must have done a decent job because Lucy trusted me to feed Oreo and Meeka as well. Lucy took care of the other ones, and she was less shy than I was on the squeezing.
A bit later, the dining room got pretty crowded. The café was not very big, so the handful of new clients filled the place rather quickly. All the pets were now quite busy receiving and giving affection to whoever was in need. Being surrounded by so many people was not something I was comfortable with, so I thought about asking for my bill and calling it a day. Turning this good experience into something unpleasant wasn't something I wished.
Speaking of the devil, Lucy, clearly swamped, came to check on me. As I was gathering my courage to ask for my bill, she proposed something quite unexpected that nullified my intentions.
"Hey, Clara, it's very embarrassing for me to ask you this, but a group of five people just showed up. I need their money badly because it's a new business. If you don't mind, I will let them sit at your booth."
"..."
My heart started racing like crazy, and my face turned white. I had no desire to share my table with strangers... I much preferred to leave right away. But Lucy saw the distress in my eyes right away and understood that she had not explained the situation properly, so she rushed to correct herself.
"Oh, no no! Sorry, Clara! I'm not asking you to share your booth with them... I have something special for you, only if you want. It's a service we are not offering yet, but I'll let you try it for free in exchange for your table."
Vix got off me and started to pull on my arm, nodding energetically. The fox girl knew what Lucy was talking about, and she wanted it, whatever it was.
"Well, Vix seems okay with my idea, come, I'm sure you'll like it too. And you won't have to pay for your bill either because you helped me feed my pets."
Whether or not I wanted to take that offer was irrelevant because I wasn't able to communicate at all. This situation was way too tense for my taste, so it was just easier to tremble and go with Lucy and Vix.
They led me out of the dining room, then upstairs to the floor above the café. The main room was clearly still under construction, but there was a series of large white sci-fi looking PVC containers along the wall.
"So, Clara, those are sleeping pods, like the ones in capsule hotels. They are very comfortable micro-rooms that I will rent to people who want to cuddle privately with my pets and to normal travelers who need a cool place to crash for cheap. Here, you two can use this one until you are ready to leave. Can you let me know how you like it? Nobody used them yet. There is music, TV, internet, and a gazillion settings for the lights. The soundproofing is pretty good too."
"..."
"Come on. I have to go back. I'll come back later to check on you in case you fall asleep, hehe."
Lucy slid open the door of the bottom capsule, revealing a glowing blue light illuminating the luxurious interior of a little room big enough to accommodate two people. Vix didn't hesitate one bit and crawled inside. Unable to express my confused mental state, I had no choice but to follow her in.
"Good. I'll come back when I'm less busy. If you want to leave before I return, just press this button here to open the door. But don't forget to say goodbye before leaving, okay? You were a super client, Clara! You took such great care of my pets and I appreciate that a lot. I have to go back to my clients now... Enjoy your private time with Vix!"
Lucy slid the door closed, and a little click indicated that it was now locked and that I would have some special time with Vix alone.
This capsule hotel surprise was an unexpected but a somewhat good turn of events. I didn't really want to leave the Café yet, but I was about to just because there were too many clients around me, which was making me uncomfortable. This pod offer allowed me to stay a bit longer for free and to keep exploring my feelings while cuddling Vix.
The capsule room that Lucy let us use was about the size of a queen mattress in width, but a bit longer and maybe three feet high. There was a TV on one end and a control panel with way too many buttons on the side wall.
Vix, though, didn't care about those fancy things and crawled to me to get some more hugs.
"Vix!"
Something magical happened at that moment. When the cute rubbery fox girl laid down on top of me, I realized that it was the first time I was intimate in bed with someone. All those years I spent unable to communicate with people led me to a life of undesired solitude. Dating was impossible because I couldn't utter a word most of the time, and trembling was not the most attractive social skill ever.
But Vix didn't mind that. She was a petgirl who just loved giving and receiving affection... and I wanted the same. I hugged her tightly, so much that I heard her giggle inside her mask. To me, she was just a small red fox and nothing else. I didn't even want to imagine what the girl inside could have looked like, fearing it would break the magic.
We cuddled quietly non-stop for hours, it was the most pleasant thing I had ever done in my life, and it was such a confidence booster. For sure, I would come back to this Pets & Cakes café, and maybe try to cuddle with the other petgirls too. That white rabbit was so cute; I would not mind spending some time with her as well.




Vix and I were half-napping when we heard Lucy talking loudly from downstairs; her words barely pierced our capsule's soundproofing.
"Alright, girls! I'm exhausted. I'm going home. Oreo, don't forget, tomorrow is your last day this week, so don't make a scene when I take off your suit like last time, I just don't have the energy to fight you. Good night, everyone!"
Vix, who had heard this daily farewell more than once, rushed to the door and started hammering on it with her inefficient soft paws. She understood that Lucy forgot about us. I rushed to press the unlock button... but the door wouldn't want to unlock. I pressed again... and again without success.
"..."
Something wasn't right; our pod door wouldn't open. Confused as to what to do next, I looked at Vix, and she stared at me back.
"She forgot... about us?"
Vix nodded.
"Do you... know... how to open the door?"
Vix shook her head... She had no idea. Lucy had mentioned earlier that it was the first time she let someone try those. It was probably Vix's first time as well.
"I... I can sleep... here. It's okay."
I laid back down on the mattress, and the cute fox curled on me, showing that she was fine with it as well. Based on Vix's reaction, it seemed like an honest mistake; Lucy was busy, exhausted, and forgot we were still here. Obviously, none of her pets could talk to let her know something was off, or maybe they didn't even try, so they could get that sweet revenge on Vix, who was often the clients first pick.
All those theories were unimportant at the moment, as being stuck inside a capsule room with a very cute petgirl was feeling so right. Since we were going to sleep here, I stripped down to my underwear and resumed the cuddling. It was even better this way; Vix's shiny latex felt so amazing on my skin.
During this second part of our long session, I considered letting her out of her suit, but a small metal block encased the zipper tabs, and I didn't know how to remove it. Anyway, Vix disapproved of my attempt and shook her head after pushing my hand away. Ah, well; if she was happy, I was happy.
***
Several hours later, Vix and I were both asleep when our capsule door opened.
"Pssst... Clara? Clara? Are you asleep?"
"Mmm?"
"Oh, my God! I'm sooo sorry. I totally forgot about you guys... I swear I didn't try to trick you. I came back as soon as I realized. But why didn't you get out?"
"..."
"Look... it's 1 am already. Do... do you want to sleep here or go back home?"
"... Here... is good."
"Okay. I will sleep here too then. I will be in the capsule above yours if you need anything. I'm so sorry again. I'll let you sleep now."
Before I could construct a question to inquire about how to open our door, Lucy shut it close, giving me back my intimacy with sleeping Vix.
Ah, well. We could always figure it out tomorrow morning.
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"Hey, Clara! You are back!"
"..."
"Haha, still not very chatty. I'm so happy to see you. I wasn't sure you would want to come back after what I had done to you the other day."
Lucy was definitely still friendly, and I was still unable to utter a single word because of my communication disorder. She more than likely knew I had a problem, but she did not act like I was different. Being treated that way was helpful.
Last time I came here, and it was also my first time in this special animal café, it went so much better than I could have hoped. Not only did I get to cuddle with Vix, a very adorable latex covered fox girl, but I ended up staying overnight in one of Lucy's comfy sleeping pods with the said pet girl. I was very fortunate that Lucy forgot about us before going home.
I left early the next day to go to work after realizing that the dysfunctional door was not. It hadn't opened because I didn't bother reading the label located right below the lock button. All I had to do was keep it pressed for two seconds and then slide the door open. On that morning, I hugged Vix one last time, to carry the good feeling for as long as I could, and left the shop with the firm intention of coming back soon.
And today was this second visit. It has been a few days already, and I couldn't wait anymore. My first time cuddling someone, even though it was a rubber fox looking pet girl, left a strong impression on me. I was so lonely at home with no one with whom to interact. I thought I was used to being alone, but, forced to admit, I wasn't... Vix made me understand how vital physical contacts were, even outside an intimate relationship.
"Clara, you are the first customer again today, so you can sit wherever you want. Vix is working too, but don't feel you have to spend all your time with her... you can experiment a little. Vix is used to it and won't be jealous even though she has a soft spot for you."
"... Okay."
"There are some new faces as well, make sure to tell me if you like them. I try to use a good variety of pets, and the rotation allows some of them to rest."
Lucy unlocked the lounge door to let me in. This time she didn't escort me, so I would have to deal with the rubbery critters myself. Like last time, all the pet girls stared at me since they had nothing else to do at the moment. Vix, with her red and white catsuit and mask, was hard to miss; she didn't waste a second and padded toward me.
I knelt to receive my first hug of the day!
"Vix!"
Of course, she couldn't answer because of her restrictive mask, but her response in the form of a tight hug was an even better way to greet me. The other animals got closer to us but didn't interfere with our special reunion.
Most of them knew that I had spent my last visit entirely with the fox girl. The white rabbit, the doggy, and one of the cats were there, but Lucy was right, there were two new faces; an adorable snow leopard and a little grey wolf. Oreo, the cat, and Meeka, the raccoon, were not here today.
For some reason, I loved them all, even more, this time around. I didn't know who made their latex costumes, but they were incredible. They were not creepy at all, even with their black lens eyes preventing me from making eye contact with their wearers. Their hidden breathing holes in their ears and the small drinking hole under their chin made me forget they even had to breathe and eat.
When Vix let me go, I went to the same booth as Lucy had suggested last time. Immediately after I sat, Vix climbed on me and wanted some cuddles; it was hard to refuse, but last time, I almost picked the white rabbit. As much as I loved Vix, I wanted to try something new today, so I heartbreakingly let the red pet girl know about my plan.
"Vix... wait... I..."
It was just a fox! Why was it so hard to talk to a cute animal? The feeling of guilt made it very hard for me to express what I desired. I looked at the white rabbit girl and didn't know how to request her to join me.
Apparently, it wasn't Vix's first experience with shy clients. The red fox gave me a quick hug and got off my seat and headed to the white rabbit. Using her two cushy paws, Vix gave her a nudge, which was enough to pass the message.
The snow colored latex rabbit didn't hesitate to climb on the coffee table in front of me and laid down on her back, looking at me cutely with her two padded paws up to the chin. My heart melted with cuteness... Was it really okay for me to receive this kind of attention?
I used my shaky hands to explore my new friend a little bit. She was slightly skinnier than Vix, but somehow her chest, which she pushed out on purpose, was considerably larger. She must have been about my height, five foot two, and her mask was so gorgeous. Her long springy ears, including the half-folded one, were just awesome. She also had little whiskers that tickled the palm of my hands.
In the middle of my examination, the dining lounge door opened, and Lucy came to see me, wearing a broad smile as usual.
"Aww, look at you. Did you pick Trixie this time?"
My cheeks turned all red, embarrassed by my choice. It may have looked like I was aiming at something sexier today. The more I was looking at the rabbit girl, the more she looked sexy to me. I could even see her hard nipples under the latex.
Lucy sat on the couch in front of me and, without any reservation, ran her hand over Trixie's generous chest.
"That one LOVES when people play with her chest. She made sure I would tell everyone about it too, isn't that right, Trixie? Yes, you are so cute!"
"..."
My face became even more beet red as I didn't expect to hear something so raw from Lucy's mouth. Did I just pick the most pervert critter of the establishment? Was I sexually attracted to Trixie? A bit of smoke was coming out from my ears, and I lowered my head.
"Hey, Clara. Haha! What's going on? Poor girl, so shy. Sorry, I didn't mean to make you uncomfortable. Let me explain to you something about my pet girls. They are all very different. Last time, with Vix, you discovered that she was a cuddle machine. Our little fox can spend hours just doing that if she likes her client. That's why I had no problem letting you use the sleeping pod upstairs last time. I knew you were in good hands with Vix. It was a good experience, right?"
"... Y— Yes."
"Good, I thought so. All the other critters have different personalities and some of them... How to say... are more likely to be fine with... more!?"
"..."
What was Lucy saying? That Trixie would like to have sex? Even without a communication disorder, I would have had a hard time responding to what she just told me. My red face turned blue as I had stopped breathing entirely.
"Aaah! Don't worry about it, Clara! I know you have some trouble expressing yourself. I didn't mean to make it worse. Why don't you spend a bit of quality time with Trixie first? You are safe with us. I will get you your cheesecake and coffee. Then later, if you want, you can help me make them drink and eat like last time. How does that sound?"
I nodded and tried to resume breathing. While Lucy walked away through her other bored pets, I looked down at my rabbit girl lying on the table in front of me; she didn't look as innocent as I initially thought. Why did I feel so embarrassed?
Having a communication disorder sucked big time. While belly rubbing Trixie unconsciously, I did a bit of introspection. I came to this animal café in the first place because I wanted to practice speech and physical contact. I also wanted to come here because there was no doubt in my mind that I liked latex suits as a kink. So it was more than time for me to accept what I loved and try to express it.
I didn't want to be dumb about this, though. The amiable owner of this shop offered me a golden opportunity to work on my problems for no other reason than she seemed to like me and that I was respectful to her pet girls and loved taking care of them. There was no other way to go about this... I had to find a way to enjoy myself and do what I told myself I would do— practice.
I pulled on Trixie's paws to guide her to the position I prefered; on her back with her head resting on my laps as if they were a pillow. One of my hands played with her long rubbery ears, and my other kept rubbing the rabbit girl's shiny white belly; she was so warm.
My eyes kept surveying the rest of her body. I shyly looked at her crotch, and she had the same thing I had noticed on Vix last time; an invisible zipper and a little metal block clipped on top of the tabs to prevent unzipping. I guess it was proper protection against adventurous clients who would attempt to explore the pets "deeper."
"Trixie... You... you are cute."
A white paw went to my cheek and gently rubbed my face, proving that she could understand me perfectly. I attempted to continue my little one-way conversation with the black-eyed animal.
"S— Sorry... Talking... is hard."
Why was I trembling again? Why was I like this? Talking was so easy for everybody else in a cruel way. Trixie sensed my difficulty and requested me to hold her closer. As I looked in her eyes, I didn't see any judgment; there was only my faint reflection in the middle of the black lenses. Those few words I have said so far were a good step in the right direction. It was encouraging.
"I... I like it here. A lot. You are all... friendly. It helps me."
The little chat and cuddle continued for a good chunk of the afternoon. The cheesecake was delicious as usual, and the café was not nearly as busy as last time; Lucy wouldn't have to send me to the capsule room this time around. I was getting a bit too comfortable too quickly around those pet girls. I almost wanted one for home. They allowed me to open myself in a way that I never been able to before.
Trixie even dragged me deeper down the rabbit hole, no pun intended, by placing my hands on her boobs, more than once. Lucy was right about her pet; the white rabbit loved when I played with her breast. The little latex fur at the base of her ears danced around noticeably when her breathing became heavier. It was undoubtedly due to her being turned on by my chest massage.
"Clara, why don't you bring her home tonight?"
"...!?"
If I kept coming to this café, I swore, I would end up with a heart attack. I had not seen Lucy, who had observed everything I was doing to the rabbit and was now proposing something preposterous... and I didn't even want to pretend I had heard what she had asked.
"Calm down, Clara... I saw what you did with Trixie earlier, and it was incredible. You practiced your speech with her, and now you are a bit more adventurous. I know Trixie very well, she would like to help you some more. If you can bring her back tomorrow, I'm okay with you taking her home for the night. She is helping you, right?"
I was now hyperventilating again, trying to keep some sort of composure. I looked at the rabbit girl in my arms, and she was kind of bouncy-excited and poked me with her paws.
"See, Clara, Trixie is all thrilled at the idea. Come on, let us help you. For some reason, my pets are all very fond of you. Don't forget they have feelings too."
"..."
This situation was so confusing. My life was getting upside down since I decided to come to this strange animal café. Was it really alright to bring one of the pets home for the night? One I was attracted to, and who was acting kind of kinky?
I nodded.
"Oh, great! I'm so happy! Come, Trixie! We can't let you go out like this! Let's get you dressed up. Clara? Do you have a car?"
I shook my head, no.
"Are you walking home? You live nearby?"
I nodded.
"Good, I'll be right back. Oh, and your cake is on me again. Don't worry about it. I'm just happy you are helping me with my pets. I can't afford more staff to take care of them at the moment."
Lucy grabbed Trixie by the wrist and dragged her out of the lounge. I had no idea how to prepare a giant white bunny girl for a walk. Surely, as soon as we would step out, everybody would notice us. Maybe Lucy would take Trixie out of her suit, or simply cover her with pants and a hoodie.
While I was waiting for them to come back, Vix joined me and started to cuddle. More than ever, I needed supportive hugs from the fox girl. What have I done?
A few minutes later, the lounge door cracked open, and Lucy poked her head through it.
"Come, Clara. She is ready."
I nervously gave one last hug to the latex fox and headed toward the exit. As soon as I entered the reception, I saw Lucy and Trixie side by side, and I thought I was going to die.
Trixie was still a full white latex bunny with her mask, little bunny tail and all... but she was wearing a bright pink fur coat that only reached her waist, and matching fluffy knee-high boots that looked more like leg warmers. Around her neck was a very contrasting black collar.
Lucy placed a small object in my hand.
"Here, that's the key for her locks. Don't let her out of her suit unless there is an emergency, it would break the magic, but you can unlock her crotch to play with her if you feel comfortable to do so, Trixie won't mind at all either way. And here, take this bag. Put it in the fridge when you get home. It's two squeeze bottles for her meals."
"..."
As Lucy was bombarding me with information, I couldn't take my eyes off Trixie, who was standing out more than ever, and I would have to walk in the street with her at my side. I couldn't cope with the emotions. But it was not over yet...
"Alright, let me attach her leash. I don't want you two to get separated. Without you, Trixie would have no chance."
She clipped a black leather leash to Trixie's collar and placed the handle in my hand.
"Alright, you are all set. Have fun, you two."
Lucy opened the front door leading to the scary outside, and Trixie didn't wait for a second and pulled me through the door. Before I could realize what was happening, I was on the walkway, pulling a sexy white latex bunny girl wearing a very eye-catching pink fur outfit. The whole world was staring at us.
"So, Clara? What do you say when someone is very nice to you?"
"... T— Thank... you."
"Good. See you tomorrow then."
"..."
I looked at Trixie, and she was jumping up and down, she didn't seem to care at all about what just happened; she was the one behind a mask, not me. I lowered my head in embarrassment and didn't know what to do. Trixie walked to me and slid her arm under mine, probably asking me to lead her home. Did I have a choice? She seemed to at least want to give me a break with the leash, understanding that it was probably too much for me to handle.
She nuzzled me a little with her cute whiskery muzzle.
"O— okay. Trixie... Let's go... home."
Thankfully I didn't live very far. It was only ten minutes walking distance. We got so many comments from strangers... correction... TRIXIE got all the comments. She occasionally waved with her cushy paw when she received a compliment and was simply ignoring the nasty ones. Somehow, the fact that she was handling the social aspect of our walk was a relief.
My communication disorder was invisible as long as I didn't try to open my mouth. Yet, when I was walking around by myself, I always felt all the looks, judging me. It was interesting to experience traveling with a pet girl that was truly standing out; my worries had vanished. She was absorbing all the gaze, all the comments, as if she were a sponge.
I thought I was going to die of embarrassment when Lucy had pushed us out in the street, but I realized that it had the opposite effect. Knowing that I was not the center of attention gave me some freedom I never had before.
The other thing that was fascinating to me was that even if Trixie could not talk, she could communicate more efficiently than I did. Her little waves to people admiring her were so natural and spontaneous; I could learn from her.
"It's my home. It's very small."
We arrived at my one-bedroom apartment. It was all I could afford with my low paying job. I kept my place very clean, so it gave me a sense of wealth.
I closed the door behind us and turned to the latex bunny who looked around with her big black eyes. Then she pointed at her collar with her paw, wanting to be unleashed.
"... Okay."
After unclipping the leash, I helped her take her pink boots and coat off and placed it in my little closet. It was so strange. She was the first person outside my family to see my apartment... but she didn't care because she found the bedroom right away, climbed on the bed, happily bounced on it, and invited me to join her.
It felt a bit too real—even more than when I spent the night with Vix in the capsule bedroom; this was my home. With Vix, we just cuddled, but I knew Trixie probably wanted me to go a bit further.
"Wait... Your food."
Before I forgot, I put her squeeze bottles in the fridge. I noticed my hands were shaking quite a bit. I placed them on the edge of the kitchen sink and took a couple of deep breaths, trying to make sense of everything that had happened so far. My body tried to tell me to slow down.
I was sick... I had this severe communication disorder, and this little adventure was taking its toll on me. Trixie listened to me earlier at Pets & Cakes when I explained my condition, but I could understand how quickly a social person like her could shrug it off and think it was just a minor thing I was whining about. But it was not... I had a lot of trouble managing my condition, and I almost wanted to cry now that I was knee-deep in something I wasn't so comfortable with.
Then two latex arms wrapped around my waist and a head gently pressed on my back. It was a gentle hug from Trixie.
"Trixie... I... I..."
As I was still unable to control my speech, the cute bunny squeezed my arm under her armpit and led me back to the bedroom. I needed to find a way to calm her down... to be patient... to make her understand that I was currently overwhelmed. Those damn words wouldn't come out.
"... wait... wait..."
She wasn't listening...
But she wasn't doing what I thought she was going to do. Instead of leading me directly to the bed for some advanced cuddles, she brought me to my bookshelves and pointed at a series of books with her soft paw.
"My... books?"
Trixie pointed to the books and then at herself... leaving me confused.
"You... want to read?"
She shook her head and pointed at me this time, then back at her.
"You... want me... to read you... a story?"
She nodded energetically and tried to pull on the one she wanted with her useless paw.
I was baffled... She didn't want to have sex... She was just here to take care of me... to help me.
"Trixie. Are you... doing this... for me?"
The adorable white rubber bunny nodded, and so very gently rubbed my cheek.
During the evening, we spent a lot of time on the bed. She was clinging to me while I was trying to read a book to her. She was making me practice my speech while making me feel so loved. The texture of latex contacting my skin was incredible, and I didn't feel pressured anymore. Trixie had understood I was not ready for more.
I think I learned something important tonight. People are not nearly as selfish as we sometimes would like to think.
Pet girls definitely are not.
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"Aaaah! Come on! I want to cum!"
As soon as Brian left for work, I grabbed my vibrator and pressed it skillfully on my clit. I was too turned on to sleep last night, and I didn't manage to cum once. This morning wasn't any more successful.
"I want to cum so badly now! Masturbating just makes it worse."
I sank a bit more under my bedsheets, bringing the duvet up to my nose, hidding my smile. I still wasn't convinced the SusceptGear was responsible for my inability to climax, but I could say that... I liked it.
Why was this making sense? I was not too sure, but instead of getting angry or frustrated, being increasingly turned on without the possibility of relief was a pretty cool thing. When Brian and I fucked, it turned me into a slut trying to orgasm, which gave us a great experience.
Brian didn't know about the conditioning sessions; he merely thought that I was playing maid and acted sexy while he was away, similar to what he saw me do when he was around. I would probably tell him eventually, but I was not ready to share that kind of detail just yet. I had too much to explore and discover first, and I wished to do that by myself before I let him jump in.
My mind kept drifting to either my latex maid uniform, my SusceptGear, or my conditioning sessions. I felt a bit obsessed. Brian was right; it was a new cool toy, and I was very excited about it. It was the same feeling as getting a shiny new vehicle and going crazy about the new car smell.
I sprang out of bed and went to the closet. A whiff of latex reached my nose as soon as I slid the door open. Wearing this uniform right away was what I unquestionably needed, so I brought it back to the bed and began dressing up.
There was no doubt anymore that the latex conditioning I had been subjecting myself to was working. I enjoyed the material more and more. The headgear's suggestions modified my perception, which inverted my feeling toward what I disliked only a few days ago.
Instead of acting as a scary deterrent, this manipulation of my mind just made me understand that no matter what kink I would try, the device could end up making me easily love it; this was somewhat reassuring. I would be able to add all the kinks I wanted and end up naturally loving them over time without second thoughts.
I poked my puff sleeves with my fingers; this dress was so cute. It was time to have fun, so I fetched my laptop, brought it back to my bedroom, and installed myself on the bed surrounded by my many pillows.
"So, what am I doing today? The problem is that I'm so darn tired. I barely slept last night. I wasn't used to being turned on this much, and it kept me awake. Maybe I could start with a long conditioning session to rest for a while."
I wanted to go deeper into my love of latex. It worked for me so far, and increasing that feeling was just very appealing to me. Brian would get what he loved, and I didn't mind at all. I went to my conditioning menu and selected my latex kink.
I scheduled my session for 8 am and set it for four hours to give myself a morning off work. Walking around the house all day yesterday tired my legs; I wasn't used to doing that much housework. I also knew I would feel like a million bucks after such a deep and long conditioning. For some reason, I didn't fear setting up a lengthier session anymore. After all, my three hours experiment the other day had not caused me any harm.
The next stop for my mouse was my behavior menu, where I had previously set activation desire, conditioning desire, and orgasm denial. I questioned myself as to whether or not I should leave those enabled.
Activation and conditioning desires were not an issue. I didn't feel anything unusual related to that. Sure, I was impatient to start my session, and I was looking forward to doing this long latex conditioning, but I didn't think those minor settings had driven my desire. It was just me loving what I was doing, and there was nothing wrong about that.
The only item that concerned me a bit was the orgasm denial. I wasn't sure if it was the reason I had not been able to cum since yesterday, but I didn't think so. Some light conditioning while I was awake as a maid couldn't have worked that fast; could it?
No matter what the truth was, I admitted to myself earlier that I had loved being unable to cum and that it was not a bad thing to be more and more aroused. Being in a high state of sexual excitement made me want to be fucked harder by Brian. It was certainly not a con in my book.
"I'm leaving them all on. I even want to add more."
Searching the list to find the one that had caught my eye yesterday, I scrolled down and finally found it. Breast desire; while not wearing the SusceptGear, the subject's breasts will become increasingly sensitive. I LOVED it when Brian was playing with my boobs, so that was a must-have, plus it would go hand in hand with orgasm denial. It would just be a little nudge to entice me to wear the device again.
While I enabled it, I spotted another one named Wet desire; while not wearing the SusceptGear, the subject vagina will become wetter and wetter.
"WHAT? No way! That's not even possible. Now, this is bullshit. The programmer of this software must have added all his twisted fantasies thinking women were meant to be juicy toys and prayed they would work. Hehe. You know what? ENABLED! I swear, if this works, I'll put all the available kinks in a hat and pick a random one to condition myself for a full day."
That behavior section related to the SusceptGear was by far the most entertaining one I played with so far, and there were still tons of features I could enable in it. It would take a very long time to try them all.
"Now, what will I do in the afternoon? Brian said he would come back early, so I don't want him to see me during my conditioning, else he will ask questions, but I want to try more of it. Maybe I'll do a quick session right after lunch..."
I wanted to try a new deep conditioning today. Because I was doing so well with the latex one already, there was no need to push it further. So I went to the enormous list and started browsing, perhaps looking for something that would go well with what I already had programmed.
As expected, I didn't know what I was looking for, and fisting was not a kink I dreamed of.
"Needle play, no thank you... diaper... not for me... Pet play? Well, that's very cute, but that is not what I'm looking for... I would have to check with Brian on that one, though. Why is it so hard to decide?"
I didn't want to select the two ideas Brian had suggested either, I planned to enforce those while he was away, so I could be all ready for him when he came back. No, today I needed something fun, like... Self Nipple play?
"The subject will not be able to resist playing with her own nipples. Hey! That could turn Brian on; it sounds slutty enough and will go along well with breast desire. `I had ever done such a thing in front of him. That could be very hot."
I added a two hours session from 1 pm to 3 pm for this new kink. It would be hilarious if it were to work. Maybe I was slowly becoming the perfect erotic and kinky girlfriend that everybody was dreaming of.
As usual, making a mistake was not something I wanted, so I carefully reviewed my final list to make sure I had not made a typo somewhere.
"Removal of the device, disabled."
"Four hours of latex conditioning at 8 am."
"Two hours of self nipple play conditioning at 1 pm."
"Activation desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Conditioning desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Orgasm denial, ongoing conditioning."
"Breast desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Wet desire, ongoing conditioning."
"I feel like this is not enough... I kind of want more... Ah well, I will have all week by myself after today, I will be able to try whatever else I want."
I uploaded my settings to the SusceptGear and put my laptop aside. It was just past 8 am, so as soon as I would activate the device, I would fall asleep for the next four hours. I was so tired from my difficult night that I was really looking forward to being conditioned.
I placed the remote on the nightstand, laid down comfortably in my pillows, and I pressed the button. All the tension in my muscles magically vanished, my mind calmed down, and I was a maid again.
"So... So tired... Hehe... I wonder... if... if I can resist..."
And I failed. My eyes closed, and I was sent deep into slumber.
***
Four hours later, the SusceptGear revived me from my deep latex conditioning. This time around the effect was powerful; this longer session just turned me into an uncontrollable latex lover. I was rolling around on the bed, more than enamored by the stretchy material covering my body.
Again, while I was a maid, I was not smart enough to understand that I could have masturbated to get an amazing orgasm out of this. Instead, I was just enduring and loving my skyrocketed libido. This time it took me a good thirty minutes before being able to move on with something more productive, and even after that much time trying to get out of it, I was still in ecstasy.
Being a maid made me slow as usual, so I didn't have much time left to go to the kitchen and fix myself a snack. It was not an easy thing to confection a sandwich while assaulted by sexual waves.
I maybe had time to take two bites when my eyelids started to feel heavy again. I couldn't help but smile, knowing it was probably 1 pm already, and I would need to find a place to sit for my second deep conditioning session. I was so looking forward to it.
I hurried to the couch and laid down on it.
"This... is... so awesome... What is this one? I... I can't remember..."
That was pretty much the extent of my mental capacity. The SusceptGear pushed me down to dreamland, effortlessly. I was such a willing candidate.
***
"AAaanh! Oh, my God! Mmmm."
As soon as I had woken up, my hands went to my breast, not understanding why. I had been pinching and rubbing my nipples for the past ten minutes, which brought me so close to orgasm. I tried do some work as a maid, but I had difficulties using my hands for anything else than playing with my tits.
It didn't sound as absurd as it was since the confusion didn't abandon my head once. I didn't remember much of what had happened today. I just knew I was so proud to feel like this, and so happy.
I worked aimlessly for a little longer. Thankfully, the nipple play died down significantly, but before I could achieve anything noticeable in the house, the front door opened and closed. My Master was back.
"Mia, come pick up the groceries and put them in the kitchen."
"Yes, Master."
"Oh, I see my little maid is still under. Having fun?"
"Yes, I feel amazing..."
"See, that is what happens when you do something else than watching cat videos, hehe."
"I don't know... I just feel great."
I didn't understand jokes; I was too mixed up in my head and too focused on what my Master had asked me to do. I brought the grocery bags one by one to the kitchen, slowly and inefficiently.
"Mia, I'm starting to understand why you are not making any good progress on your cleaning. You are so slow."
"I don't know, Master. Am I not doing things correctly?"
"Hehe, no. You are doing just fine. You are just funny."
"Okay."
"Come here for a sec."
All his commands were bypassing the work I was doing; Brian had top priority over everything. I got close to him, and he took me upstairs to the bedroom. He laid down first and made me climb on top of him and pulled me into a nice makeout session.
"Mmmm... I love you, Master. Aannh!"
"I love you too, Mia. I'll miss my little nymphomaniac this week."
"Mmm... why?"
"I told you I'd be away for a week."
"Okay..."
I didn't care one bit. I didn't even know what Brian was talking about. I was his maid, and his hands ran everywhere on my uniform, which made me feel more than amazing. We kept kissing and cuddling for a long while, and my hands regularly went to my breast for some nipple pinching. This just felt so right.
Then I heard a beep. I stared at Brian while the events of my entire day were coming back to me. I turned beet red when I realized I was fondling my boobs in front of him.
"B... Brian?"
"Mia? Hehe."
"Oh, my God. What a rush! Why didn't you fuck me as a maid? I am so horny!"
"Well, when you are a maid, you are so confused. It is super cute and sexy, but you do a better job in bed when you have all your head. So, now that you are back to your whiny self, let's get to it!"
"Eeep!"
He was always doing this to me; he flipped me around like a crepe and ended up on my back. There was nothing I could do to prevent him from doing what he wanted with me, not that I had a problem with that.
He quickly removed my panties and began fingering me.
"Darn, Mia... talk about wet."
"What.. What did you say?"
"It's like a lake between your legs. I guess you are happy to see me."
"I... I am a bit turned on right now... Yes."
That was the understatement of the century; I needed to have sex right now, or I would lose my mind. What Brian said about me being wet was not something I ever heard from him before. I tried to remember the list of ongoing conditioning I had selected, but I was too busy moaning and pushing my hips up.
"AAAANH! AAAH!"
Brian put a hand on my breast... That sent an electric shock down my spine, almost making my heart explode.
"Hehe, Mia. I didn't know you liked to be touched there that much."
"MMmmm... I always loved it when you played with my boobs, but for some reason, it feels so much better today... must be the latex uniform, I love it so much."
I was in absolute denial. I knew exactly what was going on, and I didn't dare to believe it. I was wet like a river, my chest was so sensitive, refraining from playing with my nipples was nearly impossible, and the latex covering my skin felt fantastic.
I LOVED IT!
"Brian... Please... Fuck me as hard as you can. I need to cum so badly."
"I'm really going to miss you this week. What did I do to deserve a girl like you?"
"I know! You are a lucky one, so don't make me regret it! Get to work!"
"Yes, Ma'am!"
The rodeo started. First, Brian licked me for an eternity. I quickly got to the edge but was stuck there, unable to go over. The pleasure I was receiving was indescribable and uncontrollable. Since this was going nowhere, he moved me to a doggy-style position, which was quite entertaining because my boobs were rubbing on the duvet; they were so sensitive.
Every single time Brian was slowing down, not to cum too fast, he massaged my boobs and kissed me deeply. I was literally losing my mind. I wasn't sure what the conditioning did to my breasts, but it was working.
"Aaannh! Mmm!"
"Still can't cum today?"
"N... No... aaah... but it's okay... I love it this way. Don't worry about me. just use me as you want."
"Okay, but if you don't cum today, you'll have to wait for a full week unless you are doing it yourself."
"It's... It's fine... aaaanh! I can wait... Can... Can you play with my nipples while you are fucking me?"
"Oh, special requests now? What if I do this...?"
"AAAAAH!"
Brian pinched my two nipples at the same time and rubbed them hard between his fingers. I think I squirted a little when he did that. He wouldn't let them go either. I was one millimeter away from a massive orgasm... But it didn't happen.
Seeing me in that pathetic state, Brian took a long break just to play some more with my chest. There was some licking, massaging, pinching, and the O so amazing nibling. I was even rewarded with some gentle slapping. I was in heaven.
It was not easy to give him a blowjob while being stuck on the edge, but again, I didn't want him to find out about the reason for my blockage, so I tried to act as if I was just ordinarily excited, but inside, I was boiling.
We had fun for about two hours. Brian had filled me up well and left me in sex juice to go cooking our diner. I remained flat on my back, playing with myself and enjoying the moment.
"Aaanh... I'm so wet... This is crazy. And my boobs are on fire. It's going to be another long night..."
As I tried to calm down unsuccessfully, I noticed my SusceptGear remote sitting on the nightstand next to me. If I were to activate the device, it would allow me to calm down a little. I knew there were no more deep conditioning sessions programmed for today, so I could just try to chill on the bed until Brian called me for dinner. I really wanted to press that button... and I did.
A beep later, a wave of good feeling invaded me, and right away, my sexual tension diminished.
"Oooh... that feels so much better..."
I tried to stay still on the bed for a while but eventually lost focus and forgot why I was doing that. The first thing I noticed after getting up was that my uniform was incomplete, so I grabbed my latex panties and put them back on.
Finding something useful to do was my next mission. I walked out of the room and went downstairs. What my headgear decided based on what I was seeing was to do some more of the dishes. But of course, Brian was already cooking in the kitchen, staring at me and my odd behavior.
"Mia...?"
"Yes, Master?"
"You activated your nymphomaniac maid again?"
"I don't know. I would like to do the dishes?"
"No, I'm in the kitchen already ... Go kneel in the living room with your hands behind your back until I go get you."
"Yes, Master."
Obediently, I trotted back to the living room, knelt, and placed my hands behind my lower back. I was a little bit confused about the purpose of this, but I couldn't even consider disobeying.
For the next 20 minutes, I stayed there in silence on the soft carpet until Brian came to see me. He sat on the comfy couch and made me crawl closer to him so he could switch off my device.
"You really like being my maid, don't you?"
"Mmm... sorry. I meant to activate it only for a few minutes... but..."
"It's okay. As I said, you are super cute when you are a confused maid. But are you going to be okay all week by yourself?"
"Oh, yeah. It's not the first time you leave for that long."
"I know, but there was a sandwich on the counter with only two bites in it. It worries me a little bit if you can't feed yourself properly while I'm away."
"Ah... no, no. I... I just wasn't hungry... that's all."
"Mia... I'm not dumb. You were playing maid, and for some reason, you forgot to eat."
Oops! He easily saw through my lie. There was nothing else to do but admit things didn't go according to plan.
"Okay, okay. Yes, I got distracted by the device. But it was just bad luck. I didn't leave enough time between two tasks I had programmed. You saw me go. I'm pretty slow. Don't worry. It was just an accident. I learned my lesson."
"It's very true that you are turtle-slow when you are a maid... So, do you know what to do to avoid repeating this problem?"
"Oh yeah... That's easy. I was just testing some things, that's all, and it bit me in the ass."
"Alright then... Come here."
He made me climb on the couch and started kissing me... and my arousal went to the roof again. There was no way I could control it; it was absurd.
The rest of the evening was more of the same. We had dinner, watched another movie and we made love another time. Before going to bed, he undressed me so we could have our shower together, but that was also when I realized how latex addicted I had become; being naked felt strange.
Just before going to sleep, I put on my latex panties, bra, and stockings and joined him under the blankets. Of course, he laughed at me for being so into the rubbery material, but he didn't know how much I needed it now.
We cuddled for a while and fell asleep in each other's arms.



***
Curiously, I slept reasonably well. Perhaps I was getting used to this insane arousal. Brian left earlier, around 5 am, and I didn't even notice.
As soon as I opened my eyes, though, a big wave of sexual energy flooded my body. Talk about a wake-up call. The first thing I did was to rush my hands to my breasts.
"Aaaaanh! This is crazy... they are so sensitive!"
I turned around in my bed and discovered that my sheets were all wet.
"Oh, no! Don't tell me..."
When I pulled my rubber panties aside, a splash of warm liquid poured out. I couldn't believe it; my crotch was drenched in pussy juice. Wet desire and breast desire were what I had enabled in the program last time, and I couldn't deny it anymore; all the conditionings were working as advertised.
Maybe I should have been worried about this realization, but instead, it made me smile. It was the coolest thing I have ever experienced. How could this little device have turned me into this special horny creature? It was amazing.
I limped out of bed, trying to keep myself together and aimed for breakfast. Brian was right; I needed to make sure I was eating enough, even though it was fun to be a maid. It was not a good idea to skip meals as I did by mistake yesterday, and I would have to be mindful of that.
After fixing myself a small plate of food to nibble on, I sat at the kitchen table with my laptop, ready to program my day. Taking a break from the SusceptGear was not even something worth considering anymore. There was no way I could survive the day enduring this high level of arousal, and there was nothing wrong with doing what I liked to do anyway.
This time, I wanted to review my ongoing behaviors first.
"Activation desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Conditioning desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Orgasm denial, ongoing conditioning."
"Breast desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Wet desire, ongoing conditioning."
"All of those are making me feel really good. I'm not sure I want to remove any of them. I enabled them to entice me to play maid, and it's working, so why would I stop now? Let's see if there are any more cool ones."
As I was unconsciously playing with my sensitive nipple, I browsed the list of SusceptGear behaviors. I didn't feel as picky today for some reason, and I kind of wanted to try them all.
One of them caught my attention. Wearing desire; when the SusceptGear is not activated, the subject won't be able to take off or switch off the device.
When I imagined what I could do with this, I thought it was very cool. If it were to work, I could program the device to auto-activate and auto-deactivate at certain times, and I wouldn't be able to prevent it from happening, whether I changed my mind or not. I enabled that one.
"Oh? Enabling it unlocked another one. Sleeping desire; The subject will fall asleep for a period of time if she attempts to take off or switch off the device. I guess it would make it harder to remove it if there is a risk that I fall asleep. Why not. Another small challenge."
Another conditioning from the list that seemed like a lot of fun was Masturbation desire; while the SusceptGear is not activated, the subject will be compelled to masturbate.
I had spotted that one earlier because it would go hand in hand with Orgasm denial. Masturbating all the time would drive me nuts, particularly if I can't find a way to cum. The only way to escape it would be to activate my headgear. I hoped this one would work well.
"Hehe. That's enough for today, let's get out of that menu before I lose control..."
That was definitely enough for now, and probably too much to be honest. I knew that, so far, all the different conditionings had worked well and quickly. A little voice inside of me told me that I was screwing myself up, yet another voice was just convincing me that it was just good fun, and it was not working as well as my perception led me to believe. The latter kept winning.
After enabling that last feature, I exited the menu and started to think about how I would manage my sessions during the upcoming week while Brian was away. Playing all day without restriction was now a possibility, and I was looking for it.
"I kind of want to do something hot based on wearing desire conditioning... It inspired me a lot."
I could do something normal today, and then if I couldn't manage to remove the device from my forehead before it auto-activated the next morning, it would force me to go through a more intense day. Then every following day would be a bit more extreme until I managed to take it off.
This little plan was quite a turn on for some reason. I mean, it was low-risk since Brian would come back eventually and would stop the loop for me. Anyway, the chances that I wouldn't be able to stop were low. I had some difficulties in resisting so far just because I had not tried hard enough or didn't want to. Knowing myself, I would probably get bored of playing maid after a few days, and then the device would just stop having it's persuading effects on me.
At least, that was my logic.
***
I spent the next two hours programming my week while being a victim of bad judgment due to my high arousal and strong desire to go through with this. The task was even more difficult because I wanted to start right now; I was wet like a sponge, I couldn't keep my hands off my chest, and my arousal got even higher. It wasn't too bad until I programmed the last few days, which I rushed because I wanted to be done with it.
I roughly looked at my overview to make sure there were no obvious mistakes that would interrupt my fun.
First, there was the list of ongoing conditioning that would run every single day.
"Activation desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Conditioning desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Orgasm denial, ongoing conditioning."
"Breast desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Wet desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Wearing desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Sleeping desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Masturbation desire, ongoing conditioning."
"Removal of the device, disabled."
"Oh, my... that's a long list... Ah, well, it looks worse than it is. They are only minor options, so it's really not that bad. The schedule is really what matters the most."
Saturday (Today):
"Activation at 10 am."
"One hour of latex conditioning at 10 am."
"Two hours of self nipple play conditioning at 1 pm."
"Two hours of enhanced breast sensitivity conditioning at 6 pm."
"Deactivation at 9 pm."
Sunday:
"Activation at 8 am."
"Two hours of latex conditioning at 9 am."
"Three hours of oral conditioning at 1 pm."
"Two hours of blowjob training at 6 pm."
"Deactivation at 9 pm."
Monday:
"Activation at 8 am."
"Two hours of oral conditioning at 8 am."
"One hour of blowjob training at 10 am."
"Two hours of enhanced clitoris sensitivity conditioning at 2 pm."
"One hour of blowjob training at 6 pm."
"One hour of deepthroat conditioning at 7 pm."
"One hour of deepthroat training at 8 pm."
"Deactivation at 9 pm."
Tuesday:
"Activation at 6 am."
"Four hours of latex conditioning at 6 am."
"One hour of deepthroat training at 10 am."
"Three hours of enhanced clitoris sensitivity conditioning at 1 am."
"Three hours of enhanced breast sensitivity conditioning at 6 pm."
"One hour of deepthroat training at 9 pm."
"Deactivation at 10 pm."
Wednesday:
"Activation at 6 am."
"Deactivation at 10 pm."
Thursday:
"Activation at 6 am."
"Two hours of deepthroat conditioning at 6 am."
"Two hours of deepthroat training at 8 am."
"Two hours of anal conditioning at 10 am."
"Two hours of enhanced anal sensitivity conditioning at 2 pm."
"Two hours of enhanced vaginal sensitivity conditioning at 4 pm."
"Three hours of latex conditioning at 6 pm."
"Deactivation at 10 pm."
Friday:
"Activation at 5 am."
"Six hours of enhanced vaginal sensitivity conditioning at 5 am."
"Four hours of enhanced clitoris sensitivity conditioning at 1 pm."
"Five hours of enhanced breast sensitivity conditioning at 6 pm."
"Deactivation at 11 pm."
Saturday:
"Activation at 4 am."
"Sex doll mode."
I uploaded the schedule to the SusceptGear and placed it on my head. The battery was fully charged, and the packaging claimed that the lifetime was up to twenty-one days. Since seven days was way below that, I was confident that it wouldn't die on me in the middle of my adventure.
That said, I didn't quite believe it to be honest. I was pretty convinced that, at some point along the run, I would simply tire and stop the experience. I placed my bet on Wednesday; I reserved that full day to be a regular maid and clean the whole house as much as possible. I didn't want Brian to come back home after his trip and think I did nothing useful. After that full day of cleaning, I would surely be so drained that I would just shut down the device and just appreciate what had happened to me.
I couldn't help but wonder what would happen if I didn't manage to stop it. Up to Wednesday, it would be somewhat fun. I even added some blowjob training and conditioning; the former is supposed to compel me to practice on a dildo, and the latter was going to take me deep into trance and force me to like it more. The rest was to make me even more sensitive and sexual than I already was. All of this sounded crazy fun to me.
But if I didn't manage to stop by Thursday, things would get noticeably more intense. Thursday would be demanding on my brain, but what turned me on the most was what I had programmed for Friday and Saturday.
I found this sex doll mode in the list of features, and it made me fantasize like crazy. Once engaged, it was supposed to incapacitate me completely. I would be lying on the bed, or elsewhere, motionless, with my arousal supposedly through the roof. Brian was going to be back on Saturday morning, and he would find me like this, all available for him to use as he saw fit. I would just need to leave him a note so he wouldn't freak out because I looked dead.
In preparation for that final day, Friday was going to be all conditioning to make my body as sensitive as possible to enjoy whatever he would do to me. It was all fantasy, of course...but daydreaming was half of the battle.
"It's almost 10 am... I have to get ready..."
I went to the closet and grabbed my latex maid outfit. The desire I had to start this was unreal; I wanted to wear my uniform, the device, and begin my conditioning as soon as possible. I've been turned on like a nymphomaniac since yesterday without being able to get any relief. My inability to orgasm was great in the sense that it made me feel so sexual, but it was starting to get harder. Turning into a maid would calm me down a bit and make it more bearable... hopefully.
I merely had time to zip my dress up before I heard the beeping from the SusceptGear. I had anticipated the good relaxing feelings, and it didn't disappoint one bit. It would be great if everybody felt that way all the time; the planet would be a more peaceful place.
"Mmm... So tired... What... what was the first con... conditioning?"
I returned to my bed, curled on it like a cat, and my eyes closed.
***
"AAaanh! I... I love latex so much... mmm!"
When I woke up, my hands rushed to my uniform. It felt so incredibly arousing. I rolled around on my bed, trying to get more of that sensation. Not comprehending what I was doing or why, I wanted more of it. I was in this heightened state for a good fifteen minutes before I finally managed to do some useful work.
As usual, the first thing I did was to make my bed, and then I started walking around aimlessly, finding small things to do here and there, such as pinching a dust bunny with my fingers and walking to the nearest garbage bin to throw it out, or dusting a window frame. It would take me years to clean up the whole house at that rhythm, but it was so fun to do those little meaningful things.
Around lunchtime, I went to the kitchen to get some food. This time around, I had allocated enough time to prepare a random meal and eat it comfortably. Brian would be happy that I didn't forget to do this; he wouldn't have to scold me a second time for leaving an uneaten sandwich on the countertop.
I only had time to restart working for a few minutes when the SusceptGear initiated the next conditioning session. Because I had set up so many of those this morning, I couldn't remember what this one was going to be, but it made me so happy to let it happen. This time around, I selected the couch as my location of choice.
***
When I emerged from slumber, two hours later, my breasts were on fire. I had this uncontrollable desire to massage them. The combination of that, along with the feeling of the warm, stretchy latex covering them was too much. For the first few minutes, I seriously thought I was going to cum from my boobs.
"Aaaah! This... This is amazing... M... More..."
This time around, I really had a hard time going back to work. I could feel the SusceptGear screaming suggestion to go clean up the kitchen, but I was too deep into bliss to react efficiently. Of course, it was not obvious to me at that moment that I was being artificially manipulated, which made me extremely confused. But I didn't care about any of that; I just let the flow of suggestions carry me as they were coming.
After a good thirty minutes of this madness, I finally got enough willpower to do what I had to do. I dragged my aroused maid carcass off the couch and roamed around in search of more small tasks.
Before I knew it, it was 5 pm, and my SusceptGear wanted me to eat something again. It was not very easy to cook one-handed, but I didn't want to stop massaging my chest; it felt too darn good.
Once more, almost immediately after I ate, my evening conditioning session was about to start. I entirely gave up trying to remember how I had set up my week; I just surrendered to whatever the device was throwing at me. What was happening mixed me up too much to consider there could be an issue.
I ended up on the couch again and passed out.
***
"Oh,God! Oh, God! What the ... AAANH!"
This time it was no joke... I woke up after two long hours of deep conditioning, and as soon as I reached my breasts with my hands, a massive surge of sexual pleasure hit me like a ton of bricks. This feeling was beyond comprehending, and I had no clue why it was happening to me... but I LOVED IT!
This time, the SusceptGear had no chance to get me back to work... I just laid there immersed in a world of indescribable pleasure, trying to push myself over the edge, which didn't happen.
At 9 am when the device finally deactivated, I felt a mixture of amazement mixed with embarrassment. Pussy juice covered my legs, and all the memories of my nymphomaniac latex behavior rushed back to me.
As it was not enough emotions already, I had an immediate urge to start masturbating. My right hand went down inside my panties and began rubbing my clit.
"AAah! Don't... Don't tell me that worked too..."
If I were correct, my desire to play with myself had something to do with the Masturbation desire ongoing conditioning that I had added to my program. It didn't feel unpleasant at all, but now that I had some of my rationality back, I attempted to stop.
"Okay, okay... Calm down, Mia. One thing at the time... First, I have to call Brian to let him know I'm still alive. He probably knows that I played with my SusceptGear all day. Where is my phone?"
I went up to my bedroom and found my phone sitting on the nightstand. I only had one message that I received around 6 pm. Poor Brian, those teaching classes are always so demanding. He probably was swamped all day while I was having fun. I could tell in his voice tone when he broke the news to me that he didn't want to go.
His message made me laugh, though. "Where are my maid pictures?"
"Right, I kind of promised. Alright, Mia, time to look sexy."
I decided to pose for a sexy selfie while lying on the bed, but when my hand reached my boob, a lighting bolt hit my brain, turning it into oatmeal.
"Aaah! What the...! AAAanh!"
My breasts were so sensitive; it was not even funny... But it was feeling so darn good, though.
"Holy shit! Is that what Enhanced breast sensitivity conditioning is all about? How is that even possible. How can this device play with my brain so easily? Mmm... In the next few days, I am supposed to do the same with my clitoris and vagina... Maybe it's a bit too much too soon."
Yeah, I reminded myself that everything I put in my weekly schedule was mostly fantasy. It was just for the thrill of programming it and had no firm intention of going through with it. I didn't sign a contract stipulating that I couldn't change my mind.
I posed sexy again, enduring the delightful feeling of my hands on the latex, and sent a couple of selfies to Brian. That should cheer him up.
My phone buzzed almost immediately with a message from him. "Good little maid! You look so turned on. Good night, Mia. I'm dead tired. I'll chat with you tomorrow!"
I texted him a bunch of hearts and put my phone aside. That's when I realized that my free hand was back inside my panties.
"Geez... that's going to be challenging. I want to touch myself everywhere now."
I went to fetch my laptop and brought it back to my bed. Even though today was very nice and all, the result I got from breast sensitivity made me realize that perhaps I should ease into things a bit slower. I would cancel my weekly schedule and just continue programming the gear daily instead. I had no intention to stop, but I wanted to keep some sort of control; this was the reason, in the first place, why I didn't allow Brian to program anything for me.
I opened the laptop cover, which welcomed me with my lock screen.
"Mmm... Wait... What's my password? Heee... what?"
That was odd. I knew my password by heart. I have had the same one since I was little... It was the name of an animal... but... which one was it?
"The hell? Duck? ... No. Pony?... No. Lamma?... No... Lamma reminds me of WinAmp, not my password. Pigeon?... No, that's not it either..."
Freaked out was the appropriate expression to describe my current state of mind. There was no way I couldn't remember my password. I knew it, and I knew I didn't forget it, else I would not remember it was an animal.
For the next 15 minutes, while masturbating, I tried all the animals I knew, none of them worked, not even red panda, which was like the most adorable creature that existed on the surface of the Earth. Mmm! Cute red pandas. I wanted one.
"Well, that sucks... What did I even program for tomorrow? I think I had my first blowjob training session planned. That's not too bad, I could do that, but I would have loved to confirm. I guess I have no choice then... I'll put the device aside until I can figure out that laptop bullshit... It sucks. My fun week alone is turning into a boring one. Bleh!"
I reached my head to take off the SusceptGear and...
"What ... why ... I'm...
I collapsed; everything went black.
***
"Mmm? Wait... did I just fall asleep? What time is it?"
I stretched my arm and grabbed my phone.
"What? 1 am? Oops... not sure what happened there. I was trying to remember my password and... Aaaah! I'm so turned on again..."
The tight rubber panties held my hand to my crotch while I napped, and I had pruney fingers so much it was wet down there. How convenient! Since I had nothing better to do, I tried to get myself off. I rubbed my clit energetically while I squeezed my boobs with the other hand.
This combo got me to the edge very quickly... but the same as usual, I was blocked there; I just couldn't have an orgasm. I did this for about an hour without success and eventually fell asleep out of exhaustion.



***
A faint, beeping noise woke me up the next morning. I felt very relaxed, and the first thing I wanted to make sure of was that I was wearing my uniform. I rubbed my hands all over my body and, satisfied that I was cute and rubbery, I got off the bed and started to make it.
"Mmm... So many wrinkles..."
***
Several days later, on Saturday morning, I was lying down on my bed, unable to move a finger. My arousal was insanely high, and there was nothing I could do about it. Thinking was difficult, and I wasn't too sure what was happening to me, but I loved it so much.
"Mia?"
"..."
I wanted to say "master," but no sound could escape my mouth. I could breathe, and that was about it. From the corner of my vision, I saw Brian, my Master, standing next to my bed, holding a paper note. I had no clue what it was.
"Hehe, looks like my little maid went a bit crazy with her new toy. Sex doll mode, uh? I will have to fix her mess. But since she didn't manage to do all her house chores, I guess that will have to wait a little bit. I'll have some fun with you before putting an end to your amusing little situation. I'm curious to find out what you've done to yourself exactly while I was away."
What ensued was absolute insanity. Brian got naked and started to play with my incapacitated body. His first move was to play with my breasts; The sensation was beyond heavenly. I was losing my mind. Why was I unable to or even make a sound, even during something so pleasurable? Why was I on the verge of a phenomenal orgasm?
When his hand went down to my soaked crotch and entered my panties, it triggered the most powerful orgasm of my life, and this time I moved. My doll-like encasement couldn't contain the orgasmic spasms. It was the first time in over a week that I came, and there were no words to describe it. There was no plausible explanation that I could come up with to validate why such a light touch made me explode in such a powerful manner.
The same thing happened several times when he licked me. The same thing happened several times when he fucked me. The same thing even happened when he stripped me naked and sucked and nibbled my overly sensitive tits. Yet... I just laid there like a puppet, unable to escape this alternate reality of bliss.
He must have played with me for a good two hours, not bad for a guy that claimed that he preferred me as Mia and not as a hypnotized maid; he really had a blast using what I offered him this morning.
"So, Mia? Have you had enough yet? I'm satisfied, so I hope you are too. Let's turn that thing off."
"..."
I wasn't too sure what he was talking about, but he reached my head and heard a little beep. My hand shot down to my crotch, and I started masturbating right away while I was getting flooded by memories of the past week.
"Aaaah! Mmmm... Brian! ... Aaaanh! You're back!"
"Went a bit overboard, haven't you?"
"I... I... It feels so good... Can... can you turn the SusceptGear back on... I... I would really like it."
"I will... Just stay here for a few minutes, I'll be right back with it..."
"AAaanh! But... why? Turn it back on now, please! AAAAH! Don't touch my breasts. They are too sensitive!"
"Hehe. Amazing... Stay here, Mia. Everything will be alright. I'll be back in a sec, I promise. Just play with yourself a bit more."
I was so confused... Brian pulled the device off my head and left the room. What was he going to do with it? It was hard to find answers while being so sexually fired up. Why was I still so turned on even though I came countless times since he came back?
It almost took ten minutes before he came back, but it felt like hours. I was stuck on the edge, unable to cum, and was losing my mind. I wanted my device back right now because I knew it was the only thing that could calm me down.
"Alright, you want it back, right?"
"Give it to me, before my heart explodes."
"Oh... You are so bossy when you are desperate. Stop moving for a sec! Let me put it back on you."
"Hurry!"
"There... I'm going to turn it back on now. Goodnight, Mia."
"Wait... what? Why, goodnight?"
"You'll see... don't worry about anything."
He pressed the button of the remote before I could even utter another word. My favorite relaxing feeling invaded my body, and I started to smile.
"Aaah! It feels so much better... but ... why... Why am I so tired?"
"I'll see you in twelve hours, Mia. Just rest."
My eyes closed and my head rolled sideways... gone to dreamland.
***
"Mmm? Where... where am I?"
My eyes opened slowly. I felt unusually peaceful, a bit lost, though. My body was heavy on the bed as if I had the best sleep of my life. I pulled myself up and rested my back on the headboard. A weird smell entered my nose.
"Ugh! What's that smell..."
I brought my hand to my face to cover my airways, but it just made it worse... That's when my eyes landed on the source of this pestilence; I was wearing latex.
"Oooh, that's right. I was playing maid all week... but... Hey... Why don't I like that smell now? I remember loving it. What... Brian?... HEY BRIAN? WHERE ARE YOU?"
A voice came from downstairs.
"Ah, you're back. Stay on the bed. I'm coming."
"What's going on?"
"Give me a sec, Mia. I'll tell you."
As I was waiting for him to arrive, I carefully touched my boobs. And nothing happened. The sensitivity was gone. I reached my crotch and rubbed my clit a little bit, it felt so... normal.
"You are playing with yourself again?"
Bad timing. Brian showed up in the doorway, and I turned beet red.
"No! No! I... I just... tested..."
"Tested, right? Hehe. Move aside a bit. I want to sit next to you. We need to talk."
"What's happening? It's like I woke up from a long dream."
"You are not entirely wrong about that."
Brian sat next to me, and I immediately wrapped my arm around his, searching reassuring affection. He placed my laptop on top of his legs.
"Hey, that's mine. Why aren't you using yours?"
"What's your password, Mia?"
"I forgot what it was... wait... no... I know what it is. It's Alligator."
"Alright, let's take a look at your program. I'm sure it will be fascinating."
"My... program..."
When he said that, everything came back to me, clear as water. The past week's events were now all detailed inside my skull, and I attempted to close my laptop cover to save my honor, but Brian prevented me.
"No, Mia! Stop. We need to look at this together, okay?"
"But... You'll see... things I've done... It's... private?"
"Oh, come on, tiny girl! We are a couple. since when are you hiding what you do from me."
"I don't... but..."
"Aaah... Interesting overview."
I rolled to my side, not to look at my own schedule. I was so embarrassed.
"Hehe... That explains a lot... You really did paint yourself in a corner. You are such a pervert, Mia."
"Aaaah! Kill me now!"
"Nooo, it is super cute. Look at everything you tried while I was away. You must have a sore throat now."
"Shut it... But... Why... Why am I not feeling my conditioning anymore?"
"Ah! That was my little secret. My little lie. There was something I didn't want you to know."
"Hey? What secret?"
"I reset you."
"You... reset me?"
What Brian was talking about was not something I thought possible or even considered. Humans couldn't be reset. They were not like computers or smartphones.
"The hell are you talking about?"
"Hehe. You are so cute, Mia. All the conditioning done by the SusceptGear has a specific signature. It is possible to undo everything it has done to you. Did you really think I would let you turn your brain to mashed potatoes? When you turned into a maid for the first time, it was crystal clear that you were going to abuse it. You are a perv."
"And... You didn't tell me?"
"No, I didn't know you were going to go that far... Look at your schedule. It's nuts. You did everything you could to put yourself in an infinite loop of sexual bliss and render yourself unable to escape it. You closed all the doors that would have allowed you to return to normal or, at least, resist a little bit."
Once more, my face turned all red. I quickly grabbed a pillow and wrapped it around my head. But it didn't work, Brian was still there, and he kept going.
"You even added a special condition to make you forget your laptop password... That's why you couldn't remember it."
"Eep! I didn't remember that."
"No, because you even specified that you would not remember doing this."
"So... now... I'm like... normal?"
"You seem to be... Let's take a few days off that device, just to make sure. Okay?"
"Yes... I'm sorry."
"Sorry? What for?"
"I got myself in trouble."
"Yes, but did you have fun? As far as I can tell, it was harmless."
"I... loved it."
"All of it?"
"... Yes... I just didn't realize I went that far."
"And that's why I'll be the one controlling your little hobby from now on. I want to have fun with you."
I wrapped my head inside the pillow again, hoping that it would make Brian vanish this time. I knew what he was saying was justified, but I didn't want to admit it.
"Are you still there?"
"Yes, take that pillow off your face, and let me take off that device from your head. This weekend I want Mia, not a nymphomaniac maid. And you have skipped some meals today during your twelve hours reset. Let's go eat something. Then we can go to bed. How does that sound?"
"Good... I'll take that uniform off, and I'll meet you downstairs after a good shower."
"Good luck with that!"
"Hey, why did you say that? Did you program something inside my brain while I was asleep?"
"Nope, I swear. Your brain is as weird as it was before you massacred it with the SusceptGear. Just meet me in the kitchen when you are ready."
"Mmm... Okay... But you are still suspicious!"
Brian smirked and left the bedroom, taking my laptop and the headgear with him. I guess he didn't want to take any risk that I would put it back on today.
I got off the bed and hesitated before attempting to take off my uniform. He said he didn't tamper with my brain, but I didn't fully believe him, else he wouldn't have made such a sneaky comment.
I slowly brought my hands to the back of my neck to reach the zipper, so far so good. Then as soon as I tried to pull it down, I understood what he had done. My rubber maid uniform was lockable... that was an option Brian added when we ordered it... I had forgotten about it, and now there was a padlock preventing me from moving the zipper.
"BRIAN!"
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When I woke up this morning, I had a cute latex rabbit girl in my arms. Who in the world could have bragged about the same thing? All my apprehensions and fears toward Trixie had been unjustified. Sure, Trixie would probably have loved to have more than I had to offer last night, but she has been so understanding.
She quickly saw that I was not ready for more than what we had done so far, so instead of pressuring me, she found a way to make me happy in a different way. We read a book together, and then we cuddled ourselves to sleep. This experience with Trixie awakened something inside me that I had not felt very often.
Trixie was not shy about it; she loved it when people played with her latex covered breasts. That was something Lucy had mentioned, and even the white rabbit repeatedly indicated the same thing herself. So last night, when cuddling, I wanted to be as kind to her as she had been to me. I gave her plenty of chest massages and squeezing, exploring the emotions it was triggering inside of me privately. I needed to discover if this was something I desired too.
I've been awake for the past thirty minutes already, but Trixie was still deeply asleep, dreaming about something. Her warm rubber body in my arms occasionally twitched adorably. It was nice to observe her.
When I spent a night with Vix, the fox girl, she hadn't done that— well, I barely slept on that night because of the excitement, and every time I was awake, Vix was too and asked for more cuddles. This time around, with Trixie, it was the first time I could really study someone sleeping in my arms, and I felt I had the responsibility to keep her in that state so that she could enjoy her dreams a bit longer.
I was also wondering how being encased in such a restrictive catsuit and mask would feel like. It looked extremely comfortable from the outside, but I had no clue what it would be like from the inside.
Short breathing tubes were probably running from her real nose to her rabbit ears, and the small feeding hole under her chin was probably going to her mouth somehow. None of the pets were talking or making any sounds. Only once, Vix had giggled, and it was very faint. Were they gagged, or was it just training? All I knew is that it was not bugging them. They were happily wearing their suits for days in a row.
I knew Lucy occasionally let them out; Oreo and Meeka weren't at the café last time, probably forced to take a break. I was under the impression some of the pet girls were not thrilled to take their suits off. When I was investigating Vix's zipper the other day, her reaction was crystal clear. She didn't want me to unzip her at all.
Yesterday, Lucy gave me the key to unlock Trixie, but she warned me not to let her out of her suit unless there was an emergency. But honestly, letting her out never crossed my mind since we arrived at my home. I thought about this before; I forgot that they were people. They were just animals, and I had a hard time thinking about them in any other way.
Trixie started to move; she just woke up. I was behind her, spooning with my limbs wrapped around her. Her cushy paws went up to my arms as if asking for me to squeeze her harder, which I did, and it triggered a long sigh from the bunny.
She slowly turned around to face me, beautiful as ever, with her big black eyes communicating nothing but love. This position allowed her to roll me to my back and climb on top of me.
"Good morning, Trixie."
For some reason, she kept stretching and twisting; I wasn't sure what she was doing. It was as if she couldn't fully control her little white body. But then she showed me what was going on.
She pressed her crotch to my thigh and slowly started rubbing it up and down. Morning sexual waves assaulted Trixie's body, forcing her to display her arousal state. I kept caressing her, not too sure about what I should do to help her.
I wanted Trixie to have this moment; it was her reward for having been so patient and understanding. Allowing her to have this little pleasure felt the right thing to do. I was not anxious or scared, as usual. I was relaxed, happy, and loving.
Trixie kept slowly humping my leg for a long moment while we were cuddling, and I even dared to do it a little bit too. The latex rubbing on my crotch, only separated by a thin layer of fabric, was feeling like heaven. If she had not had a mask on, I would probably have felt the need to kiss her.
This morning was perfect.
***
"Clara, Trixie! You are back! How did your evening go?"
"... Good. Trixie... is nice."
"Aaah, so you can talk now? Haha. Trixie can have this changing effect on people. Go right in the lounge. I'll be right back. I just have to let Trixie out of her costume. She won't be working for the next few days."
We were back at the animal café where Lucy welcomed us. This time around, I hadn't felt nearly as embarrassed walking around town with the white latex bunny wearing her cute pink fuzzy clothes. After the amazing cuddling session mixed with light sexual stimulation, I was calm and peaceful.
As soon as Lucy mentioned that Trixie's shift was over, the bunny reacted strongly. She rushed to me and grabbed my arm, clearly not wanting to get out of her suit.
"Trixie, you have to behave! Oreo gave me a run for my money the other day, please don't do the same. I let you spend a night with Clara, don't be greedy! We have rules, and you know them."
If she could have flopped her rubber ears back, Trixie would have done so. She lowered her head and pushed it on my chest. I gave her a small hug.
"It's okay... Trixie..."
The white bunny returned my hug and accompanied Lucy who would let her out of her suit.
I entered the lounge to take a look at the pet girls; if Trixie wasn't working today, maybe there was a new pet.
As usual, my arrival caused all the animals to stare at me. I didn't think I would ever get used to this. I began a headcount; Vix was there, Oreo was back, and there was also the puppy, the O so adorable snow leopard, the cute grey wolf and the black cat who have been around since the beginning.
I headed to my booth, and all the animals lined up; they had no idea who I was going to choose today, but they all seemed to want to join me. They were all so friendly.
However, this time around, and with the cute rabbit gone, I had no other choice but to pick the snow leopard. Since I saw her yesterday, I couldn't get over how beautiful she was. I had never seen such a pretty latex catsuit. The little black spots covering her body were just to die for, and the markings on her mask were so perfect.
The leopard girl immediately climbed on my seat and started nuzzling me, tickling me with her little whiskers!
"Haha! You are so pretty."
My routine with new pets had not changed. I made the leopard girl lay down on her back with her head resting on my laps, and I rubbed her belly while I was discovering her features. Her mask was even better than the other ones I have seen so far. Whoever was making those was getting better at it. Lucy was so lucky to have found such a great artist to create her costumes.
As I was exploring the not so big cat, I was wondering what her name could be. Maybe they should all wear name tags. This questioning led me to another amusing thought; if I were to be a pet girl, what would be my name? What animal would I be? I had no idea, but it was fun to think about it for a short moment.
A bit later, Lucy entered the lounge with my cheesecake and a coffee. But instead of smiling, as usual, she had a frown on her face.
"Clara! What do you think you are doing with Asha? Asha, get off her right now!"
"...!"
What did I do? What did I do? I didn't understand why Lucy was angry all of a sudden, but Asha didn't wait to find out and quickly got off me and rejoined the others. My heart started to race, and my hyperventilating came back along with my trembling. What was going on?
Lucy placed the cheesecake on the table, and the coffee next to it then sat in front of me. I wanted to die.
"Hehe. Did I scare you? Don't worry. I'm just pulling your leg. I wanted to see how you would react if I scolded you the same way I do with my pets. Your reaction is priceless. Sorry about that."
"... ffff! ffff! ffff!"
"Aww! Sorry, try to breathe. I didn't mean to scare you that much. You can have Asha back, hehe. Asha! Come!"
The snow leopard girl immediately climbed back on me and gave me a tight hug to calm me down.
"Pick another one, now."
"...?"
"Yes, Trixie said she had a lot of fun with you last night and this morning, so I'm sure you can handle two pets at the same time today. So pick another one. As long as there are no waiting clients, it's okay to do so. My pets don't have much to do anyway."
Could I really handle two pets at the same time? How would this work? I was barely getting used to taking care of one at a time; I was unsure how I could give attention to two animals concurrently.
Yet, the first time I visited the Pets & Cake, I had no idea how to give affection to a single critter, and here I was, a couple of cheesecake later, not nearly as shy as before and providing hugs to a critter I never met.
"Come on, Clara. It's okay. Don't overthink this... as I said, all my pet girls are amazing. You can't go wrong."
"... Vix?"
As I pronounced the red fox's name, all the other pets rolled their heads. People always choose Vix among the first because of her infinite cuteness.
It only took a second for the fox girl to join us. So now I had one adorable snow leopard resting her head on my laps and a fox girl wrapped around my arm, nuzzling me. Lucy called the two cats to her side, Oreo and Misti. Those two were easy to tell apart even though their masks had the same shape; Oreo was black and white while Misti was all black.
"See, Oreo... your time off was not too bad. Why did you make a scene again when I took you out of your suit? You are just making my life more difficult."
Oreo nodded.
"Did you have fun with your family?"
Oreo nodded again.
"See, I told you. It's nice to be a pet girl, but you need real-life fun too. You can't just be a cat forever."
Oreo shrugged.
"Haha. Funny cat. I bet you think you can. So, Clara... I wanted to ask you a little favor. But feel free to say no, I'm happy just to have you as a client."
"..."
"... I mean... I'm working really hard since I opened my café... and... I didn't have a day off in a month. I love what I do, but it's a lot of work. I would like to take a day off."
"... Okay?"
"So, I was wondering... We are closed on Mondays and Tuesdays, would you like to take care of my pets on one of those days next week. I would love to have a small break."
I gasped for air. Did Lucy just ask me to take care of all her pets while she was away? Would it not be simpler to just let them out of their suits during those two days instead of babysitting them?
I tried to articulate that line of thought using my limited speech abilities mixed with anxiety.
"But... Why... Keep them in... costume?"
"Aaah! I see what you mean. Well, you don't know much about pet girls yet. Look at this..."
Lucy turned to Oreo and grabbed the small cat by the shoulders; she asked her a simple question.
"Oreo, do you want to get out of your suit so I can take some time off?"
Immediately, Oreo shook her head, almost in distress. Then Lucy turned to Misti...
"And you, Misti?"
She received another strong negative reaction from the other cat. None of them were in agreement with that horrific plan. I started to understand where Lucy was going with this... but then she asked them another question.
"Okay, so what? Would you prefer if Clara was taking care of you on Monday?"
The two cats went ballistic and jumped on the table in front of me and tried to reach me for hugs. Oreo crushed my cheesecake with her knee and Misti bumped in my coffee cup, which fortunately was already empty.
"MISTI! OREO! STOP! What a mess! Alright, Misti, get off Clara right now! You, Oreo, come with me. I need to clean you up, and then you'll get punished. Bad cat!"
This chaotic incident ended our little discussion abruptly, which was a good thing because I needed time to digest what Lucy had proposed. I wasn't sure what taking care of her pet would involve, but it would probably be a lot of work. Lucy was always running around, keeping an eye on everybody to make sure they were okay, feeding them, and making them drink. There was no doubt in my mind that it was a demanding job. It is no wonder she was thrilled to let me take Trixie home last night; it had lightened her workload.
I was not working on Monday and only started at noon on Tuesday, so I could technically do it. It was now the time for me to ask myself the real questions and come up with honest answers.
Did I want to do it?
I looked at my snow leopard and my red fox, they were beyond incredible. I loved taking care of them. So, yes, I wanted to do it... badly.
Was I too scared to do it? What if a pet needed something and I couldn't understand her... What if there was an emergency and I had to call the first responders... what if I didn't feed them properly...
"Vix... I'm scared..."
As soon as those distressed words escaped my mouth, Asha got off my lap and kneeled next to me, and Vix did the same. They both wrapped an arm around my neck, and Vix placed her delicate paw on my mouth and shook her head.
"But... I don't know if... I can do it."
This time, Asha placed her two paws on each side of my face and gave me a solid, confident nod while expelling a short stream of air by her ear tubes. It was her way to tell me, "We trust you! You can do it."
Using the back of my hand, I wiped my watering eyes. Why was it always so hard for me to do new things? I was so used to being by myself and repeating the same dreary day over and over for the past years, not exposing myself to fun adventures. Now that I had an opportunity to do something different, I felt like crap.
For a long moment, I stayed there in silence, cuddling with my leopard and fox, and thinking about what I had become.
Lucy came back, dragging Oreo by her wrist. I was wondering what kind of punishment she was talking about earlier. I couldn't remotely picture Lucy brutalizing her beloved pets, but surely she must have had some tricks up her sleeve to keep some order and obedience in the place. Then I noticed it... Oreo had a bright red collar around her neck.
"Aaah, that will teach you! Look, Clara, this red collar means that nobody is allowed to cuddle with her. I usually put it on them when they need to rest, but it can also serve as an efficient punishment. See, Oreo! That is what you get for being reckless. Now sit over there and stay quiet! Not cuddles for you until I decide it's enough."
Oreo lowered her head and went to curl in the corner of the room. Misti walked toward her, but Lucy intercepted the cat who was feeling bad for her friend.
"Misti, do you want to wear a red collar too? No? Then stay away from Oreo! I tell you... those cats sometimes... as if I didn't have enough work already."
Lucy came back to me and let a long sigh out.
"See... That's why I need a break. So, would you like to help me?"
I nodded. It was more than time to explore the social world a bit and walk away from my old self. So far, my time with the pets filled me with love and understanding, and there was no reason to believe it would be any harder if I stayed with them all for one full day.
"I will... do it. Monday."
"Aaah! You are so awesome! I swear everything will go well. You can start at 8 am on Monday until 8 pm... would that work?"
"... No."
"Oh? No?"
"Can... Can I do ... more?"
"More? What do you mean? Take your time, we are in no rush."
"I... 8 am is good... But... Can I sleep... here? I can stay. Until 10 am."
"You want to take care of them from Monday 8 am to Tuesday at 10 am?"
"... Yes."
"Clara! I LOVE YOU! You are a lifesaver! Of course, you can do that! Finally! I will get to have a real day off. Don't worry about anything! I will prepare all their meals and make you a list of everything you have to do. It's not all that complicated! You'll have so much fun, I promise!"
Well, that got her excited. She seemed to need that day off badly. Offering to stay overnight was something she didn't want to put me through, but since I requested, she didn't need to think about it twice.
I couldn't stay much longer today because of my job, but it was a fun visit. I still wasn't sure why Lucy trusted me so much with her pet girls, but I was certainly not going to complain about it. I got to pet all the latex animals I wanted and even had a chance to have private moments with some of them.
Agreeing to help Lucy on Monday while she was enjoying a well-deserved break got me more excited than I ever been in my entire life. I liked her pets so much, and I was looking forward to spending more time alone with them, even though I knew it might be challenging.
I wanted to spend time with... my new friends.
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"Master Mark! Aaah! You are hurting me!"
"Just a bit longer, Syr, you can endure it for me, I'm sure. Both of us are going to be happy when this is done."
"But, I'm bleeding. I'm not acting this time. You are too rough."
"I'm not too rough. You are going to be fine!"
"Be more gentle. AAaah! Not like this!"
"Stop whining! You promised to do this for me."
"Aaaaah! You never said anything about pain."
Poor Syr... so fragile. I thought she was stronger than this, but apparently, she was a weakling like the others. She was always eager to please me, but then, she cried as soon as it got a bit more intense. I was not going to be sorry for her, and we were going to finish what we started, whether she liked it or not.
"What do we do now, Master Mark? Aaaah! I can't do this any longer, please, stop."
"I said, stop whining! That's all you are doing! I'm going to put it in there. Hold on."
"Nooo, it's too big!"
"It's not too big! What are you talking about?"
With my free hand, I opened my car's tailgate, and Syr helped me lift Kitty's heavy crate in the trunk. That was hard work. We came back to my old house to pick it up since Kitty missed it too much.
"Alright. Done! Show me your finger, Syr."
"As I said, it's bleeding."
"Aaah! It's nothing. It's just a small scratch. Just don't put blood on your white apron."
I wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close to me. She was beautiful as ever, even when frustrated at me. I was so glad we decided to start dating officially despite some obvious challenges.
"Thanks for helping me, cute maid."
"Master Mark... What are you doing?"
"I'm kissing my maid? Is that a problem?"
"... Are you that satisfied with my work today?"
"Yes, I am."
I romantically planted my lips on Syr's to distract her from her grave injury. Since our first "interesting" date, her attitude as a maid was much more manageable. Sure, she was still pushing me away all the time, but all I had to do to get closer was to come up with a good excuse that would fit well within her storyline. I respected her desire to roleplay our relationship, so it was fine by me. When she was doing good things, I would reward her, and when she was doing bad things, generally on purpose, I would punish her. It was a game we loved playing together.
Of course, Erika and Kitty kept calling us nerds, but we enjoyed ourselves a lot. This new girlfriend situation didn't cause any conflicts either. Erika was still Syr's best friend, and Kitty still had a crush on her, knowing it would probably never end into a romantic relationship. It didn't stop Kitty from trying, though, and Syr's attitude toward those attempts was great.
I saw those two in the pool just this morning; it was quite entertaining. Syr was trying to teach Kitty how to swim because she still sank like a rock, and the small catgirl was doing all she could to put her hands wherever she wanted. Kitty was taking every opportunity to grab Syr's boobs "by accident."
"Mmm... Master Mark, this is good, but I need to cook dinner, we should head back home now."
"I don't think so... come with me."
"... Master Mark?"
We got back into the townhouse, and I led my maid upstairs to my old master bedroom. It looked so small compared to Erika's freakishly huge basement, but it would work just fine for what I wanted to do. Syr knew where this was going but acted ignorant on purpose. I turned her around and pulled on the silky ribbons that kept her apron in place.
"Master Mark?... What are you doing?"
"I think you deserve more than just a kiss, don't you agree?"
"... Do... do you think so?"
"I do... Let me help you with this."
I pinched the small metal zipper tab behind her neck and slowly slid it down to her lower back, revealing her soft skin. As I gently kissed her neck, she pulled her arms out of her maid uniform's long sleeves and let it drop to the floor.
Syr created all her clothing by herself, and she had crazy attention to details. Her panties and bras were matching her uniform perfectly. They were silky, green with white frills, and it was super cute.
We climbed on the bed and started cuddling and kissing. Syr knew not to act in distress anymore like the first time we had sex, but in exchange, she just wanted me to be a bit more controlling since it was what she liked the most; it was a good compromise, and gestures such as pinning her wrist above her head or behind her lower back was definitely something enjoyable for both of us.
As I pulled her panties down, I kissed her warm belly while she played in my hair. Syr was not hitting the gym, but she was always walking around the house, doing shore. That kept her body fit and very pleasant to look at. My mouth went down to her crotch, where I spent a bit of time eating her as a warm-up activity.
"Aaaah! Master Mark! This feels so good."
"And you are a delicious maid."
"Mmmm! Aaah!"
I gradually took my clothes off, but not too quickly. Another thing Syr seemed to like was being naked while I was fully clothed; it made her feel a bit more submissive, and I had to admit... it also made me feel a bit more manly.
***
"Aaaanh! Erika! Stooop! AAanh!"
"Not a chance, KittyKat. And there is nobody to save you today!"
"Aaaanh!"
Every time Mark was not around, Kitty turned into Erika's meal, particularly on days like today when a certain sexy pink catsuit encased her cute body and not her aggressor's. However, what they were doing at the moment was a bit more intense than usual; the small cat was laying flat on her back on the soft bed with her cuffed wrist tied up to the middle of the headboard with some leather straps. Her ankles tied to corners of the footboard kept her legs nicely open for whoever desired unlimited access to her ever demanding crotch.
"Aaaanh!"
Having Kitty stuck in such a position had allowed Erika to lick her for a very long time, but the red-haired girl had since then upgraded to their new acquisition.
"Kitty, you seem to love our new strap-on!"
"Aaanh! Stop Erika! You are breaking me."
"No, I'm not. You always say that, but you always come back and ask for more."
"Aaanh! Yes... But you always go too far! Annh!"
Erika was pounding Kitty's pussy relentlessly with the large dildo as if she was trying to beat a personal record. How many times could she make Kitty come in a day? She had lost count already. There was nothing new in Kitty's behavior, though; the more she lost control of a situation the more she was loving it and the more she was cumming. Her sexual brain didn't work in any other way.
"Alright, alright... I'll give you a five minutes break."
"Aaanh! Only five minutes?"
Erika pulled the monstrosity out of Kitty and unfastened the straps that were securing it to her hips. She laid down next to her tenderized cat victim and pushed dildo in her mouth.
"Aabbllmm..."
"Yeah, I think it's a bit big for your small mouth, Kitty. If we use it too often, you won't feel anything anymore when Mark fucks you."
"Mmppphh!"
"So, Kitty, what do you think of Mark and Syr? Do you think it's a good thing?"
"Mmphh!"
"Ah, yes ..."
Erika pulled the big dildo out of Kitty's mouth and tossed it aside. She then half-climbed on Kitty and cuddled her while nuzzling her cheek.
"I think they go well together," Kitty said.
"I think so too. But I'm worried a bit about Mark."
"Why? He is doing fine. I think he understands his situation well enough. He is happy as far as I can tell."
"He is! But I'm scared he will burn himself out, trying to do too much for us. Right now, it's not too bad because he spends a lot of time playing with his new toy, but eventually he will go back to you, Kitty. You are by far his favorite, and that is when he will struggle and feel the need to give equally to all three of us."
"I'm not his favorite. He just likes me a lot more than all of you together!"
"Hehe. You ARE his favorite! We all know that because you are my favorite too. You are even Syr's favorite... She just doesn't know it yet."
Kitty burst into laughter at that last comment. Syr wasn't about to have sex with a woman anytime soon. She was a romantic heterosexual prince and princess type... with certain strange deviancies. If Syr's "master" were not available to sleep with her, she would just wait for her turn until the next time she would be worthy of being fucked.
"My bond with Mark is beyond sex. I'm happy for him right now. He gets to experience a lot of fun things with his maid. I mean, seriously, Syr is so attractive, don't you think?"
"Yes... Yes, she is... It's a bit odd because she is my best friend. So now that she is part of our little harem, it changes things a bit. But I know her, she will do everything to make it work without conflicts."
"Erika, we are a harem. Mark isn't the central piece of our family. It's not like we are waiting for him to get sexually gratified. Actually, that's why it's working so well. We are all easy going and not jealous."
Erika climbed on top of Kitty and sat on her belly. Only Erika could do this without crushing the small latex cat. She put her index finger on Kitty's nose and pressed lightly.
"Kitty, you are a little liar!"
"Meow!? A liar? Where does that come from? Let my nose go!"
"You ARE jealous!"
"No, I'm not! What are you talking about."
"You have a crush on Syr, and it's bugging you."
"... She is odd!"
"Still, you like her a lot more than you care to admit. You keep yakking about how beautiful she is, and when you are in the pool with her, your hands always end up on her boobs and butt."
"Pfff... I would do the same to you if you were the one teaching me how to swim. Anyway, you are the best swimmer in the house, how come you never teach me?"
"Cause I'm letting you have what you want. Syr."
The red-haired girl has always been the evil mind-controlling strategist. Since the beginning, she noticed that Kitty had a soft spot for the maid, well before Mark started dating her. It wasn't like the small catgirl hadn't been vocal about it at times.
"Yes, I like her a lot. So, what? I'm not jealous because Mark can sleep with her and not me."
"Okay, maybe it's not jealousy, but you want her badly."
"... Maybe."
"Syr knows about it too."
"Probably, she's smart. Anyway, there is no problem. I know I can't always get everything I want. Why are you probing me like this about it?"
"Well, as I said, it's bugging you. We need to find a way to put an end to this. Because eventually, I'll go back to work, and you'll spend all your days with Syr."
"Mark will be here with me. You will make more money than he does so that he can quit his job."
"Haha! Nope! He is not going to quit his job, KittyKat. During the day, you'll be home stuck with Syr, and it won't be fun if it's bugging you."
"I'll just stay in my crate all day. I'm used to it."
"Well, that won't be fun for Syr. She would like to have a friend during the day too."
"Aaah! Erika, you give me a headache. What do you want from me?"
Indeed, Erika was beating around the bush, leaving Kitty confused. Kitty was right; there was no apparent problem around their current love arrangement. Everybody had fun their own way, and everybody respected each other.
The poor latex cat was trying hard to understand where Erika was going with this. Being smiled at like this by her female companion wasn't helping... or maybe it did. Kitty locked eyes with Erika's and started to read her mind. She had been a bit slow on that one, but now, her instinct kicked in, and she understood everything. Immediately, Kitty vocalized her disagreement while pulling on her bonds.
"Oh ... NO! Erika! NO! You must not!"
"Whaaaat? I didn't even say anything! Haha!"
"You said enough! And you are not allowed!"
"Allowed to do what? Kitty, you imagine things... Alright, what about another round of strap-on. This new toy is good for me. It will keep me fit."
"NO! Erika! You must not!"
What Kitty had understood, or how, was a mystery. But Erika knew very well that her small lover-catgirl was probably right to feel anxious after what she had told her.
***
After my little fun love-making session with Syr, we returned home. The maid wouldn't stop worrying about cooking our dinner on time so I finally complied to her righteous request.
"Hey, Kitty! We're home! Syr and I brought back your crate!"
Erika entered the garage to update us on Kitty's current status.
"She is tied up on the bed downstairs... Where do we put it? In the living room?"
"Sounds appropriate."
Erika wrapped an arm around my waist, scratching the crate with her nails. She was familiar with the box as she shared the rent more than once. I was wondering which one of the two cat-faces would spend the first night in it? Syr wasn't an eligible candidate; I didn't picture her sitting inside that box for any length of time.
We carried the box to our living room and placed it so that any future occupant would have a good view of both the living room couches and the kitchen area. Kitty would be thrilled to get her heart-shaped pillow back too; she missed it so much. As soon as we completed the task, Erika gripped Syr's wrist and pulled her away.
"Syr! Come with me. I need your help!"
"... But, I'm already late to prepare dinner. I don't want Master Mark to starve."
"Aaah! He won't starve... Come. It's important. I have a plan, and I need your help."
"Alright then..."
I had no clue where those two were going, but I knew my next destination.
I made my way to the basement to find my beloved Kitty. As advertised, she was strictly tied to the bed, unable to get free. I sat next to her and rubbed her belly while noticing their abandoned strap-on sitting on one of our pillows.
"Ewww, we sleep on those, don't leave your juicy toys on our pillows."
"Meow. Erika broke me... I'll never be able to have sex again."
"Right, as if."
I started to untie the small rubber cat and announced the good news.
"I got your crate! It's in the living room."
"AH! NICE! Can I spend the night in it?"
"You sure can. That's why we brought it back. That thing was heavier than I remembered, good thing Syr gave me a hand."
"Did you fuck her?"
"... Maybe. Why?"
"Was it hot?"
"Not as hot as fucking you, cathead."
"Lies. Fucking Syr must be so hot."
"You are still obsessed with her, I see. Talking about hot, It's scorching outside. Why don't you go put your swimsuit on and meet me at the pool? I want to swim with you. Since Syr took over your swimming lessons, I didn't get to see your progress."
"Meow, okay. Unzip me, and I'll meet you there in a bit."
"Sounds like a plan."
***
The sun. It was a bit too strong for my taste right now; my skin told me that I had my dose of UV for the day already. Back at my townhouse, it was never a problem since we didn't spend a lot of time outside. But here, at Erika's, it was so relaxing by the pool that there was a legitimate skin-peeling concern when not resting under an umbrella.
That thought became irrelevant when a little visitor tiptoed my way, awkwardly trying to avoid the burning concrete's discomfort. Kitty, wearing her cute pink bikini, was ready to go for a swim.
"Woah! It's hot today!"
"Hey, Cathead! Yeah, I'm roasting."
She climbed on top of me as if it was the most natural thing to do. It was a good thing that those long chairs were sturdy enough; not that Kitty was very heavy by any stretch of the imagination.
"Hi!"
"Hi, Kitty."
"I love it here, Mark."
"Yeah, not bad, uh? Do you miss our old house?"
"A little bit. We've only been away for two weeks, though. It still feels a bit strange. The vibe is different here."
"I know, right. But we are having a lot of fun, so it's good. As long as I'm with the people I love, I'm happy."
Kitty crossed her two small hands on top of my bare chest and rested her chin on them, looking at me with a smile. For some reason, I was still not fully accustomed to seeing her out of her rubber suit. She was my Kitty, alright, but I never had much time to appreciate how beautiful this Caucasian-Asian girl was. I ran my fingers through her silky black hair.
"You are so cute out of a suit. You know that?"
"You like me more when I'm all rubber."
"I love you as much. I told you. Latex or not, you are still my Kitty."
"I think you get harder when I wear my rubber suit."
"You trained me well. Hehe. So? What's with Erika? She took Syr away from me for something important, she said."
Kitty pressed her face on my chest and hid it with her hands, as if it were going to make her disappear.
"I'm not sure exactly, but I think she wants me to help around the house when you two are going to be back at work. She said Syr will need a friend during the day. That can't be good."
"Why not? She is right. If you are going to stay home with Syr, you could help her around the house. She is doing everything by herself."
"I can't! I'm a cat... and I'm lazy... and not good at anything. It's in my genes. I cannot be useful."
"Haha, Kitty, you know those are not very good arguments."
"I don't want to work!"
"Well, don't you want to spend time with Syr at least? We all know you have a crush on her."
"... Yes... Maybe."
"Ah, so it's still bugging you."
"Aaah! Stop! Erika said the same thing. Is it that obvious?"
Oh, yes. It was. I've never seen Kitty like this before. She has always been the one acting as if relationships were an easy thing, and all problems were easily resolvable. However, this time around, it was the first time her little latex cat charm didn't provide her with what she wanted.
In the past, she just had to look at me at the bookstore to win my heart. Then, when Erika arrived in the picture, she got her too only by saying, "Thank you, I'm Kitty." But now, with Syr, it was not going to happen, and she knew it. Someone not willing to return a particular type of love couldn't be forced to do so. As much as Syr liked Kitty and Erika as friends, she wouldn't magically change and be attracted to girls.
"Well, Kitty. Yes, it is obvious. Come. I'm roasting. Let's go for a dip, then we can talk about it."
"Okay, but you must help me swim."
"What? You are still sinking?"
"Yes!"
"Even after two weeks training with Syr?"
"Yes!"
"Alright. Get on!"
I put my feet down the chair and lifted my carcass off it. Kitty climbed on my back and wrapped her arms around my neck.
"Eeh! Don't choke me like that!"
"Go! Make me swim!"
"If you stay on my back, that is not swimming!"
"I'm right, and you are wrong! Go!"
This was Kitty's immature part that made her so darn adorable. I made a couple of leaps, quickly shrinking the distance between us and the pool, and jumped in it with the small catgirl hanging around my neck. Our bodies pierced the surface of the water, and I voluntarily let us sink as deep as we could go. I stayed underwater for a bit, appreciating the calmness of the aqua world.
Kitty trusted me with her life. As she was holding her breath, she knew I would never let her drown. She was entirely giving herself to me and would follow me to the depth of the scariest situations without flinching.
Her long jet black hair floating around my head made me think; running my fingers through the smoke-like cloud of human fibers gave me the impression I was carrying a dream on my back. I pushed my hands and feet down and emerged from the wavy water with Kitty, who took a deep breath.
"Aaah! You went so deep."
"Hehe. You like it deep, Kitty."
"Meow! I like the way you think."
"So, what are we going to do with you and Syr?"
"Nothing... There is nothing that can be done."
"Why do you say that?"
"She doesn't like girls, and I'm a female."



I dove back underwater and swam across the pool without warning. Kitty was hanging on to my neck with only one arm and tried to get a hold of me with the other. When I emerged on the other side of the pool, I turned around to face her.
"That doesn't mean there is nothing you can do about it, Cathead."
"Kah! ... Mark! Kah!"
"Swallowed a bit of water?"
"Meh. What do you want me to do then?"
"You? Everything! You are smart, funny, adorable, small, and very kinky."
"What does my cuteness have to do with anything?"
"Well, Syr likes you for all those reasons, so use those qualities to be a good friend and stop acting odd when you are around her."
"I'm not acting odd! ... Am I?"
It felt good not to be the clueless one for once. As I was slowly swimming backward, dragging Kitty along with me, I wasn't sure how I could make her see things from a different angle. I didn't want to make her feel bad, but she had some introspection to do.
"I told you earlier; you are a little obsessed. The way you keep telling us that she is so pretty and so warm. Then when she makes you swim, you find all kinds of reasons to grab her boobs and butt. That's what I mean by a little obsessed."
"Hey, Erika is way worse than me. She is ALWAYS after me as soon as she has a window of opportunity."
"Yes, but you like it, and she likes it too. You and Syr don't have this kind of relationship."
"... So, what you are saying is that I'm annoying Syr?"
Poor Kitty, now I knew how she must have felt every time she taught me life lessons. I was not always the quickest to understand relationships, but Kitty, right now, was struggling to get my point. I splashed her with a bit of water.
"Don't be silly. You are not annoying her. Else she wouldn't spend as much time with you. But you do make it a bit difficult for her."
"... I... I do?"
"I think so... Syr would prefer you to accept what she has to offer instead of trying to pull more out of her. If you do that, I think you would have a much more satisfying relationship with our cute maid."
Kitty sank a bit and started to make some bubbles. She may have realized that I had a valid point and wouldn't dare argue about it.
I pulled Kitty to the pool's side and lifted her in the air so she could sit on the edge. I extirpated myself from the water too and sat next to her. The sun was lower and not as warm as earlier, but the air we were breathing was still heavy and humid. Kitty leaned on me.
"Erika is planning something that will involve both Syr and me. I don't know what it is exactly, but I'm sure she has seen the same thing you did."
"I'm sure she did too. Look, Kitty, you know this better than anybody else. We are helping each other all the time, and it's always for the better. Usually, it turns into a lot of fun. So, I'll see what I can find out about Erika's plan, but you, you will just play along with her idea and trust her. Okay?"
"I changed my mind."
"Uh? About what?"
"I don't want to sleep in my crate tonight. I want you to put Erika in it, and I will sleep with you in the big bed."
"Haha! I'm not sure she would agree to this."
"You must put her in the crate."
"Alright, Cathead, I'll tell you what. If you swim across the pool by yourself, I'll do it."
That was kind of cute. Kitty spent a lot of time in the pool, learning how to swim with Syr, so she could totally do it. She just liked playing helpless around me. I really wanted to see her swimming on her own, and this was a perfect opportunity. To get what she wanted, she had no choice but to show me her newly acquired catfish skills.
She slowly turned around and went back in the water. She held onto my leg and tried to gather some courage for what seemed like an ocean crossing. Pressing her two feet on the pool's wall, she pushed her body forward and started agitating her arms.
"Use your legs, Kitty!"
She was just flailing her arms in every direction... and slowly sank before silently disappearing underwater. Even her little drowning bubbles found a way to be cute.
"Really? She just sank like a rock."
***
"Syr? Are you sure you are teaching her how to swim properly?"
"I am! However, Kitty is the most unfocused person I've encountered when it comes to this activity. She cares more about playing than learning."
While Erika was helping Kitty back in her pink rubber catsuit in the middle of the living room, I questioned the seriousness of Syr's teaching. I found it a bit strange that Kitty couldn't even float a bit after two weeks of training.
Nevertheless, Kitty lost her bet and was going to sleep in the crate tonight. The last time she did was weeks ago, and I was sure, deep inside, she was looking forward to it. The crate was her mini-home that she always loved so much, and also a perfect recovery place. As long as I kept her locked in there, Erika couldn't sexually assault her.
"Hey, Kitty, I found this in our luggage," Erika said.
"My pink collar! You found it!"
"Yes. It was inside one of the suitcase's pockets, all squished. Lift your chin so I can put it on you."
I had not seen Kitty's collar for a while. I remember the first time I put it around her neck, on our first date, it had made her so happy. She was even happier when I asked her if she wanted me to call her Kitty like the name written on it. This little accessory was part of her heart, it was the strongest symbol of our love.
"Well... that's weird..."
"..."
Erika tried to fasten the collar around Kitty's neck when, suddenly, the small silver buckle twirled in the air and came crashing down at my feet with a metallic noise announcing bad news. Erika moved her hand out, holding a broken piece of pink material. She knew very well what this collar represented to Kitty, and the blood drained from her face at the realization that she had broken it.
"... Kit... Kitty... I'm... so sorry. I... I don't know what happened... I'm sorry!"
"... My... My collar..."
Kitty grabbed it with her two rubber paws and looked at it closely. Her eyes started to well up.
"It... It broke."
"..."
I was feeling bad, but not nearly as bad as Kitty. Syr leaned forward and picked up the buckle from the floor and stood up. She gently grabbed the dead collar from Kitty's paws and inspected it. Erika, feeling guilty as hell, was hoping for a miracle from her crafty friend.
"Syr, you can fix it, right?"
"... I'm sorry. I can't. It is fake leather, vinyl actually, and it ripped. It wasn't designed for longevity."
Never in a hundred years, I would have mentioned this, but Kitty must have found it in a dollar store. It was more of a Halloween costume accessory than a real collar.
A tear ran down Kitty's latex covered cheek. She wiped her eyes with the back of her paws and turned to Erika to pull her in a gentle hug.
"... It's okay, Erika. It's not your fault."
"... I feel so bad. We... We will find you another one."
"No, it's okay. There was only one like it... I don't need another one. I will see you guys tomorrow."
Kitty went down to the floor and crawled inside her crate. She laid down on the thin mattress and hugged her heart-shaped pillow tightly, sighing. I wasn't sure it was a good idea to leave a depressed girl inside the crate for the night.
"Kitty, I think you should sleep with us in the bed tonight."
"No. I prefer to sleep here. Close the door, please. I'm just tired. I would like to sleep."
"..."
I've never seen her so sad since that time when she was evicted by the social worker a long time ago. Even back then, she had not cried like this.
"You sure, cathead?"
"Yeah... Good night."
I closed the door and the latches, feeling awful about it.
"Alright, it's late for everybody. Let's go to bed. Tomorrow will be a better day."
"Mark... Lock my door!"
"... Kitty, I'm not sure it's—"
"Lock my door... please."
I looked at Erika for guidance, and she just shrugged at me, not knowing what to do either. I went back to the crate and crouched in front of it. I grabbed the two padlocks and installed them on the latches.
"If you need anything, just ask. Syr's room is not far, she will hear you."
"..."
Well, that was a horrible way to end the weekend. At least I knew Kitty's crate was her safe place. She loved sleeping in it, so it was a comforting thought. Erika and I interlaced fingers and walked away.
"Good night, Kitty. Good night, Syr."
"..."
"Good night, Master Mark. I will see you tomorrow."
***
The maid stood in the living room, in silence, for a long moment. In one of her hands was a broken metal buckle, and in the other, a piece of fake pink leather with fake diamonds glued to it. Her thoughts were for Kitty, who was securely locked up inside her crate, experiencing sorrow after her most meaningful possession ripped apart around her own neck. This collar had been a symbol of her entire love life.
Syr secretly had more empathy toward what happened to the pink cat than anybody else living under this roof. Her feelings were powerful but hidden behind her acting mask.
She remembered...
***
"Hey! Can you hear me? Are you okay? Can you hear me?"
"..."
"Guys! GUYS! There is a child in this car! ... We need an ambulance right away! ... We need it NOW! There is a child here! She is still alive."
"Impossible!"
"Yeah ... There is a small girl ... NO! Don't move her! Wait for the paramedics to get here! She is badly hurt! Wait ... No! That's NOT her blood. Oh, my God! Use my scarf to clean her face, quick!"
***
"Hey, little one. My name is Sandra, and I'm a paramedic. Yes, that's why I'm wearing a nice uniform. See? I'm here to help you and be your friend... What is your name? Do you want to tell me your name?"
"..."
"That's okay... You don't have to. We will get you out of the car very soon, I promise. I just want to take a good look at you first. Do you feel pain anywhere? No?... That's amazing... What if I gently press here? Or here? Still no?... Well, that's super great. Are you sure you don't want to tell me your name?"
"..."
"Guys! We need to take her to the hospital right away for a full check-up. She is in shock. And please, for her sake, cover the front seats right now! Why wasn't that done already? Don't let her see that!"
"I'll tell you what. Did you know I'm driving an awesome ambulance? Like the ones you see on TV... That's right! It's super cool. Would you like to see it? Yeah? Nice. But hey... you know what?... My co-worker is a bit grumpy, and he won't let you see my ambulance unless you tell him your name. I think you should tell him."
"... Elizabeth."
"Oh, wow. That is a super cute name. Alright, We will just put this little piece of foam around your neck, then my firefighter friends over there will help you get out by the window... I bet it's the first time you get out of a car by the window, it's cool, uh? That's right. Usually, people use doors. But you are special, and we will use the window this time. Then you can tell all your friends about it. And guess what, If you do everything my friends tell you to, we will give you this cute teddy bear, and we will go check the ambulance together while my friends are helping your parents."
***
"Alright, Elizabeth, this is a very special machine that will look through you so we can make sure you are okay. I'll be just on the other side of the window over there, keeping an eye on you."
"... Where are my parents?"
"They just arrived at the hospital with my friends. They are very sick, but don't worry, we are taking care of them. They asked me to take care of you and your teddy bear until they get better. Do you trust me to take care of him while the machine is checking you out? I'll give him back to you right after."
"Yes."
***
"Morning, Elizabeth. Did you sleep well? I see that you took good care of your teddy bear. Did you give him a name yet?"
"... I want to see my father and my mother."
"... You... You can't. I'm sorry ..."
"Why? I want to see them! Are they still sick?"
"... E... Elizabeth ... No ... They are not sick anymore... But you can't see them..."
"WHY? I want to see them now! Where is my mother!?"
"... No! Wait... listen... The big car accident yesterday... You remember? Your parents... they... they didn't make it... They passed away. They ... won't come back."
"No! ... NO! YOU ARE LYING! I WANT TO SEE THEM!"
"Come here! Come here! It's going to be alright. I promise. Poor thing."
"LET ME GO! LET ME GO! I WANT TO SEE MY PARENTS! WHERE ARE THEY!?"
***
"Elizabeth. Your aunt is here to pick you up. You'll go live with her for a while. You like your aunt, right? I talked to her a lot, and she is super nice. She will take care of you. She has two kids around your age too. You know them already, right? They will help you a lot."
"... Sandra. I want to stay with you."
"That's... That's not possible. But I'll visit you to see how you are doing from time to time. Hey, I have a little gift for you. Actually, it's for your teddy bear. It's a little medal. It says "Ambulance 471"... That's my ambulance. Let me tie it around his neck, then every time you feel alone, you can look at him and think about me, okay?"
***
Syr was standing in the living room, a broken buckle in one of her hands, and in the other, a ripped piece of pink vinyl. She took a deep breath and walked out of the room radiating resolve and determination.
She first went to her room, stipped out of her maid uniform, and carefully placed it on the bed. She opened her small closet and pulled out an old pair of jeans and a t-shirt that had seen better days, and she put them on. After tossing her headband on the bed, she went upstairs and unlocked the door leading to her workshop.
She turned the lights on and tossed the broken collar on the workbench without care and went rummaging around to find the tools she had in mind. She then began the long process of what would be considered an homage to all the people who had been so supportive of her in the past when she lost what was most important to her.
It took forever, but she removed one small crystal after the other using a soldering iron, some solvent, and a pair of tweezers. There was now a pile of undamaged crystals waiting for a new home. Destruction often paved the way to a greater creation.
She threw the damaged collar in the trash and went to her costume rack, where a series of seemingly expensive costume pieces were hung. Her modest income very much depended on those. One of them was created for an upcoming musical staged by a renown company. The contract tied to this item was a crucial one for both the money and her reputation. Failing to deliver was not an option.
This particular costume had a specific hat, on which she spent countless hours crafting. It was made of pink leather. She carried it back to her workbench and grabbed a seam ripper along with a few leatherworking tools. She would destroy something great for a greater cause.
In front of her, sitting on the workbench, was a teddy bear. It had a small medal around its neck on which she ran one of her fingers. Syr wore a faint smile made of pain and resilience.
The inscription on the medal was "Ambulance 471."
"I have a little gift for you..."
***
Several hours later, in the basement of the big house, a silent shadow walked toward the large bed. As if it was aware of the habits of its two sleeping occupants, the shadow went straight to the nightstand on the left. Its delicate feminine fingers wrapped around the key ring sitting on it. Then it left the room swiftly and silently, not even displacing any air.
Next, the shadow crouched in front of Kitty's crate and looked at it with compassion.
***
"Hey, good morning Syr! You are up early."
"Good morning Master Mark, good morning Erika. Yes, I wanted to prepare some crepes for you today. They will be ready in a few minutes. Please have a seat."
Just as she greeted us, her jaw started to stretch into a long and uncontrollable yawn that was impossible to hide. It was not proper behavior for a maid. Erika scoffed.
"Geez, Syr. You should have stayed in bed if you were that tired. Mark could have made his own breakfast for once."
"I'm his maid. I must serve him. I would not have bothered to do this for you alone."
"Smartass! Of course, you would have. I'm your best friend."
"Only because you proved to be a reliable source of light novels."
"Hahaha! That was the only way to make you happy when you moved here. Alright, I will let catbutt out of her crate. Where are your keys, Mark?"
"Oh shoot, they are on the nightstand in our bedroom. I'll go get them."
Syr interjected.
"Actually, no. They are right here. You left them on the kitchen island last night."
"Really? That's odd... I was certain... I guess I was tired too... "
Erika grabbed the keys and went to the crate. She unlocked the door and tossed the padlocks and the key ring on top of the box before opening the jail-like door. Kitty was still asleep, rubbery butt facing the door. It was enough exposure for Erika to slap it. She wanted to start the day in a positive manner.
"Oww! It's too early for a spanking!"
"Come on, Cathead. Get out of there and come to eat crepes with us."
"Only Mark calls me Cathead! You must not!"
"Mark! I think Kitty is back to normal."
As Kitty crawled out of her crate while Erika came back to the kitchen. The small pink Latex cat stretched her limbs and dragged her feet to the island and climbed on the stool between Erika and me. Syr looked at her gently and greeted her.
"Good morning, Kitty. Did you sleep well?"
"I did. Sorry about last night, I kind of overreacted. It's just a collar. As Erika said, I'll just get a different one."
"I do not think it will be necessary."
"... What? Why?"
Syr turned around and kept cooking her crepes, ignoring the question entirely. We were all a little puzzled by what she had just said and her reaction. It was unlike Syr to say something seemingly heartless.
I turned my head to look at my two girls to check if they understood Syr's reaction any better than I did, and my eyes landed on Erika, who was staring at Kitty with way too much intensity. Then I realized why she was making that weird face, and I adopted the same expression.
Kitty, in between, who sensed that we were observing her a bit too intently, grew uncomfortable.
"Guuuys? What's wrong? Do I have a bug on my shoulder or something?"
"... Kitty... you... you may want to go check yourself in the mirror real quick."
"What? What's going on?"
Kitty, thinking she may have had some dirt on her face, rubbed it then inspected her rubber paws, but that was not it at all. She jumped down her stool and ran to the nearby washroom.
A scream ensued.
"WHAT THE...!?"
She ran back to the kitchen, looking at us with huge eyes, and immediately bolted back to the washroom a second time.
"Guys! Are you kidding me!? What's going on here!?"
Kitty ran back to us, totally confused... and holding her neck with her paws. Erika and I grabbed her wrists and lowered her hands to uncover something impossible. She had a bright pink leather collar fastened around her neck, a real one this time... and in front of it, written in a million little shiny crystals, her name, KITTY.
"But... HOW? I was locked in my crate all night! That's not even possible!" Kitty asked.
"I have NO idea."
"Me neither."
Kitty was baffled, I had no clue either, and Erika was at a loss as well. We all looked at each other for a moment before slowly turning to Syr, who genuinely focused on breakfast making. I attempted to ask the burning question first.
"Syr? Did you—"
"Master Mark, how many crepes would you like? We also have maple syrup if you'd desire."



"..."
Her message came across loud and clear; our maid wasn't disposed to discuss any non-maid related matters this morning. Kitty went back and forth to the bathroom about fifteen times to look at herself in the mirror while we were eating our delicious crepes.
***
The following days were eventless. Kitty got her crate back, she loved her new premium-quality collar, and last but not least, Erika filled me in about an evil plan she came up with to address Kitty's romantic issues with Syr; an idea that charmed me right off the bat.
Of course, Kitty suspected something was brewing, and she tried hard to get the details, but we didn't give her any. When she insisted too much, we just threw her inside her crate with a vibrator, which not-so-curiously kept her quiet for long moments.
Syr, her, never admitted or discussed the new collar. We all knew she had something to do with it, but at the end of the day, it was her choice whether she wanted to talk about it or not. Nonetheless, I did all I could to reward her the only way she was willing to accept, by being masterly and treating her like a real maid.
Erika let me take care of Syr, of course, she even slept upstairs in the guest bedroom with Kitty to let her have as much time as she deserved with me alone. It was a nice gesture, or maybe just an opportunity to sexually assault Kitty all week.
But today was the day. I was back from work, and Erika was ready to put in motion her fantastic weekend plan. Syr, Erika, and I gathered in the living room and called Kitty over. The little pink rubber catgirl showed up, holding a juice box with her paws. She kind of paused when she saw the three of us sitting on the same couch, staring at her.
"Uh-oh!"
"Hi, Kitty! Do you like rubber?"
"..."
Kitty knew she was in trouble, particularly after hearing Erika's irrelevant question. Plus, it was Friday night when things usually got crazy in this house. The pink cat decided to remain silent in an attempt not to incriminate herself, so Erika pressed her some more.
"Come on, Kitkat. You have to participate a bit, or else it won't be fun. Do you like rubber or not?"
"... I... do? One would think you knew about that already..."
"Good. We got you a new suit!"
"WHAT?"
"Yeah, look!"
Erika pulled a black latex catsuit from the bag at her feet. It was a copy of the original suit she wore when she first met me. It had the same cat ears, tail, and sexiness. However, there was one major difference... It had fingers instead of paws. Kitty got very suspicious of this, but she couldn't retain her smile because of her love of latex and the memories a black suit triggered inside her heart.
"... Is it... really for me?"
"Yep, and you need to put it on right now. Come on. Undress."
"But, you are all looking at me."
"We've all seen you naked before. Syr, go help her."
"Alright."
Ooch. When Erika asked Syr to assist undressing Kitty, we could all see her face changing. It was a good thing she was still in her suit because I was sure she turned beet red at the thought to be undressed by the cute maid she had a crush on; asking Syr to do this wasn't devoid of purpose.
Syr didn't care, though. She unfastened Kitty's new collar, put it aside, and then proceeded with unzipping the small cat second skin. Once her hands popped out of the rubber mitts, Kitty took care of the rest.
Slowly, Kitty put on the new catsuit. She never liked to dress up in front of me, but today she had no choice. The more the black suit covered her soft skin, the more I realized how much I had missed the black Kitty costume. The little latex fingers made her look even more adorable.
Syr helped pull the hood over Kitty's face and pinched her cheeks to properly align all the holes. The small catgirl kept griping Syr here and there by accident so much she wasn't used to having fingers while wearing a suit; it was rather funny to watch the maid trying to get away from the velcro cat. The final touch was the zipper closing behind her spine, causing the latex to stretch around her curves.
"Meow! That is so nice of you guys! It feels very comfy. But why the sudden gift? You are hiding something."
"Yes, we do. So... Mark and I are going to spend the weekend at a nice hotel. It is the first time we do that together."
"Really? Without me?"
Poor Kitty wouldn't have asked this if we hadn't had our prior discussions about her crush on Syr and her attitude that needed some tuning. She knew perfectly well that my weekend alone with Erika had one objective; leaving her alone with Syr to work on their dysfunctional friendship. It only took Kitty a few seconds to turn to Syr and start questioning her.
"Syr! You knew about this, too, right?"
"I did, but it was not my idea. However, when faced with the non-choice, I quickly realized that it would be beneficial for me to have you around for the whole weekend."
"... Why? What for?"
"I am running late on some personal projects, so I would be happy to have someone help me with the house chores."
"House chores? No way! I never do those. I'm too fragile."
"Too fragile? Are you refusing to help me?"
"Yes!"
"Very well, I won't force you. I will still be happy to spend the weekend with you. Oh, by the way, we forgot to put your collar back on. Please lift your chin."
Kitty's heart sank to her heels. Even if Syr never admitted that she was behind the new collar magical apparition, everybody knew it was her. There was no doubt in anyone's mind that Syr mentioned the collar just now to crush Kitty under the weight of guilt and to make her comply. Kitty let a long groan out.
"Aaaah! Alright, Alright! I guess I can help you with a thing or two."
"I'm pleased to hear you changed your mind. You'll be my assistant maid. Erika, would you give me her uniform, please?"
"Wait? What? Uni—"
Kitty was frantically alternating her stare between Erika and Syr. She suspected something was fishy, and the moment of truth had arrived. A little bit of distress traveled down the black cat's spine because she was not too sure what to expect next. All Kitty knew was that she would be a victim of our deviant minds.
Erika started to pull more items out of her bag. The first thing she put on the floor was a pair of pink shiny Mary Jane shoes, followed by a pair of pink stockings. She paused there on purpose, even if there was much more to come.
"Come on, catbutt. Put those on!"
"Are you turning me into a pink maid!?"
"I'm not telling you. Put those on now, or else I'll spank you."
"Well ... They are pink ... I kind of like pink a little."
"We know you do, that's why we picked that color."
It took a little while, but Kitty put her new stockings on, which clashed drastically with her black catsuit. Then, she sat on the edge of the couch to slide her rubbery feet inside her new shoes while Syr was neatly folding her other catsuit.
"They seem to be my size..."
"Of course, they are!"
Erika gave Kitty some attitude for stating the obvious, but it was time to reveal the best part of her new costume. Kitty knew we were about to turn her into some sort of maid, but she wasn't too sure what her uniform would look like. In her head, she was probably picturing a neat silky dress like the one Syr was permanently wearing.
I pulled on the bag since I wanted to show Kitty the last item, but Erika tugged back on it.
"Heeey! I want to give it to her!" Erika said.
"No, you gave her the shoes already. It's my turn," I said.
"If you do, my wrath will be terrible."
"Whatever, Erika... Not everything can go your way. I'm doing it."
Erika let out a few mumbles, but I wanted to enjoy this transformation too. I plunged my hands inside the bag and pulled out, under Kitty's attentive gaze, the piece of resistance. Kitty brought the paws up to her head and started pulling on her rubber ears.
"... Seriously? I have to wear that?"
"Oh, yes. It was hard to choose, but we finally agreed on this one. Do you like it?"
"..."
I stood up and held the uniform by the shoulders to put it on display. It was so small compared to my body size that I even wondered how Kitty would fit in. We got her the cutest maid uniform we could find. The tiny dress was made of glossy pink latex with white frills and had short sleeves attached to its puffy shoulders. I would have preferred a high neck, but Erika decided on a round one so Kitty could wear her precious collar.
The skirt was barely long enough to cover her butt cheeks. Erika pulled out two more items from the bag.
"And here is your apron and headband. You'll look adorable. Come on, put it on now before we leave."
"But... I'm not a maid..."
"Yes, you are... You said you'd help Syr."
I laughed at Kitty's reaction. The reality had a hard time sinking in. We were converting her into a sexy maid, and she was not getting away with it. Just by looking at her face, I could tell she thought the little uniform was super cute... and latex was her favorite thing in the world. There was no way she could get herself to refuse this gift even though there was a poisonous side included.
Since the dress had no zipper, we had to slide it on her. We got her to insert her arms in the sleeves first, and then we pushed her head through the neck. The rubber crackled, stretched, and squeaked while we tried to lower the dress over her body. It was so tight, almost like a corset. Erika made sure the sleeves were adequately adjusted, and then, from behind, she squeezed Kitty's compressed boobs.
"Aaanh! No! Erika! Don't turn me on!"
"Why not? Mark, I'm voting to fuck Kitty right now before we leave."
"Nope. We are paying for our hotel room. We don't have time to play. Go get your suitcase, Erika, so that we can go."
"Alright! You are no fun. I just wanted to enjoy our new sexy latex maid a little bit."
"She will still be our maid when we come back on Sunday."
"I... I will?"
Erika and I were just playing with Kitty's brain to confuse her further. The poor catgirl was still unsure of what was happening to her, and hearing that she might still be our sexy maid after the weekend was a bit scary to her. We always had to do everything for her, and all of a sudden, it was a role reversal.
Syr was just standing next to us, in silence, as calm as ever even though she would be responsible for Kitty all weekend. She made it feel as if it was just another mundane chore to accomplish. However, with Syr, we never knew what she really thought. When we tried to give her ideas about how to handle Kitty alone for two whole days, she just said that guidance was unnecessary. Who knows what was going to happen once we would walk out the door.
"Okay, Kitty. Hug me before I go."
"Meow? Am I in trouble now, Mark?"
"I have no idea, Cathead. It's all between you and Syr from now on."
"I remember what happened during Easter... I AM in trouble!"
"That story again, Kitty? I still do not believe you. Stop spreading little lies, else it's true you'll get in trouble. Have a great weekend, okay?."
I hugged Kitty and kissed her on the forehead while she was groaning. She would be just fine, and I was sure those two would sort out their relationship status once and for all. They both knew it was the purpose of this exercise, so I was persuaded they would act on it for the better.
Kitty laid down on the couch, sighing at her predicament while I walked toward the door leading to the garage. Just as I was going to open it, Syr caught up to me, turned me around, and pushed me against the wall. She looked at me in the eyes... She was so beautiful. Every time she was acting oddly like this, I couldn't do anything but melt.
Out of the blue, she engaged me into a deep, long and sensual kiss. Not that I had anything to complain about, but it was just a bit odd that she initiated such a move as I usually had to go through her typical "This is inappropriate, Master Mark!" This time around, she was in control.
"Master Mark..."
"Geez, Syr... What was this about?"
"I just wanted to wish you the best for this weekend."
"Heee... Thanks? I guess?"
Clearly turned on, she let go of me and walked away, intersecting with Erika, who saw the whole scene.
"You know, Mark, if you want to stay here to fuck your maid instead of going on a weekend alone with me, just let me know."
"Come on, get in the car, silly!"
"Ow,ow,ow! Don't do that!"
I pinched Erika's back of the neck with my thumb and index finger and dragged her to the garage. She knew I was looking forward to this quiet weekend with her. We haven't done anything like this since the first weekend we've met.
She put her suitcase in the trunk and climbed in the driving seat. I sat in the passenger seat and pulled out my phone as she was backing the car out of the garage. I put some music on and questioned her about our destination. She was the one who had made our reservation.
"Where are we going exactly?"
"1 Rideau St."
"... WHAT?"
"Yes. I hope you brought your wallet with you since I'm going to let you pay for everything."
"Yeah, right. I don't have to tell you how much a room costs over there."
"I have no mortgage, so please, don't talk about money this weekend. I just want a good time with you. I've always dreamed of going there, but it's the first time I have an opportunity."
I scratched the thin hair behind her neck while she was driving and put my phone back in my pocket; we wouldn't need a GPS to get there. This was the most expensive hotel in the city. That place was shaped like a Castle and had tons of amenities for us to enjoy. It wouldn't be cheap, but it would undoubtedly be a great experience.
"It's going to be a fun weekend, I'm sure. Thanks for organizing it."
"Is that gratefulness I hear in your voice, Mark? Well, I thought you were going to complain more than this. There is hope for us, then. Alright, we have a reservation at the restaurant too, we need to hurry."
"Yeah, but don't get us killed before we get there, or else I won't be as grateful."
***
"Alright, Kitty. They are gone now."
"Mmm... This uniform is kind of cute. So rubbery and girly."
"It suits you. I will be back in a moment, and then we can talk about our plan for the weekend."
"Syr! You don't need to plan anything. Your master isn't even here. Can't you take a break from being a maid, for once?"
"I intend to do so. I'll be back in a moment."
Syr walked out of the living room and headed to her modest bedroom and closed the door behind her to get some privacy. She took off her uniform and stood naked in front of her closet where a short selection of regular clothes were hung.
"Mmm... I'm no longer used to this. Maybe this one, today..."
She ended up choosing a casual blue dress, perfect for a warm day like today, and slipped into it. From the dresser, she picked some matching panties and put them on. Looking at herself in the full-length mirror attached to the closet door, Syr didn't see the same thing as the others saw.
Sure, Syr knew she was somewhat pretty. Many had told her she was the most beautiful girl they have ever seen, but to her, beauty was only a tool like any other. She could use this mere characteristic to trigger reactions from others as needed, when it could be useful to her friends, or when she wanted to act as a specific character such as her maid.
Syr had tried to find love using her beauty at some point, but it only brought her loneliness. The attracted men did not like her; they simply wanted her corporal shell. They were not filling up this void she had inside her heart; a void carried since she was little and that she has never been able to describe; an absence of true love.
Erika had been the first person who had managed to reach her in this very special way. The red-haired girl was not someone who had to take care of Syr by obligation, or someone who had to play with her after being told. No, Erika, for no rational reason, planted a seed of real friendship inside Syr's chest. She took care of her just because, and Syr thought this was worth rewarding as much as she could.
As this seed germinated, its roots slowly reconnected feelings that Syr didn't think she had; trust, dedication, affection, just to name a few. As nice as it was, this abnormal empty space needed something more. Something that only could come from herself.
Then Syr met this man when she accepted to be part of a funny plan to help her best friend during a birthday event. At first, Syr's intention was simply to fulfill her maid role for the evening, but everything went sideways when she found out how Mark genuinely loved his girlfriends. It triggered something inside her, a desire to be loved that way too, something beyond friendship.
What followed was a maid's best awkward attempt to create a storyline where this man would make a move, proving her out of any doubt that he wanted her for who she was and not for what he wanted her to be.
To do so, she had forced him to do something almost against his will. Syr could just have asked him to sleep with her, but instead, she pushed him to do so with her while she pretended to reject him. On that night, he showed her how far he was ready to go against his own values to make her happy and how much he was willing to suffer for her. On that night, her heart got a bit fuller. Her only regret was that she pushed him a bit too hard for her benefit.
Then there was this small catgirl, wearing a latex costume most of the time. Syr didn't really know what Kitty's role was in her life. So far, she was Mark's girlfriend, someone important who made him who he was, but there was more to it; Syr couldn't understand the small catgirl, yet, she sensed that building a relationship with Kitty was critical to find another missing piece of her heart.
Kitty wouldn't be a lover, Syr knew that much. But why was she so curious about the small rubber cat? Kitty was immature, lazy, whiny, and everything was about sex with her. So, why were Mark and Erika so attracted to Kitty? Cuteness alone wouldn't be enough.
This weekend alone with Kitty was probably Syr's best opportunity to solve this mystery. She enjoyed spending her time with the catgirl, but she was far from understanding her the way she should. Now that they were alone together, this investigation work could begin.
Syr walked back to the living room to rejoin Kitty, but she wasn't there anymore; she had vanished.
"Kitty?"
It was not a small house, so the rubber cat-maid could be hiding anywhere in order to avoid her chores. Syr, very relaxed, padded from room to room, trying to find her friend without success. After a few minutes of searching, she found the rubbery feline outside, lying down on a lounge chair next to the pool.
"Here you are, Kitty."
"It's always a shock to see you out of uniform."
"I could say the same about you when you are not wearing your rubber suit. Can I sit?"
"Meow, of course."
Syr rolled one of the chairs next to Kitty and laid down on it. Kitty looked at her, knowing a little bit what was going to happen next. If Erika and Mark left them alone for the weekend, it was not so that they could chill under the sun; it was to figure out their relationship situation a bit better. It would have been a good idea to start talking about this right away, but Syr had something else on her mind.
"You will be my maid this weekend."
"... Uh? What do you mean?"
"I'll be busy. I have work to finish in my workshop. So you'll be my maid this weekend. You will do everything I usually do."
"Hey! That was not the agreement! I said I would help you, not do everything."
"I know. I just decided otherwise. You'll have to cook us something for dinner."
"..."
Kitty couldn't believe what she was hearing. How could this help their relationship? At first, when Syr dropped the bomb on her, she imagined herself cleaning the toilet and the shower, cutting the grass, taking the leaves out of the pool... Not cooking. She never cooked anything in her lifetime. Not even toasts. How could Syr ask her to cook a full dinner? It was unthinkable.



"Syr? I can't cook!"
"You don't have a choice but to learn."
"... No! Even before meeting you, Mark always fed me. I never cooked anything."
"So? Are you saying you refuse to fulfill your duty?"
"My duty? I'm not a maid! You are!"
Syr looked at Kitty, who was wearing a little latex maid uniform, which prevented her from denying her current function. Kitty felt scrutinized and knew exactly what message her appearance conveyed.
"Oh! Well, yes, I'm dressed like a maid, but you guys forced me to."
"It suits you. But you are definitely a maid, and you must cook me a meal."
"What if I say no?"
"What are you afraid of?"
"I don't know. Poison you?"
"Alright, I won't insist. But you put me in a challenging situation."
"... What situation? What do you mean?"
Syr returned to her backrest and stared at the blue sky, sighing heavily. Her tone changed into a disappointed one as if she were concerned about something important. She explained what was on her mind.
"First, I told you the truth. I must work really hard on something in my workshop. It is my most important contract, and I have to deliver everything on Tuesday. If I don't, my reputation will take a hit, and this will make my life more difficult in the future. Then on top of that, Master Mark and Erika asked us to spend time together to get to know each other better. We both know that it is necessary. If I have to do my house chores on top of this, I won't be able to spend any time with you. I thought you would like to help me a little bit."
Kitty didn't know on what foot to dance on that one. She was dealing with Syr, after all. It was possible that all of this was flawless acting and was an attempt to manipulate her cat's brain. The only thing she knew for sure was the part where Mark and Erika asked them to work on their relationship. However, Kitty couldn't help but think there was more to it.
"Mmm... Syr? Did you tell them about the contract you needed to finish?"
"No, I do not discuss my day job around them when I'm a maid."
"Tell me honestly, did you get yourself in trouble because of us? Because you spent too much time serving us?"
"... This... This is irrelevant."
"Oh, no! It's not."
Kitty jumped from one chair to the other and sat on top of Syr. The rubber cat was used to girl-on-girl contacts, but Syr, not so much. Not only Kitty had cornered her with a question she didn't want to answer, but on top of it, she was physically in her face, forcing her to look sideways.
"Kitty... You are very... close."
"I can't believe it. You preferred to get yourself in trouble to please us instead of taking care of your job?"
"... It was... worth it. I love Master Mark, and Erika and you are my friends."
"It doesn't mean you have to be dumb about it. You have to think about yourself first."
"Can you... get off me? This is embarrassing..."
Kitty had an innate ability to pull the truth out of people, but also had an innate ability to turn a drama into her favor. She placed her latex index finger on Syr's forehead.
"No. Wait. I have an idea. I'll be your maid, but in exchange, you have to sleep with me."
"But... Kitty... You know I'm not attracted to you that way."
"I didn't ask you to have sex with me. I just want someone to sleep with this weekend. It's the first time Mark is away for that long. I'm not sure how I'll feel if I'm all alone in the basement in that giant bed. It scares me a little. Friends can share a bed, no?"
"... Alright. I suppose... we could do this."
"Meow! NICE! But... I still don't know how to cook."
***
"How do you think they are doing? I should text them."
"Erika, we talked about this. You don't touch your phone this weekend. You are always playing on it."
"But what if they need us?"
"They won't. Why are you so anxious? They are not kids."
"I don't know. We just turned Kitty into a maid and fed her to the lions."
"Syr is not a lion. Kitty is super smart. They both need that time together. We did the right thing, so now eat your salmon before it gets cold. The food is excellent, and you shouldn't waste it."
"Mmm... Yes, it's good. So, did you look at the list of activities that they are offering here? Is there anything you want to try?"
Erika and I were facing each other inside our luxury hotel's fancy restaurant. There was a silver bucket of ice cooling some very delicious wine, which tasted even better because we didn't have to drive anywhere tonight. There were some soothing little candles here and there dancing inside small decorated glasses sitting on the white tablecloth.
With such a relaxed and intimate atmosphere, Erika's anxiousness was out of place. We were here not to be with the others for once, so she had to let it go. I hoped this was the last time I would have to bring her back to the present moment, or else she wouldn't enjoy her weekend as much as she should.
I grabbed the booklets listing the hotel amenities and reviewed them once more with her.
"Tomorrow morning, we will go to the spa, right?" I asked.
"Yes, for a massage."
"What about you going to get a pedicure and manicure? While you do that, I could wait for you at the bar."
"You go to the bar without me, and I will terminate you."
Erika was as romantic as ever. I said this on purpose because I knew she loved drinking. When I took her luggage off the car, it was curiously heavy. I would not be surprised if she brought some bottles from our home mini-bar.
"Did you see their beer menu? It's crazy. We would need a lifetime to try them all," I said.
"I guess we should get started then."
"No. Right now, you eat your expensive food, and then we said we were going straight to the bedroom. We have a jacuzzi and a giant bed to test."
"Oh? Were you expecting to have sex with me this weekend? I think I just want to rest. Sorry."
"You are funny, Erika. You can rest if you want, I'm still going to have sex with you."
"Oh! Gross! I'm not like Syr, dreaming of being abused in my sleep. I'm the one who will run the show this weekend."
"Not if you are too drunk. Your suitcase was quite heavy."
"Aaah! I brought a bottle or two, so what? ... It's going to be fun!"
***
"Syr... I have your food."
"Ah, see. I knew you could do it."
Kitty placed a bowl in front of Syr, who was sitting at her workshop bench. She looked down at the bowl and tried to identify what it was... unsuccessfully.
"Kitty? What is... this?"
"Hey, don't be mean. I tried my best."
"No, seriously? What is it?"
"... Noodles? Can't you tell?"
"... But... what is the... paste... covering them?"
Syr tried not to be mean, but she was not joking; she couldn't remotely determine what it was, and God only knows how many meals she had prepared during her life. Presenting her with a plate that she couldn't identify was quite a feat of creativity. Kitty, who was aware of her culinary limitation, was not offended, but she didn't expect Syr to ask questions that had such an obvious answer to her.
"... You mean the tuna?"
"... Tuna?"
"Yes! Tuna ... mixed with tomato paste. Try it. It's good."
"..."
Syr, unsettled, grabbed her fork and poked an overcooked fish paste covered noodle. She brought it up to her nose and smelled it before placing it on her tongue.
"..."
"Soooo? It's not so bad, right? I got that once before when I was homeless, in exchange for a food stamp. I liked it. I'm not sure why it doesn't look the same, though."
"It's... special."
"Well... I mean... I told you, I don't know how to cook. I know it's not as good as what you do."
Syr extended an arm and grabbed Kitty by the waist and pulled her into an unexpected gentle hug.
"Kitty, thank you. It's good."
"Really?"
"Yes. I'm proud of you."
"Awww. Stop it... I know it's not very good."
"Now, go clean the kitchen, and bring me some fruits when you are done."
"You are not going to take a break from working?"
"I can't. I'm sorry. I have too much to do, still."
***
"What a bedroom!"
"It's not a bedroom. It's a suite!"
"Still. Having a jacuzzi so close to my bed is a first for me."
Erika and I were both naked, soaking in the wonderful bubbling tub. My open arms rested comfortably on the edge while Erika was straddling me, holding a bottle of whiskey in one hand and a shot glass in the other. She had a firm intention to damage our brains tonight.
As if the wine we got at the restaurant wasn't enough, the red devil twisted my arm, and we ended up trying the beer menu at the bar after our meal. Ah, well, spontaneity has always been a good thing. While she attempted to pour some whiskey in the small glass, I ran my hands on her warm and lovable breasts for a little squeeze.
"Hehe. Mark, if you make me drop the bottle, you're going to be in big trouble."
"Did I ever tell you how beautiful you are?"
"Yes, every time you want to have sex with me, you predator."
"Ah, stop it. I'm serious. You are super cute. I like all your little freckles."
I ran my fingers on her pale skin, identifying all the little rust-colored dots that made her so unique. It was not that Erika lacked confidence in herself, she knew she was not ugly, but she never overly cared about little compliments like this. It didn't prevent me from flirting with her anyway.
"Shut it. Here, it's your turn. Drink this. It's an 18 years old... since you like tasting young adults."
"Hahaha! You are terrible! Syr is 21 years old... she is not a baby anymore."
"That's what I said... young adult. Alright, open your mouth before I drop it in the tub..."
Erika gently brought the glass to my lips and made me drink the whiskey I had never tried before. Immediately, the comforting heat traveled down my esophagus, and a surge of happiness spread inside my brain. Erika leaned forward and gave me a sensual kiss.
"Aaah, that's a good one!"
"The whiskey or the kiss?"
"Is there a bad answer?"
"Yes. If you disrespect the whiskey, I'm out of here."
"Hehe, Erika. You're nuts."
I reached her breasts with my mouth and started sucking on her nipples. Her response to this sexy action was to wrap her arms around my neck and moan a little.
"Mmm...They are not toys, you know. It's really turning me on when you do that. I don't want to have sex just now, okay? I just want to relax with you and drink."
"We can do that too. I'm good with whatever. But are you sure you are okay?"
"Yeah, I am, I'm just thinking a lot about—"
"... Kitty?"
"And Syr too. What's wrong with me? It's like if I let my children alone at home for the first time."
"They are fine. I promise. Stop thinking about them."
Erika got off me and sat in the jacuzzi seat next to mine and poured herself another glass. She sent the liquid straight down her throat, groaning in satisfaction. Something was definitely bugging her, so I decided to open a door.
"... want to tell me?"
"Mmm. Yes. You know how Syr is always roleplaying and never being normal?"
"Hehe, yes, I noticed, believe me."
"Well, did you ever think about the fact that she might have been doing this not to face her real emotions?"
"Oh, yes. I never talked to her about it, but it is pretty obvious. Something happened to her, and she is running away from it."
"Then, you are much smarter than I am.. It took me years to figure that out."
"Do you know what it is?"
"Yes. But I shouldn't... And I'm an idiot because I'm about to tell you. I'm a horrible person."
What was that about? She was so sad all of a sudden and started hating herself for something she hadn't done yet. It wasn't even the whiskey's fault as, usually, the drunker she got, the happier she got. I took the bottle and glass off her hands and put them aside. Without any resistance, I made her sit between my legs and turned off the jacuzzi to make things a bit quieter. I wrapped my arms around her warm little body and used a more soothing voice to discuss this.
"Hey, hey. You are not a horrible person at all. You obviously know something too heavy to carry alone. If you want to share it with me, I'll support you, you know that."
"But, I don't think she would like you to know... I... I don't know what to do."
"Listen. Something this heavy, I will end up knowing sooner or later. I think it would be better just to tell me and be done with it. Start slow. Tell me what happened. Why are you saying that you shouldn't know what happened to Syr?"
Erika let her head drop back on my shoulder and let a long sigh out.
"Now and then, Syr gets a letter from a certain person named Sandra. It's rather odd since people don't write letters anymore. Every single time, Syr grabs the envelope and disappears in her room for hours, which is very unlike her. I never asked questions, but I suspected it had something to do with her family. She told me in the past that she didn't have parents anymore. They passed away, but I never asked for details."
"I didn't know that. That's very sad."
"Yeah, well, one day, the doorbell rang while I was alone at home. When I answered, an older lady, probably 60-65years old, said she was in the area to give some training and wanted to say hello to Syr. Her name was Sandra, and she was wearing a paramedic uniform. That was the lady from the letters."
Erika was choking more and more because of the emotion. I stayed silent, respectfully listening to her story. Inside me was a feeling of apprehension; something ominous was slowly developing, and I didn't like it very much. The more I heard, the more my conviction that it was a good thing to have Erika share this with me grew. The red-haired girl continued her difficult tale while her fingers squeezed my forearms.
"It... It was so wrong of me to do that, but when the lady left, I decided to search both Sandra and Syr's real name on the internet. I quickly found something that turned my stomach upside down... I feel so disgusting for having done this. It was none of my business."
"Don't say that, Erika. It's not true. You just cared about her, okay? Tell me what you have found."
"... Aaah. Their names were associated with an infamous car accident... a big tragedy. A truck driver fell asleep on the highway and ended up in the opposite lane... It... It rammed through a bunch of cars... It violently decimated three entire families, and there was only one survivor... a small girl who didn't get a scratch... physically at least. Her parents died, Mark. She was only six years old! They died in front of her! THEY DIED..."
"Hey,hey! Come here, shhhhh. It's okay. It's okay."
Erika's dam broke, and she started crying like a newborn in my arms. I didn't know how long she had kept this secret to herself, but for some reason, leaving Syr and Kitty behind triggered something inside her, and this moment of intimacy with me, allowed her to let it out finally. Perhaps it had been something as simple as feeling she was abandoning them. Abandoning the girl who had lost everything.
***
"Syyyyr! It's so late! I cleaned the kitchen, brought you your fruits, and carried all those heavy laundry baskets to the laundry room. I'm getting tired. Plus, you are supposed to sleep in my bed tonight. That was the deal."
"I understand, but I need to push through this else I won't make it. This hat got damaged, and it is an essential piece of the costume they need."
"Alright... Alright... Hey, that is a cute teddy bear on your table. Can I look at it?"
"... Yes, just be careful. It is very old."
Kitty carefully grabbed the teddy bear and squeezed it gently, making him do friendly nods.
"So cute. What's the medal?"
"Just a symbol of friendship. It is important to me."
"Who gave it to you?"
"A friend."
"What friend?"
"Just ... Just a friend. Put it back now, please."
Kitty delicately placed back the bear on the workbench. One thing the small catgirl always been good at was to read people's mind. This slight hesitation from Syr on her last question triggered her sixth sense and desire to dig deeper.
"Outside us, do you have any friends?"
"Not really. I'm happy the way things are."
"You know, Syr, I don't have friends either. Everything went downhill when my father died, and my mother moved back to Japan."
"..."
"I guess I was all alone and didn't feel like living anymore. I just let myself go and ended up in the street. That was super dumb."
"Then, Mark found you, right?"
"Yep. He saved me. He gave me something I didn't expect that turned my life around, I guess."
"...What was it? Love?"
"Kind of. But not the way you mean it. I needed something to escape my reality. I was despondent about my life. But then, he told me to ditch my old normal self, Theresa, and he allowed me to be Kitty full time. I was much happier as Kitty for a long time, and I never went back to who I was before. So, basically, Mark taught me self-love by showing me it was okay to use my cat character as an escape until I got better."
"... I never really thought you were... acting."
"We are all acting, Syr. And there is nothing wrong with it."
Syr unconsciously stopped working, hypnotized by Kitty's impromptu slice of life. Her heart was racing; she really wanted to open her mouth again and tell Kitty how much she related to what she had just said, but she couldn't. The small rubber cat entered her head effortlessly and stirred all kinds of emotions and memories inside of her. While Syr swam in her own thoughts, Kitty dropped a few more words to complete her mind job.
"For what it's worth Syr, the more pain we carry, the more we act to cope with it."
"..."
"But do you know what's most important? It's to be aware of it and slowly try to return to our true self one day or another. It's the hardest part, but it is necessary. You know that! You were there when I let Mark see me out of my suit after such a long time hiding from him. You and Erika were the reason why I managed to do it. It was so hard, but you supported me."
"..."
"So, if you ever need us for something similar, one day, when you are ready, you know where to find us, right?"
"... I..."
"Alright, I'll let you finish your work. I'm going to bed now. I mean, it's up to you, but—"
"I will join you downstairs, Kitty, when I'm done."
"Yay! If I'm asleep, you must wake me up! Else it won't count."
***
It was 1 am when Syr looked at the pink hat she had just finished repairing, and it now looked brand new. Her crafting skills were limitless. She placed it on the shelf just above the matching costume and let a long yawn out. As she was putting her tools away, she looked at her teddy bear.
"Kitty is so amazing... How does she do that?"
She turned all the lights off, exited her workshop, and made a little round around the house to lock all doors and turn off all the lights. Kitty would need much more basic training to be able to take care of a house one day. That made Syr smile. The tuna noodles were so gross, and she wondered how Kitty had survived all those years before she met Mark.
The off duty maid made her way to the basement where the lights were dimmed, possibly betraying the small rubber cat's fear of the dark while alone in the creepily large basement. On the floor, in front of the bed, a latex maid uniform and some stockings and shoes were as asleep as the catgirl on the bed.
Syr's finger flipped the switch which plunged the basement into the dark, then took her clothes off and climbed on the large mattress. She slid under the soft sheet and carefully approached Kitty from behind. Kitty felt pulled into a spooning position, which she didn't quite expect tonight.
A whispering voice reached Kitty's ears.
"Kitty? Are you awake?"
"Mmm? I am now. Meow! What time is it?"
"Past 1 am..."
"Woah, you worked late. Did you manage to finish what you wanted?"



"Yes."
"Good. You should get some rest now. And keep cuddling me, I love it."
"... Okay."
"Good night, Syr."
"... Good night."
Syr had this unbearable pressure inside her chest. The same one as earlier when she wanted to say something to Kitty but couldn't. It was almost painful. Her heart was racing, and she couldn't control it. Her breathing was laborious. She needed to let something out... badly.
"K... Kitty?"
"Mmm?"
"I... I want to tell you..."
"... What is it?"
"I want to tell you about my parents. About what happened to them."
"Syr. If you keep holding me tightly like this, I'll listen to everything you want to tell me all night."
"... I... I was six years old when—"
***
"Good Morning, whiskey girl!"
"Hehe. Morning, Mr. Shoulder-I-Can-Cry-On."
"How are you feeling this morning?"
"Much better. Thanks to you. You are the best."
Erika climbed on top of me, and we started kissing. Last night was intense. Erika had her meltdown, and then we talked it out while drinking. We didn't have sex or anything; we just chatted until very late at night while cuddling.
"So much praise. I feel like I know a thing or two about life now. Hey, do you still want to go to the spa this morning? It's almost 10 am," I asked.
"10 am? Ow, it's late. Can we do what we said we would do last night?"
"Sure, did you bring your tablet?"
"Yes, it's right there on the nightstand."
"Oh... Right."
I stretched my arm and grabbed Erika's tablet. Last night we discussed Syr but also life in general. We were able to find a certain inner peace while talking and agreed that it was up to Syr to open up regarding her life, and whatever she decided to do, we would be there to support her. I think Erika understood that it was pointless to torture herself with what she had learned about her friend. With or without knowing about her tragic past, Syr was still the same nice girl we all loved.
I called Kitty via videoconference, hoping that she would answer. It took a few seconds before a black latex cat appeared on the screen.
"Meowning guys!"
"Hey, Kitty, just checking how you were doing as a maid."
"I'm really good at it. It gives Syr a well-deserved break."
The screen was moving in every direction; it was nauseating. Kitty looked like she was bouncing on our bed. Erika scolded her.
"Hey Catbutt! stop moving like this! We are going to puke."
"One sec, I'm trying to sit."
Once the camera stabilized, we finally got a clear image of Kitty, wearing her black rubber suit, and... Syr... who was sitting naked next to her.
"Kitty... Why is Syr naked with you in our bed?"
"Oh... She slept with me."
"She slept... with you?"
"Yes! We spooned all night."
"Uh? Did you have... sex?"
"Master Mark! This is none of your business!"
Alright, it didn't take long. Kitty purposely told me something shocking, and Syr prevented me from getting the crunchy details. Those two were apparently best friends now and would pull my leg together. As if I didn't have enough girl troubles as it was.
Erika grabbed the tablet and looked at them through the camera.
"Syr! Kitty! I love you so much! I'm so glad you are having fun. I just wanted to check on you. Mark and I are going for a massage now, but let us know if you need anything, okay?"
"Yes, Erika. But we are fine. I'm an amazing maid and a great cook!."
"... A great cook, uh? Alright, you two. Enjoy your weekend."
"Okaaay! Byyye!"
Erika hung up the call and tossed the tablet on the bed. All her worries vanished, and fresh energy filled the empty space. In one spontaneous move, she climbed on top of me again; I felt like her prey today.
"Don't move! You are mine!" she said.
"Am I?"
"Yes! And now that all is good, we can have our weekend together."
"That's the spirit. So, are we going to the spa or not?"
"No! We go eat, and then we go back to the bar."
"The bar right after breakfast? I'm not sure beer and eggs will be a good mix."
"You do as I say! You are mine!"
"Erika, you are starting to sound like Kitty more and more. You know that?"
"NO! We must go to the bar! We must!"
Oh, boy.
***
Syr suspiciously poked her scrambled eggs using a single tooth of her fork. Once more, she was speechless. Kitty, the adorable latex maid, was tasked to cook a late breakfast. Syr kept her order as simple as possible, yet she stared at her food in amazement, not understanding how the end result had branched so far away from what she had ordered.
"What's wrong, Syr? Don't you like your eggs over easy? I thought that it was what you asked for."
"... It's fine."
"And I put butter on your toast, too, as you like."
"... Thanks."
Using the tip of her knife, she lifted the toast to look at it on both sides. That poor piece of bread was entirely black and was struggling to absorb the butter. She glanced at the toaster and saw that the setting had not changed. How in the world did Kitty manage to burn it to this extent? It was a mystery.
"... I will need to work all day again. I will provide you with a list of tasks to do," Syr said.
"More tasks? But I did so much already today!"
"... You cooked eggs and bread. That is all you did today so far."
"It's a lot more than I'm used to!"
"Have you always been this lazy? I now understand why Master Mark was on the verge of exhaustion when I first met him."
"If I were not lazy, I would not be as cute."
To Syr, it was unbelievable to see Kitty justifying her lack of motivation toward work using the cuteness card. She was indeed an adorable girl with tons of people skills, but those were no reasonable arguments to withdraw herself from all basic responsibilities.
Syr opened a drawer and pulled out a notepad and a pen. Using soft calligraphy, she created a list of simple tasks for the small cat-maid to perform. Every time she added an item on the piece of paper, Kitty thought it would be the last one... but it was not... and she started to whine about it.
"Surely, you don't expect me to do all of this!?"
"I do. If you don't, you'll sleep alone tonight."
"What? You are blackmailing me?"
"I do. I have lots of work to finish today, and I do not have time to argue. Follow me now. I have a small gift for you."
"You are blackmailing me, and now you have a gift for me?"
"I do."
Syr sounded a bit like a parrot to Kitty with her repetitive "I do." All her answers were final, leaving no room for negotiation. Syr had hit a nerve. She knew very well that Kitty would do anything to spend another night with her.
To Kitty, last night was perfect, and she couldn't have hoped for anything better. Syr joined her late in the night and woke her up with a hug from behind. Her reason to do this quickly became apparent when she told her about her tragic past.
Syr had not cried or dwelled; she just wanted to share. She used Kitty as a living Teddy Bear, to whom she could tell everything and anything without feeling judged or pitied.
Happy to receive all the hugs and squeezes, Kitty understood that Syr didn't need another lover... Above all else, what Syr needed the most was a special friend, and the latex catgirl was more than happy to play this important role in her life. As an added bonus, this little reconciliation had allowed them to tease Mark and make him wonder if they had sex together, which should bug him for quite a while.
The two girls entered the workshop, and Syr went right to a small dresser and opened the drawers. She pulled out a ribbon with several jingle bells attached to it.
"Ah! Here it is. Kitty, give me your tail."
"My tail? Wait a minute ... you are not going to..."
Syr lifted Kitty's pink skirt, grabbed the long snake-like rubber appendage, and began to tie the ringing ribbon to its tip.
"... but ... why?"
"It will make a lot of noise when you are moving."
"I know that! But ... why?"
"I'll be busy. I cannot follow you everywhere to ensure you are doing your tasks. If the bells stop ringing for too long, you are going to sleep alone tonight."
"But ... that's not fair!"
"Now, get going and follow your to-do list. If I catch you cheating, the deal is off."
"Syyyr! You are so evil!"
"I'm not. I'm just busy. Now, go. You have a lot to do."
"But... Aaaaah! You are worse than Erika and her English lessons!"
Kitty dropped her arm and curved her back, a bit defeated. What had she done to deserve this treatment from her new best friend? She turned around, and as soon as she made one step, her tail hit her calf and...
Jingle!
"Oh, God!"
"Oh, my!"
It was a bit louder than the two girls had anticipated.
***
Erika and I have been sitting at the hotel bar all afternoon, trying all the different beers we could. We kept ourselves alive with various snacks; those deep-fried cheese curds were a revelation.
"Mark... Last one, then we go back to the room."
"Hehe, you have enough already?"
"Of course not, but we can't have sex here."
"Good point. Did you bring your rubber suit?"
"No. No rubber suit this weekend."
"Aaah, too bad. I really like the latex version of you."
"Kitty trained you well. OH! This one is mine!"
Erika roughly pushed my hand away, even if I didn't try to do anything; my funny companion always spotted the biggest cheese curds from the basket and dove like an eagle to snatch them first. I could only imagine how many calories Erika put inside her body this afternoon; it was not something I was remotely interested in mentioning as it could only result in one thing. My death.
I wanted her closer to me, so I wrapped my arm around her tiny waist as she was munching on the squeaky food. After I kissed her on the head, her eyes looked up at me, and she asked me an odd question.
"What if it were only the two of us?"
"You mean, like a normal couple?"
"Yeah. What if Kitty and Syr didn't exist? Would we be together?"
"No!"
"Aww! Seriously? You say that to your girl right before we are supposed to make love?"
"Yep!"
"Aww! Why? Am I just a side dish?"
"Hehe... No. If I had not met Kitty first, you would have hated me. She turned me into who I am now. I went from stupid to decent."
"That's not true!"
I started playing in Erika's ponytail, spinning my finger around it. All the credit had to go to Kitty; she taught me that I could take care of someone well. People don't realize it, but tying someone up required self-confidence. I learned to trust myself whenever I locked Kitty inside her crate, which made me much less paranoiac over time. I don't think Erika would have tolerated the old version of me.
"Thanks for the vote of confidence, but really, Kitty made me a better person."
"No, that's not what I meant. I was saying that you are still stupid."
"Hey! Do you want to sleep in the hallway tonight?"
"I would get a lot of attention from random males. Would you like that?"
"No! No, I wouldn't like that."
"Well, you have three girlfriends, why can't I have three males?"
"..."
"Relaaax! I am just teasing. I'm not interested in other males. Not even another female. I love Kitty and you as a unit!"
"Good... I'm happy with what I have too. Alright, let's go to our room now."
We paid our enormous bill and left the bar, hand in hand.
After a quick elevator ride and a short walk, we arrived at our suite.
"Hey, Mark. I'll just take a quick shower first."
"Need help?"
"Nah, just try to light the fireplace or something. I won't be long."
"Sure... Good idea."
Trying to light the fireplace was not a big challenge; I just had to find the switch; it was a gas one. Not only this suite had a jacuzzi, next to the bedroom, but it also had that small but cute fireplace in a corner. In front of it, was this little loveseat and a fake white fur rug.
I heard the shower running, so I had time to relax a bit. I tossed my shirt on the bed and took a look at the bottles Erika had brought from home. The 18 years old whiskey we tried last night was definitely the best. I grabbed it along with two shot glasses and set them up near the loveseat. There was no doubt in my mind that Erika would want some.
I grabbed the room service menu from the desk and browsed it. We ate snacks all afternoon, but eventually, we would need a proper dinner; it wouldn't hurt to order a little something for later. I pressed the zero key on the phone and waited for someone to answer.
"Hey there, this is room 1066, I would like to order some food. Yeah. Maybe in an hour from now, that would be good."
"..."
"So, how good is your club sandwich? Okay... Well, that sounds good. So, two of those... and a bottle of your house red."
"..."
"Yeah, that's all... Oh, wait! No... add a basket of deep-fried cheese curds too, my life depends on it."
"..."
"Cool, thanks!"
Why not crank up our bills a bit more while we were at it. We will have to put our budget on a diet once we return home, but it was well worth it. Despite last night's drama, it was just fantastic to spend the weekend alone with Erika. I fully understood why I fell in love with her; she was so fun to have around.
I sat on the loveseat, extending my legs to rest my heel on the soft rug warmed up by the fire and started browsing my phone to kill time. The water stopped already but Erika was probably doing more girly things in there.
After a few more minutes, the bathroom door finally opened.
"Hey Mark, don't look, I put on some special lingerie for you..."
"Oh! Feeling kinky, are you?"
"Oh, yes! You'll love it... but don't look, okay?"
"Okay! Not looking!"
Arriving from behind me, Erika leaned over the couch and slid her two arms around my neck and down my torso... An intense fear shot down my spine.
"OH, GOD! Not again!"
"Rawr!"
***
Jingle!
"Here is your dinner, Mistress Syr."
"Mistress? I didn't think you would go that far."
Kitty, the cute cat-maid with jingly bells still attached to her tail, placed a plate in front of Syr on the workbench. A seemingly blank sandwich was sitting in the middle of it. Kitty bowed and stepped back. There was no mistaking it, she was frustrated. Being a maid was definitely not her dream job, so trying to mimic what Syr's was usually doing was a sarcastic gesture at best.
Jingle!
"I hope it is to your liking, Mistress Syr!"
"Kitty? Are you making fun of me?"
"A little... but I'll stop now because it hurts my jaw to talk like you. So... I cooked you dinner. It's the same thing that you made for us a few weeks back. It was super good and it looked easy to prepare... The cheese sandwich."
"The cheese sandwich?"
"Yeah, remember? Mark said it was so good that he slept with you on that night as a reward."
"You mean... the Brie and fig jam grilled cheese?"
"Aaaah! So, that's what it was!"
Kitty was not very observant when it came to food. She would eat anything and everything as long as it was not awful, no matter what the ingredients were. Syr was well aware of that fact and facing the harsh reality that Kitty attempted to replicate one of her best dishes by memory only was a source of great concern.
"W... What did you put in it?"
"Meow! Well, I didn't know you used jam... but I knew it was something breakfast..."
"...Breakfasty?"
"Yes, so I used peanut butter instead."
"... Peanut butter? ... and ... what about the cheese?"
"Well... I didn't find the fancy one you used. All I found was nachos cheese. I mean, cheese is cheese, so whatever."
Trying to hide her horrified mental state not to insult Kitty who seemed so proud of her newfound culinary skill, Syr separated a corner of the sandwich and observed the inside in silence. There was a mixture of sugary and salty peanut butter that she never cared for, covered with a layer of artificial melted cheese containing some jalapeno pieces. She closed the sandwich and opted for an evasive maneuver.
"Thank you, Kitty. I appreciate it. I will eat it in a minute. You may go rest now. I will soon be done with my work and I'll join you."
"What? No! That's mean. At least tell me if it's good. I made it just for you."
"..."
Jingle!
"Come on, Syr, it would make me happy to know I didn't totally fail at being your maid."
"... Alright."
Her trembling finger grabbed the revolting sandwich and, after a deep breath, Syr took a small bite from its corner. That was step one. Step two was to start chewing and experience the apprehended flavor. Reluctantly, and that was an understatement, she crushed the food with her perfectly white molars under Kitty's intense gaze.
"So? Is it good?" Kitty asked.
Syr developed a new trauma.
***
"Aaaaah! Stop it!"
"Why did you take off your shirt in the first place? As if I could resist."
Erika was wearing her jet black furry catsuit, the one she used to torture me during my birthday. It was the first time she put it back on since that moment and it quickly reminded her how much fun torturing me was.
She dragged her metal claws on my skin and even tried to play tic-tac-toe on my chest. It was not too bad just yet as we were sitting on the loveseat in front of the fireplace to relax. Because of her muzzle, she couldn't really use the shot glasses to consume her whiskey, so she was taking small sips directly from the bottle; such a lady-like behaviour.
Her turning into a vicious cat was not part of my plans, but since it happened and I would have a tough evening, I decided to get some pre-torture revenge.
"I ordered some food, it should be delivered in a minute. Follow me."
"Oh... not a bad idea. What did you get me."
"Just a small club sandwich. Come"
I grabbed Erika-cat by the wrist and pulled her off the couch. I guided her to the small table in the middle of the place and made her sit down. As she was executing herself, someone knocked at the door.
"Ah, talk about perfect timing. I'll put my shirt on to hide my scratches, or else, he might call the cops on us."
"Haha! It would be way worse if a giant cat were to answer the door."
"Oh, you think so? Well, we will see about that..."
"... Mark! ... If you are about to do what I think you are about to do ... Don't!"
"I can't hear you, Erika... your muzzle is muffling your voice."
"You totally heard me!"
"What?"
"Grrr... Don't!"
Too late. I opened the door, and the waiter was there with his food cart.
"Hi there, would you mind bringing this to our table?"
"No problem at all."
"Oh, don't be shocked. There is a girl who likes cosplaying."
The waiter just nodded as if he already saw everything during his time as a hotel employee. He pushed his cart inside, which made Erika freeze like a taxidermied cat. I knew she turned beet red under her mask and also knew this would be my last day on Earth.
He approached her, not showing any sign of discomfort and proceeded with the unloading of his cart. He placed the two plates on the table along with the cheese curds and opened the bottle of wine for us. He poured a little bit in Erika's glass for her to taste. She had no other option but to say something... because I wasn't going to; I was too busy savoring the moment.
"... I... I can't... you... you know... because of my... muzzle."
"Oh, it's alright, Miss Cat. Would you like a straw?"
"... N... No... I'm good."
He pulled the glass back and filled the remainder of it; he did the same with mine. Once his service was completed, he pushed his cart out of the room, I gave him a generous tip and he was on his way. I closed the door and expected to get stabbed by the small cat with a fork or something.
I walked toward the table where Erika was still not moving; she was just staring at me. Because of the mask, I couldn't really tell what she was thinking. Then she burst into laughter.
"Pfff! Bahahaha! Mark! You are such a moron! Hahaha!"



That went better than I expected.
"It's time to eat, Miss Cat."
"You are such a dumbass! Poor guy, he is going to have nightmares now."
"Nah! You are super cute in that costume. He will just be jealous because he can't have you."
Erika reached behind her neck and unzipped her suit a little bit, just enough to flop the cat mask forward. With her claws, she pinched the largest deep-fried cheese curd she could find and put it in her mouth. She really looked happy today. I couldn't be certain, but sharing her heavy secret with me last night may have lifted a massive weight off her shoulders.
The rest of our dinner was more joking, sarcasm, and gutting threats. We managed to finish our bottle of wine, just to damage our livers a bit more, then we went straight to bed for some fur on skin action. Erika was a full cat again, on top of me, in a commanding position.
"Aaaah! That hurts!"
"I know! But you deserve it."
"What did I do?"
"You let the waiter in our room."
"Yeah, but you thought it was funny."
"Doesn't prevent me from punishing you anyway!"
She placed her two hands on each side of my rib cage and dragged her claws down to my waist. The burning sensation radiated through my whole torso; her technique was flawless. I twisted in discomfort, but didn't dare to move my hands to stop her. I kept my arms open as she had ordered. Once more, she was using my willingness to make her happy against me.
"Ooooowww! That one hurt! So what was this one for."
"You locked me in a suitcase the other day, and left me alone in the car while you took a nap with Kitty."
"Well, it was Kitty's idea to take a nap. You could punish her instead of me for once."
"Since she doesn't like pain, I can't really punish her. So, I punish you instead."
"Wait a minute, I don't like pain either."
"Is that why you are hard under me."
"... No. That's because you are sexy and you keep rubbing your cute furry butt on my crotch."
It was partially true, at least enough not to admit that her little clawing session was somehow interesting to me. I never decided if what she was doing to me as a sadistic cat was painfully pleasant or I was simply happy to let her have her fun and express herself.
"Well, maybe I can help you accept your clawing better," she said.
Erika rose on her knees and unzipped her crotch, barely revealing her slit. I had no idea she had this hidden feature down there, it was a rather interesting surprise. She placed one hand on my belly, and guided my cock inside her with the other.
"Aaaanh! Mmm! It's been a long time!" she said.
"... Mmm ... Three days?"
"That's a lot! Stop arguing with what I say!"
"Hehe. It feels good though."
"You are not allowed to feel pleasure! It's all for me tonight."
"Is it?"
"Yeah! Else, I'll claw your balls."
Having my balls ripped off was not an interesting prospective. It seemed in my interest to remain quiet and not to antagonize the evil cat too much. She started moving hips, slowly, and moaned erotically.
"Aaanh! Mark... Do you love me?"
"More than anything. I'm really lucky to have you."
"Aaannh! I... mmmm Oh this feels so good."
"Maybe it's because you are drunk."
"I'm not ... aaanh ... I'm not that drunk."
Of course she was, and I was too. We started drinking around 11 am, right after breakfast, and we didn't stop after that. It was 8 pm already, and I was sure we would add a few more glasses later... or during. All of a sudden, Erika got off me and presented her behind to me.
"Aaah, come on, I want it rough... Doggy style."
"I thought you wanted to be on top tonight..."
"Add a word and there will be blood. I changed my mind."
"... Alright. You want it rough?"
I moved behind her, grabbed the base of her furry tail and I slapped her butt cheek as hard as I could.
THWACK!
"OOOWW! MMMmmmmm..."
My hand was buzzing from the impact and Erika groaned loudly, but she didn't say anything. She had fully accepted the rough part of her request. I launched another full force strike on the same spot.
THWACK!
"OWWW OWWW! Oh God! OWwww!"
"You felt that one, apparently. Come on, let's have some fun with you."
I grabbed her tiny waist and pushed my dick back inside her pussy, without too much care. Erika dug her claws in the duvet, ripping it in the process. Because of the vigorous fucking and her slippery fur, she had trouble keeping her butt up. Every time she was sliding too far, I brought her back to me.
The fourth time it happened, I put a hand between her shoulder blades and pressed her hard on the bed. It crushed her, but at least it fixed the problem. I never thought she would let me dominate her that way while she was wearing her evil black cat suit, but she was clearly enjoying herself.
"Aaanhh... AaannH! Harder! Aaaannh!"
I was already fucking her as hard as I could, yet, she wanted more. If I were not careful, I could certainly cum before she gets her release. So I kept going for as long as I could, but when I reached the edge, I pulled out; she was nowhere near ready to cum.
I flipped Erika over like a steak on the grill and went down on her with my tongue, she knew why I was doing this, it was not our first rodeo together. Instinctively, she reached my head with her hands, but those sharp claws were too dangerous for my taste.
"Erika, don't do that, okay?"
"Aaannh... Sorry. Aaaang God!"
Instead, she gripped the duvet again, adding some more holes to it. It took quite a bit of time to push her toward an orgasm, perhaps there was a climax retardant in all those cheese curds she ate.
"AAaanh! I'm close... don't stop! AAaH!"
As if after all those efforts I was going to stop; she would never forgive me. I kept licking her faster and harder for a bit longer until, finally, she got hit by a powerful wave of pleasure and started thrashing around on the bed.
"AAAAH AAAAH! OH GOD! AAAAH!"
In the middle of her mental explosion, I pulled her closer to me and restarted fucking her. I got slashed a couple of times in the process but I wanted to have my fun too. She was so beautiful in her little cat costume; it was still strange, but I really liked this deviancy.
"Aaaah! Mark! You'll kill me if you continue... AAAah!"
"You are a tough one, hang in there!"
She never fully came down from her orgasm and I noticed that she was already building another one. Generally, it's not important to time our orgasm together, but I really wanted to attempt tonight. I paid attention to my pleasure level and Erika's body language, that one would be for myself.
"Aaaah I'm... i'm about to ..."
"Hold on, black cat ... I'm almost there too."
"I... I can't! Aaaah! AAAAAH! I'm cumming again! AAAAH! WHAT THE..."
Ah well, I tried. Better luck next time. The small furry cat started to thrash around again, invaded by her second wave of orgasm. It took me a couple more minutes before it was my turn to climax. After seeing Erika being ravaged by her double orgasm, mine didn't seem that much entertaining.
I crawled back on the bed and dropped like a crepe on top of the massacred duvet. Like a suction cup, Erika joined me to cuddle. I was so warm after this intense exercise. She was boiling inside her suit as well, making me feel even warmer.
"You are a little furnace, Erika."
"I'm so hot. But I'm fine. This was amazing."
"What happened to the evil cat?"
"I thought I wanted to be bad... but just didn't feel like it in the end. I prefer just to cuddle now."
"Cuddling is good. I really like your fur. It feels so real."
"So, after having fun with very young adults, you like animals?"
"Erika! Stop it. Syr is 21 years old! And I just like fur, not animals. You make it sound so wrong."
"... very ... young ... adults... and... animals..."
"ERIKA! Stop!"
"Hahaha! Okay, okay! I'm just teasing. I'm super glad you started dating Syr, she is a gem and you make her very happy. And I love my fur too by the way."
"She is the one that crafted your costume, I suppose?"
"Yes. I got the idea when she showed me an amazing dog costume she made for an organization training dogs for the blinds. Mind you, the dog suit was not nearly as sexy as mine."
"I bet, or it would have been rather inappropriate..."
The rest of the evening was more cuddle, more whiskey, more sex and eating the remaining aphrodisiac cheese curds. I loved this woman. She was offering me such a different experience than what I was getting with Kitty or Syr. There was a sense of urgency in all her acting when it came the time to have fun.
But around midnight, Erika, who was pretty smashed, had an urge to go on a new adventure.
"Mark, I want to try this whiskey on the rock. I need some ice."
"Sure, the machine is at the end of the hallway. Let me put some pants on, I'll go get some for you."
"Nah... it's fine. I'll go."
"... as a cat?"
"Yeah, whatever. If people see me, I don't care anymore. I'm drunk."
"Hehe, okay."
The small black cat grabbed the shiny ice bucket and got out of the room without any shame or hesitation.
***
"So, why is this hallway so long? Was it on the right or the left? Damnit!"
Erika trotted all the way to one end, scrutinizing all the wall signs but didn't find anything that looked remotely like what she was looking for. When she reached one end of the hallway, the wrong one, she swore some more.
"Damit! Of course it's the other end!"
She turned around and headed in the other direction. As she was making some good progress, a random room door suddenly opened. A man got out of it and quickly spotted her. For a second, Erika paused. She hugged her ice bucket a bit tighter, and resumed her walk as if there were nothing to it.
The ambiance was very tense as she walked by the man, who was staring at her a bit too intensely, forcing her to accelerate the pace of her little padded feet. Of course, she knew this could happen, but now that it was real, it felt awkward.
"People should sleep when it's night time, damnit!"
Erika quickly reached the other end of the corridor and found the small room where the ice machine was located. She opened the door and dove her bucket in the freezer to collect fresh ice, but dropped it when a voice coming from behind her startled her.
"Isn't that cute. A little furry girl roaming around at night..."
"Oh... Hehe... Yeah. I know... It's a bit odd. Don't mind me."
"You seem drunk too. Can't walk or speak properly."
Erika was indeed drunk, but not enough not to be a bit scared. All she wanted was ice, not trouble. Her situation was not the best since this stranger cornered her inside this small room. He was much taller than she was and blocked her only escape route.
The man placed his hand on her shoulder and she immediately pushed it away.
"Hey! I'm not a toy, okay... I'm just here for ice..."
"Ah, come on. You don't dress up like this just to get ice. Let me check you out a little bit. I think you are cute as hell."
His hands kept reaching her shoulders, arms , neck... Erika kept pushing them away, which was really starting to irritate her. He just wouldn't get the message.
Inside every human being, there were only three instinctive options when facing danger. Fight, flight or freeze. Erika only had one of those.
Fight.
"Hey, hands off me and walk away!"
"Ah, don't be like that, cutie. I just want to pet you."
"I'm telling you! Back off! I don't want to hurt you!"
"Hurt me!? You are half my size. Don't be ridiculous."
He was right about the size but so wrong about his assumption that he was facing a helpless girl.
He grabbed her by the waist and sat her on the ice machine. His next move brought him closer to a bad ending when he pushed his hips between Erika's knees to keep her legs open and slid his hands up her breasts.
Something snapped inside Erika's brain and she started grinning widely under her mask.
"Do you like my breasts?"
"I do... A bit small, but they are soft and warm."
"Good... Now, listen very carefully. You can keep massaging them, if that is what you like, but I'm gonna count to three, and if you are not out of my sight by then, you'll be in a world of pain."
"Ah! Come on! Stop with the attitude already. You are drunk! Just let me enjoy this a little. Why don't you come to my room for a quick fuck? "
"One..." Erika slid a hand inside the short sleeve of his left arm.
"Oh... You are changing your mind now?"
"Two..." Erika slid her other hand inside the short sleeve of his right arm.
"Good girl, see... I knew you were totally willing... You are all the same. Girls say no at first, then they are asking for it."
"Three..." She reached the middle of his back under his t-shirt.
"So... that was your threat? A hug?"
"Oh, no! You are very mistaken... This is way more fun than a hug..."
Erika planted her metal claws right around his spine area and held them there.
"AAAAH! What the... AAAH! S... Stop! STOP! ... I'm sorry! AAAH!"
"Oh, no! No, no, no... It's way too late to be sorry. You've made your choice, so be a man, and endure the consequences!"
She dug her claws a bit deeper.
"AAAH! AAAAH! What do you want from me, bitch! Let me go! AAAAH!"
"What I want from you? You dare ask that to ME? After trying to molest me... after I said NO? Well, listen to me again... You are lucky I didn't do this to your balls. Now, you will get off me... slowly... I will make sure it hurts you a lot... Then you'll be on your way... and next time you even THINK of forcing yourself on an unwilling woman just because YOU think it's okay to do so, I want you to remember this moment... Now, get off me, jerk!"
When the man tried to step back, he quickly realized that his punishment wouldn't be a tender one. Each millimeter he needed to create distance between Erika and himself would cause her claws to plow his skin atrociously.
Erika was now calm and felt in control. She had fully accepted her lack of compassion for human stupidity. To her, this scene was over; everything else that would ensue was in the hands of her aggressor. She rejected the notion of herself being a victim.
The man slowly pulled away, trying to find a non-existent way to diminish his suffering. This was his reward for doing something inherently wrong. With one last painful pull, he managed to get off her. The next move would be his.
Erika, still sitting on top of the ice machine, crossed her legs and arms, as if to say "I hope we are done here!" The man, him, tried to wrap his arms around his back, to dim the stinging. He stared at Erika with an aggressive look.
"You are fucking crazy! You know that? Go to hell!"
"Goodbye, mister! Enjoy your next shower and good luck explaining those scratches to your girlfriend if you even have one! Hopefully you are going to dream about my soft boobs too."
The man sneered and left.
"What a moron! Alright, now... the ice."
As if nothing happened, Erika got off the ice chest and filled up her bucket. She went back to the now empty hallway, but after maybe three steps, she froze like the ice she held in her arms.
"Are you kidding me? I have no clue what our room number is!"
She slowly walked in silence, trying to remember her number when another door opened.
"Ah, shit! Not again! Give me a break!"
But this time it was Mark, who was looking for her.
"Hey, catface? Are you coming back or what? I thought you had passed out somewhere."
"I couldn't find the freaking closet! I have our ice."
***
I opened the door fully to let my black cat back in and she placed her bucket on the table. She leaped back to me and threw herself in my arms to give me a big hug.
"Heeey! You okay?"
"I'm great! I was just thinking... I don't like hurting you. You are a good guy and I don't like hurting good guys!"
"Aaah... Too bad. It was kind of growing on me..."
"Okay... I'll hurt you just a little bit then... but not too much!"
"Sounds like a deal. Hehe!"
Some more whiskey later, Erika and I went to bed and cuddled ourselves to sleep. She was particularly clingy tonight.
***
"Good night, Kitty!"
"Good night, Syr! ... and sorry again about the grilled cheese."
"Think nothing of it. I will live."
"They are coming back tomorrow, right? Hopefully they had a good time."
"I'm sure they did. I was busy, but I had fun with you as well."
"Meow! Syr who is having fun? I want to hear that more often."
"... You made it easy for me."
"I know, right! I'm that good!"
Syr squeezed the small rubber cat in her arm. Some barriers between Kitty and her fell over the weekend, and it was a great thing.
***
"Hey guys! We're back! How did it go?"
"Very well, Master Mark. And how was your weekend?"
"It was great! We had a small ice dispenser issue but... OW!"
Of course, Erika punched me in the ribs for talking about something that was prohibited, but it didn't stop me from smiling. I wrapped my arm around Syr's waist and gave her a small kiss on the cheek.
"And how did our Kitty-maid perform?"
"Master Mark, it is critically important that Kitty must NEVER be allowed to use a kitchen again."
"Aren't you a bit harsh?"
"I am not. She must never be permitted to be near any ingredients at any time."
As usual, there was no way to tell if Syr was serious or if she was roleplaying some sort of story in her head. I preferred just to smile and pat her blonde head. Then Erika pushed me away from her, bumping into me with a heavy box.
"Syr, this is for you. Mark and I just dropped by the store on our way back."
"A gift?"
"Yep!"
Erika placed the box on the floor and Syr crouched down. I didn't expect this, it was as if it was something they did often in the past. Syr, who is usually rather serious, adopted a child-like look as she was opening the flaps of the box. We got her a full series of light novels that we knew she wanted. There were 10 volumes total to add to her collection.
"Erika, you know I can afford my own books, now..."
"I cannot afford not to give you books. It makes me too happy... It reminds me of when you moved in. Do you like them?"
"I do love them. Thank you so much."
Syr provided Erika with a well-needed never ending hug and since this was taking too long, I looked around, trying to locate my small rubber cat.
"Hey, where is Kitty."
"In the master bedroom, Master Mark. The few tasks I gave her exhausted her. She decided to stay in bed a bit longer."
"Okay, I'll go check on her."
I left the two friends to have their moment together and headed to the basement to find my Kitty. The lights were dimmed and she was indeed still under the blankets. I climbed on the bed and wrapped my arms around the cocooned latex cat.
"Good morning, Cathead."
"Mmm... Maaark! You are back!"
"Yep, just arrived. Syr said you were exhausted after working hard all weekend?"
"A little bit. But it's mostly because Syr slept with me."
"... Really? You really slept with her?"
"Yeah! But no, we didn't have sex. We are just friends and it's perfect like that. Good friends can cuddle with each other, right?"
"They sure can."
"I'm tired because I didn't want to sleep. She wrapped her arms around me and fell asleep right away last night. I wanted to enjoy that for as long as I could."
"I know the feeling. I did that often with you."
"What? Really? You watched me while I was sleeping?"
"All the time, Kitty. All the time."
"Meow! But now, you must get under the blanket with me. Do you realize that I couldn't have sex for two full days?"
"Oh, no! Not two full days!? How did you survive during all that time?"
It was not a bad idea. I always missed Kitty when I was not around her. As I took my clothes off, I couldn't believe how lucky I was to be surrounded, not only by a handful of cute girls, but also by the most interesting human beings I have ever met.



I loved them all so very much.
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"This is all their keys in case you need them. As I said, don't try to take them out of their suit unless it is absolutely necessary. It would be the best way to make them angry at you."
"... Yes."
"So, all their meals are in the fridge, and I labeled each bottle with their names. They each have an extra, just in case."
"... Yes."
"Oh, and this is my cell phone number, don't hesitate to call me if you need anything!"
"... Yes."
"Don't forget, Vix loves to cuddle with you, so when you go to bed, it would be nice if you could let her sleep with you."
"... yes."
"... As you know, Trixie likes when we play her boobs, or else she gets grumpy."
"... yes."
"... And... And... I'm being too motherly... right?"
"..."
It's been like this since I got here at 8 am. Lucy was out of control, trying to ensure everything was perfect during her day off. It was Monday, and I would be keeping an eye on all her pet girls until tomorrow morning. I expected to be nervous but quickly discovered that Lucy was the anxious one.
"Clara... You'll be okay, right!? I am not asking too much of you?"
"... It's... fine."
"Good, good. Sorry... I tend to treat everybody like pets these days... I'm so used to being on my own with them. I didn't mean to be bossy with you."
"... It's... okay..."
"Alright! Okay! I'm going now. I'm going to visit my family. It has been forever. Thank you so much again for accepting to do this for me. Please, try to enjoy yourself as much as possible. I fully trust you to do the right things and keep everybody happy, including yourself."
"... Thank... you."
Out of nowhere, Lucy pulled me into a big motherly hug... It was the first time she did that to me. Before I could even raise my arms, she let me go and headed to the door, throwing some more advice at me.
"Don't forget... Oreo hates apple juice, and Asha needs some cuddling after eating! It helps her digestion."
"..."
"Okay, okay! I'm going! See you tomorrow, Clara! You are fantastic!"
Lucy walked out, and I headed toward the door to lock it; the shop was not open today, and the last thing I wanted was to face a stranger that had no business in the café. But just as I was about to put my fingers on the lock, the door opened brusquely... Lucy wasn't done...
"Oh, and if you sleep with Misti, she prefers to be on the left side of the bed. Okay ... Bye now!"
"..."
As soon as the door slammed close, I hurried and locked it... Right before Lucy tried to open it again, unsuccessfully, this time.
I stayed there for a minute or two, making sure she was really gone this time, and headed toward the lounge where all the pets were undoubtedly waiting for me. Who knew how they would behave now that Lucy was gone. There was potential for this to turn into a nightmare pretty quickly.
I swiped the access card in front of the reader and pushed the door open. Either they would rush to me and cause trouble or behave like little angels as they always did in my presence.
I stepped in carefully and closed the door behind me...
There were five of them today; Vix the fox, Trixie the bunny, Oreo the cat, Asha the leopard, and Misti the black cat. The doggy had finished her shift last night, or maybe Lucy just knew I was not that much of a dog person.
All the small animal girls stared at me, and I didn't really know what to do or say to them... I guess we were stuck together until the next day, no matter what happened next.
"Lucy... is gone."
That was apparently the little critters cue to start converging toward me. I kneeled to welcome them, but they quickly overpowered me, and I ended flat on my back, with all the pets trying to get cuddles.
"Eep! ... Careful!"
It was intimidating, for sure, but they were so sweet. The latex animals just wanted to give me some love and probably a preview of how our day together would look like.
Being covered in small rubber pets was fun. I took a moment to appreciate how much I changed since I started coming to this café. A short while ago, I would have panicked if this had happened to me, but now I could cope with it. It made a world of difference to know that none of them would make fun of me because of my communication disorder. All they wanted was to give me affection and receive some.
"I... I have... to make you eat. Go... Go sit. Okay?"
The pet girls made it so easy for me. They knew I wasn't good at talking and gave me some slack because that was what I needed. While they were getting off me, one by one, I thought about this for a second.
Around Lucy, they often misbehaved and could get annoying as hell. So why would they act so differently around me? The only thing I could think of was that they adapted to the person they were dealing with. Perhaps Lucy loved receiving affection in a different way than I did. She was very motherly, so maybe her pets were giving her a run for her money because she liked her life action-packed.
I slowly raised back on my feet and went to the kitchenette to retrieve the food bottles for breakfast. There were five rows of squeeze bottles on the shelf labeled with their names, so I proceeded to grab one of each.
"Vix, Asha, Oreo, Misti, Meeka... Meeka!?"
Why was there a Meeka bottle? She was not even here... Trixie's was the one I needed. I looked deeper inside the fridge, but there was nothing else... Did Lucy, anxious as she was, made a mistake and provided me with the wrong food for Trixie?
Well, food was food... It was not like they were real animals... It was probably all the same anyway, and the labels were more for roleplay than anything else. That said, I didn't like olives... I would be pretty mad if someone forced me to eat something I didn't like.
I placed the five food bottles on a tray along with some water bottles. Then my eyes landed on a little notebook on the countertop. Curious, I opened it to see what it was...
"Pet girls cookbook."
Ah, there we go... It was the recipes Lucy used to prepare their meals... I would just have to ask Trixie if she was good with what was in Meeka's bottle.
I entered the pet lounge with my tray and placed it on the table.
"Who is... first?"
Of course, Oreo rushed to me. With a name like that, I wasn't surprised she loved eating. I made her climb on my bench and laid her down, head on my lap. It was the best position to feed the pet girls because the feeding hole was under their muzzle. It was barely as big as a pinhole, very well concealed, but when I pressed the squeeze bottle's tip to it, it got larger to allow the blended food to go in easily.
My fingers squeezed the bottle, and Oreo started swallowing what entered her mouth. It was an excellent opportunity to pet her cute cat ears and try to bond.
"You like... food?"
She nodded while sucking happily.
"You... you've been a pet for a long time?"
Oreo nodded some more...
"How long? ... One year? No? Two? ... Oh... That's a long time."
Our casual chit-chat was fun and lasted for the ten minutes it took me to feed her. I rinsed her mouth with some fresh water and thought she deserved a big hug for making it so easy.
Trixie was next in line, but I told her I would feed her last. That made her a bit suspicious, and she stared at me the whole time until Vix, Asha, and Misti finished eating. I always tended to forget they were smart girls wearing costumes and not just pets. Hiding things from them and expecting them not to figure it out was not a good plan.
When I called Trixie back, she straddled me, facing me with the adorable bunny face and whiskers, waiting to hear what I had to say.
"Lucy... She prepared the... wrong food."
One of her soft rabbit paws went to her forehead and shook her head.
"It... It is not... the first time?"
Trixie shook her head and looked on the table, trying to find out who's food she would be getting. I helped her a little bit by spinning the bottle so she could read the label.
"It's Meeka's... food."
Instantaneously, her two white paws went to her throat, pretending that Meeka's food would kill her. I grabbed the pet cookbook and flipped the page to find Meeka's recipes. There were several, but I quickly figured why Trixie might have had a problem with it.
"Oh... Meeka's a vegetarian..."
The white rabbit nodded and let herself fall down on the couch, pretending to have died.
"Trixie, come on. It's just food. You have to eat... Do it... for me?"
The dead animal let out a long sigh and slowly got up and placed herself in a feeding position. I knew one rabbit who would give Lucy some hell upon her return.
I inserted the nozzle in her under chin hole and squeezed the bottle. As soon as the food hit her tongue, Trixie twisted her head out the way, causing me to spray her white neck and shoulder with the green mixture.
"Trixie! Don't... do that."
Using a paper towel, I wiped her clean. It was a good thing that latex was not absorbent, but I was; I didn't want to end up with food all over me. I brought her back into position and plugged her feeding hole with the bottle again.
"Stay... Please. I have to feed you."
But as soon as I squeezed the vegetarian food through, Trixie did the same thing, and even slapped the bottle off my hand, sending it to the floor.
"Trixie! Stop!"
I wiped her clean once more, while Oreo brought me back the bottle.
"Thanks, Oreo. Trixie... It's... just food... please."
The white rabbit was not having a good time and shook her head, refusing to cooperate. It was time to change strategy...
"If you eat... I will let you... sleep with... me... tonight? In... in the pod."
That proposal caught her attention because she slowly turned her head back to look at me with her big black eyes. She let a loud sigh out and gave me a little nod.
"Good... Let's do it faster. It... will be easier."
This time, when I injected Meeka's food, Trixie accepted it all despite some body-twisting. As promised, I went much faster, and she swallowed everything like a champ. A bit of water helped rinse the bad taste, but after that, without even asking for a hug, she left my booth and went to crash on another couch nearby, holding her belly. I felt so bad for her because we would have to repeat it two more times today.
The entire day went so well. I could cuddle with whoever I wanted whenever I wanted. I was also busy with some side tasks. Lucy had asked me to polish the latex animals and keep them active by playing a bit with them.
One thing I didn't expect was that the pet girls loved cuddling with each other. I guess the absence of clients triggered that behavior. Some nice scenes took place, like when Vix and Asha gave Trixie a good time. It turned into something quite sexual with boobs and crotch massage, but I didn't dare stop them. Lucy had not mentioned any rules about this, so I simply assumed it was normal for them to do that. To see my three favorite pets cuddling each other like this kind of made me jealous.
But Misti and Oreo were caring for me in the other corner of the room. The two cats were warm and affectionate, and I even took a nap with them after lunch.
All day long, my little animals were just fantastic. There were no conflicts or trouble. Feeding Trixie with the food she didn't like was the only downside of my pet sitting adventure.
"Time for bed!"
As soon as I spoke those words, the white bunny came to me and attached herself to my arm. I had made a promise, and I intended to honor it.
"Yes... You can sleep with me."
The four other rubber pets, however, had a little surprise for me. They all lined up, looking even cuter than before; they were doing this on purpose... But why?
"You... don't want... to sleep?"
They all shook their head together, leaving me confused... Trixie got her paw into motion; she had something to say.
She pointed at the four pets, then pointed at herself, and finally pointed at the ceiling.
"You want... to turn off the light? So... they can sleep?"
All the pet girls giggled at what I just said. For them to do that, my best guess must have been hilarious. Trixie tried again. She pointed at them, at herself, then she placed her two cushy paws on one side of her leaned head as if to sleep, then pointed at the ceiling.
"Oooh... You want them... to sleep... upstairs? In the pods?"
Trixie nodded and clapped her hands together before scraping my chest with her non-existent claws.
"I... I don't know... Is... Lucy okay with this?"
They all nodded and walked toward the lounge door.
"Okay... but don't... get me in trouble... I don't want her mad... at me."
I opened the door, and they all escaped the dining room and rushed upstairs. After a final check to ensure all the doors were locked and the lights turned off, I joined them in the room where the capsules were.
When I got there, the five pet girls played with each other in front of the pods. I quickly understood that they couldn't open the doors themselves with their cushy paws, which was why they were waiting for me.
There were four pods, and we were six. I would be sleeping with Trixie, so the other would have to decide on their sleeping arrangement.
I crouched down and opened one of the bottom capsules. I slid the white door open and moved aside to let in whoever wanted to use that one.
Misti went in first, followed by Oreo, of course... and Asha... and Vix... What were they doing? There were four of them in it now.
"... Guys?"
Trixie tapped me on the chest and pointed at the crowded sleeping pod.
"You... want me... to go in... with them?"
She nodded and started to clumsily pull on my clothes as if she wanted me to undress. What was going on? Did they really want all of us to sleep in the same bed? We were all small girls, but still... It would be the six of us piled up in a room barely bigger than a queen mattress.
"Trixie..."
The bunny girl pressed my two hands together with her paws and gave me a determined nod. She took a deep and long breath in and let it out slowly, making her ear fur wiggle. It was her way to show me that if I were to relax, everything would be alright. I suppose she was right. What did I have to lose anyway? If it was too much for me, I could just get out and use another pod. They would understand.
I started taking my clothes off, and in a snap of a finger, I was down to my underwear. I crouched down to enter the pod, but Trixie stopped me. With her paw, she pointed at my bra and panties.
"You... you want me... to be... naked?"
Trixie nodded and caressed my red cheeks. I hesitantly took my underwear off, and this time she let me go in. I was wondering who was the pet at this point. She had more control over me than I had over her, at least at this point in time.
Inside the pod, Vix, Misti, Oreo, and Asha were sitting, two on each side, leaving the middle of the mattress to me. This scene was surreal. Was I really doing this? Laying down on my back, naked, while surrounded by adorable latex pet girls? I would never have been able to do such a thing if I had not fully trusted them to take good care of me.
Trixie entered the pod after me and slid the door close behind her. I was pretty sure this micro-room wasn't designed for six people, but it probably could handle it. The fans were working harder, but they were not that loud.
Then it began. I was about to receive my ultimate reward for pet sitting all day. All the animal girls used their soft rubber paws to caress and massage my body. Trixie played gently with my ankle and feet, Oreo and Misti were taking care of my lower body while Asha and Vix had fun with my upper body. It was better than a dream.
Very gradually, they approached my most sensitive spots, waiting for my cues before going farther.
"Girls... this... this feels... very good."
What was I doing? I was getting turned on like crazy because of what they were doing to me. I didn't feel threatened, rushed, or manipulated into this. They were taking all the time in the world to make me relax and ensure I was enjoying my experience.
The latex rubbing everywhere on my skin, and now boobs and crotch, was so delicious that I started moaning a little, which was my way to express that I wanted more... I wanted much more from them.
I couldn't see Trixie's smile, but I knew it was there, behind her mask. She slowly crawled over me, making sure her thigh rubbed on my crotch, sending waves of pleasure through my entire body.
I loved those pets beyond reason!
***
"Clara? Clara? You in there?"
"..."
Hearing my name pulled me out of my profound sleep. An incredible feeling washed over me when I saw myself buried under a pile of cute rubber animals after opening my eyes. The capsule door quietly cracked open; it was Lucy.
"Heeey, here they all are. I was getting worried when I couldn't find anyone... It's 9 am already... I just thought I would let you know, so you are not late for work. I knew you were going to take amazing care of my pets. Thank you so much. It was so good to have a day off."
"... No... Thanks to... them."
"Aww... Okay, Clara... I'll leave you alone with them. Come downstairs whenever you are ready. We need to have a chat about this, okay?"
Lucy closed the door, leaving me happily confined with the five sleepy rubber pets. I was ready to nap just a bit longer, to enjoy the wonderful feeling... But then I felt a rubber paw rubbing on my crotch...
I was not the only one who was awake.



        Animal Café Ch. 05

        Clara meet a pet girl out of costume and build friendship.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/animal-cafe-ch-05

Title: Animal Café Ch. 05

Author: Tigerstretch

Category: Fetish

Description: Clara meet a pet girl out of costume and build friendship.

Tags: petgirl, pet, costume, fetish, latex, cafe, feel-good, rubber

Series: Animal Café


"Thank you!"
Wow... That came out well for once. I just ordered a smoothie from the kiosk at the mall, and when they handed it over to me, I didn't hesitate or think; the words flew out of my mouth flawlessly. Regularly talking to the pet girls was making a big difference. Saying thank you maybe was not a big deal for most people, but to me, it was a small victory.
I walked to one of the empty tables and sat there with my drink and cellphone. The goal of my visit to the mall was to shop around for a new pair of shoes. Usually, my communication disorder was in the way of such simple activities. Shopping for new shoes could be scary to me; the thought that I would have to talk to someone during the process was paralyzing me, to the point where I didn't want to go anymore.
But not today. The smoothie order was not my only victory. I also felt confident to go from shop to shop, trying to find exactly what I wanted, not just buying the first pair that fit me to avoid going to other stores.
Also, just sitting here at the table in front of the smoothie kiosk was something I would not necessarily have done in the past. I ran the risk to have someone walk up to me for a chat, forcing me to expose my disorder; like when those two girls sat at the table right behind me, some anxiety set in as if they entered my oversized personal bubble.
But I resisted. I sipped on my smoothie and checked my emails even though none of them were from people. They were either bills or online orders, which was rather sad. But while I was pretending to do that, it was an opportunity to listen to people around me and observe how they were socializing. I eavesdropped on the two girls behind me who were chatting about a new purchase.
"Why did you buy that dress anyway?"
"What? You don't like it?"
"It's not that... I'm just wondering why. Are you going on a date with a hot guy?"
"Nooo... I just like it..."
"Right! A hot girl then?"
"Nooo! I just like it!"
"So when are you going to wear it then?"
"I dunno... Maybe after my next shift. I'll find an occasion!"
"You are hopeless! You know that?"
Those mundane conversations were something I was incapable of. What they were saying was inconsequential and purposeless; the poor girl didn't need a reason to get a new dress if she had the money and liked it. The other girl should have minded her own business. Yet, I saw this all the time... Friends were teasing each other to have fun, and I was unable to do the same with the people I knew.
This is part of why I liked going to the animal café so much. I didn't need to use speech all that much to communicate, and it took a lot of pressure off my shoulders. I understood the pet girls well even if they were mute, so it gave me a break from real life. Practicing my communication skills was not imposed on me if I didn't feel like it.
I kept listening to what they were talking about, admitting to myself that I envied them for being able to discuss in such a friendly manner. It looked like a third girl was about to join them.
"Heeey! Over here! We're here!"
"There you are, guys... Well hidden. I couldn't find you."
"It's quieter here... Give me my food!"
"Hey, calm down, let me sit first... So, here's your pad thai, and you, I got your teriyaki chicken."
"Thanks! What are you having?"
"I got vegetarian egg rolls."
"Aaah! Gross! How can you live without meat!?"
That last bit of conversation almost made me chuckle. It immediately reminded me of my little pet sitting adventure the other day, when I had to feed Trixie with Meeka's vegetarian food. It didn't agree with her too much. I didn't mind it personally, but some people just needed their meat.
I guess the latex animals were not that much different than regular people after all. They all have different personalities, different tastes, and different ways to cuddle. The pets were just much cuter and didn't talk nearly as much.
Their little chit-chat continued.
"So, when do you go back to work?"
"Tomorrow... I'm doing four days in a row this time. And you guys?"
"Tomorrow as well for five days."
"In two days for me... I don't remember for how long, though."
"But hey, Meeka, too bad you missed last Monday. Lucy took a day off, and Clara got to pet sit us! It was sooo much fun!"
"No way! Lucy let Clara take care of you all?"
I sprayed my smoothie all over my table when I heard what I just heard and started trembling like a leaf. As the white liquid was dripping down my chin under everybody's stares, behind me were three of the pet girls that I cuddled and had sex with. But they were ordinary people. I couldn't see them, but just hearing their voice sent me to a terrible place. What if they recognized me? What if they talked to me?
"Hey, you okay there?"
"..."
A voice... perhaps Meeka's voice... paralyzed me further...
"Hey? You good?"
"... Y— Yes... Thank... you!"
Turning around to look at them was not an option. I grabbed my napkins and started wiping my chin and table clean as people resumed their normal activities, including the three pet girls behind who lowered their voice for a moment. They were possibly scared by the freak who had spat her smoothie everywhere like a child.
My visits to the animal café during the past little while were such a life changer. That place became the most important thing in my entire existence. The pets were now my friends, and they helped me grow so much through understanding and enjoyable experiences. I didn't want to change anything for now. I wanted things to continue the way they were. Why did my destiny bring those three girls to me, here at the mall? What were the odds? Why? I didn't want to change... I didn't want to see them as human... not yet.
As my eyes welled up with tears, the three civilian pet girls behind me resumed their loud chat, having fun as if nothing had happened.
"Ah, anyway! What are we doing this afternoon?"
"MOVIES!"
"Asha... can't we do something else for once?"
"No!"
"And you, Misti? Movies too, I guess!"
"Yes! Yes!"
"I give up! You guys are killing me... Okay... Movies it is! Eat your food so we can go!"
Asha... Misti... Meeka... They were so close to me... I knew them all so well and even had sex with two of them. The curiosity was eating me alive, but I refused to turn around. It would destroy everything.
I stayed there, trembling, and hoping they would not discover me... I couldn't leave or stay; on the one hand, I wanted to keep listening to them, and on the other, I wanted to flee. Two decision walls were slowly closing on me, leaving me with a fear for the worse and not daring to take any actions that were susceptible to compromise everything I had worked for recently.
For the next twenty minutes, I sipped on my smoothie and tried to render myself invisible while the three pet girls had a lot of fun. I had no idea they were also friends outside the café.
Eventually, Asha, Meeka, and Misti left... They walked away in the opposite direction, so I couldn't even see what their back looked like; I probably would have closed my eyes anyway.
After a minute or two, I carefully turned around to confirm they were really gone... and they indeed were. I let out a big sigh of relief and let my head drop on my forearms. Now that this madness was over, I was left with an absolute loser feeling.
Who was doing that? Any average person would have been happy and thrilled to meet the pet girls out of costume... but not me. Instead of being overjoyed like I should have been, my messed up head made me feel miserable and scared...
Out of the blue, as I was banging my head on my table in despair, two small hands landed on my shoulder, almost making my heart explode. My breathing ceased.
"Clara... don't turn around... We recognized you."
"..."
"I'm Asha... Don't worry about anything, okay? We know you, and we love you. Nothing will change."
"..."
"Come on, breathe a little bit for me... I just wanted to make sure you were okay. The others are waiting for me elsewhere... It's just the two of us... Good... Breathe..."
As I tried to take some air in, I recognized the gentle touch of the snow leopard girl, but instead of soft paws, they were hands... and it felt so good. Somehow, the way Asha was talking to me right now was the same way the pet girls had treated me so far... with kindness and understanding. There was no judgment in her voice.
"Clara... Would you like to look at me? You don't have to, but I think it would be good for you."
"... I... I..."
"Take your time... Think about it."
This was not fair... Ending up in a situation I didn't want to be in. Asha wanted me to look at her, but it was way too scary to do so. The animal café has been so good to me... changing anything would mean risking losing something too precious... It was too soon for that...
"... N— No."
"It's okay. Another time maybe... but I want to give you a big hug... Can I at least do that?"
"... Yes."
From behind me, Asha wrapped her naked arms around my shoulder and placed her chin on my shoulder, to the point where I felt her soft cheek rubbing on mine. She then whispered something in my ear...
"We love you so much!"
Her words... The faint wind of her warm moist breath brushing against my ear fuzz... Her lips must have been so close. All of that sent an amazing shiver down my spinal cord. Nobody ever did that to me before. It felt so intimate and so genuine.
When her arms slid off me, she made sure to drag her hands around my neck and also in my hair.
"See you at the Pets & Cakes, Clara!"
***
"CLARA!"
"..."
"Where were you!? We were so worried. We thought you were DEAD!"
"..."
I was at her animal café only 5 days ago. Lucy was a bit over dramatic and motherly as always.
"So... did you think about my offer?"
"... Yes."
"Aaaand? Would you like to pet sit again? I was hoping twice a month."
"... I can do it... Mondays I can."
"GREAT! ... But... I don't really have enough money to pay you right now. The costumes are expensive, and I need to keep my pets alive and healthy."
"... It's okay... I'm fine."
"Well, you may be fine, but it's only fair that I compensate you for your hard work..."
"... They... They are... my friends."
"Aaaw! You are so cute, Clara. No wonder why they like you so much. Okay, so what about this... I will let you bring a pet home whenever you feel like it. Would that work for now?"
"..."
I couldn't answer because my throat froze due to the surprise... but it was definitely a big YES. This was the best payment ever.
I nodded.
"You are not a pet, Clara..."
"..."
"Use words with me... I know you are getting better at talking."
"S— Sorry... Yes."
"Alright... Here, take this... It's your own access card for the lounge. You keep it. Now go see your friends, they will be happy to see you."
I headed to the lounge door but was a bit apprehensive after having bumped into Misti, Meeka and Asha yesterday. While I eavesdropped, I learned that two of the three girls were going to work today, but I didn't know which ones.
I opened the door and squeezed myself into the lounge. There were a couple of clients already, so some of the pets were already busy. I initiated my usual headcount. The grey wolf was sitting between a young couple, Vix the fox and Oreo the cat were cuddling with three girls, and Trixie launched herself into my arms, asking for a hug and interrupting my task.
"Trixie!"
So that was four of them. As I was walking to my favorite booth, I spotted Misti, who was napping on the carpet in a corner, she was wearing a red collar, meaning that she had done a bad thing, or Lucy simply wanted her to rest.
"Is Meeka ... here?"
Trixie shook her head, no.
"And Asha?"
She nodded and pulled on my arm, then pointed at my booth. Asha was lying there, on the bench, probably napping as well. It made me wonder if Misti and Asha had done something cuddly late last night after their movie night.
I sat next to Asha and gently placed her head on my lap, trying no to wake her up. For the next fifteen minutes, I cuddled Trixie, telling her about random things, but certainly not about my little encounter with the three girls at the mall. I preferred to pretend it didn't happen. Lucy brought me a little piece of cheesecake and my usual coffee, but she didn't stick around as she had other things to do.
I was so happy that nothing had changed so far, I still loved my cute rubber pets and still treated them as real animals. They made me feel so comfortable. The only difference was that Trixie was much more adventurous than before. She playfully massaged my boobs and slid her paw near my crotch, just to tease. I couldn't deny that the sexual white rabbit was the one turning me on the most, and it was directly attributable to our hot night together inside the micro-room with all the other pets.
Then the door opened, and Lucy let more people in. Two nerdy looking guys this time. This café was bound to attract all kinds of people; I certainly wasn't the first one who never had cuddled before. Trixie pointed at them in a way to notify me that she had to leave me and go to work. There was a rule not allowing someone to hog on multiple pets at the same time if there were other clients without one.
Trixie slapped Asha on the head, not so carefully, then gave me a quick hug before going to sit with the two new guys.
Asha stretched adorably then sat up to look at her surroundings. When she realized I was here, she pulled me into a tight hug and wouldn't let go. The snow leopard was so affectionate, and what happened yesterday between the two of us was no stranger to it. I felt like giving her a lot of love as well. Asha was the only critter that ever spoke to me using her real voice, and the only reason she did so was to make sure I was okay. She was a genuinely caring person, in or out of costume.
But a little feeling of guilt burned inside of me.
"Asha... I'm sorry."
The leopard girl cocked her head, probably not sure why I was apologizing.
"I... I should have... looked at you. Yesterday."
She shook her head and patted mine.
"I wanted to... but it was too scary..."
Asha leaned on my chest and gave me a little squeeze as I scratched the back of her head. It was not easy to admit, but when I walked home last night, I couldn't help but think I had chosen the wrong path. I should have been more courageous and discover who she really was.
"Would... would you like to come to my place... tonight?"
She pushed herself from me, a bit in shock due to the bold question, then she pointed her paw at my chest.
"Yes... Lucy said I could bring one of you home if I wanted to... Would you like... that?
Raising her two arms in the air, Asha started dancing on her seat, some sort of victory dance. She alternated several moves, showing her unambiguous agreement with the idea.
***
"This... This is my place, Asha..."
The snow leopard, wearing a black hoodie that Lucy had forced her to wear, looked quite badass. As soon as I let her leash go, she started roaming around my small apartment, not needing any permission. She was definitely nosier than Trixie was when she had visited.
She looked at my shelves and tried to learn new things about me. The pictures seemed to be what interested her the most. She pointed at a specific one with her cushy paw.
"Those... are my... parents. They are not in this city."
Using her paw once more, she pointed at my parents then hugged herself... then pointed at me.
"Yes... They love me. They are... nice."
While she kept exploring my place, I took off my shoes, placed my coat in the closet, and put her food in the fridge. I brought her back to the entryway, undressed her, and hung her leash and collar to my door handle. If I were going to bring pets home on a regular basis, I would have to add a hook to the wall for the pet gear.
"Okay, Asha, you can rest on the bed, I just need to take a shower first."
I couldn't believe how much better my speech got when I wasn't nervous. I was home with one of my favorite pets, and I felt very safe. Maybe I was slowly finding a way to crack my communication disorder... Maybe the key was to manage my anxiety and irrational fears.
Asha jumped on the bed and hugged my body pillow.
"You are so cute... I'll be back."
When the shower temperature was to my taste, I pulled the curtain and entered the steamy cloud. I soaped up my body using a body wash that smelled like lavender; it was my favorite. Closing my eyes and enjoying the relaxing aroma seemed like the right thing to do at the moment.
Then I heard a suspicious noise. I cracked my eyes open...
"AAAAAH!"
She scared me so much... Asha pulled the curtain with her paw and was looking at me with her head sideways.
"ASHA!"
The little snow leopard stepped in the shower and tried to reach me with her cute paws.
"Asha! No! ... You'll slip! It's full of soap!"
As I was warning her, she started to lose control of her legs... Latex feet on a soapy PVC surface was robbing her from all traction. The snow leopard quickly ended up on her knees, pulling me down with her!
"ASHA!"
I had no idea how we ended up like this, but I was now on my back with an adorable rubber pet on top of me. My soapy body in contact with her slick skin couldn't do anything else than provide me with an incredible feeling. Asha just wanted to play, and this unexpected situation turned into her favor. She got a bit of water in her breathing holes, but outside that, she was more than happy to be on top of me and had no plan of letting me go until I gave her what she wanted.
She laid her torso down on top of mine, and sensually moved around to make us feel amazing.
"Asha... You could have waited... But... this feels good."
Aaah... Pets... Those crazy little things.
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She was beautiful.
My shy finger traced the shape of her black spots, standing out on her white latex skin as she was sleeping. Apparently, Asha, the small snow leopard, liked sleeping a lot.
After our shower incident last night, we cuddled ourselves to sleep without having sex. It was not so evident for me to determine when was a good time or not for this type of extra play with the pets.
I mean, with Trixie, it was easy to know... she always wanted sex. But most of the other pets seemed as happy just to cuddle, which was fine by me. I was still very new at physical contact; therefore, I was in no rush to get naked and do dirty things with them.
Asha still smelled like lavender from when she cuddled my soapy body in the tub; I hoped this wouldn't get me in trouble, and Lucy would have a good product to restore her original latex smell. I could sense a good scolding coming my way because of this stunt, but as long as Lucy didn't revoke my permission to bring pets home, it couldn't be too bad.
"Asha? ... Asha? Are you awake?"
I had time to get a coffee, breakfast and do some cleaning, but Asha was still asleep. It broke my heart to disturb something this cute, but I had no choice. If I didn't want to be late for work, I had to wake up the pet girl, feed her, and bring her back to the animal café. Anyway, Asha worked there, so assuming Lucy was paying her, so she had an obligation to fulfil.
"Asha... You have to wake up!"
I shook her shoulder a little bit, which triggered a long sigh. Then Asha turned her back to me and pulled the duvet over her head.
"You want to... sleep more?"
She curled into the smallest, latex pet ball.
"I have to go to work... you must wake up... else I'm going to be late."
Another loud sigh came out from under the blanket.
"Ashaaa! Please!"
"..."
"Okay, then! Let's make a Leopard sausage."
I climbed on top of the lazy pet and started wrapping her tightly in the duvet. She struggled a bit, but there was not much she could do to stop me with those soft paws pinned to her sides. Very quickly, I ended up with a small pet roll on top of my bed.
I went to get her food and water and sat next to her.
"Breakfast time, Asha-roll. You are so cute... I want to keep you like this forever."
She had no other choice but to eat this time, and it went fairly well. Maybe Asha just didn't feel like going to work today, and I could totally relate to that as my workday would consist of preparing random items for shipping. I really didn't like this job; I was only doing it because that was all I found to pay the rent. They were kind enough to hire a girl who couldn't say two words in a row; I should be happy. That said, if I were a talkative girl stuck in a workplace where it was not allowed to talk, I would probably be even more miserable. There was always worse.
After eating, I cuddled for a few minutes with the wrapped up pet, but then we had to move.
With her black hoodie on, Asha didn't attract attention nearly as much as Trixie did with her bright pink fur coat and giant ears, but still, we got a few comments; her rubber legs and tail were not something people were used to seeing.
It was only a ten-minutes walk, but it always felt longer when I was with a cute pet. Asha's arm was wrapped around mine, letting me guide her around. It almost felt as if we were a couple; she even leaned her head on my shoulder. I never knew what the pet girls thought precisely, but they always found a way to let me know they had a good time.
When we arrived at the café, Lucy greeted us with her usual smile.
"Aaah, here you are! Almost late for work, Asha... I bet you overslept again. It's not nice to abuse Clara like this, you know. And... wait a minute... What's that smell... Asha, come here!"
Uh oh! And me who thought she wouldn't notice.
"Asha? Why do you smell like lavender? Clara? What did you do to her?"
"... I'm... I'm sorry."
"What happened? Did you put Asha in the tub with soap?"
"... N— No..."
"I told you that is not how we wash latex. Clara, those suits are costly. Why would you do such a thing?"
"It was... Asha..."
I was in trouble... I couldn't find a way to explain to Lucy what had happened. All I could do was tremble and fear that she would revoke my permission to borrow pets.
"Are you blaming Asha for this? She wouldn't even be able to grab a soap bar with her cushioned paws..."
"... No... but..."
"Ah, it doesn't matter, Clara. I'm a bit disappointed. Listen, I don't know what happened, but it can't happen again. I can't have my pets smelling like flowers. You were responsible for her. At what time do you finish working today?"
"... E— Eight o'clock... but..."
"Good, then come back here right after. I need your help with something. And you, Asha, go to the bathroom upstairs right away. We need to get rid of that smell."
There was no room for argumentation. I lowered my head and walked out of the café. It was better to obey anyway if I didn't want Lucy to separate me from my friends.
***
The day at work was long and painful. My mind kept drifting back to the animal café. It was more fun helping Lucy take care of her pets rather than work in this giant warehouse, packaging shoes and books for clients who had more money than me.
When I arrived at the Pets & Cakes, Lucy was not at the reception, so I went right to the lounge since I now had access. As soon as I stepped in, Vix jumped on me.
"Vix!"
I walked to my favorite booth with her and sat down. Immediately, my cute fox girl straddled me and requested cuddles. I barely had time to react when Asha showed up and climbed on the seat next to me. Right away, I noticed something that took some of my nervousness away.
"Asha... You smell like before... Lucy managed to clean you?"
She nodded and clung on me. Knowing that I had not permanently damaged her costume was a huge relief, I didn't know how much one of those costumes cost, but I certainly didn't have the money to have it replaced.
As I was slowly getting covered in rubber pets, Lucy entered the lounge and walked directly to us.
"Asha! Get off her! We talked about this already. You two are not touching again until your next shift. It will teach you both a lesson."
"..."
"Don't worry, Clara, I'm not mad at you. But I have to protect my investment through a bit of discipline, right? At least I'm letting you play with all the other pets..."
That was directed at Vix. The fox girl leaned on me some more and squeezed me tightly, obviously not wanting Lucy to take me away from her as well. I held the small fox girl in my arms and rubbed her back. Doing this also gave me some courage to ask a question that I had on my mind all day long.
"Lucy... you needed... help?"
"Ah! So you remember what I said... Good. If you are up to it, yes, I have a favor to ask. Do you have a few hours in front of you?"
"... yes."
"Good, I received a new costume, and I need to make sure it's fine. Unfortunately, I can't hire another pet girl at the moment. Would you mind trying the costume for me for an hour or two just to make sure there are no flaws?"
My lungs automatically constricted, and I couldn't breathe anymore. I gripped Vix tightly, trying to keep my trembling in check. Did Lucy really ask me to wear one of her pet costumes? This was insanity...
"Hey! Calm down, Clara... It's not like I'm asking you to become a pet girl. I just need you to wear it for a short time, that's all. I just need to confirm to the seller that everything is good. A simple visual inspection won't be enough."
"..."
"Would you breathe a little bit, please? You are turning blue."
It took me a little while and a lot of hugs from Vix to regain my composure and re-establish my oxygen level, but I managed to calm down. I still had no idea what to say or think, though. Wearing a latex suit was the last thing I expected when Lucy told me she needed help with something. She wanted to turn me into the thing I loved the most... a cute pet girl.
"So? Is it a yes? Plus, it will be useful for you to know how it feels to wear a pet costume. You'll realize how much you have to rely on people and why you would not want them to wash you with lavender soap.
"..."
I lowered my head, and shyly nodded. Vix was now bouncing on top of my laps; at least someone was excited about all of this.
"Alright then, come with me. Vix, do you want to come too?"
Of course, Vix wanted to come and watch the transformation. As a pet girl, she loved pet costumes and probably haven't seen that new one Lucy was talking about. She must have been over-excited to discover what critter would temporarily join her crew.
Lucy was emotionally disconnected from this. She made it sound like there was nothing to it, and it was just a formality, something that needed to be done. That said, Lucy always behaved around her pets as if everything was normal. Having critter girls roaming around the place was the equivalent of seeing waiters in a restaurant; nothing more natural.
Vix and I followed Lucy upstairs to a room I have never been to before. When I got in, I understood that it was the costume room, or the changing room, whatever was the most appropriate term.
Right away, on a shelf, I noticed Trixie's costume, which turned my stomach upside down. It was as if I looked at a white rabbit that had its skin removed. I never thought I would see her empty costume one day. She probably ended her shift this morning and was replaced by Meeka.
Vix climbed on a stool to watch the show as Lucy pulled a cardboard box from the shelve and placed it on the table.
"Alright, Clara, take off your clothes!"
"..."
"Stop worrying, I've seen you naked, remember? Mind you, you had a few pets on top of you. You can turn your back to me if you prefer."
"... Okay."
It was not a bad idea. I turned around and started unbuttoning my shirt, but then Vix got off her seat and decided to stand in front of me. She had seen me naked... and even did sexual things to me... Plus, I saw her like an animal more than a human, so I didn't feel as embarrassed as I was when facing Lucy.
When I took my shirt off, Vix extended her arms, asking me to put my clothes in her arms. The next item to pile up in her paws were my jeans... and socks... and bra... and panties.
Before I knew it, I was naked like a worm, which made Lucy giggle.
"Aww, you are the perfect size for the costume. I'm so jealous, I always wished I was shorter so that I could be cuter. Okay, close your eyes, I think I want to surprise you. Once we are done dressing you up, I will let you look at yourself in the mirror. You'll love it."
"..."
"I'll take that as a yes. Vix is going to help you keep your balance... You don't have to do anything. I'll take care of everything."
As Lucy began to encase my legs in the suit, my corrupted brain was only worried about a single thing; what animal was she turning me into. It could be anything, really. So far, in her menagerie, she had three felines, one rabbit, a doggy, a fox and a raccoon. It was all over the place. I didn't have a chance to guess correctly.
But what would I like to be? I knew this costume wasn't mine, but still... What animal would represent me better? I didn't want to be a dog, but that was about it. For the beauty, I would love to be Asha... for the cuddliness, a fox like Vix would be nice. Red pandas were cute, but it was a bit of a stretch.
When the rubbery suit covered my hips and reached my crotch, I stopped thinking about this; the excitement hit me hard. Lucy knew exactly what she was doing and noticed my anxiousness.
"You are doing really well, Clara. Keep your eyes closed and relax. You'll love it, I tell you. Now, place your arms inside the sleeves. You'll see, the paws are funny. There are three holes for your fingers, so you have to separate them as if you were a Vulcan, then your thumb will curl inside your palm."
I had no idea what a Vulcan was, but I got the idea. I felt the two holes, in which I inserted two fingers each, then the third hole for my thumb, which, as Lucy said, made it curl under my palm. Somehow, it was mostly how I imagined it was going to be. All the padding rendered my hands useless.
After my other arm went inside the sleeve, Lucy pulled the suit over my shoulders and zipped it up to my upper back, making me feel a notch sexier as my waist got slightly compressed.
"Alright, almost done. Only the mask to go. It's a little tricky the first time, but trust me, you'll find it very comfortable once it's on. Trust me, okay? All your pet friends love it very much."
"... Yes."
"Good. First, you have to bite in this mouthpiece. It's like the ones to protect your teeth when you do sports, but way more comfortable. And don't worry, it's all clean. Hehe."
Lucy pulled a corner of my mouth with her finger and inserted the mouthpiece. I didn't taste anything, and she was right, as soon as my teeth ended up inside the trenches, it was not annoying at all. But now I fully understood why the pets were not making any sounds; they were just not able to.
"Next, the nose tubes for breathing. It sounds scary, but it's not. You'll feel nothing outside being able to breathe better. I'll gently insert them now. Don't move and trust me. I've done this so many times."
As if I were going to move! I was way too busy trying to appreciate what was happening to me to even argue with anything. When I arrived here today, turning into a pet was the last thing I expected.
I felt some tubes entering my nostrils, they felt larger than I had anticipated, but it didn't hurt at all. Lucy may have lubricated them with something first.
"Alright, I'll pull the mask on now, see you later Clara. Hehe. Just kidding, we won't leave you alone. Ready?"
It was a rhetorical question, of course. Lucy pulled the mask over my face; the nose tubes went farther down my nose, at least it felt like it, and my head got fully encased inside the rubber mask.
A wave of sexual pleasure washed over my body, only realizing now that this was one of my biggest fantasies, wearing a full latex suit. I trembled, but not out of fear this time. Before Lucy even finished to zip me up, Vix pulled me in a tight hug.
I was so... happy!
I finally opened my eyes, and through the smokey lenses, I saw the world from a pet's perspective.
"Aww! Clara! You are so cute! This suit fits you like a glove. Can you breathe okay? Can you see okay?"
I nodded.
"Aawww! She nodded. So adorable. Let me just test the locks now. They are just clipping on the zipper tabs."
It felt so unreal. I turned into a pet, and Lucy acted with me as she did with all the others. Because I was wearing an animal costume, it changed her attitude entirely. I was now wholly dependent on her.
She clipped one of the locks to my crotch zipper and another one behind my neck. Those were the flat little metal blocks that all the pets were wearing.
"Ah, you are so pretty. Trixie will be thrilled that I let you try her suit."
WHAT? I looked at Vix, and her two paws went up to her muzzle as if she was laughing. When I turned to Lucy she was doing the same thing as if they had just pranked me. Was... I... in Trixie's suit?
I looked on the shelf where her costume was earlier, and it was GONE!
"Haha! It is so funny. The box I pulled from the shelve was just full of crafting supplies. It was not a costume at all. Come! Come to the mirror... You'll see. You look amazing as a white rabbit."
She grabbed my wrist and led me to a full-length mirror. When I arrived in front of it, my heart skipped a beat. In the reflection was one of my favorite pet girls... Trixie. This animal wasn't me... But it was so cute.
"See? You are beautiful! As cute as Trixie. Hehe. But you know... I just wanted to teach you a gentle lesson. When you are a pet, you have to rely on your friends to keep you safe and prevent you from doing bad things. When Asha slipped in your shower, it was your responsibility to ensure it didn't happen. You should have leashed her somewhere first, even if that had made her grumpy. Leaving pets in a new environment without supervision is asking for trouble."
I never told Lucy about the shower. Probably she got this info from Asha when she cleaned her suit earlier today. But now that she said that, Lucy was right. I have to be more vigilant around the pets to keep them out of harm's way. Lesson learned.
I looked at my white paws, and there was not much I could do with them outside cuddling.
"So... Do you like it? The costume?"
I immediately nodded. Of course, I liked it. It was even better than I could have imagined.
"Alright, you two adorable things. Come to the lounge. I have another little surprise for you, Clara."
Another surprise? As if I didn't have enough yet. Vix and I went back to the lounge, but we had to wait for Lucy to let us in. When I entered the room, the other pet girls seemed to be very confused. Trixie was not working today, yet, she was in front of them.
It was impossible to tell which of the pets understood what had happened or not, but Lucy quickly explained what the deal was. And as soon as she did, all the pets converged to me and submerged me with touchy cuddles.
As I was lying flat on my back, a victim of all of the cushy paws, I couldn't believe how lucky I was.
I was wearing the cutest rubber pet costume around all my friends. The surprise could wait a little longer.
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Chapter 1 - The fastest pony on Earth
Flash! Flash!... Flash!
A cloud of fine sandy dry dust formed around the black hoof that softly struck the ground in the hallway leading to the race track...
Flash!... Flash! Flash!
... followed by another, and another. The bright lights emanating from the cameras' bursting bulbs were immortalizing their subject and making it shine for the fervently awaiting crowd to admire.
Occasional twitches could be noticed on her powerful latex covered thighs, betraying the febrility of the ponygirl. Her torso, too, was made of shiny rubber and was surrounded by a perfectly fitted leather harness, which was contouring her breasts and curves flawlessly as well as highlighting her healthy musculature.
Her tightly-laced pony boots gripped the soil and effortlessly pulled the cart attached to her hips despite the weight of the driver who was sitting in it. Her cuffed wrists were linked to her sides by short chains, forcing her elbows backward; it was cosmetic at best since her training made this restriction almost unnecessary.
The cheers of the crowd grew closer; a couple more steps from the athlete and they would be roaring of joy for their number one racer. She was part of the elite for the past three years and stole everyone's heart with her beauty and prowess on the track.
Even though the leather ears mounted atop of her bridle were not real, she could hear everything. Eyes closed, she embraced the feeling to have someone she trusted with her life guiding her. Her perfect white teeth were comfortably biting on the rubber bit, but there was no smile; this was work.
Then, the intense sunlight hit her face, exposing her charisma to the thousands of eyes, which triggered a roar of happiness all over the stadium. A light breeze put her long brown mane in motion, enhancing the surreal spectacle.
She opened her eyelids fully, which revealed her grey eyes and dilated her pupils instantaneously. Above her determined gaze, the white star engraved in her leather headband shone like never before.
Her name was Morning Star!
***
This particular sight was exclusive to the National Racing Ponygirl Association, which organized some of the most prestigious ponygirl races on the planet. Tonight was the most important event of their calendar, the Super Cup. The winner would take home both riches and the 15000 spectators' admiration present on-site and countless more on television.
"We got gate number one. If we get in the front of the pack right off the bat, it will make life difficult for everybody else, but don't go crazy, okay? It's 800 meters. You don't want to run out of gas half-way through the race."
Sophie was the petite driver sitting in the cart pulled by Morning Star. The information she fed her ponygirl with was unnecessary, but it helped them focus on the task ahead. The runner much preferred not to think about anything at all, so the little speech from the driver was just a way of showing her that things were under control.
Morning Star slowly trotted behind the gates to get the blood flowing and keep her calves warm and ready for the upcoming painful exercise; at the end of this high-speed race, her entire body would be burning like fire.
"Heeey, Morning Shit! Ready to lose?"
"Ah, can't you keep your mouth shut for more than 30 seconds, Brittany? Leave my pony alone!"
"What's that, Sophie? You don't want your weak-minded creature to crumble under pressure?"
Brittany's brain hosted a mixture of stupidity and social failure. She was one of the nastiest people who had ever roamed this Earth and, unfortunately, for the past few years, her favorite target has been Morning Star.
She was doing this partially out of jealousy, but also because she was genetically engineered from birth to be a moron. What made it much worse in her case was that she was driving one of the best ponygirls ever, Hemlock. Whoever put this incredible athlete in Brittany's hands had to be out of his mind, but the sad reality was that she managed to win races, and for some odd reason, she had very good chemistry with her superstar ponygirl.
Hemlock was good; very good. Under her girly pink latex suit and harness, it was an unsuspected war machine, and on the race track, her long blonde hair floating in the wind was the most beautiful sight. But her athleticism and beauty weren't the only reason why she was a number one enemy; her attitude was downright concerning at times. Her prettiness was hiding a fearless individual ready to flirt with a disqualification to win a race. It was unclear if it was because she simply obeyed Brittany blindly, though; that was what ponies were good at, after all, run and obey.
As annoying as they were as a team, the root problem was certainly their owner, Paul Clover. This man had too much money for his own good and kept sweet-talking the officials to prevent his team from being expelled for good. Pony racing could sometimes be a dirty business.
Morning Star's owner, Penny, was not like that at all. She was an older woman who loved the sport so much that she always did everything to keep her ponygirls and drivers happy, even through difficult times. In return, they tried to win for her. She was the reason why everybody was training so hard in her stable.
"Gate 1 ... Cart number 7 ... Morning Star!"
"I'll wait for you at the finishing line, Morning Shit!"
"Brittany, you can really hope to win this one because, clearly, you left your brain in the locker room. You know,... weight advantage."
"Go to hell, Sophie! Watch yourself on the race track!"
"Yeah, whatever you say, flooded-skull!"
After the usual unrestrained exchange of insults, Sophie guided Morning Star to her gate while the announcer called the other ponies to do the same, one by one, in a randomly assigned order.
"Gate 2 ... Cart number 14 ... Tiantang Zhi Ma!"
"Ah, crap! I would have preferred to have somebody else next to us. We will have to be careful. She is very fast."
"Gate 3 ... Cart number 89 ... Hemlock!"
"Well, at least we're not next to those assholes."
"Gate 4 ... Cart number 13 ... Nightshade!"
"Another bimbo-pony from Paul's stable. They shouldn't be a big threat to us, though... But Nightshade is getting much better recently."
"Gate 5 ... Cart number 42 ... Biscuit of the Sea!"
"Gate 6 ... Cart number 33 ... Main Yak!"
"Gate 7 ... Cart number 72 ... Hilda Go!"
"Gate 8 ... Cart number 50 ... Fifty Shades of Hay!"
"Listen, Morning Star. Hemlock and Tiantang Zhi Ma are the only two who might cause us real trouble. But we have to be careful of Nightshade because she will probably do all she can to interfere so her friend Hemlock can win. Stay close to the rail so nobody can pass us on the left, okay?"
Morning Star nodded and pawed the ground a couple of times. The only thing missing was an open gate and a freshly groomed dirt track. This race would consist of two intense laps, the most important ones of the year.
The announcer's voice resonated through the metal speakers perched atop of some poles around the spectator stands.
"Ladies and Gentlemen! Welcome to the annual Super Cup of Ponygirl Racing. This year we have eight AMAZING competitors ready to put their heart on the track for you. Who will win? Will Morning Star win her 4th Super Cup in a row? Your guess is as good as mine! This year, the winner will take home 250000$."
"Ladies and Gentlemen! ARE YOU READY FOR THE RACE?"
The huge crowd roared at the pointless question. There was no doubt this was a perfect day; the sun was out, the beautiful people were lightly dressed, the lineup was incredible, and the ponygirls were all gorgeous!
"ALRIGHT, THEN! THE RACE WILL START IN..."
"THREE!"
All the ponygirls pressed their leather headband on the metal gates in front of them to bolt out as soon as they would open. Using hands was not permitted, hence the cuffing, so this was a technique adopted by everybody. Every fraction of a second would count.
"TWO!"
The tension was so high in the spectator stands; everybody seemed to hold their breath. However, the ponygirls knew better; all of them breathed heavily, charging their blood with oxygen.
"ONE!"
That was it... The moment has arrived. It was the most important day of the year, a day that would ensure financial security to the winner. That said, Morning Star was not thinking about that one bit.
She was not thinking about anything else than being a pony. She had a job to do—running, obeying; everything else would be taken care of by her driver. The fear, the joy, the ambition, the hate, the frustration... Her training taught her to put all of it aside and keep her focus on running.
"RACE!"
The time slowed down to a crawl. As soon as her forehead perceived the faintest vibration on the door, Morning Star engaged her incredibly strong legs to push her torso forward, not thinking about what would happen if the gate were not to open; it would be catastrophic.
As always, she has sensed right. The metal doors slammed open just as her latex covered breasts brushed against them. With all her strength, she made her cart and her driver accelerate. It was crucial to do this well if she wanted to keep her lane advantage on the track.
Morning Star managed to keep her corridor next to the rail, but to her right was Tiantang Zhi Ma, the very attractive Asian Pony wearing a fiery red latex suit, keeping up with her. The ponygirls ignored each other, but it was not the same for the drivers. Sophie didn't like the close proximity of her opponent; their wheels were almost touching, a couple of inches apart, and that rail on the other side was dangerously close.
"Hey, Give me some room, Xiu!"
"Just slow down and let me take the rail."
"In your dream! Not going to happen!"
"After the first 100 meters, the ponies are entering the first turn. Morning Star and Tiantang Zhi Ma are head to head. Hemlock is not far behind, waiting for an opportunity, followed by Main Yak, Hilda Go, and Nightshade. Unfortunately, Fifty Shades of Hay seems to be in trouble. It looks like one of her hooves is defective, and she is pulling to the side."
"Come on, Tiantang! Get in front of her!"
The red Asian ponygirl got her legs moving a bit more, obeying her driver Xiuying, and started to pull ahead of Morning Star. Sophie knew what was happening and controlled her pony.
"No, Star! Relax, relax... Let them take the lead. Whatever... It's too early in the race to push this hard. I guarantee you they will have to slow down later. Our problem is Hemlock now."
The hooves of the seven remaining ponygirls were battering the dirt track at high speed. Those steel horseshoes were no jokes; no one dreamed of getting stomped on their foot by one of those. They were mandatory for racing as per the rulebook, and it made total sense. It prevented them from sliding and getting injured, even on a dry day like today.
"Tiantang Zhi Ma takes the lead. Morning Star is now second, followed by Hemlock, who seems to conserve herself now, not attempting anything yet. Nightshade is now fourth. Biscuit of the Sea, Main Yak, and Hilda Go are side by side battling for the fifth as the competitors just reached the 300 mark and are entering the second turn."
"Hey! Sophie! Don't you want to follow Chopsticks? I get it. Morning Star has no cardio whatsoever!"
"Shut up, Brittany. You are a racist and an idiot! Only your bimbo whore finds you funny! Oh, my bad... I meant horse!"
"You are going to pay for that comment! Come on, Hemlock, one lap to go, pass her now!"
The pink and athletic ponygirl accepted the order with pleasure, activated her incredible runner legs, and had no difficulty catching up and initiating a passing maneuver over Morning Star.
"Calm down, Morning Star, pick up the pace but not too much. You are doing so well. Just do as I say, and we will win this. They are all pushing way too hard."
"Ladies and Gentlemen, witness the power of Hemlock, she is about to effortlessly pass Morning Star, the favorite pony of this race. But Morning Star is not giving up and is accelerating as well as they are entering the first turn of the final lap. Things are not going so well for Tiantang Zhi Ma as she seems to run out of breath."
"Good job, Hemlock! Stay on the outside lane to pass Chopsticks too!"
"Brittany! I told you! That's racist! You can't say that!"
Sophie gently pulled on the reins to indicate Morning Star to change lane and pass Tiantang Zhi Ma, who was dangerously slowing down. As soon as the tired red ponygirl was out of the way, the two new leading teams returned to the inner lane.
"Alright, Star. Only 200 meters to go, we will make our move in the last turn... Hey... What the ...!"
"COME ON, NIGHTSHADE! GIVE IT ALL YOU GOT!"
To the right of Morning Star, Nightshade, being yelled at by her driver, was on a mad final sprint, really trying to pass them; it was way too early for such an expense of energy. The second pink pony's hooves were striking the ground relentlessly, and she was breathing as hard as she was biting in her bit. Nightshade was on a mission, and it was not to win the race; Sophie knew that very well. Nightshade's goal was to interfere so Hemlock could win the race.
"Guys! Don't try this! You can't do this! It's too late. Nightshade can't pass us now!"
"Shut up! Come on, Nightshade! We have to block them!"
"NO! Stop! It's madness! You are going to cause an accident. Don't be stupid!"
Nightshade was only a few steps in front of Morning Star, but her lungs were burning, and her entire body was on fire. She couldn't give anything else as she spent all her energy trying to catch up with a faster pony than her. Unfortunately, she got the signal to move to the left lane, where Morning Star was. There was not nearly enough clearance for this to happen.
The wheel of Nightshade's cart hit Morning Star's leg, instantaneously ripping off her rubber skin and causing massive pain. On the impact, and with the twisting motion of her cart, Nightshade tripped and fell right in the legs of Morning Star.
The two ponygirls, having no other option, pulled on their chained cuffs to release their hands, thanks to the quick disconnect system allowing them to do so. Morning Star put her two arms in front of her face to protect herself and crashed violently in the dirt while her cart bounced on top of Nightshade's body, sending Sophie flying off it.
The cart safety engaged as well and disconnected from Morning Star's harness, but the worst thing that could have happened became a reality. One of the two carts flipped in the air and fell straight down on the poor black ponygirl.
Everything went dark.
***
"The committee will see you now, Mr. Clover. Please follow me."
"What a waste of my time. Do you know how much I contributed to this organization? And they are treating me like this?"
"Sir, I'm simply a doorman. I have nothing to do with this. Please follow me."
"Well, you are probably being paid by my money! So, shut up!"
"Yes, Sir. But please, follow me."
Paul was furious. Two days after the catastrophic Super Cup race, he was summoned, as the owner of his stable, to appear in front of the NRPA committee along with his two ponygirls and his drivers. He followed the doorman, grumbling, and under the delusion that he would be immune to any consequences.
The group was led to the end of the hallway and through some already opened large burgundy wooden doors.
"Please, enter and sit."
"Waste of my time!"
There was one table with five empty chairs facing another long table where the eight committee members of the National Racing Ponygirl Association sat in silence. On each side of the rooms, there were the big NRPA flags, making the ambiance feel particularly official.
Paul sat in the middle, his two pony girls to his left and Brittany to his right.
Still very frustrated by all this, the angry owner asked the first question.
"What is this bad joke?"
"Please state your name."
"What? You know who I am! You called me here."
"Our secretary doesn't, and she is writing down everything that is being said here today. So, please, state your name."
"Ah, whatever. Paul Clover."
"Thank you. And your companions are Nightshade, Hemlock, and Brittany, I presume."
"Yes, you already know that. What am I doing here."
In the middle, the older man let out a long sigh and placed his glasses on the table in front of him. He interlaced his finger and knew exactly what kind of man he would have to deal with today. Paul Clover has always been an annoying member of the NRPA, and he was difficult to talk to.
"Mr. Clover. Do you see something strange at your table?"
"Yes, me. I shouldn't be sitting here."
"No, Mr. Clover. In case you haven't noticed, there is an empty chair. Would you know, by any chance, why that is?"
"You don't know how to count?"
"Mr. Clover. One of your drivers is at the hospital at the moment, and she is not doing well."
The older man looked at one of the reports under his nose and placed one of his fingers on it.
"Your driver suffers from a broken collarbone, five broken ribs, and she will have a scar on her neck for the rest of her life."
"Well, bad drivers, you know... it happens."
"I see... And you, Miss Nightshade. How is your health?"
"Aaah, she is fine! Don't worry about her."
"Mr. Clover, the question was for Miss Nightshade."
Nightshade was a very pretty blonde girl. As a ponygirl, her body usually exhaled health and strength, but not today. Wearing ordinary clothes, her long sleeves and pants were hiding severe bruises from her hard crash in the dirt and from having been run over by Morning Star's cart.
She lowered her head and attempted an answer that wouldn't infuriate her owner.
"I'm well, thank you. A few bruises, but it's part of the sport... right?"
"Do you realize how lucky you were, Miss Nightshade?"
"... I... I think I do."
"That's good to hear.
The committee leader placed his report aside, grabbed the next one, and started reading it aloud.
"Sophie. Driver. Sprained knee, countless bruises, severe concussion."
"So what? This job comes with risks."
"I'm not done, Mr. Clover. You'll get your opportunity to talk. Next, Morning Star, Elite ponygirl. Punctured lung, broken shoulder blade, fractured sternum, broken tibia, fractured foot, mild concussion. She might never be able to race again."
When the committee leader read all this, he had limited hope it would trigger the right kind of emotions inside Paul Clover's heart. Nobody knew if he actually had one.
"So, Mr. Clover. Do you see the problem here?"
"Yes, you are wasting my time."
"I'm sorry to hear that, but let me help you a little bit again. Your hospitalized driver has had enough of your management style, and provided us with a full report of what happened before, during, and after the race. You ordered her to interfere with a competitor at all costs to increase the winning chances of your lead ponygirl, Hemlock."
"Yeah, so what?"
"Do you realize that you just admitted that what I just said was correct. Thank you for making my life easier."



The secretary was frantically writing every word she was hearing on her typewriter. At the rate things were going, it would be a short meeting, and she would be able to go back home early today; this session was going straight as an arrow.
"Mr. Clover, you have broken several of our most important rules. Your two teams colluded to provide an undue advantage to your stable, and you instructed one of your team to perform reckless and dangerous maneuvers, disregarding the safety of your own teams and others. Those actions led to a major and preventable accident that severely injured four participants. Therefore, the committee bans you from the National Racing Ponygirl Association with no possibility of return."
"WHAT? WHY?"
"As for your two ponygirls, Hemlock and Nightshade, they are suspended for one year period as a warning, then they would be allowed to return under a different owner if that is their wish."
The two ponygirls knew this was well-deserved and didn't dare to do anything else than looking down. They were both used to playing dirty, but this was a whole new level of craziness.
One person in the room was getting anxious as she didn't hear her name yet. Brittany couldn't help herself and asked a question to which she feared the answer.
"What about me? Am I suspended too?"
"No, you are banned as well."
"Banned? But... Why? The ponies only get a suspension and me I get..."
"Miss Brittany... Miss Brittany... Several witnesses reported your incessant racist comments to us, and frankly, it was not the first time."
"What? Because I called an Asian girl chopsticks?"
"Calling an Asian person "chopsticks" is very racist in this context."
"But... They do use chopsticks, right? The yellow people? That's how they eat... No?"
"Please, Miss Brittany... Stop talking! I beg of you. You are making things worse for yourself."
"... Okay... But I still don't get it... I mean..."
Paul absorbed everything. Mostly his ban, because he didn't care about the others, and he came up to a conclusion that only existed inside his thick delusional skull. He started laughing out loud and stood up.
"Hahaha! Alright, alright... I get it. So, we won the race. I'm going to be generous and give you 25% of the prize money. Would that work?"
"Mr. Clover. You are banned for life."
"Aaaah, don't be greedy. 40% then."
"Our decision is final. You may leave our facility."
"Ah, come on. 50%, that is my last offer. Fifty-fifty is a good deal, right?"
"No, the money will go to the real winner, Tiantang Zhi Ma, and you will get nothing."
"WHAT? You can't do that! I'm your most important member."
"Security, could you please escort Mr Clover out? We are done here."
***
"Hey! Can you hear me?"
"... mmm, Penny?"
"It's okay. Don't move."
"Owww... I feel like an elephant is sitting on my chest. I'm hurting everywhere."
"My Morning Star is strong, but not that strong. From the stands, I thought you had died."
"Ah, sorry for scaring you like that. Where is Sophie? Is she feeling any better."
"Her concussion is way worse than yours, so we can't visit her right now, but she will be okay, I'm sure. I just got back from the NRPA hearing. Paul and Brittany got banned for life, Hemlock and Nightshade got suspended for a year and will have to find a new owner if they want to race again in this league."
"They are never going to get a new owner. They will stick to that dickhead Paul like leeches."
"Well, I know you don't like them much, but don't sell them short. You don't know them well. They have a full year to think about it."
Morning Star sustained injuries before, but the ones she got this time around were not fun at all. Breathing hurt. Being trained to endure physical pain was probably helping a bit, but she knew this bed would be her home for quite a while. Yet, her concerns were for Penny.
"We didn't get any money, right? How are you going to pay for our stable now? We were supposed to win this. Even a second place would have been good."
"I have enough funds to make us survive another six months, maybe a bit more if we ration. After that, I would have to sell."
"That gives me time to heal, and then we can go back to race on the NRPA circuit and make a lot of money."
"Aaah, Morning Star... You always had a big heart. For now, just rest. We can talk about this later when you and Sophie are back home."
"Okay."
***
It was quite a sensual sight. Far from being uncommon for ponygirls to form couples, some of them were just naturally sexier than others. Many people would have paid big money to watch what Hemlock and Nightshade were doing in bed tonight.
They both had an amazing body, healthy and strong, but they also almost looked like twins; it was part of their contract. Their owner had particular tastes in ponygirls; they had to be blonde, they had to have a generous chest, wear the same clothes, preferably pink, and had the responsibility to look alike as much as possible.
This particular list of characteristics was the reason why people often referred to them as bimbo-ponies. Indeed, it was a pejorative term, but they were not offended by it because they were the ones who had accepted to play this role. It was all written in their contract of ownership. Sure, Paul was a strange one, and he obviously requested those prerequisites from them to fulfill his fetish for girly blonde ponygirls, but it was also a great promotional tool. At the end of the day, his ponies were happy to play that game.
It was even more right because when they were having sex, they really found each other hot and sexy.
"Mmm... How long have we been kissing? Shouldn't we go to sleep?"
"I lost track of time, but I don't want to stop."
Hemlock and Nightshade's favorite thing in the whole universe was kissing. Whenever they had an opportunity to make out, they would jump on it. They would literally spend hours each day, kissing deeply, sucking each other tongue, and licking each other's visage, neck and ears.
In between those long drooly sessions, generally, bedtime was when they cranked up the heat and had intense sex. But Nightshade's poor condition due to her accident made things a bit more delicate this time around.
"Mmm, Nightshade... Would it be okay if we licked each other gently, or are you still too much in pain?"
"I don't want to move too much, but I would love that."
"I'll be careful. Just stay on your back, I'll take care of the rest."
Hemlock had much more compassion for her lover than she had for anybody else. She never had the same feeling for her owner and driver. Nightshade was the bright light in her life; it was pure unconditional love like it was rarely seen.
Navigating carefully on the bed, Hemlock climbed on top of Nightshade into a sixty-nine position, making sure not to put any weight on her poor recovering companion. She then pressed her moist pussy on Nightshade's mouth, who immediately got her tongue into motion.
"Aaaannh! Aaah! I needed that so badly... aaaah!"
Almost forgetting that she had to return the favor, Hemlock lowered her mouth on Night's privates and quickly located her clit using the tip of her tongue. Then the competition started.
The two beautiful blonde girls didn't go easy on each other. Their very resilient body provided them with extreme sexual sensations and incredible stamina that allowed them to make love for as long as they desired.
"AAahhh! Mmmm!"
"Aaann! AAAH!"
Nightshade was the one who could cum quickly and get so many orgasms in a row. Making Hemlock cum took much more effort, but the reward was often a very powerful orgasm and uncontrollable squirting.
Once they started, they were unstoppable. Nightshade was in a pleasant position; Hemlock's pussy was always so wet when she got excited; she was leaking like a maple tree during springtime, and there was no reason for it; it was just how she was. Hemlock also had the habit of not staying still, with the very hot result of smearing her juice all over Nightshade's face.
"Oh, my... You are so wet tonight. I'm drowning!"
"S... Sorry... You just turn me on so much, it's ridiculous. But you love my juice, right?"
"I adore it, Hemlock! Give me more!"
"Aaaah! I can't control it... aaanh!"
Nightshade kept licking while pulling Hemlock's pussy lips apart, allowing more juice to flow out. Getting her entire face wet was one of her favorite dirty kinks; Hemlock was the perfect partner to assist with this.
"You want more? Here, I know you like it..."
"AAannh! Mmmmphh!"
Hemlock pressed her crotch in her face harder and moved her hips around to provide what Nightshade craved. While she was sitting on her face, she fingered her lover's clean-shaved pussy, which was another thing that Nightshade loved.
"Mmmm! I'm... I'm coming... don't stop!"
"I won't. You always come so easily."
"AAanh! It's not my... AAaah!... It's not my fault!"
"Here, you deserve three fingers inside, while I'm licking you."
"AaaaH!..."
Knowing each other so well granted them the ability always to push the right buttons. Hemlock could make Nightshade climax all day if she wanted to. On the flip side, Nightshade was an expert licker. She had the patience to work hard on Hemlock until she finally erupted, which was no easy feat.
The intense licking continued for an eternity; Nightshade came a couple of times, but Hemlock was just getting on the edge and was about to explode. She pressed her crotch hard on Nightshade's face and rubbed it all over the place.
"Aaaah! Come on! I'm so close! Make me cum!"
"Mmmm! Stop wriggling then..."
Nightshade's tongue went to overdrive and worked Hemlock's clit harder, making her thighs tremble; she was so close.
"Aaanh! Aaann! Oh, yes... yes! ... AAAAH ... Don't stop, Shade!"
"It's gonna be a big one..."
"Stop talking! AAAaH! AAAAH! YES! YES! YES! AAAAH! IM ... CUMMING! AAAAH AHHH!"
A big splash of pussy juice covered Nightshade's face as she kept licking as hard she could, trying to prevent her lover from pulling away.
"AAAAH AAH! STOP! AAAH! It's too sensitive ... STOP!"
But Nightshade knew what she was doing; she sensed it was the right timing for attempting a double-orgasm. It was the nature of ponygirls to be competitive. There was no guarantee that it would work, but nothing could prevent her from trying.
With a couple of fingers inside Hemlock's vagina and her tongue as strong as ever, she pushed her friend to the limit.
"AaaanH! Nightshade! Stop... I'm... I'm about to ..."
"Let it go! You know you want to!"
"AAAAAH OH GOD! AAAANH! Nnnngng! AAAAAH!"
Hemlock convulsed again, washed by another climax. This time Nightshade couldn't prevent her from leaving.
"AAAh! Enough! Enough! You are going to break me! Aannnh!"
"Hehe, I'm drenched. Good job!"
"Did... did I squirt that much again?"
"Yes, and it was delicious!"
Hemlock turned around and laid down next to her smiling companion to cuddle with her some more.
"You are so good at making me cum."
"Yes, but you should get me a towel now."
"Mmm, no."
"No?"
"No, I'm going to clean you up myself with my tongue. I'm still very turned on."
Very erotically, Hemlock re-initiated a deep and intense makeout session.
"We are a bit sluty, right?" Nightshade asked.
"Very sluty. But it's so nice to have found a stable that allows us to do what we like to do."
"Yes, I don't mind if they keep calling us bimbo-ponies. I think the way we take care of ourselves is very hot. Trying to look like each other is so fun. I love blond girls; I love big breasts; I love pink latex; I love being sexually aroused, and I want more of it."
"I totally agree! The hell with people that don't like how we like to do our things!"
And just like that, the two beautiful blonde girls kissed some more.
"Hey, Hemlock... Did we go too far... I mean ... with Morning Star... I mean. She could have died."
"Yeah... It was a bit too much this time. But we are ponygirls. You know you are not responsible for what happened. We train to run and trust our driver blindly. Ultimately, you tried to do your job, and your driver was the one who made a mistake. You were looking in front of you. You didn't know Morning Star was still too close when you moved in."
"Mmm... Yeah, I suppose you are right. But, we got suspended, now. What are we going to do, Hemlock?"
"I don't know... I really don't know. There are other leagues, but I'm not sure Paul will settle for less than the NRPA. Anyway, let's try to get some sleep now. We can think about that later."
"Mmm, maybe after you kiss me a bit more?"
***
"I want to run!"
"I know. But it's going to take a while longer before you can."
"I'm getting fat."
"No, you are not! It will all melt as soon as you start pulling a cart again. You know that!"
Sophie was sitting on the bed, trying to entertain Morning Star as much as she could, but the ponygirl was becoming more and more restless over time. It's been a month already since the accident, and there was still a long way to go before she could put her pony boots back on and go for a jog.
Morning Star's body was healing exceptionally well, considering the severity of her injuries. Her lung was already back to normal, and her sternum and shoulder blade pain was almost a bad memory. Being inactive was not demanding, though, so feeling good was not enough sign to claim full recovery of those body parts.
The biggest thing was her broken foot and tibia. It would take many more weeks before she could even walk, which was very distressing for a girl who chose the racing pony lifestyle.
"I miss my harness! I miss my racing bodysuit!"
"I know, Star! I miss it too. Your latex suit is a goner. It ripped apart when you crashed. But it was so nice of you to cut it into a million little pieces and send them to all your fans who sent you supportive letters."
"I want to be a pony again!"
"That bad today, uh? Alright, I'll tell you what. I'll go get your bridle if it makes you feel better, but no walking or running, or else you'll get a solid punishment. Penny will need you when you feel better, or else she will have to sell the stable. You don't want that, right? So don't do anything that could delay your mending."
"Nooo... But I want to be a pony now!"
Sophie got off the bed and went to fetch the head harness, not too sure where she left it last. The thing with most of the ponygirls was that it wasn't just a lifestyle; it was who they were. If one were to take away their hooves and harnesses for too long, they would begin to lose their mind.
Since Morning Star was a kid and watched her first ponygirl race, the sport hooked her. Seeing amazing girls, like her, wearing shiny suits, pretty harnesses, and pony boots, was all so awesome. But the real magic was when she watched the girls race, displaying so much power on a race track, Morning Star knew she had to become one of them. That deep desire to be as powerful as her predecessors never faded one bit over time.
Being stuck in a bed, unable to do anything else than reading her magazines, was unbearable. Her pony blood was boiling inside her veins, and she was losing patience. Sophie's presence was the only reason she could cope with this mental torture so far; even that was starting to lose its efficiency.
"Here, I found it. I think it's going to make you feel better. It's all scratched, but it's okay. I won't blame you for it this time. Let's start with your hair. A high ponytail, of course..."
It was not her first time. Sophie grabbed an elastic and wrapped it around her wrist. To confect a high ponytail, she began by gathering all the long brown hair between her thumb and index using a brush, then wrapped the elastic a couple of times around the base to make sure it would hold well.
"Let's make it perfect... Like on a race day."
She grabbed a small bundle of hair from the ponytail and wrapped it around the elastic to hide it. Inserting a couple of small pins would keep everything in place.
"Feels good? Not too tight?"
Morning Star knew better; it was a question she shouldn't answer. Sophie knew exactly what she was doing and was only communicating with Morning Star, not to get feedback, but to justify the inutility of a perfect haircut, the same way people talked to animals while brushing them to make them pretty.
The ponygirl felt some excitement when, finally, Sophie grabbed her head harness and pronounced the words she wanted to hear so badly.
"Alright, open wide."
They have done this countless times together. The words "open wide," combined with the sight of her head harness, always sent a magical wave of pleasure down Morning Star's spine. Once it would be on, she would stop thinking and surrender herself to Sophie entirely until further notice. It was a mixture of willingness and deep conditioning.
The bit piece went in between her teeth; then, the straps tightened comfortably around her head. Morning Star was in heaven; it was the first time in over a month she got to wear her bridle, and the feeling was unmistakable; she had missed it so very much.
Sophie threaded each strap through the silver buckles as she did so many times before while moving her long brown ponytail out of the way. That was the moment the ponygirl loved; the peace she sought. There was so much happiness that Morning Star let a small whinny noise out.
"Oh? Morning Star seems much happier now. No more complaining?"
Sophie was so very gentle, full of compassion for her ponygirl. She ran her fingers on the leather straps of the harness and just smiled. One-way conversations would be the only ones she would have until the bit was removed, and it was perfectly fine.
"Morning Staaaar. You are so cute. You know that? So, I was thinking about something... You know, when we talked about your future? You were worried not to be able to run anymore. Well, as per the doctor, he is pretty sure you'll be able to because you are healing like a champ. But you know we won't be able to do the top NRPA races right away, right? It is too demanding, and it would take us a lot of time to go back to that level."
Morning Star was listening, not pretending to know where this discussion was heading, but she was a bit sad about the reality of her situation.
"So, you know that we will need money as soon as possible so Penny can keep her stable, right? She said she had a six months reserve, but I know she was just optimistic. So I was thinking about how we can help her, even if you cannot compete in the NRPA Super Cup yet."
All the ponygirl could do after hearing this was to cock her head in curiosity while Sophie kept petting her head harness.
"Oh? I got your attention, I see. One sec, let me go grab something, I'll be back in a sec. No walking! Okay?"
The small driver jumped off the bed and bolted out of the room. It was as if she had been holding a secret for a bit too long, and the excitement of sharing it had caught up to her.
It only took a minute before Sophie returned with a magazine that she placed in Morning Star's hands. The puzzled pony looked at the cover, and, of course, she knew exactly what the picture was. Morning Star was absolutely addicted to all pony-related magazines, and she had, of course, seen this one before. But a million questions popped up in her head when Sophie showed this one to her.
Sophie wrapped her arms around her friend and provided some well-needed clarification regarding this seemingly terrible idea.
"Don't stare at me like that, silly. Yes, it's the Triple Crown, and I know it's not your discipline at all. You are a sprinter. You only do the 800 meters races, which are the most lucrative ones. But here is the thing. Even though the races leading to the Triple Crown are not paying very much, if we qualify for those final three races, that is where the money will be."



Morning Star shook his head in disapproval. Her only hobby outside racing was to follow everything ponygirl related, and she knew Sophie was wrong about this one. Each of the three final races was not paying much more than the others after travel expenses.
"Stop making a fuss. Let me finish. I know what you are thinking, but look at the list here."
Sophie flipped a couple of pages and placed the magazine on the bed before pointing at some stats.
"See... Those are the past winners of the Triple Crown. The last time someone won the three final races in a row was in 1948... Can you imagine? It will be 25 years this year. If we win the three races, it will be way more money than the Super Cup! We would become legends."
Morning Star rolled her eyes and shook her head again in disbelief. There was a very good reason why it had been 25 years— it was downright impossible.
"Hey! Watch your attitude around me. It's not because you are injured that you are not my pony anymore. I will punish you if you don't stop acting like this. I know it will be hard, but I think we can do it. We will get you back in shape and retrain you for long-distance, then we will do the qualification races, and we will win the Triple Crown!"
Earring this nonsense, Morning Star locked eyes with Sophie, lifted her two hands and placed them side by side, then, with her indexes and majors, she mimicked two pairs of legs running side by side and ended it with a dry grunt.
"Aaaah! That's what you are scared of? The Triple Crown league requires two ponies per cart, and you never ran with another ponygirl before?"
Morning Star nodded, which made Sophie smile. She started playing in the fluffy ponytail with her fingers and attempted to reassure her.
"It's fine. We will teach you how to do it. And we will find you a good partner, I'm sure."
Once more, very unsatisfied with that idea, Morning Star shook her head and rolled her eyes.
"Hey! That's it. You'll get some "special training" as soon as you are back on your two hooves! I warned you!... Oh, stop whining, you deserve it. I can't let all that discipline go to waste... but... maybe there is a way to redeem yourself..."
Avoiding a "special training" was always interesting, so the ponygirl cocked her head and listened to what Sophie had to propose.
"... you have to help me convince Penny to let us do it. I haven't told her about it yet."
Morning Star immediately rolled her eyes again.
"Ah, come onnnn! She won't say yes if it's just meeeee!"
***
"Listen to me, airheads. Because of the chaos you caused at the Super Cup, we need a new plan to finance our stable."
Hemlock and Nightshade were fully dressed up in their pink ponygirl attire, including their bridle and bit. They couldn't respond, but they looked at each other, wondering what that plan might be. They also had not caused chaos; they just did what they were told to do; they were ponies, not riders or owners. That was so unfair for Paul to accuse them of something he was ultimately responsible for!
A brutal yelp made them jump off their seats.
"HEY! Look at me when I'm talking to you!"
Paul leaned back in his chair and placed his two feet on top of his office desk, arm crossed. An evil grin appeared on his face.
"Brittany, tell them what you just found out."
"With pleasure! So, I was at Pony Exchange this morning, scouting for a new driver for Nightshade, and who did I see from the corner of my eye... That bitch, Sophie! I was going to punch her in the face, but then I noticed she was filling a form, which picked my curiosity. I laid low, and when she left, I went to take a look at the form she placed in the box. It turns out her stable is looking into hiring a new ponygirl."
The two blonde ponies looked at each other again. Did this mean that Morning Star was never going to race again? Penny's stable surely didn't have enough money to keep an additional driver and a new pony. But Brittany continued...
"Stop thinking. You are not good at it... Morning Star is still on the injured list, and Penny will never let her go, even if she can't race. So, that got me curious. I followed Sophie from afar, and she ended up in the showroom, placing an order for a new cart. I thought she was just replacing the one that was destroyed during the Super Cup accident, but no... she was sitting in the double carts, trying them out."
Paul smiled, got his feet off the desk, and placed his elbow on it instead.
"The Triple Crown! Those assholes who got me banned are going to try and win the Triple Crown. It's the only way their stable can survive. And you know what? I'm NOT going to let this happen! You'll be happy... You two can't stop having sex together... Well... Now you are going to pull a cart together! We will be the one winning the Triple Crown! I swear! The NRPA banned us, but nothing prevents us from participating in the Triple Crown League. It's not the same organization."
NEIGH!
Hemlock and Nightshade's heart stopped, and they let a nasty noise out. They were both powerful sprinters and never pulled double carts before... This was madness. It would be an entirely different training regimen, and there was no guarantee they had the genetic background required to excel in such endurance races, let alone win the legendary Triple Crown, which had not been won in forever.
"Brittany, take them to the stable and punish them hard. Apparently, they have to learn their place again. Then go register us for the Triple Crown season and get us a double cart. You'll convert Hemlock and Nightshade into the best long-distance racing ponygirls."
"But, Boss... Are we going to get a new trainer? I'm kind of specialized in sprinters, you know."
"Oh? You want me to fire you then?"
"NO! NO! Forget what I said... I'll... I'll do it."
***
"Tiantang... Are you asleep? Look at this!"
Tiantang Zhi Ma always slept in a barn. Being a ponygirl was all she knew, and she even gave up the comfort of a real bed. Sleeping on a haystack was what she was used to. Some people called her an extremist, but she didn't care. This was the life she wanted, the life she had chosen.
The Asian red pony was a very strange creature in the world of pony racing. Tiantang purchased her stable, so she was oddly her own owner. Her driver, Xiuying, was taking care of her and was also her lover. It was one strange relationship, but it worked very well for them; they were two of the most amazing persons in town.
Xiuying placed a newspaper in front of Tiang's face, and in big letters, the title said, "Morning Star vs Hemlock: Race to the Triple Crown!"
Tiantang choked on her bit and pulled on her cuffs a couple of times. Xiuying understood what it meant, and right away, she untied her cuffs so Tiantang could grab the newspaper. She read the article with one hand while unfastening her head harness with the other.
"Tiang?... It is unlike you to act so humanly all of a sudden..."
"Ah! This is urgent. You did the right thing by showing me this. Tomorrow, we go to Penny's farm. Our new prospect will come with us."
"Why? You said nobody could know about her. She is the future of our stable. She is a find of a lifetime."
"Not anymore! We will give her to them."
"WHAT? Are you nuts!?"
"Xiu! Listen... Penny's team had our back more than once. They are the ones that denunciated loud and clear the racist comments we were victims of. We complained about Brittany for a while, and nothing happened until Morning Star and Sophie spoke up, risking their reputation for us. They finally got her banned. Plus, we would never have won the Super Cup this year without them."
"I know... but... It was so much work to find our newbie... We have to think about ourselves too."
"Look, Xiuying. Morning Star won't be able to do this without our help. Hemlock and Nightshade will work extremely well together. They are like twins. I don't want to see those bastards who almost killed Morning Star win the Triple Crown. That would be an insult to the world of pony racing. The pink team is too strong for us, and Morning Star is the only one who can beat them! She is a machine. It HAS to be her."
Xiuying sighed and laid down in the hay next to Tiantang Zhi Ma. She understood the rationality, but from a driver's perspective, she was disappointed. The prospect girl they had found was bound to become the best ponygirl in the world, and they didn't even discover her through the official channels. Xiu always dreamt of training such a superstar one day, even more now because it would soon be Tiantang's last racing season.
Tiantang placed a hand on Xiu's belly and leaned to kiss her.
"... and after all... Do we really need anybody else than each other?"
"... Tiang... I so want to have sex with you right now!"
"I shouldn't be the one saying that but... Good girl!"
***
"My poor ass! Look at all those marks! She is way too rough."
"She is a good trainer, Nightshade. You'll get used to her. But yeah, Brittany is very different from your previous one."
Hemlock and Nightshade were taking a shower after their first official training session with the double cart and, of course, crazy Brittany as a driver. Hemlock used a big soapy sponge to wash her lover from head to toe, including her bruised butt cheeks.
"I like doing that... washing you."
"I love it too."
Nightshade rubbed her generous slippery breasts on Hemlock's, initiating a sexual vicious circle.
"Aaaah, we needed to go to bed early... why did you have to do that?" Hemlock asked.
"Can I suck on them?"
"... yes."
And just like that, Nightshade attacked her lover's boobs with some nibbling. As an extra, she also slid her hand down and started rubbing Hemlock's sensitive clit.
"Aaaaah! Aaaanh! So good... Aaaaanh!"
"You are so tasty."
No, there was no going back now. The two blond girls started making out again without any hope of being able to stop. They always tried to kiss deeper and deeper. With their heads tilted sideways to increase depth, their mouths were locked together and stayed that way as their tongues wrestled slowly and sensually.
They could keep this position for a very long time without feeling the need to break the kiss for a breather. There was nothing to understand; they just started doing it in the past and never been able to stop since then. It just felt too good to even think of stopping one day.
Their hands were rubbing each other's crotch, making everything feel even better. But tonight, Hemlock had a little surprise... She inserted her thumb inside Nightshade's wet slit and started massaging her anus with her major.
"AAaanh! Hemlock! What... What are you doing?"
"It looks like you like it..."
"Aaanh! No... It's... You... you never did this before! AAAANnH! Don't push!"
It was a very soapy area, so of course, she was going to push. Since her lover was a bit too distracted to kiss anymore, Hemlock went down to her knees and grabbed the soap bar, which had fallen in the shower pan earlier. She slid it back and forth between Nightshade's butt cheeks and restarted massaging her rear hole. Her mouth also started working on the almost-exposed swollen clit in front of her face.
"AAanh! AAaanh! Hemlock! AAaaanh! If you push too hard... it's going to go in! AAaaanh!"
"I have no problem with that. You seem to enjoy yourself a lot."
"Stop! Aaaanh!"
Hemlock had no intention of stopping something that seemed to generate so much pleasure, so she decided to go for it. She pressed her finger harder, and it entered the tight hole, which caused a moment of silence.
"..."
"Try to relax ... you are doing so well."
"AAAAH! AAAAnnh! Why... Why does it feel so good!"
"Because you are a very sexual pony, and this is just right!"
"Mmmmh! D... don't stop... aanh!"
"Hehe. It didn't take long before you changed your mind."
The tongue massage and the fingering intensified over the next few minutes. A pink bubble of sexual bliss encapsulated Nightshade, and Hemlock was extremely happy to see that happening. The receiving girl's legs started to buckle.
"Aaaah! I'm so close... AAAH!"
"I know you are ... come on, cum for me, cutie!"
"Mmmm... Mmmm ... aaah... Put ... Put another one in... Please...AAaanh Yes! YES! AAAH Cum... Cumming! Aaaaah! Don't stop!"
Hemlock was laughing internally when Nightshade asked for an extra finger in her rear. It didn't take her long to get used to it, and now she would be asking for more of this all the time. Their little experiment turned into a very pleasurable discovery.
She kept fingering and licking Nightshade for a bit longer until a loud banging pulled them out of their mood. Brittany was yelling at them through the bathroom door.
"Would you get out of there? Are you having sex again? I can't hear you! I need to take my shower too, and you are wasting all the hot water! You do that to me all the time!"
Nightshade softly chuckled while playing in her lover's hair.
"Haha. I don't think we wasted any water... this was so worth it."
The two naked ponygirls rinsed each other and complied. After drying themselves, they were back in their bed, squeaky clean.
"Alright, no more sex, we need to sleep now. Tomorrow we have to train again. It's going to be hard, and we need to be in top shape."
"Absolutely! Goodnight, Hemlock."
"Good night, Nightshade. I love you."
They turned off the light and got comfortable. Nightshade always slept flat on her back, and Hemlock usually wrapped herself around her. Their hairless skin was so soft... and that was all Hemlock could think about.
Her delicate hand rubbed on her partner's soft skin, and it felt so awesome. But unfortunately, that made Nightshade's heart beat a bit faster... and it got even worse when Hemlock began to massage her breast.
"Hemlock, stop! We need to sleep!"
"... Do you want me to stop?"
"... no! AAaanh! Don't pinch my nipple!"
"Okay, so what about this then?"
"Aaah! Sucking on it doesn't help either! Mmmmm!"
"I want to kiss a bit more before sleeping."
The mention of this desire was all it took to trap the two girls into another hot and wet make out session... and some more sex.
***
Around noon, a vehicle arrived at Penny's stable and parked in front of the house. Sophie and Morning Star were eating in the kitchen when they noticed it through the window.
"Who's that?" Morning Star asked.
"Hey, it's Xiuying! And... No way! Is that Tiantang Zhi Ma?"
"No, don't say that. It can't be her. We've never ever seen her without her pony attire!"
"Well... Let's go outside... I really think that's her."
Morning Star wrapped her arm around Sophie's shoulder and hopped to the front door on one leg to go out and meet their friends.
"Hey, is that you Tiang? And, hi, Xiuying!
"Hi, Sophie. Hi Star. Yes, it's me!"
"Oh, my God. You can talk too!? I've never heard your voice in 5 years."
"I can, and yes, it is unusual. I came here to make a deal with your stable."
"A deal? What deal? We have nothing to trade right now... We can't even race."
"You are going to. I know you are going to attempt the Triple Crown. It was in the newspaper yesterday."
"WHAT? How did they know?"
Sophie had done her best to keep a low profile when she registered and purchased the cart. She didn't even go to Pony Exchange with Morning Star; for sure, people would have recognized the elite ponygirl, but Sophie? No. She was a nobody even if she was driving the most famous horse around. Tiantang Zhi Ma had a theory.
"Well, based on the big title, our pink friends are registering too, and they are probably the ones that leaked the story for promotional purposes."
"WHAT? Well, that sucks... They have two of the best ponies ever. Morning Star is the best, but she is still broken, and we didn't even find another ponygirl yet."
"I thought so... And this is why I'm here. I brought you a gift."
"A gift?"
Tiantang waved in the direction of her car. One of the rear doors opened; they had brought someone else along.
A young woman stepped out of the vehicle and nonchalantly walked toward them, hands deep inside her pockets. Tiantang smiled and introduced her...
"Morning Star, Sophie... Meet Moonlight."
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"Would you get off Trixie, please! She can't breathe!"
I was indeed stuck on my back with all the pet girls piled up on top of me, much enjoying the fact that I turned into a temporary white rabbit. Lucy just called me Trixie too, probably out of habit... or not. The real Trixie was not working today, but the living costume made it hard to believe.
The pet girls somewhat obeyed Lucy and got off me, one by one, but stayed very close. What a rush. If they kept doing this, it would be a long two hours until the café closed for the night. As I was standing up and making sure my long ears were still in place, I was now wondering what the "surprise" Lucy was referring to was.
I turned to her, and she pulled me into a big hug. I really felt like a toy. The pets and the owner of the store were doing as they pleased with me apparently.
"Aaah! How can you be so cute! I might just take you home tonight!"
Home? I didn't know Lucy was taking her pets home? Or maybe it was just sarcasm.
"So, Trixie... I mean... Clara... I think I might just call you Trixie else it's going to be so confusing. Usually, we have a client coming to the café around this time. Every single time, she always asks for Trixie. The bunny is her favorite pet ever. Trixie is not always there, so she can play with the others too, but if Trixie is around, it must be Trixie, you understand?"
It was simple math... Lucy was about to ask me to keep a special client company. That was her surprise for me. The good thing is that I didn't have to answer anything, and for some odd reason, I didn't get nearly as nervous as I would have been out of the pet costume. Wearing it made me feel safer... protected.
"So, if she comes, would you mind spending some time with her? It would be a bit heartbreaking if she sees you and we have to put a red collar around your neck. She is super sweet. Plus, it is out of question to tell her you are not the real Trixie, it would devastate her. I can't afford to lose any clients. So, can you do that for me? I would double your cheesecake portion next time."
I saw that request coming from a mile away, and I didn't feel I had a choice in the matter unless I wanted to be an ungrateful person. Lucy always had a bizarre way to ease people into new experiences.
Chewing on my mouthpiece gave me some courage, and I nodded, agreeing with her request. Why not. I got plenty of physical contacts from the pets already, and I had not died from it. If the girl client is sweet and nice, there was no big reason to overthink this. Plus, a double cheesecake sounded appetizing.
"Aaah! Thank you, Trixie... You won't regret it. I tell you, she is super nice... but you know how Trixie is, right? And what she likes? So just try to go with the flow and don't act too different, or else it's going to look suspicious. If there is anything wrong, just call Vix over, and she will help you. She is our cuddling specialist."
I rabbit-nodded again, making my long ears sway back and forth.
***
For the next fifteen minutes, I just sat in a corner, cuddling with Vix and trying to absorb the moment... I was a pet girl... or at least, I was experiencing what it was like to be one. Trixie's suit was extremely comfy, and it was pretty cool to look at myself and only see my snow-white skin. The color was clashing with Vix's bright red body.
Forced to cuddle with those cute cushy paws made me feel adorable, and pushed me to act the part. I was understanding better why the pets were behaving the way they did... having no fingers changed things. The way to touch people was different, but I quickly got the hang of it.
Suddenly the door opened... and Lucy let a new client inside the lounge. She was small, blonde with pretty blue eyes and she looked around for something. Vix poked me behind the head a couple of times with her soft paw... Was she the girl I was waiting for?
Then...
"TRIXIE!"
Vix pushed me harder as if to say, "What the hell are you doing! At least try to look happy to see her." Without having time to process what was happening, I got off my bunny butt and stepped toward the girl, who caught me in her arms.
"Aaah! Trixie! I missed you so much! Sorry I couldn't be here last week!"
She grabbed my wrist and dragged me to a booth... my usual one. She sat down, and I joined her, not too sure what to do.
"You... You don't want to sit on me as you always do?"
I looked down, embarrassed... nobody told me anything about her habits with Trixie... How was I supposed to know what those two did together in the past? Lucy just told me to spend time with her and be tolerant if she was doing things to me that the real Trixie enjoyed. I didn't expect to have to take some initiatives. I was disappointing the girl...
"Aaah... It's okay... If you don't feel like cuddling... I... I guess I can come back another day... But... I missed you so much, Trixie."
Oh crap! Way to go, Clara. I was doing this for Lucy, so she didn't lose clients and revenue, but I made the girl want to leave within a minute.
I turned to her, placed my paws on her shoulders, and shook my head in disapproval. It was one of those rare moments when I would have loved to talk and ask her to stay.
Vix slapped her paw on her forehead, shaking her head, not believing how quickly I messed things up. This negative judgment pushed me to attempt something.
Holding her shoulders, I climbed on top of her, straddling her as many of the animals did with me. Then I gave her a big hug.
"Aww! Trixie... I missed your hugs so much. Can we stay like this for a while... I... I had a bad day, and you make me feel so much better!"
I nodded happily. It was so strange to be on the other side of the fence and be the one that provided emotional relief to humans. She was indeed the very gentle client Lucy said she would be. Her little hands rubbed me all over, and she was even kissing my mask, which was weird since I couldn't feel anything. But it was making her happy, so it was a good thing.
A few minutes later, Lucy brought her a piece of chocolate cake. It looked delicious. Perhaps I should try it next time. I guess this was my first frustration as a pet; I couldn't eat cake.
"So, getting along as usual? If you continue like this, I might just let you take Trixie home!"
"SERIOUSLY? You would let me take her home?"
"Well, I wasn't that serious, but based on your reaction, you probably would like that a lot. We could probably arrange something."
"That would be AWESOME! I mean... I don't have much money left... so I don't think I can afford that."
What? No way! Did Lucy really offer my body to the cute girl who was struggling with money? First, I didn't want to spend the night in a pet suit; it was too much too soon! Second, why would she ask her a fee when she gave everything to me for free... Why was this girl any different? She was as sweet and nice as I had been with the real Trixie... I really hoped Lucy didn't have money in mind when she talked about "arranging" something.
"How about a hundred dollars? You can bring her home tonight, and you bring her back tomorrow morning."
"... A... hundred... dollars? But... It's a lot... I... I have my rent coming and..."
"Ah, well... I guess it would be for another day, maybe."
I automatically wrapped my arms around the blonde girl... My heart was about to explode in my chest because it was beating so hard. This was wrong on so many levels... Lucy was trying to get money out of this girl using me without consent... Where did the super nice shop owner girl go all of a sudden? I have never heard her talking like that to other clients before.
"Mmm... Trixie seems a bit nervous... I think she needs to rest... Come, Trixie. Your friend can cuddle with another pet if she wants to..."
Lucy grabbed my wrist and tried to pull me off the girl, but the girl pulled me back, almost panicking.
"No! Wait... I... I will get you the money... I can borrow some... I have forty-five dollars now... I can give you the rest tomorrow morning..."
NO, NO, NO! This was so wrong! What was going on? I didn't want to be part of this blackmailing scheme! I wanted out of the costume right now and leave this place. Why was she doing this to me? Why was she treating the poor girl so horribly?
Almost raging, I pushed and struggled myself off the girl and Lucy, and ran to Vix and Asha, who were looking at us from afar. I sat with them on the floor and frantically tried to get out of my pet suit.
Asha and Vix tried to calm me down and to keep my paws away from my neck. Then, a big smile appeared on Lucy's face, and she started chuckling.
"Awww... Poor Clara... I think we pushed her a bit too much."
"Bahaha! You were right... She is the cutest rabbit in the world! Maybe we should let her use my costume indefinitely!"
... Uh? HER COSTUME? Was that what the blonde girl just said? Vix and Asha squeezed me tightly, and the small client went down on her knees and crawled toward me. Her hands reached my mask, and she grinned at me.
"Yes! I'm Trixie, silly! Haha! Sorry... When Lucy called me to tell me she wanted you to try my costume, I'm the one that came up with that little prank. It was so mean! I'm sorry that I scared you like this."
I stayed immobile for many long seconds... then when I fully understood what was going on, I let out a long, loud sigh of relief, making my latex ear fur wiggles.
"Sorryyy! I just couldn't resist. We love playing tricks on each other like that. I guess that's because we love you so much, Clara. Hey, Lucy... Can we borrow one of your sleeping pod-things upstairs? I would love to spend some quality time with Clara-rabbit before you close."
"Sure thing! She deserves it. But only if she is okay with it. And no more than two hours, though, then we take her out of your costume."
"What do you say, cute rabbit? Want to go cuddle with me to recover from your strong emotions?"
Before I could even answer anything, Asha gave me a nudge... then Vix grabbed my head and forced me to nod. I guess it wouldn't be bad to go relax for a bit after what they made me go through.
I slowly stood up and went to Lucy and stared at her in the eyes.
"Awww... So cute."
Then I slapped her repeatedly on the chest with my cushy paw.
"Haha! Stop! Stop! I'm sorry! It was Trixie's idea... Okay, the suit was my idea... But stooop! You are tickling me!"
The real Trixie grabbed me by the waist and pulled me away from the trickster shop owner.
"Come, Clara! We don't have much time... Let's go rest."
Unbelievable. Those two totally pulled my leg and almost traumatized me for entertainment purposes. That said, it somehow made me happier in the end as I felt a bit more part of the family. This little adventure had forced me to do something I was unsure I desired to ever do, seeing one of the pets out of costume.
Not long ago, at the mall, Asha gave me an opportunity to look at her real self, and it made me freak out to the point that I declined her offer. In this case, I thought Trixie was a client, so it didn't bug me to look at her and cuddle with her. But now that the cat was out of the bag, the ice was broken, and it was as if my fear had never existed. Odd.
Another noticeable thing was to function without having to talk. Because of my communication disorder, I never had it easy. If I needed to do anything, I had to talk, and people also expected me to talk to practice my speech. All my life, they diagnosed me, gave me tips and tricks to get better, and put me in situations where I had no choice but to speak to get what I wanted.
At the end of the day, I have always been treated as a medical condition more than a person. I mean, I wanted to get better and improve, but I also wanted to live without being labeled as a defective human being.
Since I was wearing this animal suit, nobody had expected me to say anything. They knew I couldn't, so it never crossed their mind that I would answer with words. They communicated with me differently, and it worked as well. There was no issue at all. So what was the deal here? People couldn't communicate with me when I was a person, but they were communicating just fine with me when I was wearing a costume? I found it incredibly disturbing that a single piece of clothing changed people's perception of me that much. Today, I learned that they were the problem, not me.
When we got to the capsule room, Trixie opened one of the pods, let me in, and followed me. After closing the door behind her, she surprisingly sat in a corner and started chatting instead of cuddling.
"Aaah! Finally alone. Listen, Clara, I know it must be a bit of a shock to see me like this, out of my suit. So I don't want you to feel pressured or anything. Believe me. It is very strange for me as well to see my bunny-self alive and moving in front of me. I'm wearing that costume most of the time, and it is vital to me."
Wait... Was Trixie the uncomfortable one now? If she were wearing her rabbit costume, she wouldn't have behaved like this at all; she would have been all over me already.
"Sooo... I don't know what to do, really. Usually, you would be the one telling me if you are okay. Or at least I could see your face. I know you are the shy type, so I don't want to do something you don't like."
Trixie was as cute out of her suit, after all... Like all the other pet girls, kindness and understanding were driving her. There was only one thing I wanted from her at the moment.
I raised my arms toward Trixie and motioned my paws in a way to invite her for some cuddles.
"Awww... Clara! You are so sweet! That's why we all love you so much. Can... Can I take off my clothes?"
I nodded. Why not? She let me do it before, so it was not something I could refuse.
"Nice... I... I like cuddling naked with my latex friends. I don't get to do it often. And cuddling with someone wearing my white rabbit suit would be a first."
In no time, I rested my back with Trixie, who was down to her underwear on top of me. There were no more tricks, no more teasing... The only remaining element was genuine affection shared between a girl and her pet.
Trixie spent a long time exploring my body and features. The long moment she spent playing with my ears confirmed that she was not used to cuddling with giant rabbits. The blonde girl did play with my boobs quite a bit but didn't go farther than that. It was just because she was Trixie, and in or out of a suit, she loved playing with boobs and vice-versa; horny little bunny.
My mask's black lenses made me see things almost in black and white, but I loved her short blonde hair. It is evident that she chose a cut this short for practicality while wearing a pet costume, but it suited her.
Toward the end of our cuddle session, she flipped me on my stomach and gave me a long and skilled back massage. That was another level of friendship. While she was massaging my butt, she continually played with my fluffy rubber bunny tail. I stuck my butt out to make her laugh, but she rewarded my move with a nice stinging slap.
On this night, I discovered playfulness... which was not something I was used to. Was I getting a glimpse of what friendship was all about? At the mall the other day, when I heard the three pet girls teasing each other, it was a concept that was escaping me, but now, without words, Trixie and I were having this kind of fun too... At least it seemed like it to me.
After my massage, we laid down, chest against chest, belly against belly. Our legs and arms wrapped randomly around each other, and we quietly napped. It was fantastic.
Lucy knocked on our capsule door and cracked it open.
"Awww... Rabbit pile. Hey, I'm closing to shop for the night. Come, Trixie... I mean... Clara-bunny."
"Ah! Why? Can't we sleep here tonight?"
"No. Clara needs to get out of your suit. It was fun, but it's enough for her first time. Come, rabbit."
Trixie complained and wasn't ready to let me go, but Lucy was the one who decided. She had dealt with many pets in the past and knew what she was doing. I separated myself from Trixie and crawled out of the mini-room where Lucy grabbed me by the wrist; I really was just a pet to her, it was kind of funny. I didn't think she was doing this on purpose; I could have just followed her.
Once in the dressing room, she unlocked my back zipper, slid it down, and guided me through the removal procedure.
"The nose tubes are the only annoying things... It tickles a bit when we pull them out. I recommend you close your eyes, like all the other pets do when I take off their masks. It just makes things easier. Ready?"
I squeezed my eyes shut and nodded. Rapidly, and painlessly, Lucy peeled the mask of my head and pulled the nose tubes out. Right away, a wet wipe dragged on my face and nose. Lucy knew what she was doing. She probably wiped the tubes as well to get rid of anything that would be gross to the view.
"Very nice... now open wide."
I opened my jaw, and she effortlessly pulled the mouthpiece out, repeating the same process with a fresh wet wipe.
After that, Lucy helped me out of the paws and bodysuit and covered me with a blanket to keep me warm. While she begam cleaning the suit, I sat on a chair and had to answer a few questions.
"So? Not too bad, uh?"
"... It was good!"
"Want to do it again someday?"
"I... I think so."
"Do you understand better why it is important to take good care of the pet girls? You were pretty helpless, right?"
"Yes... When you... exchanged me... for money. It was very scary."
"Aww, sorry. It was really Trixie's idea!"
"Lucy is a pimp!"
Out of nowhere, Trixie entered the costume room and threw a funny comment, which made Lucy chuckle. The blonde girl headed right to me, opened my blanket, sat on my lap, and wrapped it back around us.
"Sooo... Did you like being me? The cutest rabbit girl in the world."
"Yes. It was... fun!"
"So, you are going to come to work with us here?"
"Trixie, leave her alone! We have enough pets already. You know that," Lucy said.
"I know, but I still want her to join us."
"Stop, Trixie. You sound like a child. Clara is not a toy. She will help at the store for now. That's all."
Trixie kissed me on the forehead and squeezed me hard in her arms. I turned beet red and stopped breathing. Even my parents never kissed me... not that I recalled at least. Was it the first time someone kissed me? It seemed so natural for Trixie to do that, and Lucy didn't even react either. Was it normal that I reacted anxiously?
It was all involuntary, but those people were providing me with a continuous stream of new experiences. I was so lucky to have such wonderful friends.
"So, Clara. Can I sleep at your place again tonight? I really enjoyed it last time."
"..."
I paused for a moment after Trixie's request, remembering my lavender incident with Asha. I was not sure Lucy would allow me to bring another pet girl home tonight... I looked at Lucy, trying to figure out if she had something to say about me borrowing the white rabbit again.
"Don't look at me, Clara... it's between the two of you. I'm not her mother."
"... Okay... Yes... I would like Trixie to come home tonight."
Wow, that went well. I got to bring a pet to my place again.
Trixie helped Lucy clean the suit while I was dressing back up in my street clothes. As soon as I finished, Trixie hugged Lucy and thanked her for the evening.
"Thanks for the cake and the rabbit. It was super fun! We should do it again soon."
"Maybe. Have a good night, Trixie! See you in two days."
"Aww! Two days? Can I start earlier this week?"
"No. Now go. Clara is waiting for you."
"Fine, fine! Let's go, Clara!"
Trixie grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the room. We were going home. But one thing I didn't expect at all was that she was NOT going to wear her rabbit suit tonight. Maybe I was a bit slow, but I had not understood that part. Apparently, I was going to share my bed with a real person and not a rubber animal tonight.



I wasn't certain what I was feeling about this, but it was surely better than going to a random client's place while being helpless. My fingers gripped her hand a bit tighter, Trixie turned to look back at me, closed her eyes, and smiled.
She was so happy!
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It was the middle of the night, and I couldn't sleep. She was so warm.
Her silky skin pressing against mine was something I had never experienced before. She was so peaceful that I was even wondering if she was still breathing. Her mouth was so close to my neck, and she even drooled on me a little.
Never in a thousand years, I could have expected this... Going back home with a pet girl who was not hiding her true self within the confine of a cute animal costume. Trixie, the white rabbit, was my friend. But... Who was she to me as a human girl?
It was striking that Trixie didn't seem to care whether I was wearing a pet suit; she expressed her love without hesitation. I didn't think it was love in the "couple" sense, but more in a friendly way.
When we walked home last night, she didn't let go of my arm, the same manner she always did as a rabbit. Then we went to bed right away, and she clung to me like velcro. Trixie wiggled around to find the most comfortable sleeping position as if I was her body pillow. She didn't attempt chatting... She didn't try anything sexual... She just wanted to sleep by my side and find some comfort in my warmth.
Her face was so close to mine... The human Trixie was so pretty with her short blonde hair and tiny nose that, oddly enough, made her look like a rabbit... Perhaps I was simply overlaying the mental image I had of her wearing her mask over her real visage.
What was this feeling? I wanted to touch her face... I wanted to play in her hair. Trixie was asleep, so she didn't manipulate me to feel this way. No, it was all coming from me. It was a real attraction.
I carefully pushed her hair around her ear using the tip of my finger.
"Mmm... I can feel that, you know."
"..."
Trixie was supposed to be asleep, but that wasn't the case. There was no way I could deny what I had just done to her. My heart started beating a bit faster while a little smile appeared on the sleepy girl.
"You did nothing wrong, Clara. I liked it. Keep going..."
"..."
Keep going? Did Trixie really want me to keep touching her like this? Well... I wanted to.
I brought my finger back to her hair, barely brushing it. It was fascinating to see how soft it was and how it bounced back into place, particularly the very thin fuzz near her temple. The back of my finger went down to her flushed cheek... and on the ridge of her nose.
Trixie was not moving, and her smile melted as if my simplistic attention relaxed her fully. It wasn't that much different than what I was doing to her when she was a rabbit. Instead of bouncy whiskers, it was her miniature body hair.
Next, I decided to explore her thin lips. Using the tip of my index finger, I approached the sensitive pink skin... but then she let out a long sigh of well-being. I didn't want to do anything that would take her out of this bliss, so I pulled my hand away and closed my eyes; It was time to sleep anyway.
***
"Good morning, Clara!"
"Mmm!"
Some quiet words put an end to our little nocturnal moment of tenderness. My eyes slowly cracked open, and Trixie's face was only an inch away from mine. She was on top of me with her legs and arms on each side of my body.
As soon as she saw me returning to the world of the living, she lowered her lips onto mine for an unexpected kiss. My nervous system was not awake enough to react or understand what was happening, but when Trixie pulled back, her cheeks were visibly red. She then lowered her little body on top of mine and hid her face in my pillow.
"Hug me!"
Her muffled words asked for something I was about to do anyway. I wrapped my arms around her and held her tightly against my torso.
"Eep! Clara... You are so nice!"
"... You are too."
"Do... Do you think... we should... date?"
"..."
"Sorry... Forget that I asked, Clara. I'm getting ahead of my horses. You only know me as a white rabbit."
"... I don't... know. Are you not... playing with the other pets?"
"Well... yeah! But it's not the same. The pet girls know what I like, and they are my friends, so they always try to give me what I want. But we are not going out. It's not the same. When I'm with you, bunny costume or not, I get the feeling you like me differently."
"Trixie... I... I don't know. It's... It's very hard... for me."
"I am going too fast for you, am I not?"
"A little bit... yes. I'm scared."
Trixie pushed herself up, sat on my hips, crossed her arms over her chest, and put on her usual happy smile and chuckled.
"Haha! I'm a rabbit, after all, I'm super fast! Don't worry about it! Let's be good friends for now! But I still got to kiss you!"
She let herself fall next to me, bouncing on the springy mattress and placed her finger on my nose.
"So... Was it fun being a pet yesterday?"
"Yes, very much... But the prank scared me."
"Aww... I know! Sorry. I think you did really well. It was your first time. You were even more relaxed as a pet than you are now. I know the feeling. Wearing a mask changes things a lot. People don't look at you the same way."
"Yes... I liked that. I... didn't have to... talk."
"Haha... Yes. I can imagine that in your special case, it gave you a well-needed break."
Trixie pulled me closer to her and started to rub my belly.
"So... about that... How come it is so hard for you to talk? Is it a physical thing?"
"... They... don't know."
"I mean, since we met you, you got so much better... Sometimes you even spoke as we all do, but only when we were alone with you as pets. I think you may just be scared of people."
"... You are helping me... a lot."
"I bet we do... You know what? All kinds of people come to the animal café. Everybody is different, but they often open up to the pets more than they do to other people. I can't tell you how often clients told me they were too fat, too dumb, too ugly, or too shy. You would be surprised how common it is. They go to the café to get a break from life, and it is our job to ensure they leave in better shape than they arrived in."
"How... How do you do that? Why do I feel so good... around the pets?"
"Nothing, Clara. We do nothing. The clients do all the work themselves... We are just a non-judgemental comforting presence, and it makes them naturally open up. They think, change, and get better all on their own. Of course, Lucy always has her special way to cheer them up as well... Like she did with you."
Was this possible? Were all the improvements I noticed in my condition lately driven by myself? Just because the lovely pet girls surrounding me made it easier for me to open up? What she said made sense, but surely she could take a bit of credit. If they had annoyed the crap out of me, I would not have been so happy.
"So, Clara? Are you working today?"
"... Yes."
"Awww... I thought we could have spent the day together. I have nothing else to do and Lucy won't let me wear my suit until my next shift tomorrow. Ah well! It's okay. Another time maybe."
"I will be back... around 8 pm. Can... you come back?"
"That would be awesome! Do you want to watch a movie at the theatre? I'll pay!"
"... Yes. It would be fun."
"Great! Let's meet at the theatre around 8:30 pm. But now... Do you have time to cuddle a bit more before leaving?"
"... Yes... About an hour..."
"YAY! More Clara for me alone!"
Trixie jumped on me for additional human on human affection.
***
Work was not any more fun than usual. The highlight on my day was when I had to pack a set of baby hands shaped candles... It was very creepy. If I had money, I would not spend it on things like that.
I got off the bus a few stops earlier than usual and walked to the theatre. I haven't been there since they refreshed the interior. They replaced all the seats for those big leather recliner chairs. It would be a fun thing to experience.
When I got there, I sat on a bench outside and texted Trixie to the phone number she gave me this morning. She had asked me to let her know when I arrived.
She replied right away, stating that she was only five minutes away. People were converging to the theatre; some looked in my direction, which made it hard for me to look elsewhere than at my feet. I didn't go out often, and it was a lot more crowded than I was used to.
Then a small pair of arms wrapped around my neck, startling me!
"WAH!"
"... Eep!"
"Look, Clara! I brought friends!"
"... Friends?"
I turned around, and my jaw dropped when I saw what I saw... Coming our way was Lucy and her six leashed rubber pets, pulling in every direction at once, which was clearly infuriating her.
"Guys! Stop pulling! I told you... If you want to go watch the movie, you have to behave!"
Not only was she struggling with all her pet girls, but random people taking pictures caused the pets to pose cutely. In front of this incredible scene, they kept asking who they were and complimenting them for their costumes.
At first, I thought she was absolutely crazy for having done such a thing, but when I heard her reply to those picture-taking people, I understood her real motives.
"Sure, you can take pictures of them. You can also come to meet them at Pets & Cakes café! We have all kinds of delicious cakes for you to try, and you'll get to pet my animals too! You'll love it!"
This whole thing just turned into a big promotional event for the animal café. It was as insane as smart. Lucy brought Vix, Oreo, Asha, Misti, Meeka, and the gray wolf whose name I didn't know. They were all here having a blast showing off their cuteness, ears, and tails.
As soon as they got close enough from Trixie and me, they all climbed on my bench to hug me. Lucy, smiling widely, greeted me as well.
"Hi, Clara! We closed early and decided to have a bit of fun instead. I hope you don't mind if I brought them all to your date with Trixie?"
"..."
"Stop it, Lucy, don't embarrass Clara further. It was not a date... I mean... not really!"
"Haha, Trixie, it was a date! I know you well enough! So, what are we watching today?"
Was Lucy seriously going to bring them all inside the theatre? It would be chaos and she won't have any opportunity to watch the movie. Trixie didn't seem worried about that at all, and I quickly understood why when she replied to Lucy.
"Miami Pets! It's a family movie, but whatever... It came out last week, and I want to see it! I'm so excited. So, because there are nine of us, I reserved a private room. It's going to be much better that way and even a bit cheaper, which is good since none of us have much money."
As she explained the plan, I noticed that people around us kept taking pictures of us, and I was in the middle of the pack, buried under a pile of latex animals. I turned beet red and struggled to breathe again. This was way too much attention directed at the little me. Good thing Lucy decided to move.
"Alright... Clara, you take care of Asha and Vix, and you, Trixie, you take care of Oreo and Meeka... Don't let the leash go. They are totally going nuts since we decided to come here."
The pets forcefully dragged us inside the theatre. Then the cuteness took over... The manager woman even came to check why there was a commotion. As Lucy explained that we all worked at the same café, the pets worked their magic and started cuddling with the manager.
Fortunately, she fell in love right away, and after a few pictures with them all, she decided to give us a free movie night along with some popcorn. Those friendly little rubber animals came with some nice perks.
With Asha and Vix around my arms, we entered our private movie room. It only took five seconds for the pet girls to start running around, over-excited, and fighting for the best seats. They were all excellent seats, so what they were doing was pointless; it was just to cause trouble.
Having the use of my hands allowed me to move them aside and sat right in the middle; Trixie sat right next to me. This caused another problem. The pets started to fight to decide who was going to sit on top of us.
Meeka and the wolf ended up together next to Lucy, Oreo and Misti paired up, as usual, Trixie ended up with Vix, and finally, Asha was the one who sat on my lap.
"Asha! You are too warm... I'm going to get all sweaty!"
The walk and the intense socialization turned the pets into little furnaces. Trixie complained about the same thing.
"Vix! Just sit on the floor for now, or else it's going to be a very long movie... AAAH!"
Of course, Vix knew Trixie too well, so instead of complying, she started massaging Trixie's chest with her cushy paws. As if her rabbit moan was the cue to start the movie, the light dimmed, and the trailers began.
To avoid expulsion from my recliner, the warm Asha found the most comfortable position to stay on me, and I wrapped my arms around her latex waist. I loved her encased body so much. It was hard to describe...
Last night, I cuddled with Trixie out of her suit, and it was good. But compared to the other times when I did the same thing with the latex pets, including Trixie herself, I don't think It was as good. Latex just felt so clean... It separated me from the wearer as if this thin layer of protection, gave me a peace of mind that I loved to have. It just made me more comfortable.
When Trixie gave me a little kiss, it was great, and I didn't regret it... But was it something I enjoyed more than just cuddling with a rubber pet? And more importantly, was kissing something Trixie liked to do better than being a pet?
I never really asked her the question. There was no doubt that the white rabbit loved being a pet, but was it just a job, or was it something she decided to do despite the money? Obviously, Lucy wasn't filthy rich, and I was even wondering how she could pay all her pets just by selling cakes. They probably didn't make much. So I had a gut feeling that the paycheck was probably not Trixie's main motivation to be a cute pet.
I squeezed Asha tightly in my arms; she smelled so good. Their latex suit had a pleasant rubber smell, but nothing nearly as violent as a bag of rubber bands. Lucy must have worked very hard to keep them as good-smelling as possible; no wonder she was disappointed when I brought back lavender Asha the other day.
"Aaanh! Vix! Stop... I wanted to watch that moviiiiie!"
I looked at Trixie, and she was in trouble. Vix had lifted her shirt, exposing her breast to provide a better massage experience. That was when I discovered Trixie had no willpower at all. She could have pushed the teasing fox away easily, but instead, she was losing the battle due to her love of being fondled.
Not even halfway through the movie, Trixie was helplessly dragged down to the floor, half-naked, and several pets joined Vix to assault her pleasantly. They quickly lost interest in the film and turned to their favorite activity instead. Good thing we had this private room, or else it wouldn't have gone that well for them.
Lucy, her, had not intervened at any point. It was a bit surprising because she usually liked to keep a certain discipline, but she was probably very happy to see them having that much fun; they were perhaps not going out often, so this extra leniency was undoubtedly a little reward.
The shop owner even came to steal Trixie's uneaten popcorn and pat Asha on the head, but that was about all she did for two hours.
When the movie ended, the light turned back on, and we witnessed the extent of the damage Trixie took from the pets. She didn't have clothes anymore outside of her panties, so Lucy thought it was a perfect opportunity to scold her.
"Alright, Trixie! That's enough! Dress up before the cleaning staff comes in."
"That's enough? But they did this to me! They started it!"
"I don't care. This is your own doing. Come on, girls! Leash time. Don't make me repeat!"
"Where are my clothes! Vix? Where did you put my bra?"
I helped Trixie find her clothes while Lucy prepared the pet girls for the walk. I found the bra under one of the chairs, and Trixie found her shirt, but we couldn't find her skirt. Trixie whined some more when the staff opened the door and asked us to leave so they could clean before the next group entered.
"Wait! I can't leave without my skirt!"
"Well, Trixie, it's too late now... Come... Just stay in the middle of the pets so they can hide you."
"But... my skirt... I just bought it!"
"You had to think about it before playing sexy with your friends. Come now! We are leaving."
Trixie grumbled and lowered her head, slightly humiliated to exit the room butt naked. Just to make it worse, as soon as we got out, people started taking pictures of the pets again, not realizing that Trixie had no pants. Who knew where those pictures would end up.
It was night when we exited the theatre, so the outside was not nearly as bad for the embarrassed rabbit. Only then Lucy handed Trixie something.
"Here is your skirt... bunny!"
"HEY! YOU HAD IT ALL THIS TIME?"
"Of course... I needed to teach you a lesson. Doing sexy things outside the café or a bedroom is inappropriate, you know.
"Hahahaha!"
Oops... I didn't mean to laugh out loud... Now everybody was looking at me in silence, humans, and pets alike.
"Clara? You laughed?"
"... S— Sorry?"
"What? NO! That's great ... It's the first time we hear you laughing like this. Haha! This is great! You had fun tonight?"
"Yes... very much."
"So, then? Who are you taking home tonight? If you take two, it will help me."
"I... I don't know."
Trixie, who was pulling up her skirt, rushed to me, but Lucy recalled her right away.
"Nope, Trixie, come back here. You go back to your rabbit suit tonight instead of tomorrow."
"Really? You'll let me wear it early?"
"Yes... I guess hiding your skirt was not that nice. So why not."
"Yay! Sorry, Clara, I'm going to go with Lucy! I miss my suit too much already!"
I guess that answered my earlier question. Trixie probably loved being a rabbit more than being a human. But now that Trixie was no longer available, I chose Asha and Vix, my comfort pets.
"Good. See you tomorrow Clara. It was fun going out altogether. Come on, girls. Say goodbye to Clara, and then we go back to the café."
All the little pets came to me for a cute group hug before going back to Lucy. The simplest things in life are definitely the best.
I grabbed the two leashes and started walking. It was the first time I brought home two latex friends at the same time.
It's going to be another interesting night.
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"Asha! I'm super tired... You must let me sleep!"
It was 2 am already. Vix was deep asleep next to me on my bed, but Asha just wouldn't leave me alone. She was still on a high since the movie night and the unexpected sleepover at my place, but I needed to get some sleep as I was working tomorrow. The snow leopard wouldn't stop cuddling me, and I didn't know what to do anymore.
"Why don't you listen? You won't be able to wake up tomorrow, either."
Nothing worked. As much as I tried to explain Asha we needed to sleep, she climbed on top of me again and wrapped her paws around me. I was exhausted, and she pushed me to my limits. Lucy's words then echoed in my head; I needed to take charge.
As much as Asha was the cutest and sweetest thing in the whole universe, she was such a disobedient pet. She wouldn't sleep, she wouldn't wake up, she got in the shower even if I said no... It became clear to me that she wouldn't listen to me tonight either.
"Asha... Enough! Come!"
I got off the bed and wrapped my fingers around her collar. Despite her attempt to resist, I dragged her to the hallway, where I retrieved her leash.
"You'll sleep on the couch... until morning."
After clipping the leash to her neck, I dragged her to the living room and tied her to the coffee table's leg; her cushy rubber paws would prevent her from untying herself. It was mean, but at some point, she had to listen. I couldn't afford to stay awake all night.
The little snow leopard just stared at me, making me feel all guilty, but she left me no other choice but to take this harsh measure. I heartbreakingly turned around and returned to my bedroom.
I rejoined Vix and pulled the blanket over both of us. The latex fox was so warm and soft; I got closer to her, and we spooned for the remainder of the night while SLEEPING!
***
I felt something pushing me in the flank...
"Mmm?"
When I finally cracked my eyes open, I saw Vix, kneeling next to me on the bed, trying to wake me up; that was unusual behavior. Vix was more the type to cuddle with me gently until I opened my eyes.
"Vix... Let me sleep more... I'm... tired."
The cute fox girl shook her head and kept pushing me, a little bit stronger this time. Then she pointed at my cellphone on the nightstand.
"My... phone? What about it?"
I stretched my arm to grab it, and the first thing I noticed on the screen was the time. The blood drained from my face. It was 10:15 am, and I was supposed to be at work at 11 am today. I would barely have time to get there because of the slow public transport. On top of that, I had to make the pets eat and bring them back to the café; this alone would take me almost an hour. There was no way I could leave them here, starving all day when they should be at the café with Lucy.
"Vix... I'm in trouble... I will miss work..."
Then my phone vibrated... I rechecked it, and this time it was a message from Lucy. "Where are my pets? We are opening soon!" I started to panic. I couldn't lose my job; it had been hard enough to find one because of my communication disorder. The company I was working for was so big that they wouldn't hesitate to fire me or put a negative mention in my profile. Trembling was the only thing I was good at when the time came to deal with stressful situations.
"Viiiix... What do I do?"
Based on how she cocked her head sideways and brought her paw to her chin, the poor pet girl wasn't too sure either. She had warned me I was late as soon as she could after waking up, but she, too, went to bed very late because of Asha's bad behavior.
Then out of nowhere, she tapped on the back of her neck with her cushy paw...
"Vix?
She tapped again and motioned her other paw, asking me to hurry.
"You... You want me to... take off your... suit?"
The fox girl nodded energetically and tapped on top of her wrist, meaning that I didn't have time to argue.
Two days ago, I met Trixie out of her suit, and it had been a very special moment. It went fairly well, but it had also been very strange. Doing the same with Vix would be even more bizarre because she was my favorite pet so far. She was the one I was always going to for comfort because her hugs were just magical. If I learned what she looked like as a human, It would probably change things... For the best or for the worse... that remained to be seen.
Then a paw poked me in the forehead, pulling me out of my negative thinking loop. Vix tapped again on her wrist and motioned her paws some more. I guess there was no other option anyway, and Vix was pretty convinced that she wanted to go through with this.
"O... Okay. Stay."
I got off the bed and went to get her key that I had left on the kitchen countertop last night when we got home. It was easy to tell which one was her key because it dangled from a rubber keychain shaped like a fox's head; this was as adorable as the pet itself.
I made a quick stop to the living room, where Asha was still asleep on the couch, and I unclipped her leash from the coffee table before vigorously shaking her shoulder.
"Asha! Wake up! Wake up! We have to go now!"
That side task completed, I headed to my small bathroom to retrieve a wet towel. Remembering my experience in a pet suit, I roughly knew what to expect, and wiping Vix's face after removing her mask would be the right thing to do.
When Vix saw me returning to the bedroom, she turned around to expose the lock behind her neck. I knelt behind her and tried to figure out how to unlock this little metal block covering her zipper tabs.
"... Okay, Vix... Don't move..."
Just as I was about to insert the key in the small hole, a spotty rubber paw smacked my hand, way harder than any pets had done before, and the key went flying to the carpet. The snow leopard separated me from Vix and pushed her fox friend to the wall.
"A... Asha?"
Vix tried to struggle out of Asha's grip, but she was not strong enough. What was going on? The pets were always so cute and funny, why were they fighting now? I didn't like to see this... Was it my fault? What did I do? My eyes welled up, and I wanted this to stop. The stress disrupted my speech again, making me sound like an idiot.
"A... Asha! ... Stop! ... I... I... STOP! ... WORK! TIME!"
Asha pushed Vix away one last definite time, then walked to me with determination... She turned around and slapped herself on the neck.
"Y... you want... out? Instead of Vix?"
She nodded. Vix was now in the corner, curled into a small fox ball, and lowered her head. Something was very fishy here. It was as if Asha tried to protect Vix from something. Usually, the pets never wanted to get out of their suit, but now there was a battle for it. It made no sense.
I had no choice and no time; I needed to leave for work as soon as possible, so I ran back to the kitchen to grab the snow leopard key and came back to let Asha out of her suit.
After removing her lock, I started unzipping her mask. The first thing that struck me was how contrasting her shiny black hair was in comparison with her snow-white suit. As more of her humanity revealed, I saw her coffee-colored skin, making me wonder what her genetic heritage could be.
I did the same as Lucy had done with me; I stood behind her while I pulled her mask forward and immediately cleaned her face with the wet towel as I pulled out her nose tubes and mouthpiece.
"Bleeeh! Grooosss!"
As she complained, I recognized the same voice that had spoken to me at the mall a while ago. I had decided not to look at her back then, but now, there would be no way around it.
It was not fair. Asha had seen me countless times so far, so she wouldn't be surprised by what I looked like; but me, on top of all this morning commotion, I would have to absorb the shock that the identity revelation of a new pet accompanied, something I wasn't too keen on doing.
Asha turned around, and my heart skipped a beat. She was a pretty Indian looking girl, something I had not expected one bit as she didn't have a different accent than mine. My prejudices tricked me.
"Oh! Hi!"
"A... Asha?"
"Haha. Yes, it's still me! Help me take off those paws. Then you have to go to work... I'll take care of Vix."
"B... But... Vix..."
"Calm down, Clara... It's all good. Vix will be fine. She is just a bit sad right now because of what I did. I'll talk to her."
As I was tugging on her cushy mitts, Asha took a quick look at the depressed fox girl sitting in the corner of the room.
"I have my reasons for doing this... I prefer you to see me rather than her, at least for now. I'll explain later. It's all going to be okay, I promise."
"Are... Are you... sure?"
"Yes. Now go to work. Just leave me your apartment key. Oh, and can I borrow some of your clothes too? You can pick them up at the café tonight."
"Yes."
"Oh, and Lucy is going to be furious too, but I'll try to calm her down before you arrive. Go now. Go! You'll be late."
All of this was not fun. As I was rushing to the bus station, I was beyond confused by what had happened—bringing two pets home, punishing one of them, seeing them fight, seeing Asha as a human, all of those things for the first time. It was way too many emotions. I hoped that my day would change pace quickly because I wouldn't be able to endure too much more of this.
***
My workday dragged but was finally over. I took the bus back to downtown because I wanted to drop by the café before going home.
In a rush, I forgot my umbrella this morning, so it was a wet walk from the station to the café. I wished I had a latex skin like the pets; I would not have felt as miserable in the rain as I was right now. But I hadn't, resulting in me being cold and sad.
Arriving at the Pets & Cake, I paused in front of the door for a moment, trying to make sense of my chaotic day. Vix prevented me from getting fired, which was great, but I didn't like what happened after. If I were to enter the café, I certainly would have to talk about this with either Asha, if she were still out of her suit, or Lucy, who would have certainly heard about the whole story.
All this excitement was not why I liked coming to the café. I didn't want problems. I didn't want to explain things. I was simply coming here to cuddle and improve my life in a safe environment. I didn't want those pets to feel as if they were humans to me. I just wanted them to be pets and nothing else.
I was aware that the real world was not made of cakes and cuddly pets; I knew that. But I liked it. My life was not easy, and this place was my escape. It was a world that didn't remind me of my problems, poverty, or social isolation. Was the recent chaos I experienced with the pets a sign that I was about to lose it all through mishandling and familiarity? The thought was like a set of claws shredding my heart.
The door opened, and Lucy poked her head out.
"Clara? What are you doing standing in the rain like that? Come inside right away before you get sick!"
"..."
Lucy couldn't see me crying as my tears merged with the rain, but as usual, she was an expert at reading the body language of beings who couldn't verbally express themselves. She walked out to meet me on the walkway and pulled me in her arms.
"Heeey! What's wrong, Clara? Why are you so sad?"
"I... I don't... know."
"Are you afraid?"
"... yes."
"Asha told me what happened this morning... Things are going a bit too fast for you, uh?"
"... yes."
"I know... I know. Those pets can be very intense. Come inside... There is no client. I know what will make you feel better. Come. I'll take care of you."
Lucy's presence was always reassuring. I saw her almost like my second mother at this point because she always knew what I was going through and always knew how to cheer me up.
Before I knew it, I was sitting in my favorite booth and had a cheesecake piece and a delicious hot chocolate in front of me. To my left was Asha, who was back in her suit, and to my right, Vix, who was still looking down a little bit. Lucy had told them just to sit there and not attempt to cuddle with me. Still, Asha dared to lean her shoulder on me to get a bit of warmth.
Her minimal display of affection was probably not authorized, because as soon as the lounge door opened, she pulled off me, perhaps fearing to be scolded by Lucy. The owner came to sit with us with her own hot chocolate mug.
"So, I closed early today... now we can talk to my pets quietly. Come here, Asha girl."
The snow leopard didn't hesitate and transferred to the other side of the booth to lay down on Lucy.
"You are so cute, Asha... But, you know you scared Clara this morning, right?"
Asha nodded.
"And you know that it was Vix's decision to take her suit off... right?"
Asha curled into a ball.
"Ashaaa... Answer me."
Asha reluctantly nodded.
"Good... You have to stop being so protective. Vix can think for herself. So no more of that, okay?"
Asha nodded again.
Lucy's gaze turned to Vix as she kept petting the now pacified snow leopard.
"Now, Vix... What you did was very brave."
Vix shrugged and lowered her head.
"It was! You were ready to do something very challenging for you to prevent Clara from getting into trouble. I'm very proud of you."
Vix leaned on me and grabbed my arm.
"Do you want me to tell Clara why it was so brave of you to ask her to remove your suit?"
Vix shrugged again.
"Vix, you know we discussed this before. It's part of you, and you need to trust your friends. I'm not going to force you, though. But you know what my opinion is."
Vix nodded and let herself fall on top of my laps, like a potato bag. I couldn't help but wonder what Lucy was talking about. What secret could Vix be hiding behind her cute fox mask? I lowered my hand on her lower back and began to pet her.
"So, Clara, Vix needs your support. But, seriously, I don't even need to tell you because you are already best friends. So, the reason why Miss Asha, here, prevented you from removing Vix's suit this morning is that she wanted to protect her."
"... From... me?"
"Hehe. No... from shame."
"Shame?"
"Yes. Shame. Our little Fox, she has a big scar on her head and face. If you ask me, it's really not that bad. But it's there, and Vix always had a lot of trouble accepting it."
"A... scar?"
"Yes... When she was little, she got attacked by a big dog, and it caused some damage. Kids made fun of her a lot and bullied her because of it. But now that she is an adult, she slowly understands that it doesn't matter... Right, Vix?"
Vix shrugged some more.
"So, anyway... Vix was ready to let you see her out of her suit just to help you. It means a LOT. She really likes you, Clara. It's the first time she does something like this since she is my pet."
"..."
"See, my pets helped you a lot since you started visiting us, Clara, but did you realize how you are helping them too? They learn what it means to take care of someone vulnerable and that, sometimes, they have to put their own fun aside to do that."
"..."
"But it's not perfect, right, Asha? You kept Clara awake until late at night because you wanted to cuddle? And that is why you are not going to her place for the rest of the month."
SLAP!
That was unexpected. Lucy landed her hand somewhat hard on Asha's butt, who also had not apprehended this. There was probably no real pain due to this, but based on the pet's reaction, it looked like it was the first time Lucy did such a thing.
"Surprised? Alright, go play with the others now."
Lucy pushed Asha off the couch, and the pet went to sit with Trixie right away. Those two were definitely good friends.
"So, Clara. Do you want to sleep here tonight? In one of the capsules? It's raining too much to walk back home."
"... Yes. With Vix."
"Haha! Of course, with Vix. And because of all the trouble that those two caused you, do you want to do something special? Do you want to be a pet again for the night so you can play with your friends? I think you could use some pet time."
"..."
All the pets in the lounge turned their head in my direction. That offer certainly caught their attention... and mine. A wave of excitement coursed through my body. My usual lack of self-confidence made me tremble a little bit.
"Haha! That face! I'll take that as a yes... Come with me, I'll dress you up."
"... Which... costume?"
"AH! Not telling you... It's a surprise."
I was not even in costume when Lucy started to treat me as her pet. She grabbed my wrist and led me upstairs to the costume room, eyes closed. It didn't take long for her to undress me; for some reason, I wasn't as shy as my first time. Then, the shapeshifting process began.
Before I knew it, comfortable latex covered my body, cushy paws took away the usage of my fingers, and an amazing mask covered my face. The nose tubes and mouthpiece didn't feel nearly as awkward as when I was Trixie. Perhaps wondering what kind of animal I would be this time around was a higher priority for my mind. I could barely remember which pets were in the lounge today. I noticed Vix, Asha, and Trixie, so I knew I wouldn't wear one of those costumes, but I kind of forgot who the others were.
After locking my back zipper, Lucy turned me around and blushed at the result.
"Aaawww! You are sooo cuuuute! Look!"
She led me to the full-length mirror. Seeing my reflection made me stop breathing. This time, I was a small grey wolf with fluffy latex ears and tail. This was one of the pets I didn't interact with so far, and I didn't even know its name.
As usual, Lucy couldn't understand that I was still Clara in the suit... She was not even trying.
"Come, Accalia! Let's go back downstairs... The others will be thrilled to play with you."
Accalia? What a cute name! That was adorable. I turned around and jumped in Lucy's arms for a hug.
This animal café certainly was a magical place for me.
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"Morning Star, Sophie... Meet Moonlight."
The young girl approached and waved. She was about the same size as Morning Star, very athletic, and wearing a long light brown ponytail, which, along with her name, left no doubt about what she was doing here.
"Hello!"
"Hi!"
Sophie greeted her with some reservations. She had been training ponies for many years and could pick up little details that may have eluded other people. Moonlight's skin was perfectly tanned uniformly on her entire body, a sign that she had spent a great deal of time outside under the sun; it wasn't uncommon for people living in this more arid area.
The problem with her skin tone was that if she was indeed a racing pony, her skin should have been paler due to the necessity to wear a latex suit. To Sophie, this was fishy, but she wasn't ready to make comments about her observation.
Tiantang Zhi Ma introduced her a bit better.
"Moonlight is our recruit. She will turn 20 years old next month and will be eligible for competition. She has great racing abilities, and I want her to team up with you to win the Triple Crown."
Sophie smirked.
"No offense, I'm sure Moonlight is good, she looks like quite an athlete at first glance, but she doesn't have any experience as a racing pony. We are talking about the Triple Crown here. Morning Star is an elite racer, and we know it will be tough for her even to qualify. Your rookie has never even been part of an official race yet. So..."
Tiantang sighed, knowing that everything Sophie had said was accurate. However, she was not an idiot; if she had offered Moonlight to them, she had a good reason. Rather than wasting time explaining, she decided on a more practical approach.
"Moonlight, see the tree over there? Can you jog to it, then once you are warmed up, sprint back here."
"Really? Tiantang, is it worth it? She just dissed me."
"Do as I say."
"... Fine!"
Moonlight reluctantly started jogging toward the tree, reluctantly obeying Tiantang's order, which made Sophie chuckle a bit.
"Hehe, your recruit seems to be in a bad mood, Tiang."
"This was not the plan for her. She doesn't see the value in being here yet. She is young."
"Just looking at her jogging, I can tell she never received any good training."
"No, she didn't..."
Once at the tree, the new girl placed her hand on it and started stretching her legs, one by one, as if her light run didn't have any warming effect. A minute later, she turned around and prepared for her sprint.
After receiving a small hand signal from Tiantang, Moonlight bolted forward, lifting dust with her civilian shoes. It only took her a moment to shrink the distance and fly by the puzzled observers. She then slowed down and walked back to them while Sophie was slightly embarrassed.
She didn't want to be mean... but...
"Well... That was... not very good. Sorry, Tiantang. I appreciate the offer, but it is not the caliber we are looking for..."
"She is lying!"
Moonlight's sprint had been nothing else than pathetic. The girls had undeniable physical abilities, but her little display was nothing compared to what a gifted racing ponies could do. Right away, Sophie knew that the new girl would need years of training before expressing her full potential, time she couldn't afford.
But when Morning Star dropped her negative assumption, suggesting that this was nothing short of poor theatrical performance from Moonlight, Sophie looked back at the young girl and immediately reconsidered her analysis, understanding what Morning Star had meant.
"You're right, Star... She is not even panting. Tiang? What's the deal with her?"
"Glad you noticed. I apologize for Moonlight's behavior, we do not own her yet, and this idea of joining your stable isn't appealing to her. She has a problem trusting people. Xiuying... Can you please talk to her? Let her know that this is not acceptable."
"Yes, Tiang... but we can't force her. You know that pony racing isn't really her thing..."
"WHAT?"
Instead of answering, and knowing she probably spoke too much, Xiuying walked away to go have a chat with Moonlight, leaving Sophie very confused about her last comment.
"Tiang? Tell me the truth... That girl... She has never been a ponygirl before?"
"No. Moonlight is not even her official name, yet. She never wore a pair of pony boots before, either. Xiuying and I have been scouting for a new girl to train for years, and we found this little gem in town by sheer luck."
"... In town?"
"Yes, we went out one night for a romantic dinner, and as we were walking toward the restaurant, a man stole a purse from a lady and ran away. I immediately ran after him. He had no chance to get away, obviously. However, out of nowhere, Moonlight joined the chase and ... she kept up with me."
"No way... That's not possible. Only Morning Star and Hemlock can keep up with you."
Tiantang Zhi Ma nodded, knowing Sophie was right. She was an older pony in her late thirties with a lot of experience. She had won the Super Cup twice in her career and probably would have won many more if Morning Star had not joined the NRPA. So the thought that a nobody girl like Moonlight could have kept up successfully with Tiantang Zhi Ma was almost unbelievable.
"So, after we stopped the thief and recovered the purse, the girl just walked away. She didn't even look overly exhausted. I tried to ask her a few questions, but she didn't care and just ignored me. Fortunately, Xiuying followed her and found out where she was working... a small snack bar as a waitress."
"A snack bar? So, where did she learn to run then? You don't become an athlete by selling fried food."
"Well, Xiu went several times to her restaurant and earned her trust with some sweet words and generous tips. But as soon as Xiu mentioned the thief incident and her running abilities, the girl shut herself off and refused to talk anymore. After that, Xiu found where the girl lived, and we went there together."
With Xiuying scolding Moonlight in the background, Sophie was mesmerized by Tiantang's tale. How could the Asian elite ponygirl even consider a waitress as the future of the ponygirl racing? She was very curious about where this story would go next.
"When we arrived at her home, it was a decrepit ranch. Moonlight's parents were two assholes, as racist as Brittany, and refused to let their daughter talk to us because we were Asian. A small amount of money changed their attitude, and they went to fetch Moonlight for us. As soon as she put a foot on the front porch and saw us, she ran away to the desert..."
"... and you pursued her?"
"... and I pursued her..."
***
"Stop chasing me! Go away!"
"I just want to talk to you! You can't run away from me. You are wasting your time."
Tiantang Zhi Ma was running all out across the ranch's rocky land, in pursuit of the young running girl, gradually reducing the distance that separated them. The prey wasn't used to this, and it made her panic a little. Who was this woman who could gain on her? This had never happened before.
"Leave me alone!"
"Not happening. Give up! You can't win."
"In your dream! We will see about that!"
The girl gave all she had and sprinted fearlessly downhill. Her maximum speed was nothing less than astonishing, but in the process, she drained her legs from all her energy reserve, and it was a piece of cake for Tiantang to catch up with her a minute later. When the girl looked over her shoulder and saw the Asian runner, nowhere near the abandoning point, she stopped, exhausted, admitting her first defeat.
Tiantang arrived next to her, panting as much, but grateful for the entertainment.
"Feeew! That was fun, don't you think?"
"Fun?"
"Yeah, you are a quick one. Thanks for the challenge, I feel better about myself now that I won."
"Who... Who are you? What do you want with me?"
"I just want to talk."
"Talk about what?"
"About you. Where did you learn to run like this?"
"... My parents?"
"Your parents? They taught you how to run?"
"No... I kept running away from them. They are idiots."
"I noticed. Interesting... Are you still in school?"
"Nope. Got kicked out..."
The young girl definitely had an attitude problem, but her living situation wasn't a bad thing for the Asian Elite; it was a golden opportunity.
"And you? How come you are running so fast? I thought nobody could keep up with me?"
"Well, that's because you lack humility."
"..."
"I'm an elite racing ponygirl. Heard about those?"
"... yeah... Those freaks..."
"A freak that is running faster than you."
"..."
"Look, all I'm asking is that you come with us so we can evaluate your skills. We think you have what it takes to become an amazing runner. I want you to spend a week with us at our stable so we can show you what our sport is all about and check if you would be a good fit. What do you say? You want to waste your time here on this rocky ranch with parents you hate, or would you like to discover your true potential?"
This little speech and proposal were very unusual for the young girl. Not only her normality was to be treated like shit by her parents, teachers, and clients, but on top of that, nobody ever said that she was good at anything. She grew up thinking that she was the only decent person in this town. But now, this gorgeous Asian lady who had taught her instant respect offered her an opportunity to experience something she had never considered before.
"What's in it for me if I say yes?"
"What's in it for you if you say no?"
"..."
"Xiuying and I would be happy to take care of you if you would let us."
"... One week?"
"One week. That's all I'm asking. After that, it will be up to you."
***
"Alright, she says she will try sprinting again."
"Good."
Moonlight trotted back to the tree; she seemed in a better mood all of a sudden. Xiu wrapped an arm around Tiang's waist and nuzzled her neck.
"Check that out... She is going to do it."
"What did you tell her this time?"
"Just that we love her and that she is doing this for us. She has a big heart."
Morning Star could sense something different this time around. There was that noticeable energy emanating from ponygirls when they desired to show off their skills. That expression on the young girl's face was unmistakable; she was ready to give all she got.
Positioning herself for a sprint, Moonlight waited for the signal from Tiang, who didn't make her wait too long. A small wave from the hand and she took off like a bullet.
This time it was no joke. The girl displayed some serious power, which left Sophie speechless. When Moonlight passed by the group, Morning Star voiced her amazement.
"WOAH! She is so powerful..."
"Yeah, and she has no technique either. With proper training, she could do very well."
While Xiuying was clapping her hands and cheering for Moonlight proudly, Tiang explained the deal to Sophie and Morning Star.
"The Triple Crown. Help Moonlight win the Triple Crown. That's what I'm asking. Her life so far brought her nothing but failures. Win the Triple Crown, and her life will become amazing. Then she will come back to my stable."
"But, Tiang... this is a long shot... There is no guarantee that we can..."
"Teach her what it is to be a ponygirl. Teach her what racing is all about. Then you go beat Paul Clover, his two pink ponies, and that racist Brittany! Teach them that they cannot bully us."
"... But, Tiang..."
"Let's do it."
Sophie still had strong reservations about using an inexperienced girl to attempt to win an event this huge, but Morning Star was sold to the idea. She trusted Sophie as a trainer and was convinced that Moonlight could become an excellent racing partner for the Triple Crown, granted that some intense work would be required.
***
"That was pathetic! You two make me sick! You are wasting my time."
Brittany was furious. In her opinion, today's training with Hemlock and Nightshade was an absolute failure. A critical thing when two ponygirls were pulling a cart together was the synchronization of their steps, and they just couldn't achieve it.
Both ponygirls had an almost perfect running technique, but adjusting to each other was not easy. It was unfair to expect perfection from them after only a few days of learning. But Brittany didn't care about that and unleashed her vitriol as she brought them back to the stable.
"Get in there, you two. If you can't behave like proper ponies, well, we will go back to the root. You are sleeping in your stall tonight! I'll let you sleep in the house again only if you show me that it is not affecting your ability to turn back into ponies."
Brittany was a bitch, but she was right this time. A ponygirl not fully believing she was a pony was not a good thing. She needed her two girls to fully accept their roles, and accept to be trained and conditioned for double cart racing while leaving their personal thoughts aside. A good way to remind them of that was to take away any human privilege they had, so they could start feeling like ponies again.
After pulling them inside the stall, Brittany removed their head harness and bit.
"Be happy I'm taking those off. But the body harness and cuffs stay on. That will teach you."
She hung their bridles on the wall and walked out before slamming the jail-like metal door.
"I'll be back later with food and water even if you don't deserve it. Try acting like real ponygirls once in a while. That is the least you can do in exchange for what we do for you."
What Brittany was referring to was nothing less than a roof, food, and ponygirl gear. Generally, the contract of ownership was not much more than that; a simple statement that made them the property of an owner and that the owner had to take care of them. There was no money or rewards involved outside the opportunity to live a ponygirl life.
Since the contract could be voided at any time by the ponygirls, it was in the owner's interest to take good care of them and only accept the ones that fitted well within the stable style. Occasionally, some extras were added to the contract when the owner was slightly pickier. Hemlock and Nightshade joined Paul's stable because they were required to be blonde, large breasted, and to wear pink girly clothes and pony gear. It was not something someone like Morning Star would have chosen, but for the two girls, it was oddly appealing.
"Brittany is mad at us again, Hemlock."
"Yes, don't worry. She is not wrong, though. We spent too much time as normal people recently."
"I know... I want to be a pony more often. I'm glad she locked us here tonight. I love it in the barn."
"Mmmm!"
Immediately after Nightshade confessed her love for sleeping in a stall, she pressed Hemlock against the wall and started kissing her. Having their hands cuffed to their waist wasn't allowing them to hug each other, so they could only enjoy their rubber covered breasts pressing against one another.
"Mmmm, Nightshade? Are you turned on by the barn?"
"By you and by being locked in our stall, yes."
Pony or not, they would never stop kissing. Nightshade pushed her tongue deep inside Hemlock's mouth to get as much good sensation as possible out of it. Of course, Hemlock responded positively with a similar action.
They hadn't had a chance to kiss since this morning, and the wait was getting too long to endure. The Sexual waves that they craved so much assaulted them. Unfortunately, they would be limited tonight as to how they could pleasure each other if Brittany decided to keep them cuffed for the night. But it was okay; spending a whole night kissing and licking each other's face wasn't a too terrible restriction.
"Aaanh! Is it the deepest you can go?"
"Hey, I practiced hard. I can go much deeper than before. Not as deep as you, though."
"I have a long tongue, but if you keep trying, you'll improve."
For those two, deeper was always better. Hemlock and Nightshade would let each other attempt to go farther inside their mouth and returned feedback when they thought they had improved. Knowing that they could reach new places inside their mouth was such a turn on, and it always has been.
Hemlock would always remember when Nightshade joined Paul's stable. Not only was she the most pretty and gorgeous blonde girl she had ever seen, but she got a legit emotional crush on her. It was love at first sight.
Before meeting Nightshade, Hemlock was having occasional sex with Paul and Brittany, but it never been great. She was way too strong for both of them, her stamina was off the chart, and they couldn't keep up with her. Hurting their feelings was not her intention, so she always kept quiet about her dissatisfaction and endured those long orgasmless nights.
When Nightshade showed up, she was timid, but despite that, they had their first kiss only thirty minutes after she arrived. They were in the living room, Brittany went to get some drinks, and when she came back two minutes later, the two ponygirls were making out on the couch, not caring about a thing in the world.
Since then, it has been the same thing hour after hour, week after week, month after month. Paul and Brittany quickly understood that they were no match for such an amount of sexual power, so they could only let them do their thing even if this was unexpected. More than likely, Paul's original plan was to end up sleeping with his two bimbofied ponies, but that fantasy evaporated pretty quickly.
"Aaaanh! You went so deep this time. Mmmm do it again."
"Mmm okay!"
The next hour was more of the same in the stall. The two girls exchanged mouth fluids as much as they could until Brittany came back with some food and water. She slid the stall door open and shook her head.
"Ah, come on! You are still at it?"
"Mmmm!"
"Aannh!"
"Alright! Alright! You can eat later. Come here, Nightshade. Show me your wrists."
Nightshade understood what it was about, so she pulled away from Hemlock with some difficulty and went to the gate where Brittany unlocked her cuffs. Next in line was Hemlock, but the small trainer denied her.
"No, Hemlock! You were the worst today. So you stay cuffed until tomorrow. Nightshade can feed you and make you drink."
"Aaah! Really?"
"Yes, and as a warning to both of you, if you don't get enough sleep tonight and you can't perform well tomorrow, you'll get a hell of a punishment. Trust me on that."
Brittany slammed the door closed and lowered the latch, making it resonate through the barn. The ponygirls weren't going anywhere tonight.
***
"So, are you sure I can come back after the Triple Crown?"
Moonlight was sitting at the table with the four other girls. A piece of paper and a pen sat in front of her, which made her quite nervous. She had no idea how those contracts worked, and she didn't want to take the risk to be abandoned by the only people she liked, the ones who had managed to take her out of her misery.
"I promise. If you want to come back, we will be more than happy to take you back."
"Good. Because I don't want to stay here with them."
"Stop it, Moonlight. Penny, Sophie, and Morning Star are the best. You'll learn so much here. And don't forget, you are doing this for us."
"Is this that important to you, Tiang? That I win the Triple Crown?"
"Yes, I can't let Paul win this. Not after being banned from the NRPA and almost killing Morning Star."
"Okay, but I've never been owned before. I don't want them to do bad things to me."
"I'm not going to lie. You won't like everything Sophie will do to you, but you'll learn to trust her. Always keep in mind that what they will ask you to do will make you better at racing, even if you think it is strange. We would have done the same. Becoming a ponygirl is a lot of hard work, but also a lot of fun."



Moonlight was a particular case. It was unheard of that a girl joined the ponygirl business without any prior interest in the sport. She knew those races existed and were popular, but she always thought it was stupid.
Tiantang and Xiuying convinced her that it was more a real sport than a show, which was a good start, but it still felt odd. And that whole ownership thing, it was still a blurry concept to her. How being owned could help her performance on the track? It just didn't make any sense.
What Moonlight was about to do was only out of gratitude for the two persons who had dared to believe in her. After a long sigh, she grabbed the pen and signed her name at the bottom of the contract.
"Yay! Congrats, Moonlight! Welcome to Penny's stable!"
"Yeah, I guess."
Sophie was all happy and honestly thought it would be a fun adventure. A LOT of work, but fun nonetheless. She placed the contract in a little frame and hung it on the wall next to Morning Star's.
"See, you are next to the fastest pony on Earth. Aren't you proud?"
"Meh."
Tiantang and Xiuying stood up, and the former rubbed Moonlight's back a little.
"Alright, time for us to go. We will visit from time to time. Make sure you train hard and listen to Sophie and Morning Star. Let them turn you into an amazing racing pony."
"It's so weird. But, yeah... I'll try."
"You'll be fine! I'm sure of it, and then you'll be happy to come back to us after you win the Triple Crown."
Following some goodbyes and hugs, the Asian couple left the stable and went back home. In the car, they were chatting about what had just happened.
"So, do you think they can do it? Win the Triple Crown?" Xiu asked.
"No. Impossible. But it will be such a great experience for Moonlight. Spending that much time with the best ponygirl in the world will turn her into a champion."
"So, you manipulated them?"
"A little, but I think they really believe they have a shot at winning the Triple Crown. Deep inside me, I sure hope they do. I wasn't lying about Paul. That rat face does not deserve to win. Not after how they treated us in the NRPA league."
Back at the house, Sophie helped Morning Star to get in bed. Having a broken foot wasn't fun, but being taken care of so well by Sophie made it more tolerable.
"Good night, Morning Star. Hopefully, you'll feel better soon and start walking."
"I don't want to walk. I want to run."
"I know. But while you heal, it will give us more time to work with Moonlight. I don't want to sound too negative, but it's going to be hard. She has no idea what it means to be a pony, the mental state, and all the rest."
"Believe me, Sophie, Moonlight will run. Tiantang wouldn't have gone through this much trouble to get her if she had not seen something special in the girl."
"I know, but she never wore a pair of pony boots... She is almost twenty years old. It's kind of crazy. Usually, girls who have an interest in racing go to their first pony camp at like 13 years old... This is nuts."
"She can learn."
"Alright, alright. Have a good night of sleep. We will talk more about it tomorrow."
Sophie kissed Morning Star on the forehead and left the bedroom, closing the door behind her. She then went back to the kitchen, where Moonlight just waited for time to pass.
"So, how are you feeling?"
"This may have been a mistake."
"How come? You like running, no?"
"I guess. I'm proud of being faster than everybody else. But I don't need to do a competition for that. Plus, ponygirl racing is so strange."
"Why do you think it's strange?"
"Because I'm a girl, not an animal. I understand it's popular and all, and I could make money. But pulling a cart? That is kind of disgraceful."
"Disgraceful?"
"Yeah, is it not like a symbol of domination or something."
"Haha. Do I look like I dominate Morning Star?"
"No... but..."
"We are a team. I want to do well, and she wants to do well, and we work together in the best possible way to achieve that goal. We want to win because it's the greatest feeling in the world. And for that, it is crucial that she loves being a pony, and it is also crucial that I help her love it."
"What does love have to do with racing? The stronger legs will win!"
"Ah! We will see about that. Come now, I'll show you where your room is."
***
"AAAanh! It's... It's not fair! AAAaanh!"
"Mmm... I love it!"
Hemlock was stuck on her back on the haystack while Nightshade ate her pussy as a dessert after they had dinner. It was not the first time that only one of the two ponies was free while the other was restrained... and it always turned into a massacre for the tied up one.
Nightshade had unzipped Hemlock's crotch and plunged her face in it to get a good taste of her lover. The two fingers she buried inside Hemlock's wet vagina provided the extra stimulation required to drive her crazy.
"Aaaannh! You are too rough!"
"Nooo. Stop saying that. You are moaning non-stop. Anyway, you are mine tonight. I can do whatever I want to you."
"Aaaah Aaah! Aaah!"
"See... you like it a lot."
Two blonde ponygirls having sex while wearing pink latex and leather was a beautiful scene to look at. The straps surrounding their breasts and waist made them look even more erotic. A tightly fitted harness always helped control a ponygirl better, and Nightshade took full advantage of that feature to prevent Hemlock from pulling away.
"Aaaah... I'm about to ..."
"Mmm, give me all you got!"
"No... aaah! It's embarrassing ... I'll... AAAh! I'm... I'm CUMMING! AAAAH!"
"Oh, my God! Yes! Yes!"
Hemlock's eyes rolled back, and she started thrashing in the hay while Nightshade intensified her clit sucking. Then it happened again... As she was cumming hard, Hemlock squirted uncontrollably and splashed her licking friend all over.
"Aaaaanh! Stop! Stop! ... Give me aAAaah! Give me a break!"
"Wow... I'm drenched again. How do you do that?"
"I... I don't know... It never happened with anybody else before. I'm sorry."
"Don't say sorry. You know I love it."
Without any additional discussion, Nightshade laid down on top of Hemlock and restarted kissing her deeply.
"Mmm... After your break, you are going to lick me until I come... three times."
"Aaanh! Only three times?"
***
*Morning, Moonlight! Come to the kitchen. Penny just arrived. She is eager to meet you. Then we will go shopping."
"Shopping?"
"Yes! For pony boots! Hurry, I can't wait!"
Moonlight didn't sleep very well. Only a day ago, she thought she was going to stay with Tiantang Zhi Ma and Xiuying, but now she was owned by a certain woman named Penny and would be trained by Sophie, who seemed a bit too enthusiastic. Owned... She felt more like a loan.
The bed was comfy, though, particularly with this plush duvet with a horse print; it was nice and warm. Her parents never bought her anything nice like this. Penny's stable wasn't all that bad so far.
She put on her street clothes and headed to the kitchen as requested. Right off the bat, two things caught her attention; an older lady making coffee, probably Penny, and Morning Star, who was reading a racing magazine while wearing her ponygirl head harness and her bit.
It was the first time Moonlight saw this from up close. All the ponygirls she saw were in small black and white pictures in newspapers. To see it live was strange, and to see someone wearing it while sitting at the kitchen table was even more bizarre and purposeless.
Sophie noticed Moonlight's presence and welcomed her in her own joyful way.
"Moonlight!"
"... Why... is she doing that?"
"Who? Star? She is addicted to those racing magazines. It's insane. She likes memorizing all the stats and ponygirl names and stuff. It's her thing..."
"No... I meant... Why is she wearing a bridle?"
"Aaah! She felt anxious. She misses being a pony a lot. With her bridle on, she feels better, and she listens to me better as well. That's an extra perk. Anyway... This is Penny, we signed the paperwork on her behalf, but she is your real owner."
Penny turned around with a smile and walked slowly toward Moonlight to welcome her.
"Haaa... I see why they chose you."
"... Hello."
Penny was so gentle, and her grey hair made her look like a nice grandma. She was in her sixties and clearly had seen more than one pony in her lifetime.
"So, I'm told that you are a powerful runner. Is that true?"
"I'm... okay ... I guess."
"You picked a pretty pony name too. Moonlight."
"I didn't choose it. Tiang did... Kind of..."
"I see. Your body structure is incredible. You were created to run."
"You... You can tell just by looking at me?"
"Oh, yes. You have half of what it takes to succeed. I can tell you that much."
"Half? My body is only half?"
"Your spirit is what will make you a winner or loser. We will only see if you have some once you run a real race."
How could physical strength be only half of what it takes to win? To Moonlight, it was probably a hundred percent. Those muscular legs made her so good at running; it didn't matter if she was in a good or bad mood. What Penny told her didn't make a lot of sense, but she politely refrained from arguing due to seniority.
"Don't worry too much about it, young one. Just follow the best part of your heart, and everything will be fine."
"..."
Sophie chuckled at Moonlight's blank reaction to Penny's philosophical talk and wrapped an arm around her neck.
"Alright, Moonlight. Eat a little something, and we will go buy your first pony boots. It's going to be super fun! I love shopping for pony gear!"
"... okay."
***
"Wake up, pink troublemakers! It's time for breakfast!"
Brittany may have been a horrible human being, but she did love ponygirls a lot and knew how to take good care of them. She would never feed them late or neglect their well-being. The morning routine was actually the only time when she was not an absolute despot.
She entered the stall and placed her bucket containing her grooming tools and the breakfast basket on the floor. Her two ponies were spooning romantically on the haystack.
"It breaks my heart to end this mushy scene, but we have work to do. Come on, Nightshade, you are first today. Give me your hand... up... up."
"Mmm..."
The small driver helped the pink pony up and, tugging on her harness, positioned her in the stall's corner where the morning light shone through the barn's dusty window. She ran her fingers under the pink leather straps to make sure none of them were twisted and pulled some pieces of straws out of it as well.
"You are a mess. You always roll around way too much when you sleep... Let me take care of your mane first."
Brittany grabbed a brush from her bucket and undid Nightshade's ponytail, letting her long blonde hair collapse around her shoulders. The slow process of brushing began. Grabbing the base to prevent discomfort, she ran the brush down to untangle the fine golden hair and remove more straw and dirt from it.
Nightshade wasn't used to having Brittany take care of her yet, but she admitted that she was very good at it, and her brushing was very comfortable. No rushing, pulling or tugging. It had something to do with her technique; Brittany only took care of smaller bundles of hair at a time, even if it took longer to do; somehow, it felt as if she just wanted to spend more time on this task.
A substantial amount of brushing later, Nightshade had a brand new ponytail that she could be proud of.
"Alright, now that your hair is out of the way, let's clean you a bit before I put your bridle back on."
Using a soft toothbrush, Brittany brushed Nightshade's white teeth to make them sparkle. If the pony felt good and fresh, the performance on the track would be better.
Next, she submerged a soft cloth in the water bucket, and after squeezing out the excess, she pressed it on the pony's cheek, which made her jerk and take a step back.
"Hehe. I know it's cold... You'll see, it will feel good when I'm done. Stay still."
It only took Brittany a short time to wash Nightshade's face and turn those crusty morning eyes into wide awake diamonds. She then cleaned the only other exposed part of her skin, her hands. She went through each finger slowly, and also the back of the hand and the palm. While she was pulling the latex sleeve back over her wrists, she proposed something different.
"We never took care of your nails, right? Do you want to do that right now? We have time since Hemlock fell back asleep."
Nightshade nodded, still puzzled at how nice Brittany was this morning.
"Okay, then. Let me put your bridle on, and then we will take care of your nails."
Brittany retrieved Nightshade's bridle from the wall and cleaned it thoroughly before mounting it on the pony's head. The bit entered Nightshade's mouth, and the buckles got adjusted on the straps for ultimate comfort.
"Alright, let's file those a little. The last thing we want is for your nails to get caught in your harness and break. Then we will put a nice pink polish on them."
Sitting on a high stool, the small driver delicately grabbed Nightshade's fingers and meticulously worked on them one by one.
"You know, if you ever want to stop racing, you'd do an amazing show ponygirl. You are beautiful, Nightshade. I'm training racing ponies right now, but I would eventually like to try the show scene. I'm thinking about it even more since they... banned me from the top league."
Nightshade didn't expect this kind of confession from Brittany and expected even less a tear to run down from her cheek. Brittany never spoke about her ban since the decision struck, but for the first time this morning, she showed that it had affected her deeply. It was unlikely that she had a clear understanding of what she had done wrong to deserve a ban or regretted the mean things she had said, but the small driver was sad about the consequences in her own messed up way.
Carefully, Brittany painted Nightshade's nails to make them look cute. Her focus and the steadiness of her hands were admirable. If she had not been this evil, she would have made a great owner one day.
"Done. You are all pretty now. Let's give you a quick shine and cuff you back, and then I'll take care of Hemlock."
Using a small pad and conditioner, Brittany rubbed Nightshade's latex suit all over to make it glow, which made the ticklish ponygirl giggle.
"Hehe, you like that, right? There you go... All done. Let's take care of our sleepy girlfriend now."
***
"They keep the boots at the back of the store. Follow me."
"... okay."
Sophie guided Moonlight through the maze of alleys; there was way more ponygirl stuff in this store than her new recruit could have ever imagined. The rapid movement of her eyes probably meant she had no idea what three-quarters of those items were for. Obviously, not everything was designed for racing.
"So, Sophie, what other disciplines are there?"
"There are different types of racings. Each of them has specialized gear. You've probably heard about the show ponies too. They are so pretty."
"... I've seen them in a parade once... I thought it was odd..."
"Shhhh! Don't say that out loud here. You'll insult someone. Hehe. What they do is very hard, you know. Their training is so demanding and rigorous. The more you watch them and understand what they do, the more you realize how difficult it is. We will do a bit of that during your obedience training. You'll see."
"... Obedience?"
"Oh! Here! Look at all those amazing pony boots! Aaah! I want them all! They even have the PB-9 model in white leather... Awww!"
Sophie ignored Moonlight's last question on purpose and focused on her secret passion; pony boots.
"Let's get you a pair of thigh-high boots!"
"What? No! How am I supposed to run in thigh-high boots?"
"Ah, come on, you'll look so sexy! Trust me!"
"... Okay... but..."
"Hahaha. I'm just pulling your leg, Moon. They are not for racing. No, for you, we need something like Morning Star. Knee-high ones that will hug and protect your calves well, but we have to make sure they don't dig in your posterior knee ligaments. We will need to try a couple."
"Mmm. I like the blue ones over there."
"You can't. They need to be black. It has to match Morning Star's. It's for promotional purposes. The teams can only have one color. We are black, Paul's stable is pink, Tiantang is red, etc. Come on, let's measure your feet and arches, then we will get you something nice."
The next hour was a lot of measuring, trying, and testing. Poor Moonlight had never worn a pair of pony boots before, so she kept falling to the floor after losing balance. Sophie laughed every time this happened but tried to be reassuring at the same time. She told Moonlight that learning how to walk in pony boots wasn't that steep of a curve, making sure to omit that running in them was a whole different ball game.
After many attempts, they finally found a pair that seemed to fit perfectly. Sophie made the call.
"Let's buy those! They are exactly what you need."
"But there are so many eyelets. It's going to take me forever to lace them up."
"I don't think so, no."
"No?"
"No... You don't get to put your pony gear on yourself. That's my job. I decide when you become a ponygirl, and I'm the one dressing you up. It's my responsibility to make sure you don't end up injured because of a poorly laced boot. You won't have to lift a finger. It's part of the process."
"..."
"Ah, stop acting shocked for once. Try to enjoy yourself a bit. Didn't you have fun shopping for boots?"
"... Yes, I did... But, I'm just confused. I didn't decide on any of this. Tiantang and Xiu just asked me to."
"I know. I know. But trust me, if you just relax a bit and let it happen, we will have a lot of fun, and you will do very well."
"Okay, I'm sorry."
"Alright... Let's buy those boots and get out of here."
"Don't we need a harness too?"
"You are nowhere near ready for harnesses. Let's get you walking in boots first. We will come back for the harness and bridle later. We have some used ones at the stable that will do just fine for now."
The two girls went to the cashier and placed the boots on the counter. Moonlight thought it was just a matter of paying and leaving, but there was another detail that Sophie had omitted to mention.
"Can you fit rim horseshoes on those? The aluminum ones."
"Sure thing, it will take a good thirty minutes, though."
"No problem. We will go check something else in the meantime. We'll be back."
"Okay, see you in a bit."
Sophie walked away from the cashier, and Moonlight ran after her and grabbed her elbow gently.
"Hey? Horseshoes?"
"Yes? You need good traction."
"Won't it be too heavy?"
*FLASH!*
"What the..."
At the least expected time, a bright light blinded the two girls. Someone had taken a close-up picture of them without any warning.
"You are Sophie from Penny's stable, right?"
"Heee... Yes. Why the picture? Who are you?"
"I'm from Pony Racing Magazine. Is this the ponygirl who will team up with Morning Star to compete in the Triple Crown?"
"Heee... Maybe, why?"
"What's her name?"
"... Moonlight, but listen, we are not there yet and..."
*FLASH!*
"Aaah! Damnit, stop with the pictures already!"
"Do you think a crippled Morning Star and a newbie stand a chance against Paul's stable?"
"Ah... Enough! Leave us alone now. This is none of your business. Go bug someone else."
Sophie grabbed Moonlight's hand and pulled her away from this zoo.
"Don't listen to them, Moonlight. Since Morning Star's injury, those reporters are running out of material to talk about to sell their newspapers. They are idiots."
***
"There was a reason why I made you all pretty today. We are going to town for a photoshoot at the studio."



Brittany pulled her two gorgeous pink ponies inside a metal trailer. Usually, the trailer's purpose was to go to a race, not to go to town, so this was concerning. If that were true, as soon as they would exit the trailer dressed up as ponies, the whole population would assemble around them to get a piece of the two athletes.
Hemlock and Nightshade were nothing less than famous. They were elite ponies, beautiful and sexy. But they also had a reputation of not being shy to display their curves to the fans along with some erotic moves. However, that was for the show. It was one thing to act that way on a race track where people couldn't get close to them, but it was quite another to do it in the middle of a public place.
Brittany securely hooked the two ponygirls to the trailer rails so they wouldn't fall during the half-hour drive. There had not been any discussion about this. Their owner decided on this activity, and they had to obey as much as they could. It was unlikely that such a surprise would make Nightshade and Hemlock lean toward revoking their contract. Still, some sort of heads up would have been appreciated.
It was an eventless drive. Both ponies were used to keeping balance in a moving trailer, and when the movements were too rough, they knew they could trust their chains to prevent them from falling. It was pretty safe, and Brittany was a good driver too.
Soon enough, their vehicle entered the town. Both Hemlock and Nightshade tried to look through the small openings at the top of the trailer walls to see where they were going. It was a beautiful day, and there were a lot of people everywhere. Not necessarily a good thing for the ponies.
It was always the same; when people saw a vehicle pulling a small silver trailer, everybody wondered who could be in it. Little did they know that this time around, it would be two of the most famous ponygirls in the world Their presence would indeed cause a commotion.
The trailer stopped moving, and a fair amount of people started gathering around it already. As soon as Brittany got out of the car, some fans recognized her instantly. Hemlock and Nightshade looked at each other, they couldn't talk because of the bits, but their eyes said everything, "we are so screwed."
The trailer's side door opened, and Brittany climbed in with a big smile on her face.
"Oh, my... so many people. We are quite far from the studio too, so I guess we will have to mingle with the crowd a bit. Ah well, try to enjoy it. And careful with those hooves, you don't want to hurt your fans, okay?"
She unhooked the chains to release the ponygirls from the rails and then attached a set of reins to their bridle.
"Okay, remember, a lot of those fans think you are sexual objects, so don't make a fuss if they touch you a little. Many of them also miss you since you got suspended. So be nice to them. No bad attitude. One wrong move in public and our reputation will take a hit."
Brittany pulled on the reins to turn the two ponies around. The crowd was already chanting their names outside; this was going to be a pony massacre. The small driver pushed the rear ramp open with her foot, exposing the two shiny pink stars to their cheering admirers.
"Hemlock! Hemlock!
"Nightshade! NightShade!"
"I love you, Hemlock!"
"Nightshade! Would you marry me?"
The ponygirls trembled as Brittany guided them down the ramp. The driver knew she was safe, rendered invisible by her ponies' popularity, so, after pushing the ramp back up and locking it, she addressed the mass, who was already trying to touch her ponies... just to make it worse for them.
"Hey, guys! Thanks so much for the warm welcome. Your ponygirls are super excited to visit. They love affection, as you know, so don't hesitate to touch them, cuddle them and even give them small kisses, but don't be too rough, okay?"
Before she even finished her friendly speech, many fans rushed to Hemlock and Nightshade and started grabbing them everywhere. Brittany pulled on the reins to go to the studio, but the ponygirls could barely move.
There were too many hands on Nightshade and Hemlock to allow them to make any significant forward progress. Their boobs were fondled, ass grabbed, and crotch massaged. They received a barrage of germy kisses against which they were defenseless. Some fans were even licking their ears and cheeks.
It took them almost fifteen minutes to cover the distance from the trailer to the studio. Brittany was not even trying to protect her ponies, and she didn't even apply her "don't be too rough" rule. The ponies had their nipples pinched, their butt slapped so that it would leave them with nice red buttcheeks, and their pussies were molested relentlessly, causing the overly sensitive Nightshade to almost climax in public.
Yes, Brittany was a bitch.
***
"What the hell are they doing?"
"Who are they?"
Sophie and Moonlight were waiting outside Pony Exchange while their boots were being shoeed when they noticed a big group of excited people around the photo studio. Two bright pink ponygirls just got out of it and were dragged in the middle of a crowd that was totally abusing them.
"I can't believe it. It's Brittany, Hemlock, and Nightshade. Brittany let all those sexually deranged fans abuse them. What a disgrace. She is not doing anything to protect them."
"Who are they? Racers?"
"You really come from a different planet, Moonlight! It's the team that got banned after injuring Morning Star."
"Oh, so they are the bad guys?"
"You could say that. But still... Letting them get abused like this... It's just wrong."
"No, it's not. They deserve it. Hey, they don't know who I am, so I have an opportunity to avenge Morning Star. Wait for me here. I have an idea."
"Hey! Moonlight! Wait! Where are you going? Come back! Don't get involved!"
Moonlight didn't listen. She had received no obedience training and didn't feel that anybody could tell her what to do. Knowing that those people purposely injured Sophie's pony was enough to take a quick initiative.
She plowed through the crowd in a way not to raise any attention. It took a while, but she was now close enough to the two overwhelmed ponies. She then waited for the perfect opportunity. She selected the pony on the left, she didn't know which one it was, but it would be her target. Right now, a fan was on her back, pressing his crotch in her buttcrack while massaging her generous breast.
As soon as he was pulled away by another fan who also wanted a piece of his idol, Moonlight rushed to the ponygirl and landed an extremely powerful slap on one of her latex butt cheeks. The shockwave made her whole latex covered backside undulate. The pink pony went down on one knee due to the sharp unbearable pain.
Moonlight quickly crouched behind the suffering ponygirl to hide from Brittany, grabbed her ponytail, and whispered some words.
"That's what you get for hurting Morning Star."
She turned around and disappeared in the sea of people while yelling some specific encouragement to all those uncontrollable idiots.
"Hemlock and Nightshade LOVE to be spanked very hard too!"
Before Brittany could even react, confused after what had just happened, the cheering crowd just started to do what they heard, following like a brainless flock of sheep. Multiple hands started slapping the two ponies' butt, and Brittany didn't find any way to stop them, victim of her opening speech.
***
"Get in the trailer! Get in the trailer! Quick!"
After what seemed an eternity, the pink trio reached their vehicle. Brittany quickly opened the rear ramp of the trailer and pulled the ponygirls away from the hungry mob. Nightshade and Hemlock ran inside and fell on the floor, beaten and exhausted. Brittany lifted the ramp and locked it with the metal pins. The noise of the hands slapping on the trailer walls turned it into an instrument of torture.
"Stay on the floor. I'll get us out of here! They are insane."
Brittany got out using the side door and screamed at the out of control crowd.
"Thank you, everybody! You've been amazing. Hemlock and Nightshade LOVED your affection. We will do this again soon. Now, please, step back so we can drive away! Thanks again!"
It took a while, but they managed to drive away without rolling over someone. A few minutes later, Brittany made a roadside stop and went straight to the trailer to check on her ponies, who were still curled into two miserable little balls on the floor.
She removed the bit off Hemlock's mouth so she could talk.
"So, who got that massive slap on the butt when we walked out of the studio?"
"That was Nightshade. I think she will need some ice."
"Did you see who did that?"
"No. All I saw was a girl with a long brown ponytail saying that it was because of what we did to Morning Star."
"Brown ponytail, uh? Morning Star has brown hair, but that can't be her. Plus, she would never ask someone else to do this to us. She is too righteous. Odd. Ah, well, it was still fun."
"Fun? It wasn't fun... we got moles... mmmph!"
Not interested in hearing any complaints, Brittany placed the bit back in Hemlock's mouth and reattached it to the head harness.
"Think about it. You are fine, and you made your fans so happy. They never had a chance to touch cute ponygirls before. Can you imagine how much they love you now? It's going to be super good for the sales of our promotional items. We can print shirts saying, "Ponies are like ice cream. They are meant to be licked." Or "Slap a pony = Love a pony."
Those were atrocious ideas that only Brittany could come up with.
***
"Look! We have new boots!"
Sitting on her bed, a gagged Morning Star couldn't talk, but she grabbed the items that Sophie handed to her for inspection; she seemed to approve of the new boots. Sophie and Moonlight just looked at her with a smile.
It was the first time in so many weeks that Morning Star had put her hands on pony boots and she got a massive urge to go for a run. Out of the blue, she quickly tried to put her foot inside the Moonlight's boot, which made Sophie react strongly. The small driver jumped on the bed and tried to stop her.
"NO! Stop it! What are you doing!? You can't run yet! Give me that boot now! I told you! The doctor said that you couldn't run yet! Give it back! Give it back!"
Sophie miraculously won the tug of war and bounced a bit farther on the mattress while the boot twirled in the air, just to land in Moonlight's arms.
"Bad pony, bad! Tomorrow morning, Moonlight is going to make her first steps as a ponygirl. It's so exciting. Don't try to ruin that!"
Moonlight looked at the two funny friends acting like children, and she scratched the back of her head. She thought that Morning Star seemed to really enjoy being a ponygirl. Could she develop such a love for the role herself?
"Can I try my new boots tonight, Sophie? I will need to practice a lot."
"Mmm... Okay. I suppose you are right. Let's have a bite first, and then it's PONY TIME!"
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"Now, Oreo, you climb on top of them! You can do it!"
At the bottom of the pyramid, there was Asha, Meeka, and Accalia, on their knees and paws. On top of them were Misti and Trixi, trying to keep their balance. And Oreo was now climbing to the top for the third time, and, hopefully, she wouldn't make everybody fall again.
"Oreo... Don't put your foot on Accalia's head... Nooo!"
Well, it didn't take long... Accalia gave up and let herself fall flat on her belly, not wanting to play anymore, and causing all the other pets to lose balance and fall on each other like a crumbling house of cards. I now had another pile of entwined pets before me in the middle of the lounge.
Yesterday was my pet sitting day. Lucy took a well-needed day off and put me in charge of her pets until her return this morning. Sleeping with them all in the capsule last night was great, but it took me a while to retrieve all my clothes this morning. Those little creatures hid them here and there in the café.
Lucy was supposed to show up soon, so I was just playing with my friends to kill time. I thought it would be fun to make them climb on each other to build a pet pyramid, take a picture and stick it on Lucy's fridge. But it didn't work too well. The pets were tiny and not very strong. We would have to try again later... maybe with some practice.
Trixie extracted herself from the pile first and crawled to me while the others used the opportunity of being all together to cuddle on the floor.
I went to my favorite booth with Trixie and made her straddle me. I pinched her little bunny rubber whiskers and gazed into her deep black eyes. Since I saw Trixie out of her suit, it never happened again. I barely remembered what she looked like as a human. I remembered her being a cute short-haired blonde with blue eyes, but her visage had mostly faded away from my memory.
Actually, since the time I wore Accalia's suit, I didn't see any of the girls out of their costumes. I couldn't be sure, but I think Lucy had asked them to give me some breathing room because of how much I struggled to keep up with all those new experiences.
She must have been right because It has been three weeks already, and everything has gone perfectly since then. I was amazed at how comfortable I became around my latex pet girls, to the point where I started to feel ready to interact with them as humans again... Or at least try. I remembered all the fun Meeka, Misti, and Asha seemed to have at the mall, and I thought it would be a good thing to walk toward that goal slowly. It looked fun to have friends.
Trixie was familiar to me since I got to sleep with her out of costume, and she was super friendly too. I also remembered that she was interested in going on a date with me or something, but she didn't push me at all when I told her I was not ready just yet. It made me trust her.
But maybe now, I could talk to her and see if she would like to do something after her pet shift. Perhaps not a date per se, but just something casual to see if I could deepen our relationship and get to the next level of human interaction. Could I have a relationship like that too?
"Trixie?... When... is your... shift over?
The bunny cocked her head and brought a paw to her chin, possibly trying to find a way to answer. She then grabbed my hand and opened my fingers before folding a couple of them.
"Two days?"
She nodded.
"Would... Would you like... To do something... with me? When you are done?"
Trixie slammed her two paws to her chest to simulate a heart attack and pretend to be shocked.
"Aaah! Trixie... Don't tease me! I just... would like to do something with you... Outside the café."
Trixie nodded and gave me a big hug. She seemed thrilled. Our personalities were undeniably clashing; I was always reserved and never really expressed myself, not smiling often. Trixie was the opposite; the bunny was always so expressive, happy, and energetic, always looking forward to every activity and opportunity to have fun. I could learn a lot from her.
Out of the blue, the lounge door opened, and Lucy walked in.
"Hey, girls! How did it go?"
It only took a fraction of a second for all the pets, including Trixie, to rush to Lucy to grab her legs, torso, and arms. It was always so cute to see them do that. They loved her beyond reason as an owner and caretaker. But her reaction was always priceless.
"Aaaah! Stop it! You'll make me fall. Meeka? What are you doing? Stop tugging on my bag. It's not a surprise. It's just food. Trixie! Don't you have anything better to do? If you break my bracelet again, I'll be mad! Yes! Yes! I'm happy to see you all! Go sit now! Let me go talk to Clara for a sec. I need a break."
It took some effort, but Lucy managed to peel off the rubber girls from her body and come sit with me. As usual, she was extremely grateful for my willingness to take care of the pets during her day off.
"That was so amazing, Clara! I went shopping with my sis, and we went to the restaurant, and then we watched movies together. What you are doing for me is priceless for my mental health. I will have to find a way to repay all your hard work. How were the pets while I was away? Did they behave?"
"Yes. They were nice."
"I know they are, but they can be troublemakers too!"
"No. They were just nice."
"You must have a magic touch then. Or they like you better than they like me..."
"..."
I didn't think she meant that, but it still shocked me that she could have said such a thing about her beloved pets. It was probably sarcasm, something I was not too good at grasping.
"So, Clara? Are you working today?"
"Yes, soon."
"Awww! Too bad. We never get to spend a lot of time together."
"Can... Can I do... something... with Trixie?"
"You mean sex? Sure!"
"..."
My face turned beet red. It was not at all what I meant. Why would she come up with something so raw?
"Haha! Sorry, I was just teasing you. What do you mean? You want to bring her home tonight?"
"No... After her shift."
"Oh? Trixie the girl, not Trixie the pet? Sure... I told you, I'm not their mother. But after the little incident with Asha and Vix, I thought you preferred just to do things with them as pet girls. I mean, if you think you are ready to try again, I have no problem with it. "
"I'm good now. I'm ready... I think."
"Well, Trixie will finish her shift in two days. You have time to think about it."
"Yes..."
"Oh, you know what? Why don't you go visit Vix with her? Did I tell you? Vix just got a bad cold. Probably from a client or something. She had to skip her shift. I'm sure that in a couple of days, she would be happy to see you."
"Where... Where is she?"
That was one of the questions I wanted to ask for a very long time, but I never got a good opportunity. The pets were very mysterious, and one of the missing elements was where they went when they were not working at the café? I had absolutely no idea.
I think Lucy realized that too.
"Ooooh! That's right. We never told you about their home?"
"Their... home?"
"Yes, my pet girls all live in the same apartment. Because they are often here, they don't need their own place as you do. So they share one. It's a pretty nice place. You should go for a visit. I'm sure Trixie would be thrilled to show you. It's not far from here either."
Sharing a place seemed like a good idea considering that only two or three of the pets were out of their suit at a time, and they seemed to be only off for a couple of days in a row. It was not easy to find something affordable in a bigger city like ours, where even a tiny apartment could be challenging to find; I barely managed to pay my rent with my low salary. There was no way I could save anything at the end of the month.
Because of my communication disorder, I never put many thoughts into sharing a bigger place with someone else. In my head, I was born to be alone, so living with others was kind of emotionally prohibited.
There were eight pets that I knew of; Vix, Trixie, Asha, Oreo, Misti, Meeka, Accalia, and the doggy that I haven't seen around too often. Generally, five or six of them were working, so it meant that only three of them were sleeping at home every night; they didn't need something that big.
I was quite excited about this opportunity to learn more about my friends.
***
"CLARAAAA!"
"Eeep!"
As soon as I opened my apartment door, Trixie jumped in my arms for a hug. The small blonde girl was clearly excited to spend the day with me as a human.
"I just finished working, and I came here right away. It's much easier to get out of a suit when you are going on a date!"
"... a... date?"
"Aaaah! Well... I call it a date... It just makes me happy! Don't worry about it. So, Lucy told me you wanted to visit our place? Vix is doing better, but she would be super happy to see you since she hasn't been able to go to the café all week."
"Does... she knows... I'm coming?"
"No! It's going to be a surprise!"
"..."
"Come. Let's go now! I can't wait to show you our place!"
"O... okay! But wait... I have something... for Vix."
I walked to my kitchen and grabbed a plastic box that contained a special treat for the mending fox girl. Last night, knowing I'd probably visit her, I baked some chocolate chip cookies. I was about to put the box in my backpack when a chin landed on my shoulder.
"Oooh... Cookies! Give me one!"
"No... They are a gift for Vix."
"Aww! Really? She won't mind if I eat one or two. I'm sure."
"Trixie... no!"
Trixie tried to take the box away from my hand, but I tugged back.
"Ah! Come on! I'm sure you ate one already! I'm sure if I kiss you, I'll be able to taste it!"
"Trix... Stop! Stop! Haha! Stooop!"
I was turning my head away from the cute girl who tried to playfully kiss me at the same time as she was trying to steal my cookie box. She pushed me in a corner and wrapped her arms around me.
"Mmm! You are so warm, Clara... I want to cuddle with you forever!"
"I... I like cuddling you too."
"When I'm a pet or when I'm a human?"
"..."
"You have to say when I'm a pet..."
"... When you are a pet?"
"YAY! I love being a pet so much more! Alright. Let's go see Vix. She must be miserable. But, I'll do all I can to steal a cookie from her, though."
***
We have been walking for the past half hour, heading deeper downtown. Trixie hung to my arm the same way she did when she wore her costume, probably out of habit. I guess we can't take the rabbit out of the bunny. She said we were close, but I found it quite strange that she led us to the business area where only big lawyers firms and such surrounded us. I was not aware of any apartment buildings in this area.
"Alright, it's here. Let's go in."
"... Wait..."
"Uh? What's wrong?"
"Trixie... This is... an office building."
"Yes? It's an insurance company... but it's okay. Just follow me. We are in the right place."
No, we were not. It made no sense. That building was an office building about twenty floors high, not an apartment building.
Trixie grabbed my wrist and tugged me inside anyway. She was small and barely strong enough to pull the heavy glass door open. As soon as we stepped in, I became so embarrassed. There was so much luxe around me that I felt as out of place as an apple core on a castle floor.
Talking about floors, this one was all made of big white glossy marble tiles. Everything around here seemed so expensive, something I didn't see often. This company probably made more money in a day than I would make in my entire life. I felt so oppressed.
My friend didn't seem intimidated whatsoever, though. Still holding my wrist, Trixie made us pass in front of the security desk without even looking at them. Then we walked next to a couple of clients wearing business suits who looked at us with prejudice. Finally, we arrived at the elevators.
I couldn't do anything else but tremble. My conviction was that we would get arrested for trespassing and end up in jail where they would shave our heads... or something like that.
"Relax, Clara... oh, this one is coming."
"..."
One of the elevators arrived, and we got in it. Trixie slid a magnetic card out of her pocket and swiped it on the reader before pressing the P button at the very top of the panel.
"P? ... What does P... stands for?"
"Haha... P for Pets."
"... Pets? Trixie... It doesn't mean pets!"
"Well, I don't care. To me, it means Pets. We are going to the pet floor."
She had a big grin on her face while she kept joking, but I wasn't sure why she would hide the truth from me. The pets couldn't possibly live in this building. What was this about?
As I tried to figure out what was going on, Trixie took advantage of our long elevator ride to get closer to me and nuzzle my neck as if she was still wearing her bunny suit. It was not tickling as much without her whiskers, but it still made me smile to see her unable to behave in a different manner than her rabbit persona.
"Maybe we should stop the elevator and cuddle for a while."
"..."
"Haha! I won't do that to you. But I really want to!"
"..."
Her incessant teasing had the benefit of keeping us entertained until we reached our destination. On the ringing of a bell, the doors parted, and as soon as we got out, there was another giant wooden double door. Trixie swiped her card once more on a reader which granted us access to the place.
"Aaah! Come on in, Clara! Welcome to our home."
"... Your... home?"
I passed the door, and my jaw dropped. It couldn't be... It was a giant luxury apartment, the biggest I have ever seen. That was impossible. How could a bunch of small pet girls afford something like this? An entire wall made of large windows and a big staircase that followed another betrayed a second floor's presence. Something didn't add up.
"Trixie... This is... too big."
"What do you mean too big? Pets need room to play and run around, you know."
"But... How... How can you pay for this?"
"We sell a lot of cheesecake, haha!"
She just wouldn't stop teasing me. I knew it was not true. No amount of cheesecakes would be sufficient to afford this. The kitchen area alone was bigger than my apartment.
"Come! Let's go see if Vix is awake."
"But... but..."
The excited rabbit girl grabbed my arm again and pulled me up the staircase. I swear, ten people would be able to go up and down at the same time without bumping into each other... maybe fifteen pets. I was just a baffled body that Trixie dragged around like a doll, knowing very well that I was beyond confused.
The soft carpet absorbed every sound that our feet would have made, and even the air we were breathing tasted expensive. Some lights turned on as we progressed in the upper floor hallway until we reached one of the bedroom doors.
"Sshhh... Let me check if she is awake first."
"... Okay."
Trixie cracked the door open just enough to squeeze her head into the dark room.
"Pssst... Vix? Are you awake? You have a visitor."
"Mmm... I don't want a visitor... I just want to feel better!"
"Clara is here... That should make you feel better, foxy!"
"AAAH? CLARA? But... Why did you bring her here."
"Because she is our friend... So, I'll let her in. You aren't naked, are you?"
"N... No... but..."
Trixie closed the door and turned to me.
"Yeah... Lucy told you about Vix's face, right? She is embarrassed by her scars, but she is making too much of a fuss about it. She is still a cutie. Come on. While you go see her, give me your cookies, I'll put them in the kitchen."
"Trixie! No!... It's for Vix!"
"Aaah. Give me just one... I will give you some time alone with Vix because I have to go take a well-needed shower. Just one... Pleaaase! They smell so good!"
"... Mmm... Okay... But only one..."
"Sure! Only one!"
I placed my backpack on the ground and pulled out the cookie box. I bent the lid open and presented the sugary treat to the drooling girl.
"AH!"
"TRIXIE! NO! You said only one!"
"Byyyye! I'll come back in thirty minutes!"
I grumbled while the happy rabbit bounced away with a handful of cookies that she stole without any shame. I placed the lid back on as I was shaking my head, then I slowly opened the bedroom door again.
"Vix? Hi!"
"... Hi."
It was so dark in there. I could see Vix's shape on the large king bed, her lower body covered by a blanket, and her back resting on too many pillows. I walked to the window as I wanted to open the curtains, so I could see her better.
"No! Leave the curtains closed, please. I... I have... a headache."
"... Oh... Okay... How... How are you doing?"
"Better... Thanks."
It was so awkward. Usually, Vix was the one rushing to my arms to get a hug, but her human form was not as much in a hurry to do the same. Her voice was timid and unconfident, pretty much like mine. I tried to look at her face through the darkness, but she was wearing an animal pajama with a hoodie covering almost her entire face... Her lips and chin were pretty much all I could see. I thought it was adorable that she was dressing up like a fox, even at home, even though this wasn't latex.
"I... I brought you cookies, Vix. Do you want one?"
"... Cookies?"
"Yes. I made them myself. For you. To make you feel better."
"I... I love cookies..."
I extended my arm and gave her her gift. Silently, she peeled the lid off and slid it under the box. Then she used her two hands to grab one cookie and bring it up to her mouth for a nibble.
"Mmm... Chocolate chip... They are good. Thanks so much!"
"I'm glad you like them... Can... Can I sit with you?"
"... Yes. NO! Sorry... Can you sit on the other side?"
"... Okay."
I took a long walk around the large bed, knowing very well why she didn't want me to sit on her left. Her scars were probably on that side, and she didn't want me to see them. I wasn't going to argue because I was relating to her discomfort so much. My communication disorder wasn't a physical injury, but it was a scar nonetheless. I knew the fear of being discovered and judged by others, even if they were close to me. There was nothing to be offended about. Vix reaction was normal under the circumstances.
I climbed on the bed, sinking in the soft mattress, and slid under the blanket to sit shoulder to shoulder with my fox friend. She tried to pull her hoodie a bit lower, but she had reached its range limit.
"I... I like your voice, Vix. It's very cute."
"T...Thanks. This is so weird."
"Yes... It was the same thing when I saw Trixie... and Asha..."
"Yeah... but those two are pretty."
"They are... But everybody told me you were pretty too."
"Mmm... I'm not so sure about that..."
"I know... what you mean. It's okay. I thought the same of myself... before I met you. It's better now."
As if my words struck a sensitive chord, Vix turned her head to me. The fluffy fox ears attached to her hoodie laid flat on the sides. A faint smile appeared on her lips, and for a moment, she tried to resist the urge to get some affection. But her will was not strong enough, and when she was done hesitating, she wrapped her arms around my waist, without asking, and rested her head on my chest.
"I want to cuddle... so badly. I was so lonely this week."
"Aww. I know."
"I'm so happy you came."
I squeezed the small fox girl in my arms, and we stayed like this for a while, murmuring funny things to each other and making fun of Trixie, who stole nearly half of the cookies. Latex costume or not, she was still the little Vix that I loved so much. We shared some more sugary treats and then laid down deeper in the comfy bed. Doing this with her was very special, even though it was quite strange to feel her tiny fingers crawling on me.



Unfortunately, Vix was still recovering from her cold and quickly fell asleep on my shoulder. She must have been exhausted. This could be a good opportunity to...
I dared to pull her hoodie out a little bit using my fingertip, just enough to uncover her tiny nose and closed eyes. They were right... she was so cute... so peaceful. It made me wonder if natural cuteness was a mandatory trait to be hired by the animal café or if being pets transformed them after the fact.
I was curious about her scars, though... How could such a thing cause so much shame to such an adorable girl? It was just not right... not fair.
I pulled the hoodie a bit more to the side until I noticed the beginning of a mark, carved in her soft skin. It was beginning there, right in the middle of her cheek. It would be easily noticeable in broad daylight, and for sure, people were probably drilling with the same questions over and over when she was not a latex fox; how did this happen? Does it hurt? Can't it be surgically removed? Or the pitiful encouragement; poor girl. I've seen worse. It's nothing. You make a big deal out of nothing.
I pulled the hoodie back over her cheek, not desiring to see more of what was not for me to see. I bet the small fox girl much preferred to hear more pleasant words.
"Can I get a hug?... Can we cuddle?... Do you want to come to my place?... Do you want to be my friend?... Can I kiss you?"
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"NO! STAY AWAY FROM ME, BRIAN!"
"Aaaah, stop running, Mia! You love the SusceptGear, and you know it!"
"I do! But I don't know how you programmed it... It's not the same anymore!"
"Oh, as if I could do worse than what you did to yourself while I was away! I had to rescue you, remember?"
"You will turn me into a chicken or something!"
"A chicken? That would be funny."
"Stay away!"
Brian chased me around the kitchen table, trying to make me wear the SusceptGear that he had programmed earlier. He wouldn't tell me what the device would do to me, and once it would be on my head, I knew my freewill would vanish; it would force me to do random stuff.
Spending a full week by myself demonstrated that my curiosity was strong enough to turn me into a sex doll without really thinking it would happen, which was not necessarily the best thing ever even if it had been a fun thing to experience. So, Brian and I agreed that I would have to be more careful in the future and that for now, he should be the one programming the device for me to prevent further incidents. I may have scared him a little.
That said, it meant that he would push me toward HIS fantasies... not mines. Maybe... Yes, making him happy sexually by giving him what he wanted was what I loved the most, what turned me on, but this desire came from me, hence the reason why I decided to experience the device by myself at first. This time around, my desires would come from HIM! And God only knows what his twisted brain would come up with.
"Mia, I love you! I want you to have amazing romantic experiences."
"AH! Do you really expect me to believe that?"
"No, but it made you smile."
"Hehe. You are an idiot. Tell me how you programmed the SusceptGear first! Then I'll consider it."
"No. It's a surprise! Come on. It's going to be fun. I promise."
"At least, give me a hint!"
"A hint? Mmm... Oh, I know. One sec!"
I couldn't believe that worked. Brian, who had refused to give me any information whatsoever about how he programmed my headgear, was now willing to provide me with some details. I considered that a small victory under the circumstances.
Smiling a bit too much for my taste, he walked to the kitchen, opened a cabinet door just to pull out a peanuts bag. He walked back to me and placed it in my hands, leaving me confused.
"Peanuts? What do you want me to do with peanuts? I don't even like peanuts..."
"Yes, you do..."
"Not those... They have shells... and cracking them involves effort."
"Oh, my God, Mia. You are so lazy! Is that why you are never eating those?"
"Yes! But anyway... Why peanuts? This is not helping me to understand what you are going to do to me!"
"I said I was going to give you a hint. I never said it was going to be a good one. Alright, let me put the device on your head. I promise it won't turn you into a chicken."
I groaned and pressed my forehead on his chest. The truth was that I was dying to wear the SusceptGear again, and I knew Brian would never do anything harmful to me or turn me into a permanent porn star. He made it clear that he was more in love with me as Mia than anything else... He just wanted me to have fun.
"... Okay... But I still don't get the peanut thing..."
"You'll get it soon enough."
Brian kissed me on the forehead and carefully placed the high tech tiara on my head. Once he flipped the switch on, a blue light appeared in the middle of the band; the SusceptGear was armed. Remote in hand, he looked at me in the eyes.
"Alright? Ready? Last chance to change your mind. It will start right away with a short thirty minutes conditioning session. Do you want to sleep here on the couch, or do you prefer our bed?"
"Here is fine... Just do it..."
"See you in a bit, Mia... Queen of Squirrels!"
"Wait... Queen of what!?"
Before I could get an answer to his super weird comment, he pressed the button, and a beep interrupted my questioning. Immediately, the amazing relaxing feeling invaded my soul. I had missed that a lot since the last time I used the device. Kinks or not, the induced calming effect was the best part of the experience. All my worries and tensions just vanished magically.
The first thing I noticed was that Brian was my Master again. I knew I'd need to obey his every command, but I was also getting very tired.
"M... Master? I'm... so... tired..."
"Go to the couch, Mia... Just rest for a bit."
"Yes... So... tired."
I wobbled to the couch, laid down on it, and as I was drifting away, the last thing I saw was my Master gently placing a cushion under my head. Then everything went dark.
***
"Mmm..."
"Welcome back, Mia."
"Master?"
"Yes, how was your nap?"
"I don't know... Can... Can I hug you?"
"Sure, come here."
When controlled by the SusceptGear, I was always so confused. For some reason, I felt like I needed a hug, and everything else was like a strange dream.
I stood up and went to Brian to wrap my hands around his waist. He gave me a reassuring squeeze, and then he kissed me tenderly, which filled my mind with a satisfying feeling that I was making him happy.
Then he directed my attention elsewhere.
"Mia, you should look outside, there is something you might want to see?"
"Outside? Yes, Master."
I walked to the large living room window and tried to find what he was talking about. It looked like a freezing day again; some light snowflakes were falling from the grey sky, making everything look pretty. The ground was all white, and the fir trees held as much snow as their branches could carry. Our leafless maple tree seemed beautifully dead but was just asleep for the next few months. Winter was as beautiful as ever.
Then something caught my attention; two squirrels chasing each other bolted out of the woods, jumping around, just for fun. A powerful sensation exploded inside of me, something so overwhelming that I couldn't contain it.
"MASTER! MY CHILDREN!"
"Yes, Mia... They are outside..."
"I MUST go to them... I HAVE to feed them!"
"Pfff... Haha... Good idea. Why don't you grab the peanuts and put your boots and coat on! They are waiting for you."
"YES! I have to feed them now!"
"Even if it's very cold outside?"
I paused for an instant, trying to process what Brian just told me. Cold? Deep inside me, there was a sudden conflict. Thinking about that word made me feel uneasy, but I wasn't too sure why. Despite that, my focus quickly returned to the squirrels; I had this vital responsibility to go out and feed them.
As I walked to the entryway closet, it was not clear to me what I had to wear, but Brian, my Master, provided me with well-needed assistance. He pulled out my winter boots, my fluffy coat, a scarf, and a tuque, and he helped me to dress up.
Soon enough, I was ready to accomplish my mission. He placed the bag of peanuts in my hands and opened the front door for me.
An icy wind hit my body, which set off all the alarms in my head... something was off, but still couldn't tell what it was. There was something about winter that I was not supposed to enjoy...
But Brian brought back my attention to my important obligation.
"Mia? What are you doing!? Are you going to let your children STARVE?"
"NO! I MUST FEED THEM!"
"Pfffahaha!"
I bolted out and ran to the area where I saw the squirrels last. The fresh snow was crunching under my footsteps, and the cold air I was breathing was painful, but nothing could stop me now.
Arriving at my destination, I crouched down and frantically ripped the peanut bag open. I plunged my hand in it, grabbed a handful of peanuts, and tossed them next to the trees. A long silence followed...
Then, it happened... Two little creatures of the woods came out, sniffing around, and discovering their unexpected treats.
"My... My children... Eat! Eat! It's important!"
Quickly, the rodents attacked the shells and liberated the chewable content. For them, it was an unexpected treasure during a season where they usually struggled to find food. This was why my role as Queen of the Squirrels was so important. They depended on me for their survival; I just couldn't let them down.
For the next few minutes, I sent more peanuts flying their way, but gradually, the squirrels came closer and closer, to the point where they were getting them directly from my hand. It was the coolest thing in the entire universe, and I was so proud of myself, so happy.
Then I heard a beep and slowly began to remember what had happened... Brian had turned off the SusceptGear and was standing right next to me; him and his sarcasm...
"So, Mia? How are your children doing now?"
"..."
I stood up right away and turned to him. His smile was unmistakable... He had tricked me into going outside, making me believe I was some sort of squirrel lover. I took a deep breath to insult him, but the freezing air entering my lungs made me panic. I attempted to run to the house, but he intercepted me.
"Aaaah! Let me go! Let me gooo!"
"Ah, come on. Calm down, Mia! See, you are outside, and you are enjoying it."
"No! No! Let me go! It's too cold!"
"No, it's not, and you are fine. See, winter is nice. You can feed squirrels, and it's fun."
"No! You just made me think it was!"
"Is that the truth? Don't you want to feed them some more? I know you love squirrels. You are ALWAYS looking at them through the window."
"... I do... but... my fingers... they hurt."
"Yeah, they do, but it's not dangerous if we don't stay out for too long. Look at them, Mia... They want more food."
Somehow, my panic was a bit unjustified, and I knew it. Of course, I wouldn't tell Brian, but the time I spent outside while hypnotized was enough for my body to somewhat adapt to the cold temperature. Yes, my fingers were tingling a bit, but it was because I had no gloves... the rest of my body was fine.
I turned around to look at the fluffy black rodents, and they were still sniffing around, trying to find uneaten peanuts unsuccessfully. I crouched down, without adding a word and grabbed some from the bag before presenting my hand to them. They quickly bounced in my direction and took them from my fingers, which made me smile.
"Brian, add another word, and it's you that I will feed to them."
"Yes, Queen of the Squirrels."
"... You are dead!"
***
"Aaaah! Curse you!"
"What? Did you think I'd turn you into a squirrel lover and just leave it at that? I want my kinky maid back!"
I should have known. After spending some more time outside feeding the cute squirrels, we got back inside the house, I took off my winter gear, and that was when I realized that Brian had enabled the setting preventing me from taking the SusceptGear off my forehead. I tried hard, but my hands just wouldn't do it.
Mentioning that he wanted his maid back was not a surprise, but to me, it meant that I had no idea what was coming next. All he had to do was press a button, and I'd be at his mercy again... which was not an idea I hated.
I was making a fuss about him controlling me mostly to be funny. This kind of adventure he was putting me through was something we talked about after my intense solo experience with the device. He was not forcing me to do anything. I was simply a willing candidate. Of course, I had not expected the Queen of the Squirrels curveball, but it aligned with what he told me he would do; surprise me with fun and different experiences and adventures.
Brian told me that he was not interested in turning me into a brainless slave; that was more my fetish than his to some from a certain point of view. I wanted to please him sexually as much as possible, but he just didn't need much to be happy. I think he just liked having a charming Latino girl at his side who was entertaining and supportive. Without my normal brain, he would undoubtedly lose interest, but that didn't prevent him from trying things that he knew would make me happy.
"So, Mia. Didn't you have fun with the squirrels?"
"Yeah... Maybe... I kind of expected something more... kinky. You failed me!"
"Failed you? Ah, that's harsh. You loved feeding the squirrels! It was a great idea."
"Mmm... Okay, it was fun. But now I need something more adult."
"Oh, we are not done yet. Phase two is already programmed in the SusceptGear. You're going to love it."
"Am I? What will it be?"
"Something more for myself this time. But I know you. You're going to love it too."
"Does it involve latex again?"
"Yep! I told you, I want my maid back. You'll need to wear your uniform for me."
Well, I didn't expect Brian to answer my question. He has been very secretive since we decided to play with the device. He refused to discuss today's plan with me until now. I should have been happy that he provided me with some sort of answers, but I couldn't help but find this suspicious.
"What else?"
"You are going to go for a little nap... and you'll feel very good when you wake up... and probably a bit more clingy."
"Heeey... I'm already clingy! Why are you even telling me everything anyway? What are you hiding from me? "
"I'm not hiding anything, Mia... I swear. You'll want to wear your uniform, you'll go for a little nap, and then you'll be very attracted to me."
"Will I be able to think by myself?"
"Yes."
"Okay... Now I know you are hiding something! You are too honest!"
"Maaaaybe. Shall we begin?"
"If there is no sex this time, I'll be super mad at you."
"You'll see... I'm sure you're going to like it."
Brian pressed the button on the remote, and I immediately fell into my pleasant trance. All my little muscles relaxed, and my worries vanished. I was semi-conscious about what was happening to me, but I learned that letting things happen without resisting would provide me with a much more enjoyable experience.
Then I felt it... Brian didn't lie to me. I looked down at my clothes and understood that something was wrong. Why was I dressed up like this? Where was my latex maid uniform? The urge to wear it was real and powerful.
Without overthinking this, I trotted upstairs and went to my closet. There, on the shelf, was what I needed. I grabbed the pile of latex and brought it to the bed and stripped naked.
Of course, the real me didn't go anywhere even while hypnotized; I dropped my clothes on the floor, not caring the slightest if it was appropriate to do so. Brian, who had followed me, commented on my poor behavior.
"Aaah, Mia! You are such a slob."
"Mmm? Master? I... I don't know. Did I do something wrong?"
"Nah, it's fine... Keep going. I like what I see."
"Okay..."
Of course, he liked what he saw. I was naked in front of him and bending to pick up my latex panties from the pile.
I slid my legs through the holes and pulled the stretchy underwear up to my crotch. To feel the rubber brushing against my clean shaved pussy sent a wave of pleasure through my entire body.
"Aaanh!"
I needed more. The stockings were next. Sitting on the bed's edge, it took me a long time to squeeze my smooth legs in the long socks. But all this work was quickly forgotten as I really loved what I was becoming.
The latex bra was a formality, and then, the piece of resistance, the cute rubber dress. I hugged it for a while, rubbing it on my naked skin, and then began to put it on. I wasn't too sure why I loved it so much, but it felt right. It made me feel so good all over.
"Let me help you with this, Mia."
My Master approached and assisted with the long back zipper. Having the tight latex gripping all around my torso made me feel so safe and warm. The last little things to go on was my cute white apron and headband.
Brian turned me around to face him, and out of the blue, he gave me a long and tender kiss. Naturally, I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my body against his. As a maid, I had this deep desire to please my Master; it was my duty.
It didn't take long for us to end up on the bed. We made out for a while, it was so good, but I felt really tired at some point.
"M... Master... I'm... so tired."
"I know you are... just lie down on my chest and close your eyes. I love watching you while you are sleeping. You are so cute, Mia."
"O... okay."
I rested my head on his chest, and it was so comfy. I could hear his slow heartbeat and soothing breathing. My lips curled up, and I just let myself drift away; I was so happy right now.
***
"Mmm... That was a good nap! Wait... Am I... still hypnotized?"
When I woke up, Brian was no longer at my side. I rolled to my back on the large empty bed and tried to understand what he had done to me. My mind was clear, but I was quite turned on; I suspected it was partly because of what I was wearing. I definitely loved latex way more than usual and was conscious enough to acknowledge it; this didn't come as a surprise; it was totally the SusceptGear talking. He undoubtedly conditioned me to like it so that I wouldn't be annoyed by the stretchy material until further notice.
But what else? I remembered we made out before I fell asleep, but I kind of expected more. Did we have sex, and I forgot about it? It didn't seem very plausible.
"Brian?"
The right thing to do was to go find him and get some answers. I tiptoed out of bed and headed downstairs. I hoped he wouldn't be outside because there was no way I would set foot outdoors in the cold dressed up like this.
Fortunately, I found him reading a book in the living room. He looked at me with a smile and opened his arms as I climbed on him.
"There you are. How are you feeling, Mia?"
"Turned on... I see that you conditioned me to like latex a bit more."
"Sure did... I love it when you wear your uniform. You expected that, I'm sure."
"Yes, but... Now I want you... badly."
"Do you? Do you want to kiss me?"
"Yes... and more."
"More? Like what?"
"... Well... I'll show you."
I leaned forward to kiss him, making sure my boobs were as close as possible to his face. I was ready, but I needed him to be fired up as well for what was coming next. I was not exactly sure what he had done to me, but I had this urge to take care of him very well. It looked like he would let me take the lead and do whatever I wanted, so it was even better.
Kissing wasn't enough, so I got off the couch and knelt in front of him. It took me only a second to unbuckle his pants and pull them down along with his boxers; I met no resistance from his part. And then it was there, in front of me... my reward, and my opportunity to tease him back.
"Mmm... Do you want me to suck on it?"
"You do whatever you want, Mia..."
"Heeey... You are supposed to say yes to make me feel desired."
"I don't know, Mia... What do YOU want to do?"
"I... I want to suck your cock... badly."
"So, what are you waiting for?"
"... I..."
That was the part where I was supposed to give him a blowjob... It was there in front of me... just the sight of his erect member turned me on like crazy... but... I couldn't grab it ... My hands tried to reach it, but they just wouldn't... Same thing with my mouth. I had a strong urge to lick it, but every time I tried to get too close, I couldn't go any further...
"B... Brian!?"



"What's wrong, Mia... don't you want to pleasure me?"
"I... I really do... But... I can't..."
"Oh? Really?"
"What... what did you do to me?"
"I don't know... try again. Hehe."
I REALLY wanted to give him a blowjob, and that was turning me on so much, but I just couldn't get to it. I started to understand what he may have done to me, and it made me fearful.
"Sorry, Mia. I thought you were turned on and wanted to have sex with me. Ah, well, another time, maybe."
"Wait! ... Why can't I touch your cock. This is abnormal."
"Hehe. Maybe you are just not turned on enough. We can try again later."
"NO! I want it now... I'll try something else..."
As Brian was about to stand up, I pushed him back to his couch. Then I climbed back on him and pulled my panties aside. If my hands and mouth couldn't reach him, surely I would still be able to sit on him... To take him inside me.
Lowering my hips, I aligned my wet slit with his cock head... but just as they were about to meet, once more, an invisible force blocked me. Seeing my pleasure so close, yet unreachable, sent a big wave of sexual pleasure down my spine, making me moan involuntarily...
"Aaanh! Brian! What is happening?"
"I don't know... You seem very turned on. It's adorable."
"But... I can't fuck you... I need to fuck you now, or else I will lose my mind."
"It's not like I'm preventing you from doing so. You are super hot, and I'd love it if you gave me a good time."
"... Why can't I? How did you program the SusceptGear? Tell me! AAaaanh!"
Brian reached my crotch with his hand and slid a finger over my clit. I rushed to grab his wrists, but I didn't want him to stop.
"See, I can't touch you. It's easy. Can you touch yourself?"
"T... Touch myself!?"
"Yeah, try it. I like it when you play with yourself in front of me. It's sexy."
Brian removed his hand from my burning crotch, inviting me to give him a little show. His idea was not that bad. If I couldn't provide him with pleasure, at least I could satisfy myself. That said, I suspected he proposed that to me for a reason; it sounded like another trap.
I tried to reach my crotch, but outside being able to tug on my panties, I couldn't go any further. The thought of masturbating in front of Brian increased my arousal, but there was nothing I could do to get some relief.
"What? Mia? You don't even want to play with yourself for me. That is just ungrateful."
"Brian... Stop it! Tell me what you have done!"
"Haha! Okay, okay! I programmed your headgear so you couldn't pleasure yourself or pleasure me. Outside kissing me, there is not much else you can do. The more you will try, the more you will think about it, the more your arousal will increase."
"..."
"Don't make that face. There is a way out for you."
"... Is there?"
"Yes, this block should vanish after you get an orgasm. So you just have to cum hard one time, then you'll be back to normal and be able to do whatever you desire."
"... But... How am I supposed to do that if I can't even touch myself."
"You have to convince me to fuck you. Hehe. I can make you cum all I want. You are the conditioned one, not me."
"Fuck me now! For I am Mia, and this I command!"
"No. Not until you convince me that you really want me to."
"That's terrible! Hehe. You are a monster! Fuck me now! Stop teasing me."
Brian got off the couch and walked toward the kitchen while pulling his pants up. I had to admit that his twisted idea was pretty good; I was impressed by his creativity level. I think he remembered what turned me on last time, and he used that to create this little challenge for me. He knew that I had loved being unable to cum when I had painted myself in a corner during his business trip, and he decided to give me more of that.
As he walked away, I caught up to him and wrapped my arms around his waist.
"Wait! Wait! You... You were hard and excited... Sooo... You can make love to me now. Right? You were just joking, right?"
"Mmm... No... You didn't seem motivated enough. What do you want for lunch? We have some leftover tacos."
"Briaaan! Please... I'll let you take me the way you want, and I won't complain."
"Noted. Maybe after lunch, then."
"Uuugh!"
What was that? His rejection turned me on even more. He did say that the more I would try, the more excited I would get. If I attempted to convince him too much, I would turn into a miserable ball of sexual energy. I remembered that feeling from last time.
"Aaah! Brian... I'll cook your dinner too if you fuck me now!"
"No, you don't even know how to cook!"
"I know... but... I can try!"
"You'll need to find something better, Mia. Threatening to poison me won't help your case."
"Aaarrrh!"
This is going to be more complicated than I thought. I tried to reach the SusceptGear with my hands, but of course, he had not changed that setting. The device was a prison preventing me from escaping his evil mind so he could torture me. I would need to find a way out of this.
***
"Briiiiaaan?"
"Yes, Mia?"
"... What if I promise to wear my uniform all week? Would you make love to me right now?"
"Mmm... No."
"Aww... Why? Don't you like it when I wear it?"
"Oh, it's not that. I just think you can offer something better. I feel greedy. I have to make you work a bit more, or else it's not fun."
"But I'm so turned on right now... It doesn't go away."
"I know, and it's only going to get worse. You better come up with something fun soon, or by dinner time, you'll be in bad shape."
Groaning was pretty much my only option. Another attempt to get fucked, another rejection, and another spike of arousal. I wasn't too sure what he expected from me, but I would need to find it soon.
I retreated to the bedroom with my tablet to watch some cat videos. At least baby cats didn't turn me on. And maybe watching some of those fuzzy felines playing around would give me an idea for an offer he wouldn't be able to turn down. Sadly for me, Brian was not the demanding type and never tried to transform me into a more slutty sexual partner; he was just good at accepting most of the stuff I was throwing at him.
I could tell him that I would give him a blowjob every morning for a month or that I would swallow every drop every time, but that was not what he was after, and it wasn't that far from what I was already doing anyway.
So what could I offer him to convince him to fuck me?
I turned on my tablet and started watching some videos. My hand kept going down to my crotch, very close to the sensitive spot, but I couldn't pleasure myself. I was barely able to tug on my panties but only in a way that it wouldn't stimulate me. My brain was determined not to let me do anything sexual.
After a good thirty minutes, Brian met me in the bedroom. He sat next to me without a word and placed his hand on my inner thigh. That caught my attention. Was he unable to wait any longer? Maybe it was because I ignored him?
"B... Brian?"
"You aren't trying very hard? Watching cat videos won't help."
"Well, if I try too much, I'll get even more aroused."
"True, but I really want to have sex with you, in case you didn't notice. I don't want to wait a full week."
"I'm trying to think of something... it was your idea to do this. It's your fault for being so picky."
"Oh, I have no regret. But I'm just here to give you a good reason to think harder."
"... AAAH!"
Brian placed his left hand on my chest to keep me down in my pillow pile, and his other went right inside my latex panties. There was nothing I could do to stop him... anyway, I didn't want to do that. Hell yeah, I wanted more of this.
It was so odd; he rubbed my clit as much as he wanted, but I couldn't even push my hips up to participate. The only pleasure I was getting was the one he chose to give me.
"Aaaah! This feels so good... Go faster!"
"Faster? Alright... How does this feel?"
"AaAAH! Yes! Yes! That's it! That's it!"
The context of this whole activity completely escaped my mind, and I forgot that he was probably just teasing me. My arousal spiked like crazy, and I was getting closer and closer to the edge. Finally, Brian would release me from my curse, and I would be able to reward him with an amazing Mia lovemaking session.
Unfortunately, if I had been more focused, I would have seen that this was just another one of his tricks.
"Alright, I think you are warmed up enough. I have to go to the store, I will come back in about an hour to see if you came up with better arguments to make me believe you deserve that orgasm."
"... Aaanh! B... Brian... You... you can't... do that!? I am so close!"
"I sure can! See you in a bit, little maid. Think hard. I want something special when I'm back."
He waved at me, holding the remote in his hand, then just walked away from the bedroom. I couldn't believe it... All of that was just to tease me and increase my arousal level. It was so not fair!
"Brian! Come back now, you monster!"
No reply. When I heard the front door opening and closing, I rushed to the window and saw him driving away in the snow.
"B... Brian... No..."
My body was in agony from the device that prevented my arousal from going down. It was as pleasurable that it was distressing. Not being able to cum was one thing, but not being able to play with myself or to fuck anything was a whole new level of mental pain.
I returned to my bedroom and tried everything I could to no avail. Touching myself was impossible, using a vibrator didn't work either, and even humping a pillow was not a viable solution. If I consciously tried to pleasure myself, I just couldn't get myself to do it no matter what technique I employed.
It made me realize once more all the potential contained in this little headband called SusceptGear. It was so powerful. It could make me do anything and everything. As I tried to calm my breathing, I laid flat on my back and thought about that for a minute.
I wanted this whole situation to happen. I kept whining that I didn't want Brian to control me, that I wanted him to free me now, that I wanted him to make me cum. But no, that's not what I really wanted. And I knew deep inside of me that I just had to ask him in a serious tone that I wanted this to end, and he would turn it off right away. I trusted Brian with my life.
He knew me very well. When I was joking and saying harsh things that had the opposite meaning, he knew it and naturally played along. This sense of humor was part of why he loved me; I entertained him daily with my childish attitude and overreactions. I loved acting like this even though it often bit me in the ass... like today. I liked being bit in the ass.
I stared at the ceiling, and a smile appeared on my face. I remembered the last baby cat video I watched, the one where it got all tangled in yarn.
"Alright, Master Brian... Challenge accepted. Wait till you come back! I guarantee you that you are going to fuck your maid."
***
"Mia! I'm back! So, did you think of... What the hell?"
Ah! He finally got home. And as per his reaction, he saw what I did, and now he was climbing up the stairs. The first phase of my plan worked. Lure him to me in a shocking way.
My goal was to wait for him in our bedroom. At first, I thought I would leave a trail of rose petals from our house's front door to the bedroom, but it was minus fifteen Celsius outside, obviously not too flower friendly. So I grabbed my massive pile of sexy panties and bras and sprinkled them around to make a path leading upstairs.
His footsteps got closer; I couldn't wait to see his reaction.
"Mia? Why did you throw your panties everywhere and... HOLY MOTHER OF GOD!"
"M... Master... W... welcome home!"
"..."
His crotch zipper almost busted open because of his instant hard-on. What he was looking at was too much for his little reptilian brain to handle. I was wearing my latex maid uniform, I had no choice, but I decided to make him admire it from a different angle.
I was kneeling on the bed, face down, butt up in the air. My hands were tied together and attached to the headboard, and my ankles were secured to the corner of the bed, forcing my legs open. I looked at him with my head sideway; there was no doubt that my extreme arousal and flushed cheeks made me look super attractive. I also made sure my tongue was out just slightly, so my mouth would look extra appetizing.
My voice tone matched my look. I wanted to show him how submissive I could be, in a way that, even if he never really cared about that kind of behavior, he wouldn't be able to resist this time. I gave him something that even the most egalitarian male wouldn't be able to ignore.
But it was not enough. I also left a wooden paddle that we never really used; I think we got it from a stupid gift exchange. There was also a paper note for him to read.
His shaky hands grabbed it.
"Master Brian, I've been a very naughty maid. I broke the rules and got sexually aroused during your absence and tried to play with myself. Please punish me and use me as you see fit."
If this didn't work, I didn't know what would. But I think things were going my way now as Brian caressed my barely covered ass.
"Indeed, you've been a bad little maid, Mia. I think you deserve at least ten paddle hits... Mmm... No... Let's make it twenty-five because you left all those panties on the floor. What kind of maid does that?"
"I'm... I'm sorry Master. Please, spank me as hard as you'd like, I need to learn to be better."
THWACK!
"OW!"
I didn't see that one coming... How did I not notice that Brian had grabbed the paddle already? I knew he mentioned in the past that he would like to try this kind of game, but now I saw that he wouldn't take any chance to miss this golden opportunity; he got right into it.
"Is there a problem, Mia?"
"No... No Master... I love it, Master!"
I guess that was his way to check if it was too much for me.
THWACK!
"AAaah! It... It hurts... a lot... but... It makes you happy, right?"
"Very much so. I love spanking my pretty maid. More than I thought I would."
"Pleasing you always feels so good, Master."
It was cheesy acting, it hurt quite a bit, but I'd not want it any other way. I could tell Brian was enjoying himself a great deal. Spanking me was probably the last thing he had expected today. For sure, using the device to force me to do something different was his goal, but he certainly didn't think I'd push things this far.
The spanking continued for a while until I received my full twenty-five well-deserved smacks on the butt, which would undoubtedly leave some marks. I'd probably have told him to be more gentle in any other circumstances, but it was important to me to let him do it his way this time around.
Now that the punishment was out of the way, it was the moment of truth. I needed him to fuck me right here and right now until I get that liberating orgasm. It was time to crank up the heat a bit more.
"Master Brian... Thank you! You can punish me further if that is what you would like. I will try not to complain as much this time."
"No, I think we spanked you enough. We can do it again later if you keep misbehaving."
"Yes, Master... my only wish is to be useful and learn... I'm happy that you teach me how to do things better."
"Talking about useful..."
"Aaaah! M... Master!!"
YES! Brian just plunged his fingers inside of me, and since I was already pretty much on the edge, it felt extra good. My first reflex was to push back against his hand, but of course, the stupid SusceptGear prevented me from doing so. The only thing I could do was to beg for more.
"Aaanh! Please... Teach your maid how to be useful... very useful. Aaanh! Fuck!"
"How can I resist such a great educational opportunity?"
Yep, he won't back out now. I won! He moved behind me after taking off his pants and then grabbed my hips. When his cock entered me, it was evident that he liked what I had done for him; it felt as if he went just a bit deeper than usual.
When he started moving in and out, it felt so good. The hypnosis was no longer relevant; I enjoyed this so much after being denied all day; it reminded me of the last time I played with the device. I had not been able to cum for one full week until Brian returned from his business trip and fucked me while I was in sex doll mode.
"AAaah! I'm close... I'm so close... Master... Can... Can I cum."
'As much as you want, Mia... you deserve it!"
"Aaah! I'm... I'M CUMMING! AAAAH!"
Holy fuck! That was a powerful one! I tugged hard on my bonds while mentally exploding, and while Brian kept pounding me. Then something happened... I was now able to push against him...
"I... I can move..."
"Hehe... Yes, you can. I told you the truth. Cumming hard would free you. Here... let me take those cuffs out so you can have more fun."
"Y... yes, Master."
"Still Master, uh? You like that?"
"I love it... and RAWR!"
As soon as he opened my cuffs, I turned around and jumped on him. Faster than lightning, I was the one on top, kissing him deeply. I sat on his cock and started fucking him harder!
"Aaaah! It's so good! Please, cum inside of me, Master!"
"You are such a dirty maid... You'll have to work hard for it."
"Yes, Master!"
For the next few minutes, I alternated between fucking him and sucking him. I acted as if I wanted to make him cum quickly but managed the session so that he didn't cum TOO soon. He deserved to have a lot of fun because of the creative way he used the SusceptGear today.
I loved it when we did this sixty-nine for a while. It allowed me to deepthroat him all the way while he was licking me. I'm pretty sure I came again while we were doing that. But right after, I rode him again, this time aiming for the grand finale.
"Aaaah! AAah! Master Brian! Please, cum inside me... I want you to cum inside my womb! Please fill it up as much as you can!"
"Aaah! Mia! You are so hot!"
His facial expression couldn't hide anything... He was having an orgasm of a lifetime. I felt his warm semen pouring inside me, which I usually don't feel; that was pretty cool.
As his orgasm died down, I laid down on top of him, panting because of the strenuous workout, and just started giggling.
"Haha! That was so good! I love you so much!"
"Damn, Mia! I love you too... but... your womb? Fill up your womb? That was so dirty!"
"I think you did fill up my womb this time. You must have ejaculated a gallon."
"You are one twisted maid. You know that?"
"Yep, and you love me for it."
"Indeed... This was hot as hell. Let me take that thing off your head now."
"At least! Freedom! Freedom!"
"Yep, it only took a little spanking session to get free. Simple, uh?"
"I know... but I loved it. I didn't think I would enjoy getting spanked that much. It was a good experience."
Brian laughed and gave me a couple of small slaps on the butt.
"You probably wouldn't have without the device! Hehe."
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"Mmm?"
"Clara... Wake up!"
"...Vix?"
"Yes... You have to wake up! I want to cuddle with you!"
In front of me was Vix, the cute rubbery red fox. How did this happen? I went to see her at her house because she was sick... but she was only wearing a cute animal pajama when I joined her on the bed. How come she was wearing her pet costume now? Was I asleep for that long?
"Vix? Why... Why are you wearing your suit?"
"You... you don't like me as a fox, Clara?"
"I do... but... And how come you can talk? You are not supposed to talk!"
"Does it really matter? Don't you want to cuddle with me? I thought you would like it."
"..."
How was she talking? I knew first hand that her costume was not allowing her to. I was so confused. Her room was still dark, making it difficult for me to see her properly. But I could feel her; her warmth, her weight, her little cushy paws rubbing my belly. I just wanted to take her in my arms.
I pulled her to me and gave her a good squeeze as she always liked, and in return, she nuzzled my cheek and giggled.
"You are so nice, Clara! You are my best friend."
"I... I am?"
"Yes... I want to stay with you forever. I'll be your pet, and you can play with me as much as you want."
"V... Vix? That's a... nice thing to say."
"Yes, I would love that a lot. And sometimes, I'll be extra nice too."
"... Extra nice?"
"Yes... To make you feel very good. Would you like me to show you how nice I can be? We are alone in the bedroom. Nobody will see us?"
Extra nice? To make me feel good? What was she talking about? Vix had always been so shy and reserved. Cuddling was the only thing she ever did, so I wasn't too sure what she was referring to. I tried to look at her face to understand her better, but her rubber cheek was pressing on mine, preventing me from doing so.
Then I felt something strange... On my ear. Something warm and wet. It sent a big wave of pleasure through my whole body.
"V... Vix? What... what was that?"
"Did you like it? Did it feel good?"
"Yes... but..."
"I always wanted to lick your ear, every time my muzzle was near it. It feels so good to be able to do that finally."
"But... How?... You are wearing... your costume?"
"No, I'm not... I'm a real rubber fox... Please stop thinking... Let me lick you some more. You told me you liked it."
"... yes."
The warm little tongue kept exploring my ear; it was tickling so much but felt so good at the same time. Vix then did the same thing on my neck and under my chin... It was so pleasant; her warm saliva cooled down by her shallow breath.
"Close your eyes, Clara."
I had no willpower anymore. Vix took control of my body and soul; I couldn't resist her. Closing my eyes didn't seem to make any difference at all, though... I may have shut them already while she was exploring my neck.
Her little tongue kept traveling on my face and then reached my lips. Gently, Vix pressed her rubber muzzle on my mouth and slid her tongue inside to meet mine. The sexual ambiance was undeniable; Vix had decided that she would make me feel good that way.
For many long minutes, I let her kiss me as much as she wanted. I was too paralyzed to participate fully, too occupied sensing all those unique feelings.
"Kissing feels great, uh?"
"Vix... This... This is incredible."
"I know, right... I want to make you feel even better now. Would you like that?"
"Mmm... Yes..."
"You are so nice, Clara. I'm so lucky to have you."
Vix began to crawl down, sliding her tongue on my chest... Did I undress when I joined her in bed earlier? My mind was so foggy. Her tongue was definitely licking my bare chest. I brought my hands to her cute ears and then...
"Eeep!"
Her little teeth playfully bit one of my nipples, then her licking immediately soothed the tingling, making me moan softly. Her cushy paw massaged my other boob at the same time.
I never thought Vix, the most adorable pet ever, could turn into this sexual creature. But she didn't stop there. She continued her little trip down my body... She hesitantly reached my belly... my hips... and then my crotch.
"Aaah! Viiix..."
"I love you so much, Clara... I really want to make you feel good down there... Can... Can I?"
"... Y... Yes!"
A new kind of licking began, sending incredible sensations throughout my small surrendered corpse. I moaned more and more, accepting everything the little fox girl was giving me. Her soft tongue was the best thing in the world and touched me in a way I had never been touched before.
"Vvvviiiiix! Aaah! Aaah!"
"Hehe! Wake up, Clara!"
"..."
"Hi!"
"... T... Trixie?"
"Yes! What were you dreaming about? It sounded super fun!"
"..."
A cute blonde girl was staring at me with her big blue eyes.
"... What... Where..."
Looking around, I quickly realized that there was no rubber fox in my arms, just the small human Vix, buried in her animal pajama, deeply asleep on my shoulder. Trixie, lying on the other side of me, was grinning in a way that betrayed the fact that she might have had something to do with my kinky dream.
The bunny girl was resting on her side next to me, with a hand resting on my lower belly. I'm sure my face was violet of embarrassment by now, knowing that I probably made some entertaining noise while unconscious.
"Trixie? Did... Did you... touch me?"
"I'm touching you now... Did I wake you up? I'm sorry. I took my shower and came back to see you guys were doing, and you were both asleep."
"But... Did you... kiss me?"
"Mmm... I'm not telling you that, Clara. Next time, if you want to know, don't fall asleep... hehe."
"..."
That was evil. Trixie was hiding things from me. I knew her, she was the most adventurous pet of the bunch, and I was certain that an opportunity such as this would have been very appealing to her. However, I didn't know if she had done anything or if she was just teasing me, so I refrained saying anything else; anyway, it would have been even more mortifying to discuss what I had dreamed about.
"Clara, today is our date, right? So we have to do something fun! Meet me downstairs when you are ready. I'll make you a sandwich, and then we can decide what to do. Vix can sleep all day when she is not a playing pet. She never does too much when not at work. Don't wait for her to wake up. You might have to move her aside."
"Mmm, okay. But... It's not a date."
"Aww! Don't break my heart! To me, it is!"
***
I went down the large staircase, needing to make an extra step here and there because my legs were too short, then I headed to the kitchen area where Trixie fixed us a lunch for us... or trying to. She seemed a bit frustrated that she didn't cut the sandwiches in two perfect halves.
"Aaah! Stupid knife! You destroyed Clara's special sandwich!"
"...Trixie?"
"Oh! You are here! Hehe. Here, I made you a sandwich... Sorry... I'm not a very good cook. Apricot was the best at cooking, but she is not living here anymore."
Apricot? I didn't know who Apricot was. Using my fingers, I counted the number of pets I knew; Trixie, Vix, Asha, Accalia, Misti, Oreo, Meeka... Oh... I knew who was missing...
"Apricot? The doggy?"
"Yes... Didn't you notice? She hasn't been around in a while."
"Why... did she leave?
"Oh, I think it was just not for her... She was sweet and all, but she never felt that it was her calling. So instead of torturing herself unnecessarily, she moved on. I think she went back to her hometown."
I grabbed my plate, and we went to sit in the living room. This apartment was still unreal, and still very super extra-large. The couch faced the window wall that was probably 20 feet high. We had a good view of all the other city buildings.
"Trixie... Where are we?"
"Uh? Our home? The pethouse, hehe."
"I know... but... you know..."
"I know, Clara... I know. But it's not my place to explain. I'm not going to lie to you, I know the whole story, but I can't tell it to you myself. You can discuss this with Lucy later if you want, but I'm not sure if she will want to. Most of the pets have no clue either. Lucy is just asking us to respect the place and not break anything if we decide to live here. But for now, I would just like to enjoy my time with you. We have not done anything non-café related in a long time. I kind of miss it."
"Because you are... always a pet."
"I know... I love it a bit too much. I do all the shifts I can. It's helping Lucy too because I'm a crowd favorite. If Vix weren't around, I would be the number one pet! It's because of my long rabbit ears, you know!"
Yes, it was something I noticed. At the café, Vix was always the first one to be selected by the clients. Some of the pets were not even trying to compete with her anymore. There was something so cute and adorable about that fox girl. The way she naturally moved and approached people was just making them melt.
Trixie and I chewed on our sandwich and started brainstorming about our plans for the rest of the day. I think she really wanted to go out and not stay indoors; perhaps it was her innocent way to prevent Vix from stealing part of my attention.
I was not very outgoing, so I wasn't sure what I could propose in terms of activities. Relying on Trixie's suggestions was pretty much the only thing I could do.
"Oh! I know! Why don't we go to a spa for a massage?"
"... I... I don't have... any money."
This proposition swiftly brought me back to the real world. Here I was, sitting in the luxurious living room of one of the most expensive apartments in the city, and I had nothing in my pockets. My tedious job was just enough to buy a bus pass, pay my rent, and get enough food to fill up my tiny stomach. I had no extra to save or spend. The ingredients for Vix's cookies were not something I often bought as I had to choose between that and a used book. It was rather pathetic. Based on where Trixie lived, I thought she wouldn't have that kind of money problem... but... that wasn't the case.
"Oh... Good point... let me go check if I have any money left."
"..."
Trixie got off the couch and went to a small dresser in the corner of the room. She took a small box out of one of the drawers, opened the lid, and rattled the content with her finger. It sounded like there were only a few coins at the bottom of it.
"Ah, bummer! Forget the spa... I'm as broke as you. Stupid money."
"Heeey, guys..."
"Vix! What are you doing out of your bed? You are sick. Go back to your room."
The fox girl slowly stepped down the giant stairs, the size of it making her look even smaller. Like earlier, her pajama hoodie covered her upper face, only leaving her mouth and chin exposed. Her hands stuffed inside the kangaroo pocket and her wobbly legs betrayed her unwellness.
"Nah! I am a bit better... What are you guys doing?"
"Not much... Just trying to figure out where to go, but we are broke..."
"Where did you want to go?"
"The spa... for a massage. But... Hey! No! Don't do it again, okay!"
"Do what?"
"Paying for me again."
"I do what I want. I'll give you some money."
"No! Vix! You always do that. Aaanh! Why am I such a useless rabbit! Why do we need money in the first place! It's dumb!"
"Make me a sandwich in exchange, Trix. I want the same as Clara's. It looks good."
"Grrrr..."
Seeing those two arguing like this was kind of amusing. Their back and forth chat was too high paced for me to place a word, so I just watched them and smiled. Vix apparently was the generous type since she seemed to have helped Trixie more than once in the past. Trixie, on the other hand, didn't appear to be a financial genius.
"Don't you want to have a good date with Clara? You were so looking forward to it."
"Vix! You... Aaaah! Fine! I'll make you Clara's special sandwich!"
Vix dragged her feet nonchalantly to the same dresser where Trixie got her box from and opened a different drawer. Just now, I noticed that there was a label with a name on each one. I guess it was where all the petgirls kept their valuables, including their pocket money. They must trust each other a lot since nothing was locked.
The sick girl pulled her box out and placed it on top of the dresser next to Trixie's. Her small hand grabbed a pile of paper money and transferred it to her friend's box without even counting.
"There... It should be plenty to have a good date. But... You sleep with me tonight, Trix... and Clara too if she sleeps here. Okay?"
"... I love you so much, Vix!"
"Eeep!"
Trixie pulled her friend into a tight hug, which caused Vix's hoodie to fall back! She was facing the wrong way which prevented me from seeing her scars, but I could finally see her short brown tousled hair, which humanized her a little bit. But in a hurry, she pulled her hoodie back over her head to hide her face again.
"You'll see, foxy! Clara's sandwich is the best EVER!"
On her way to the kitchen, Trixie pulled on one of the ears attached to Vix's hoodie, but this time she held it in place by grabbing the front of it. They really liked teasing each other.
***
"They said we have to soak in here for a bit before our massage."
"I... I like it. It's warm."
"Yes, and in the middle of the day like this, there is nobody else around. Too bad that they forced us to wear those bikinis."
"..."
Indeed, when we got to the spa, we were so not used to that kind of activity that we didn't bring anything to cover ourselves. In our head, getting a massage didn't involve a warm pool; good thing they had some cheap ones for sale, probably for people who didn't want to take the risk of staining their own with oil, salt, mud, or whatever other strange things they were using here.
Trixie didn't think swimsuits were necessary, of course, and she kept chasing me around the pool. She was overexcited since we got here, almost uncontrollable.
"Gotcha!"
"..."
After cornering me, she wrapped her legs and arms around me and pressed her forehead against mine.
"Told you it was going to be a good date..."
"It's... not..."
"Not a date... I know, I know. So... Do you like women?"
"... Women?"
"Yes, women. Like you and me. Us, delicate creatures."
"I... I don't know!"
"Do you like guys then?"
"... I am not sure... I live... alone."
"Why are you so nervous all the time? I'm not going to eat you. Your speech is so much better when you are calm. Am I that scary?"
Was she scary? No, she was not scary, but she definitely made me nervous. Did she understand that when I was not at the café, I wasn't talking to anybody at home? I was not socializing at work either. The café was the only safe place where I had an opportunity to mingle, and I could only do it because the pets were not threatening, and I didn't have to compete to place a word.
Earlier at the pethouse, when Vix and Trixie talked to each other, there was no hope for me to insert myself in their discussion; they were going way too fast for me even to hope to keep up. How did Trixie expect me to do well when she wrapped herself around me, with her nose less than an inch from mine?
"Trixie... Stop!"
"... Stop? What did I do?"
"You... you are too close. You make me nervous and... it's hard for me."
"Oh... Sorry..."
Trixie got off me, moved to my side, lowering her head. We both sank a little bit until our lower jaw was submerged. I guess we both had something to be ashamed of; Trixie was too forward, and I wasn't enough.
"You are not like that when I'm a latex rabbit, Clara. You always let me get even closer."
"... I know... It's different. It's easier when you are a pet."
"Is it because I talk too much?"
"I don't know... maybe... but I'm... messed up."
"Nooo... Clara! You are not messed up! You are just..."
"... messed up."
I knew this little hesitation from my friend wasn't voluntary, and I felt guilty for capitalizing on it just to prove her wrong. What was I trying to achieve with this kind of negativism? It didn't feel right. Was it that I had it so hard all my life that I didn't want to change anymore? Was self-loathing a better strategy to attract people and get hugs? I doubted that it was the case, yet, I was doing it anyway.
"Clara, you remind me so much of Vix. Always avoiding fun as if it would bring you suffering. And you probably get along better with her because of that. Within a few minutes at our place, you were already cuddling with her in the bedroom and you seemed fine with it."
"..."
"Sorry, I'm a bit jealous, I suppose. I just wanted to have fun with you."
"Teach me."
"Uh? What?"
"Teach me... how to be... more like you."
"Clara?"
"I want to be like you!"
"But... Why? You just said I talked too much... that I was too intense."
"I don't like myself... so I want to be like you... because I prefer you more than me."
"..."
Now I've done it. It was the first time Trixie couldn't find an answer to something stupid I said. She just stared at me with a shocked expression, stuck between disbelief and pity.
"Alright, girls. It's time for your massage. Come with us. You're going to love this!"
The massage ladies came to pick us up for our backrub. Silently, we got out of the water and used the towels they handed over to us to dry ourselves. Trixie looked so sad and wouldn't even look at me anymore.
They led us to our tables, and we got what we paid for. The treatment was neither a pleasant nor a relaxing experience, and now, I felt even more guilty because we totally wasted Vix's money. The small fox girl wanted Trixie and I to have fun, but I ruined everything with my clumsy words and negative attitude.
After our massage, we went back to the locker room to dress back up, and that was when the silence became unbearable. Trixie tightened her fist and came to me, looking at the floor. She looked angry now.
"How could you say such a thing, Clara!?"
"..."
"Yes, you have problems! We all do! Yes, your communication disorder has no easy fix. But it's the same for all our issues! It's always hard. Guess why I'm a pet, Clara, and why I take as many shifts as I can at Pets & Cakes!? It's not just because I want to sell cakes and get cuddles. I'm running away from my problems too!"
"..."
"But you know what? I'm getting better... I have friends now. You are my friend. But when I'm around you and hear that you don't want to be yourself, it's mean! It's just mean. Don't do it anymore, okay? If you want to be more like me, that's fine. But when you say that you don't want to be yourself, it's like telling me that what I love is crap, which makes me feel worthless like I felt in the past. Didn't you learn anything when you saw Vix trying to hide her face scars from you? Did it not hurt a lot to be unable to love her the way you wanted?"
Trixie was now crying and pressed her forehead on my chest, trying to get close without daring to look in my eyes, fearing that I would reject her affection again.
She was right... I had not realized it at all, but I did the worst thing I could have done to her because I lacked the guts to change and get better. I had no right to do this. As she said, it was mean.
"Trixie... I'm..."
"You're sorry?... Right. Don't say it if you don't mean it. You can play with the rabbit pet if you want, but don't play with the human. I'm too fragile. I need my friends to let me love them. I don't like being rejected. It hurts!"
"I... I love the pets... All of them. I need them. They help me... Lucy helps me too. But... I thought... If I were more like you... it would make things easier outside the café."
"Yeah... But discarding who you are won't do you any good. We love you the way you are... If you become like me, you won't be the same person anymore. What would be the point of becoming somebody else? Let us love you, as you are, then take it with you... That is the only way... take the love we give you and carry it with you. That will make you happy, and then it will make me happy. Do you understand?



"... Yes."
"And if you ever say mean things like this to me again, I will... Mmmphh!"
My lips locked with hers... Did I just do that? Why did I feel it was the right moment to do this, to kiss her while she was about to threaten me? She didn't try to pull away... We just stayed there, immobile, waiting to see what would happen next.
After a few seconds, Trixie decided on the next move. She grabbed my waist and pressed her chest against mine, pushing the kiss a bit deeper. Her little tongue started to caress mine gently, the same way it happened in my dream earlier today... it was the same sensation... the same warmth... the same taste. But this time, I returned the kiss, because I could.
For a minute or two, we made ourselves feel good... really good. To me, this was my first real kiss. What we had done before was too one-way to count. Yes, this was a real kiss... one that felt right and made me feel fuzzy inside.
When Trixie pulled away from me, a thin strand of saliva linked our tongues that were still slightly out and resting on our lower lip. Her cheeks were flushed, and her facial expression visibly indicated that what we did turned her on quite a bit. There was no doubt in my mind that I looked the same way.
"I... I forgot what I was talking about."
"Me... Me too."
"Clara... Can we go home now? I want to spend the night cuddling with you and Vix... I'd like that a lot."
"I would like that too. Vix got us the best gift ever."
"You got that right!"
I swear... There was something magical about those petgirls.
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"Morning, Squeaky."
"Mmm"
I tried to stretch my limbs as Miles ran his fingers on my latex covered face, but I couldn't move... ah, yes. The sleepsack. The amazing contraption hugged my body so comfortably. Did I really fall asleep in bondage? I wondered what time it was; we went to bed late last night and I slept like a baby since then.
"Do you want out?" Miles asked.
"Mmm ... What time is it?"
"About 9 am. Did you sleep well?"
"Hehe. I could get used to this, yes. Hey, is Mei awake?"
"Nope, I think she was exhausted."
"Awww. Don't wake her up yet. Just kiss me first!"
Miles pressed his lips on mine. It started small and cute, but it quickly degenerated into an intense make-out session. Being stuck in a rubber sleepsack turned me on already, so being stimulated that way made it even more intense. Miles was in a similar state, and now he wanted more.
"Let me get you out of this thing."
"If we have sex, it will wake Mei up, I mean, it's a bit embarrassing. Yesterday when we had sex, at least she couldn't see us."
"Right. One sec then..."
Miles left the bed; I wasn't too sure what his idea was. I heard some metal noises, and then, Mei woke up with a start and emitted some muffled groans. I wasn't sure what was going on, but Miles was definitely doing something to her; another one of those moments when I would have liked not to be blind.
"Miles? What is happening?"
"Nothing... I'm just putting her head harness back on, blindfold included. It startled her because she was asleep when I pushed the gag behind her teeth."
"Ah, that's mean!"
"She'll be fine. I don't have much time before work, so I skipped the arguing."
"MMMppphn!"
Since Mei was a bondage beast, I was not very worried. Actually, it wouldn't surprise me if such a wake-up call was appreciated despite some struggles while Miles fastened her head straps.
"There you go. All mute and blind. Now, let's take care of you, Alex."
"I think it's the opposite. I'll be the one who takes care of you."
"If that makes you happy..."
Miles unzipped my sleepsack and let me out of it. This thing was so comfortable that I was not even sore after so many hours encased in it. I must buy one of those; I have no other options. But before thinking further about that, I wanted to do something.
While Miles was running his hands everywhere on me, I crawled to Mei and lay down over her. I found a spot between her head harness straps to kiss. Just as I was going to tell her good morning, Miles lifted my hips up and immediately pushed his cock inside of me; he was more desperate than I could have imagined. At least my body was ready to take it; I guess a night in the sleepsack kept me warm and wet.
"Aaannh!"
"Sorry, Squeaky, I don't have time. I have to go to work really soon."
"AAaanh! Aannnh!"
I didn't mind at all. My chest was pressed on Mei's and Miles hit a particularly good spot this morning. I gripped the straps holding Mei prisoner to brace myself and accepted this nice manly pounding.
He couldn't hide it anymore, two females wearing latex and bondage gears while hugging each other was a major turn-on for him. I could tell just by how he was fucking me; it was a feral level of intense. As nice as it was, I wondered how we would navigate through this in the future. I definitely wouldn't want another girl in my bed all the time.
"Aaanh!"
"Hang in there, Squeaky. I'm close."
I tried to give Miles a good show by nibbling on Mei's ears in a way that he could see her face and mine at the same time. Mei liked it too; she was almost moaning more than I was despite her gag. All of this felt great, but this morning I was more in a mood to give Miles what he wanted instead of running after my own pleasure. I even felt a bit dirtier than usual.
As soon as he told me that he was about to cum, I quickly turned around and opened my mouth while sitting on Mei's hips.
"Oh, my God, Alex."
"Mmm... I want it all."
I could hear Miles masturbating furiously in front of me; what I offered got to him quite efficiently. He started groaning like an animal, and his sperm hit my rubber covered face. Some of it went straight to my mouth too, which made me giggle. It was a good load.
I swallowed what I had and used my finger to bring whatever I could find on my face back to my mouth.
"Geez, Alex! You must be possessed this morning. You are such a dirty one."
"Who is dirty? Me or the guy who cums on people's faces?"
"Hehe... Good point. Alright, sorry, but I really have to bolt. I'm late. I will see you tomorrow, Alex."
Miles kissed me on the side of my head and got off the bed.
"Ah, you are not coming back tonight?"
"I can't. I have to go back home and take care of a few things. Take good care of Mei, and don't get yourself in trouble."
"I won't. Call me later then. I love you."
"Love you too, Alex."
We kissed one last time, and then he left me alone with Mei. I flopped back on top of the bed next to her.
"Do you want out?"
"Mmmph!"
"I'm not sure what you said, but I think I need a bit more sleep while cuddling with you."
"Mmmph!"
Half-lying on top of her, I drifted back to sleep. She didn't move at all, not to wake me up. Good girl.
***
When I woke up from my little nap, I fetched my talking watch and checked the time.
"The time is 9:53 am."
"Well, that was a short nap, but it felt good. Let's take care of Mei now."
I inspected her head and found the buckles with my fingers. I undid the straps and took off the harness gently, along with the gag.
"Aaanh! That was mean!" Mei said.
"Hehe. But you liked it?"
"... Yes."
"Do you want out?"
"Yes, and it's urgent!"
"Oh, hehe... okay. One sec."
I removed the sleepsack straps one by one, unzipped it, and then helped her struggle out of her internal sleeve. As soon as she was free, she bolted to the washrooms.
I turned to my back on the bed and activated my brain for a bit. Mei was lovely, but what was I turning into? Only two weeks ago, I was that confident but solitary girl trying to get occasional dates that were not too creepy. Now, I'm in the middle of my bed wearing latex, surrounded by kinky gears and a sexy girl in my bathroom that was about to come back and demand sex.
What happened to me? I didn't dislike any of this, and I'm having tons of fun. But... was this really who I was? What happened to the small blind girl who only wanted some romance and occasionally indulged in some fetish?
A short moment after, Mei came back from the washroom and climbed on the bed. Within seconds she ended up on top of me and started cuddling.
"Hello, Alex!"
"Hello, Mei!"
"I need kisses."
"Hehe. Do you?"
"And maybe more..."
Mei tried to initiate a make-out session, but somehow, since Miles was gone, it was not really the same. I recalled all the times I kissed girls; it was always in front of him ... for him, mostly. Of course, I didn't regret experimenting, except with my sister, but the truth was that I liked it mainly because he liked it.
He took such good care of me. I felt safe when he was around. Now, I was alone on the bed with Mei and no one to watch over me. I trusted Mei, I had a very good feeling about her, but she was not my girlfriend, and she seemed way more into me than I was into her.
"Alex? Are you alright?"
"..."
"Hey? Are you sobbing?"
What was going on? This big ball of emotions suddenly built up inside my throat, and I started choking. Why? What just happened?
"I... I don't know... I'm sorry. I just..."
"Hey, hey, hey... Come here, you."
Mei got off me, lifted me, and rubbed my back. She grabbed my hand, and I squeezed it back.
"It's okay, Alex. I think you are just overwhelmed. This is all new to you, right?"
"... Yes ..."
"It's fine ... listen. Let's get you out of this suit and go for breakfast somewhere together. I'm starving. How does that sound?"
"... But... you wanted to have sex ..."
"Hell no! That is not important to me. I told you, I'm a loner. You are not in a state to have sex right now. I've been there. Bondage can be quite demanding. So don't worry about that. I only want you to have good memories of our night together. Do you want me to take a shower with you? I saw it. It's enormous."
"Hehe, Mei. Yes ... I would love that."
***
About an hour after my little meltdown, Mei and I sat in the park in front of my place. After determining that it was too late for breakfast, we grabbed ourselves a couple of hotdogs from the stand and went to sit somewhere on the grass. Usually, I always sat on one of the benches, but I liked to try new locations when I was with people. It was a bit disorienting at first, but it allowed me to explore my restricted world a bit more every time.
"So, tell me ... What made you cry earlier?"
"I'm not sure ... Miles, maybe."
"Miles? He is a bit too reserved for my taste, but he seems to be a good guy."
"Oh, he is, and I like him a lot. But during the past few weeks, I discovered a bit more about him. About what he likes."
"Well, that is good. We are all different, so learning about each other takes time. How long have you been dating him for?"
"About a month."
"Oh ... So it's all squeaky new."
"Hehe. Miles started nicknaming me Squeaky recently. I think it's really cute."
"Tell me about him. Why do you like him?"
I laid flat on the grass and kept my hotdog on my belly, squishing it a bit with my fingers. What did I like about Miles? I didn't think that was the right question. I knew what I liked about him... However, I was not sure what I didn't like about him; and that was my issue. Since I had an opportunity to vent, I should take it.
"I like that he genuinely doesn't care that I'm blind. It is as if I didn't have this handicap at all when I'm around him. We walk around town together, and it is never a problem. He is not ashamed of me. He is always there for me if I need anything."
"Well, that is nice. So, what is the downside? Something is bugging you, I can tell."
"Well, he doesn't open up a lot. I've been trying to pull him out of his constant sadness. He broke up with his ex shortly before meeting me. I want him to stop thinking about that and just have fun with me. It kind of works... Last night it was the first time he said he loved me... and I truly believe him."
"But... because there is a but, right?"
"Yeah! You could say that. I'm just paranoid, I guess."
"Tell me ... If you are paranoid, I'll tell you."
"Mmm ... I'm just wondering if Miles would still love me if I were not wearing latex as often. I get the feeling that he loves me because I'm fulfilling his fantasy. At the Fox & Spice and last night with you, I understood many things about him. He really likes it when I do things with other girls while wearing latex. I mean... he never fucked me like he did last night. I'm not complaining, but it was as if he made love to his fantasy more than to me. And when he left us this morning, was he happy because we had a great night or because he thought I would end up having sex with you all day?"
Mei laid down next to me on the soft grass, her shoulder brushing against mine, and sighed a long sigh. She was either thinking I was crazy or finding a way to tell me that my relationship sucked. Little did I know that it was not at all what she was thinking about.
"I know Miles... Not personally, but he's been around at the club."
"You ... know him?"
"Yes. I mean, I spoke to him a couple of times before but nothing memorable. To me, he was just a random guy. He was going there with his ex on a regular basis. So I've seen how he was with her. It was hard to miss."
"Really? Why didn't you tell me earlier?"
"It's not my business to care about who is dating who. I'm a loner. I don't get involved in that kind of stuff. But what I wanted to say was that, to me, it looks like groundhog day."
"What do you mean by that? Groundhog day?"
"He was doing the same with her as he does with you... sneakily putting you in a position where you end up being shared with other people."
"..."
"There is a major difference, though... You are not crazy. His ex was! She enjoyed his little games way too much and gladly had sex with everything that had a pulse. What Miles liked turned into what he hated. His girlfriend walked away from him more and more, using his fantasy as an excuse to do crazy things with other guys, even without him being around. He was so in love with her that he endured... for way too long."
"He... didn't tell me anything about that. He admitted that he liked sharing me with other girls, but I didn't know that he was doing it before... I don't know what to think anymore."
"I don't know either, Alex. What I know is that he loves you very much. He doesn't fake that part. But based on what you told me, if you continue to try to please him that way and that his fantasy is not what YOU want, I fear both of you are going to have some conflicts. He might unconsciously use you to get back the feelings he just lost."
My heart was navigating between pity and fear. What Mei just told me was to protect me from a greater evil than I expected. It was unquestionable that Miles didn't want to hurt me and that he cared about me very much. But, was I a pair of crutches for his wounded leg? The little me who was doing everything to please him...
Yes, I loved rubber and having new experiences, but I was doing it much more often than I used to because I tried to match his desires, this much was evident to me. What Meixiang told me was game-changing, and I was glad she did. This odd feeling about our relationship, the one I couldn't put my finger on, found its place on the board game.
"Alex?"
"Yes?"
"Are you going to eat that hotdog? All the toppings are running over your shirt ..."
"Oooh, nooo! My new shiiiirt!"
***
"So, Alex. Do you need help to get in your suit?"
"No, not today. I just want us to have a quiet evening cuddling in front of a movie."
"Cuddling in rubber is always better!"
"Are you attempting poetry?"
Miles kissed me on the side of my head. It's been three days already since I had this disturbing conversation with Meixiang about him. I didn't want to confront Miles about it as I didn't know where the truth laid with certainty, but he has been pushy in response to my refusal to go kinky. I didn't want to notice, but it was there, in my face. It was not that easy to keep it cool.
"Maybe if your friend Mei were here, she would manage to convince you."
"Mei is busy this week, she is back to school to study business, and she has a couple of assignments to finish."
"Oh, good for her. So why don't we go to the Fox & Spice after dinner then? Maybe we can find you a new less-busy girlfriend."
"Miles ... I just want a normal evening with no kinks. Can we have that once in a while? I'm always wearing my suit when you are here."
I kept a gentle tone as I didn't want to be the spark that started a fire. I just wanted to spend a quiet evening with the person I loved. I wasn't trying to test him or anything; I was just trying to rebalance my life after this crazy weekend with the club, the incident with my sister, and Mei's visit.
Miles wrapped his arm around my shoulders and gave me a little squeeze and a Kiss behind the head.
"No problem, Squeaky. You cook, and I chose the movie."
"Deal!"
The evening was okay, I guess. The food was great because I took care of it this time, but the movie sucked. Miles could have chosen something different than a manly action one that had no intelligent dialogues in it. I would have liked something a bit more romantic and more blind friendly so I could have followed. I leaned on him for the larger part of the movie, but I didn't get a strong response. It felt as if I was cuddling with a taxidermied creature.
When we went to bed, it was more of the same coldness. I wore a cute little nightgown that was so soft on my skin, but that didn't do anything for him. Sleeping on his shoulder that night felt a bit lonely.
The next morning, he just woke up, went to work, and I did the same a bit later. I tried not to overthink this. Other couples didn't have wild sex every night after all. I refused to see that there was something a bit odd about all of this. The last thing I wanted was to go back to my old habits and think that love was not something I could have.
The rest of the week was, unfortunately, more of the same. One night I decided to wear my latex suit because I wanted to, and he made love to me with passion all night. It was as pleasurable as it was infuriating.
The other days were not nearly as fun, particularly tonight. I was cooking our dinner when Miles pushed me again.
"What about a repeat of the other night?"
"Miles... We can make love without me wearing latex, right?"
"Yes... sure... but I would like it better if you were."
"I know, but I'm not like that... I can't wear it just because you want me to. Sometimes yes, but not all the time."
"Okay, but can we go to the Fox & Spice this weekend... This time I'm paying."
"Miles! Stop asking! We will go back, I promise, but you can't force it on me. Is it that much of a problem if I'm not wearing kinky gears and go hunting for new girls?"
"No... Sorry... I thought you liked it."
"I do... But not as much as you, apparently. I get the feeling you are trying to lure me to the club so you can fulfill your fantasies. What about what I want?"
"Alex ... That's not fair. I'm not trying to lure you anywhere. I told you what I liked and thought you were okay with it. I'm just trying to put us in a position where we would get opportunities to do fun stuff..."
"Where YOU can do fun stuff. Well, I'm not that adventurous. I need to be in the right state of mind and right now I need to feel loved without the extra stuff. I can have fun without kinks... I'm not like your ex!"
"..."
Oh crap. Did I just say that? He didn't respond... I felt awful about what I said.
"Miles... I'm sorry... I didn't mean it..."
"No. It's all good. I'm not sure what you know about my ex exactly, but we agree on something. You are nothing like her... Not by a long shot. She was not cowering in fear. You know what? I'll go back home tonight."
"Miles! Wait!"
All I could hear was him walking away and getting out of my apartment. I slammed my knife on the cutting board and kicked the cabinet door. My anger was not only directed at myself but at him as well. As much as I was ready to admit that I had not been delicate enough, him leaving this abruptly and making this harsh comment was just a reflection of how annoyed he was with me this past week. And all of that for what? Because I didn't want to wear my latex catsuit when he wanted me to? That was childish.
I grabbed a beer and sat on the floor in front of one of the living room couches. I tried to find out how I felt about what had just happened. Perhaps I was a bit sad because I really liked him, but it was not the prominent feelings coursing through my veins. I had some sort of renewed confidence in my capacities... in what I wanted.
I was this small girl who had worked very hard to get where she was and went through so many roadblocks because she was blind. I was also this girl who loved her occasional kinks and was always ready to try new things and have fun. But I would not be manipulated into believing it was all I was good for.



It was clear to me that Miles didn't intend to hurt me while he was trying to achieve his fantasies; he was simply not seeing what he was doing to himself, and I wouldn't be the one feeding his addiction.
He would push me over and over to go farther and farther to the point where he would harm himself, which he did sooner than he must have expected tonight. What Mei said was what happened, and I witnessed it first hand. Would he accept to have a more balanced life focused on us instead of on his fantasies? I didn't have the answer to that question.
I fully accepted that he liked to see me having fun with other girls. I fully accepted his love for latex. If he had been more rational about it, I'd have no problem giving him what he wanted. But those things shouldn't be the only thing that united us. He would have to show me, and himself, that he loved me first for who I was. Only then would we be able to have all the fun in the world.
***
"Mei!"
"Alex!"
I hugged my friend Mei really tight; she had not visited in forever. This time she didn't show up with her big chest of kinks. It was just her and her larger boobs pressing on my smaller ones. She dropped her backpack in a corner and grabbed my hand before leading me to the couch.
"So, how have you been?" she asked.
"Meh! Fine, I guess... I'm back in my routine, and it feels better."
"I take that Miles never called you back. That sucks..."
"Ah, it's okay. It's been three weeks already. I guess he was just not ready to begin a new relationship, and maybe I was just too excited about starting one. It is funny, though, just as he was beginning to open up, I tested him a bit and found this hidden dark side. Still, I miss him a lot."
"Okay, then we don't talk about him anymore. Are you ready for tonight?"
"Yes! Very! You said you had something special for our girls night?"
"Yes ... this!"
She grabbed my hand and gave me some sort of paper. I felt them and understood they were some sort of tickets. Why don't they put braille on those things? Was it that hard to do?
"Are we going to a show?"
"Nope, we are going to the Fox & Spice tonight."
"So ... What are those tickets for then?"
"They have those special activities that we can reserve. It's taking place in one of the smallest rooms, but I'm sure it's going to be a lot of fun."
"Why are there three tickets? Someone else is coming?"
"No... That is just because we can't reserve for two... It's three people minimum. I'd be happy to go with just you, but feel free to forward the invite as long as it is an open-minded person."
"Mmm ... What is this special activity?"
"I have no clue."
"What? How is that even possible? You reserved a kinky activity without knowing what it was about?"
"Yes... That's the fun part. It will be a surprise. There will be a Master or Mistress, and she or he will take care of entertaining us for a whole two hours."
That made me a bit nervous, but it sounded like fun at the same time. I liked surprises a lot, and it was fair to assume that they wouldn't force us to do anything we didn't want. Fox & Spice was a very friendly place.
Since she had three tickets, I knew exactly who else to invite.
"Call Mary!"
"Who's Mary?"
The phone rang a few times, and my sister answered.
"Hello?"
"Mary, it's me. How are you?"
"Good, you? What's up?"
"Great! Hey, are you available tonight? Would you like to go to Fox & Spice with a friend and I?"
"Tonight?... Sure, why not. But just to chill, I don't feel like doing anything crazy."
"Perfect. Yes, just for a drink, nothing more. Come here when you can, then we will go together."
"Cool. See you later, Alex."
I hung up and immediately Mei started drilling me with questions.
"Just for a drink? Nothing more? You lied to her! Who is Mary? Are you sure she is into that kind of stuff?"
"Mary is my sister. And yes, I did find out that she was a client of the club too. I found out the hard way that she likes fooling around with girls too."
"The hard way?"
"Hmm... Yeah... Well... We kind of made-out by accident..."
"You kissed your sister? Alex ... that's..."
"Gross ... I know ..."
"No... no... It's very hot!"
"Oh! Shut it, Mei!"
I pushed my Asian friend down to the couch, and she started laughing. She said that on purpose just to make fun of me. Mei became such a good friend in a short time. I liked her because she was very down to earth and understood the subtleties of our hobbies, and she made fun of the truly wrong things.
One of the reasons she was a loner was that she didn't think a lot of people were smart. The amount of stories that turned into drama in the fetish world turned her off; Masters that went too far or were taking thing too seriously, submissives that went down the rabbit hole and lost everything before discovering their top was a just douchebag, and people who were spending all their money on fetish gears thinking credit cards were made to provide them with an infinite amount of cash forever until a recovery agency knocked at their door. Mei had seen too much and chose to limit the number of good friends she had not to get involved with the rest of human weirdness.
I flopped on top of her for some hugs. Having a girlfriend was not something for me; I knew that. I liked too much having a strong male presence around me, I always did. But occasional physical contact with a woman was something I learned to enjoy. Mei needed affection too, so she understood really well how good it felt just to give in.
Our afternoon consisted of kissing and cuddling. There might have been some crotch rubbing as well, but it was more for her than I; I was a generous friend.
***
"I am pretty sure you said, "just for a drink." A full-fledged BDSM session is not just a drink."
"Relax, Mary. It's going to be fun."
Mary has always been a bit uncheerful, but I was ready for this. Mei left a few minutes ago to register, and we were waiting for her at the lounge. We finished changing, and I thought we were awesome. I was back in my full catsuit with the eyeless hood, and Mary had her latex bodysuit with no hands or hood. I wore my short boots, and she had longer ones; they went up to her knee.
"Would you leave my leg alone!"
"Aaah. Stop whining, Mary. I'm just checking your boots. I like them. It's not like I can see them, so let me touch."
"Stop it! Your friend Mei is coming back. She will get the wrong idea."
"I already told her that we made-out."
"ALEX! Can't you keep secrets?"
Mei also brought her latex suit, the same one she wore at my place the first time she visited; pretty much the same as Mary; we were a very rubbery trio of hotties.
"Alright guys, I gave them our forms, and everything is good. Follow me. We have room 7,"
We stood up, and I interlaced my arm with Mary's. Since we grew up together, it felt more than natural to do this with her. She followed Mei, and I followed her.
"Do you know who our Master will be?"
"No idea."
"I've never tried those mini-events, so I don't know either."
Mei knew the place, but she wasn't in the secret of the Gods, and Mary was as new as I was with all of this. The forms we filled up earlier were just a big list of different kinks to choose from, and also some questions related to health and stuff like that. Since I couldn't fill-up the form myself, I asked Mary to do it for me. As it was not embarrassing enough to have my sister ask me all those questions about my kinks, on top of that, she refused to tell me what she had checked on her list; that wasn't fair at all. I secretly hoped she would get punished for that.
As usual, I was the only one who had a medical condition; blindness. Not sure if that Master-dude would know what to do with me. It would kill all my fun if we got one that would pity me for my handicap and only make me do boring stuff.
"Okay, guys, it's here. Good luck!"
I heard the metal rings sliding on a pole above my head; Mei must have pulled a curtain open. Mary tugged me inside, the curtain closed behind us, and then...
"MISTRESS NYSSA!"
Geez! That was the first time I heard Mei scream like that. Obviously, she knew that person, and it was not a Master-dude; it was a Mistress. A male named Nyssa would just be weird. Considering the joy that emanated from Mei's throat, it was a person she liked very much.
"Did you really think I would let anybody else play with you, Meimei?"
"No, Mistress... But I'm still very happy!"
"Hehe, I'm happy too. So, who are your friends? It's the first time you come with someone else, are you getting more social?"
"This is Mary and Alex."
"Nice meeting you, you two. So is this your first time?"
"Yes..."
"Yup!"
"Oh, boy! False start. I will punish Mei for this."
Oops... I didn't know what we had done, but Mei got in trouble already because of us. I felt Mary squeeze my arm a little more. She was as nervous as I was, if not more.
"So, Mary, Alex, My name is Nyssa. So you have to call me Mistress Nyssa or Mistress. But don't worry, I won't be too severe with you since it is your first time. Instead, when you omit using the proper form, Mei will pay for it. She knew all about those rules and should have been wise enough to fill you in before the event. Now, I looked at the form, and you two have the same last name. Are you related?"
"Yes, she is my sister... Ow!"
"...Mistress!"
I answered, but Mary elbowed me in the ribs because I had forgotten the protocol already; she completed the sentence for me, which seemed to amuse our chief.
"Hehe. Complicity. Look at that. So, let's see how close you two are from each other. Alex, I want you to kiss your sister!"
"WHAT? NO! I mean ... No, Nyssa... Mistress ... God... I mean... we wrote it on the form."
"Eerrh!"
What was this all about? Was this a bad joke? I reacted roughly, and Mary was just dejected by the thought of kissing me again. Nyssa exploded into laughter.
"Hahaha! I was just kidding. Don't worry. It's all good. I think we are going to have a lot of fun tonight. But, first thing first, Mei and I are friends, I know her like the back of my hand. So don't worry about what I will do to her."
"Mistress Nyssa is the co-owner of the Fox & Spice and also a professional Mistress."
"I was... I'm just co-owner now. I only play Mistress for a handful of people I like. Now, since you are new, just try to have fun and enjoy the experience. If you trust me, everything will go well. Since you are new, it's just going to be a casual evening. If you are scared, I will probably see it, and I will work with you."
Well, that was the coolest Mistress ever. She was so casual and friendly. She sounded so smart, but also confident that everybody would have a good time. I wanted to be her friend right away. Also, this room had a different echo. I tried listening to all the little noises that reached my ears to figure out what was around me.
Then a booming voice that was directed at me, making me jump.
"ALEX!"
"AH! ... uh? Yes, Mistress?"
"Pay attention. Don't make me repeat."
"But... I was not... I mean..."
"You were looking around instead of listening to me."
How did she notice that?
"Sorry... I... I just can't see so..."
"What does that have to do with anything?"
"Heee... Nothing, Mistress."
"Exactly! You were just distracted. But since you want to get familiar with your environment, I will make you visit the club. I want you to go to the bar and bring us back some drinks. It's on the house."
"Heee... I'm sorry... I can't do that..."
I seriously couldn't do what she was asking me. I would be happy to obey, I do love beer, but there was not a chance in the world that this was going to happen. Did she realize what blindness meant? That meant my forehead would end up hitting a wall. I did have a cane at home, but I wouldn't know where to go even if I had brought it with me. Nyssa didn't seem to get that at all and kept arguing with me.
"And why can't you do it?"
"I'm blind... Mary wrote it on my form. I don't know the layout of this place. I can't go get the drinks."
"And what did I tell you earlier? When you were too busy being distracted?"
"..."
"That's it... you were not listening. I said you had to trust me and that you were safe here."
"Yeah... I do... but..."
"Do you think I would let a person who can't see just walk around by herself in the middle of a fetish club?"
"... I... I... don't know..."
"You don't know!? Choose your next words carefully, Miss Alex, or else it's going to be a tough session for you.."
"Well... Probably not."
"That's right... probably not!"
What was going on? Usually, I was the one who was good with words and with a higher IQ, but Nyssa was crushing me like a walnut under a tank track. And why was I her prime target all of a sudden? Did my flesh smell tastier than my sister's?
"I'll make you a list. What do you like to drink, girls?"
"A rum and coke," Mei said.
"What? You never want to drink anything other than water at my place. I'm outraged!"
"Calm down, Alex!"
"A rum and coke as well, please," Mary said.
"Mary? What the hell? Since when are you drinking rum and cokes? Is this a joke?"
"Alex, last warning. Calm down. It's not right to judge people because of what they like."
"... Fine! I'll have a beer then," I said.
"Thank you. I added mine to this list as well. Here, don't lose it. You'll go to the bar and give it to the barmaid, saying it's for me. And you'll bring back our order."
"... Yes, Mistress Nyssa."
I got scolded once, right off the bat, I didn't want to be scolded another time. I still had no idea how I would accomplish this impossible task, though. But then, my sister was yanked away from me, and Nyssa told me why.
"Oh, look, Alex. I found you a guide dog."
"WHAT?"
Oh, my! I withdrew all I said about Nyssa; she was AWESOME. I immediately understood where she was going with this. My sister was in trouble, and she clearly had not expected this curveball.
"That's right, Mary. You'll be Alex's little puppy guide. Mei, bring me the harness over there, would you?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"Awww! Is Mary going to be my puppy? I always wanted a guide dog, but I am allergic. This one will do just fine, but she will whine a lot."
"Alex, add another word, and you will switch places with her," Nyssa said.
"Oops! Yes, Mistress Nyssa."
I heard a bunch of jingling noises, no doubt that they were gearing up my puppy Mary. I couldn't wait to find out what they were doing to her. Imagining my shy little sister turning into a doggy was just too cute to bear. I was so excited, even though Mary probably was not.
"Alex, you think she will whine a lot?"
"Yes, Mistress. She tends to do that."
"Alright, then. Mei, give me the dog muzzle."
Holy crap. I will have to be careful about what I say from now on. I didn't expect that my answer would have real-world consequences. I couldn't see them, but I felt the pressure of my sister's murderous gaze on me.
"See, this rubber muzzle fits you like a glove... you are going to be so cute. Plus, Mary is a great dog name!"
Oh, my God. Did Nyssa just say that to her? Mary, who wanted a quiet evening got way more than she possibly expected. It took a few more minutes filled with rattles and clicks before my new guide dog was ready.
"Alright, Alex, come here. Meet your new dog. Mary, sit!"
I followed Nyssa's voice and carefully walked towards them. After a few steps, a hand grabbed my wrist and gently guided me to a head at my hip level. I placed my other hand on the head, and I started feeling around, excited like never before.
I quickly found two pointy rubber dog ears attached to a head harness, a little bit like the one Mei wore at my place. Just a bit lower, I discovered something amazing; it was the muzzle they referred to earlier; they strapped it to her face with some rubber straps. It covered her nose, mouth and cheeks.The mouth was slightly open for her to breathe. I've never heard of such a garment, but it was so adorable.
"Aawww, she is so cute! Can she talk?" I asked
"Of course, I can!"
"Mary! No you can't! You are a dog, and dogs don't talk. They bark!" Nyssa enforced.
"Aww! Come on, Mary! Try barking for me!"
She shook her head in disapproval of my excitement and desire to treat her like doggy. But then, Nyssa didn't seem to like that attitude. I heard a big slap, which made Mary yelp. She undoubtedly got a good smack on the butt for being stubborn.
"You have to obey your sister, Mary. Bark!"
"... wrrff... oof"
"Hahaha. Awwww! I love heeeeer!"
I wrapped my arms around Mary and started to fluff her non-furry body. I always loved dogs, but I couldn't have one. She was the best thing ever!
"Here is the leash, Alex. Attach it to her collar and go get our drinks!"
"Yes, Mistress! Right away, Mistress!"
She gave me a thick leather leash that I attached to the D-ring of her collar. Then I yanked on it.
"Up! Let's go to the bar, doggy!"
"Don't be too rough; I cuffed her hands behind her back. You go to the bar, and then you come back right away. Don't drop the drinks, and don't mess up the order. Else you are going to get punished. Same thing with you, doggy. You will be as responsible if something bad happens. And no talking!"
"Come, Mary! Lead the way! Woof, woof!"
"Wrrfff"
I had way too much fun with this. Slowly, Mary pulled me out of the room. I never thought I would be doing this kind of activity with my sister tonight. I had no idea if she enjoyed it or not, but I didn't really care. For the next while, she would be my dog, and I intended to fully appreciate every second of it.
I recognized the path leading out of the play area. It was a good thing that Nyssa threatened to punish us; at least that way I knew Mary wouldn't pull some stupid stunt, like running away from me. I'm sure she could use some training.
As I continued following her, my mind drifted to some sort of realization. All my life, I relied on people to guide me through unfamiliar areas. Everything was designed for people who could see, leaving me dependent on them. One would think that I was the one being tugged around, but in fact, they were all acting as my guide dog. I never quite looked at things this way until now.
After a while, Mary stopped.
"Are we at the bar?"
"Rrrf"
"Good. Sit!"
"Eerrrr! No!"
"Sit, or else I'll spank you and tell Nyssa."
Mary was going to murder me for sure after this. Nevertheless, I had a job to do. I felt around with my hands to find the bar's edge. I waited for a few seconds, and then a barmaid addressed me.
"Hey, what can I do for... Hey! Aren't you Alex?"
"Heee... I am... Do I know you?"
"No. I'm Trish. And all the staff knows about you."
"They... they do?"
"Of course they do, you sent us a letter and four tickets for a musical to thank us for accommodating you on your first visit. We pinned your letter on the board in our locker room."
"Ah, yes... Well, you guys deserved it. You made my life easier, and I had tons of fun on that evening in the dance c..."
Why did I have to go there? I didn't want to remember that fun night because I spent it with Miles. I didn't want to hurt, not tonight.
"I won one of the tickets. Thank you so much! The show was great! It was the first time I went to a musical."
I felt an arm wrapping around my neck and pulled me over the counter into a small hug. Trish was super friendly, but I had to complete my task. I handed her the list that Nyssa gave me.
"So, I need those drinks on the list. It's for Mistress Nyssa."
"Oooh, you are spending the evening with Mistress Nyssa? Lucky you. She is amazing! Okay, give me a minute."
I couldn't help it. While I was waiting, I had to pet my dog again. Mary was so cute! Particularly when she shook her head left to right to get away from me.



"Alright, Alex. Here's your order. Do you know how to hold a serving tray?"
"I... don't..."
"It's easy, I already balanced it for you. Just put your hand like this, in the middle."
She moved my elbow to my ribs and made a right angle with my wrist. Carefully, she placed the small tray on my hand.
"How does that feel?"
"Is it straight?"
"Yes, kind of! Is it too heavy?"
"No, I think I'll be okay if my dog doesn't do anything stupid."
"Rrff"
I gave Mary so many bullets to shoot at me later, but I didn't care one bit. I was enjoying myself too much.
"Thanks, Trish! Come on, Mary. Up! Up! Let's go back. Go slow, right? I don't want to drop this."
"Rrff"
We slowly made our way back, but it was not as easy as Trish made it sound. My arm was quickly getting tired, and I wasn't sure the tray was straight anymore.
But I could do this!
That's what I thought until someone walking past me inadvertently brushed my shoulder. My first reflex was to drop the leash and secure my tray with my other hand.
"Feeww... That was a close one. Mary, come back."
Nothing. I extended my arm, trying to find her.
"Mary? Hey, don't play games. Come back! I can't do this without you."
Still nothing. That wasn't cool. What was I supposed to do now? I was stuck in the middle of I don't know where.
"Mary, it's not funny anymore! You know we will get in trouble if—"
"WRRFFFF!"
"AAAAH! Ah! Curse you! You scared me!"
"Hahaha!"
She came so close to my ear before barking like an idiot. I almost dropped my tray. I guess she didn't want to wait before getting her revenge on me. I touched around until I found her leash.
"Alright, I have it, let's go, brain-damaged dog!"
"Rrff"
She yanked on the leash, making me panic again. It was going to be a long night.
We slowly made it back to the room. Mary pushed the curtain open with her muzzle and led me back in. As soon as I put a foot inside our private playroom, I heard something very BDSMish.
Thwack!
"Owwww!"
"Oh, good, you are back. Let me grab this from you."
Nyssa interrupted her spanking session and took the tray off my hand, to my great relief. I was finally able to relax my arm. I also commanded my dog to sit.
"Sit, Mary!"
This time she didn't argue since Mistress Nyssa was around. Last time, she had been rewarded with a nice butt slap. I petted her on the head and rubbed her cheeks.
"Alex, what is this?"
"This what?"
There were some words that people who were blind couldn't comprehend. "This" and "that" were among them. Obviously, I couldn't see any of the gestures associated with that sighted people language.
"Sorry, on the tray."
"Our drinks?"
"No, it's not."
"I... I don't know. I gave Trish your list, and she gave me this tray?"
"You didn't care about double-checking our order? You brought us back four glasses of water."
"WHAT? How... Why would she give me water?"
"Hehe, I told you. If you were to make a mistake, I would punish the two of you. Come here, give me your hand."
What now? Was I in trouble again? Why would a friendly barmaid give me water? It didn't smell right. Was this even the truth? I presented my hand, and Nyssa guided me to a corner of the room.
"Touch what is in front of you."
"Okay... Hey, is that Mei?"
"Yes, it is. Take a look at how she is tied up, and then we will put you on the same device. You can free her up too. I'll be right back. I just need to take care of your pet first."
Using my little rubber covered fingers, I started exploring my friend's predicament. Right away I found that something was off.
"Mei? You are naked?"
"I am... She likes me naked. I'm wearing panties, though."
"Is this some sort of bench?"
"Yes, it's a spanking bench... It works really well, I can tell you that. Did you tell Mary to select spanking on your preference form?"
"Y... Yes... I thought that... well..."
"Oh, boy. That's going to be interesting. And entertaining."
Mei was lying on her belly over that strange leather bench, and her wrists and ankles were held in place by some velcro cuffs. I ripped them open to free her; It reminded me of our painfully long self-bondage session at my place.
"See, Mei? Velcro, good, padlocks, bad."
"You were just not good at finding your keys. Aaaah, my butt."
"Does it hurt a lot? Does she want to do the same to me?"
"Oh, yeah! It hurts a lot. You'll have fun."
"..."
Before she said that, I was looking forward to trying this device. I was here to experiment, and this looked fun. But I didn't want to leave here with a shattered tailbone either. I helped Mei off the bench and while she stood next to me, I spoke to her using a low voice.
"Is Nyssa that cruel?"
"I heard that, Alex!" Nyssa said.
"Eeep!"
"You are very good at getting yourself in trouble, you know."
"I'm sorry, Nyssa!"
"It's Mistress Nyssa for you, and Mei will receive another punishment for Alex's mistake."
"I'm so sorry, Mei! Aaah! Everything is going sideways! W...Where is Mary?"
"In her little cage. She is resting. Alright, on the bench! Mei, give her a hand."
I wasn't too sure how to describe Nyssa's personality. One second she was terrifying, and the other, she was super friendly. I could only interpret her attitude as "We are here to have fun but don't fuck with me."
Mei helped me climb on the spanking bench. It was not as easy as I thought it would be, but quicker than I realized it, I was resting flat on my belly on top of it. Now that I was in this position, I understood why they called this thing a spanking bench; my rubber bum was fully exposed to whoever wanted to attack it.
Mei was wrapping the velcro cuffs around my wrists when she got interrupted.
"One sec, Meimei. Leave her hand free... Alex, since you can't see, I'll let you touch the paddles, so you know what I'm using."
"Oh, thanks."
"This one is made of wood, and if you like it, I can give you one for home. It's a promotional item for the club. There is a fox carved on it. But don't get fooled, it's a good one."
"Oh? Is that the logo of the club? I can't feel too much through my gloved hands."
"Yes, it is. This other one, here, is soft leather. And the next one is stiff rubber with metal studs. That one stings. Believe me."
"Hehe, maybe I'm nuts, but I like the shape of the studded one better."
"Good choice. We will use that one then. Thank you."
"Aww, crap!"
I didn't know it was a choice. I thought Nyssa just wanted to show them to me. She tricked me again! After cuffing my last wrist, I felt two pairs of hands caressing my back gently.
They didn't say anything... They were just making me feel very good. I started to melt on my bench, almost forgetting the purpose of this comfy furniture.
"Guys... This feels great..."
"Shhh... Keep quiet, Alex. Just enjoy and relax a bit before we start."
I really liked this Mistress so far. She was not at all like the ones in the movies with annoying voices and lousy acting. Mistress Nyssa was calm, in control, and she was not pretending. There was no doubt she knew what she was doing. Sure, she kept tricking and outsmarting me, but I quite liked that; it kept me on my toes and it was challenging.
The body massage continued for a while, to the point where I almost fell asleep. That was until I felt something a bit cold and hard rubbing on my rubber butt. I clenched my glutes as I thought a potential impact was coming my way, but Nyssa aborted her action.
"No, don't do that. You have to stay relaxed. Don't worry. It will be pleasant."
"O... Okay..."
I decontracted my muscles, and Nyssa placed the paddle back against my butt, making little circles. Then...
Thwack!
"Mmm..."
Okay, that didn't hurt at all... I wasn't expecting this. When I came back to the room with Mary earlier, and we heard Mei getting spanked, it was incomparable to this.
Thwack!
Thwack!
"Mmm..."
"How does that feel?"
"I'm... I'm not sure... "
Thwack!
"Good, I think. It feels funny... It kind of—"
"... turns you on?"
"..."
Now that she was mentioning it, yes. What was going on? Was I really getting turned on by such a light spanking? What was the chemistry behind this? The spanking continued while Mei played with my rubber face. The good feelings were just increasing; it was an incredible experience that had no commonality with my conception of what a good spanking would be. I kind of felt emotional, but... I wanted more of this.
"Can... Can you do it a bit harder?"
"Only if you ask properly, I find your tone a bit too casual to my taste."
"Please, Mistress Nyssa, could you spank me harder?"
"That's a much better way of asking for things, don't you think? You sounded selfish the first time."
"Yes, I'm sorry, Mistress."
Thwack!
"Ooww... mmm"
I definitely felt that one.
Thwack!
"Aaah! What... what is going on?"
"Shhh... Don't ask questions... just feel it."
Now it was unmistakable; my body was sexually reacting. There was a bit of pain, yes, but it balanced with the pleasure. My brain was screaming for more... I've never felt anything like this before. I got slapped on the butt in the past, but it was nothing like this. Last time was when Miles was fucking me and...
... Miles...
Nyssa took a small pause and rubbed my butt with her fingers. She was not entirely satisfied with my performance, so she gave me some tips to navigate better between the two worlds that kept me in a trance; pain and pleasure.
"Alex... your pleasure could be so much better if you just let it flow. I'm sensing that something is preventing you from letting it flow. Don't worry about what may happen if you let your emotions surface. There is no judgment here, okay? I want you to open your mind as much as you can. You are doing very well."
After a few more caresses, Nyssa was back into it. She accelerated the pace and started hitting me every couple of seconds, not enough time to allow the fire to subside in between two blows. It was embarrassing because I knew Mei and Mary were watching, but I did as Mistress Nyssa asked... I opened myself to let whatever clogged my chest come out; my moans became uncontrollable.
"Aaaah aaah Aaaah!"
For what seemed many long minutes, it felt so good. But those thoughts about my failed relationships kept coming back to haunt me. I didn't know what to do... It was stronger and stronger... and it was so sad that I started crying a little.
Then everything stopped...
"Alex? Are you okay?" Mei asked.
"I... yes... I'm so confused. I have this surge of emotion all of a sudden. I... I don't know why."
"Brain chemistry... It's normal."
"Mei, untie her, we will take a break. Alex, you did so well. People have a nasty habit of keeping everything inside, and it makes them suffer. Did you notice how good it felt when you let those things go? So pleasurable even through the pain, physical and emotional."
"Y... Yes. I think I know what you mean... I will have to be more conscious of that in the future... I didn't realize..."
"We all do it... so don't feel guilty... Alright. Relax a bit with Mei. I have a puppy to take care of. I like your sister a lot, Alex."
Mei ripped open my velcro cuffs and helped me down the bench. She made me sit on a small couch and cuddled with me quietly. I was still unsure of what had happened to me... or was it the opposite? Maybe I knew exactly what had happened.
"I'm so sorry... for crying like that."
"Hey, no. You did amazing. I told you, it's normal. This kind of activity often triggers reactions like this, particularly if you are not used to it and particularly if you have a good Mistress like Nyssa. She loves digging inside people's minds and reaching them deeply. So, what were you thinking about?"
"... Miles... Miles... I miss him so much. I act tough, but I don't know what happened... Why did he never call me back? Was I really just a toy? Did he not love me just a little bit outside his fantasy?"
"Awww, poor thing. It's not something you can control, you know. All you did was to stop accepting his pushiness, and he took it the wrong way. I know for sure that he loved you very much, but he has to work on his demons first. It's not something you can do for him."
"I know... I know... But it still hurt. I really liked him."
"I know you did... but you know what?"
"... what?"
"Right now, I think your pet sister has bigger issues than yours. Hehe."
What an excellent way to divert my focus toward something more joyful; I was too focused on my little crisis to realize it, but some interesting rubbery noises were coming from the other end of the room. Mei was right; I was better to pay attention to the present moment and have fun instead of dwelling on things that I couldn't change. I did come here to enjoy myself, after all.
"What is she doing to her?" I asked.
"She is placing her in a rubber doggie suit. It's like a sleep sack, but with four pockets for her folded arms and legs. It's to force her to walk on her elbows and knees."
"Oh, my... That sounds so cute! Does she still have her muzzle on?"
"Yes. I think Mistress Nyssa loved to turn your sister into a puppy a little bit too much, so she will probably keep her like this for the whole session. She is so adorable. I'm so glad you invited her. She doesn't seem nearly as shy as a dog."
"Right! I really want to play with her again. I love dogs so much!"
"Then go. Ask for permission first, though... and let me take your boots off, else you will damage the rubber mats."
One after the other, Mei unlaced and pulled my boots off. Next, she guided me to the opposite corner of the room where Nyssa checked on me.
"So, Alex? Feeling better?"
"Yes. Sorry about that, Mistress Nyssa."
"No, not at all. It happens to everyone. A good spanking session can be emotionally demanding, and you were not used to it. You did great."
"Yes... I suppose. So... Can... Can I play with my sister?"
"Awww, sister love. If you are okay spending some time in a big cage with her, sure. I'm sure she would love it. She is really into it."
"She... she is?"
"Yes... Puppy play was Mary's first pick on her form."
"What? Really? She never told me that she was into this."
But again... She never told me she was on the fetish scene. There was a lot I didn't know about my sister... which made her a more interesting person all of a sudden.
Mistress Nyssa guided me to the entrance of the big mesh cage and made me crawl inside. It took two seconds before my hand found Mary. Was she that thrilled to be a doggy? Definitely another thing I won't tell our mother.
I sat next to her and started investigating her predicament. I was immediately feeling better around her. She was my sister, whom I loved so much, and sharing a small adventure like this was very special and meaningful to me.
There was nothing sexual in me petting her. It was just two siblings enjoying some fun time together. For some strange reason, I had a hard time thinking of her as anything else than my personal guide dog now. When Nyssa got this idea at the beginning of our session, I think she somehow managed to read our minds.
I wondered, though... Would my sister be willing to do this again outside the club? It would be one messed up family relationship... But I think it would be incredibly fun. I could totally picture myself reading a braille book while having her at my side as a doggy. If she liked it,... why not?
Once we would be done here, I would definitely ask her.
***
"You are happy now, aren't you?"
"Very! Best evening ever."
"And you HAD to buy me the petgirl kit..."
"Hey, Mary! You can't hide what you like anymore. So yes, I knew it would make you happy, so I got it for you."
"No, Alex... We all know it's because it would make YOU happy!"
"Ah... Come on! It was super fun. For once that we have something in common... You could be less grumbly about it."
"Bhahaha... You guys make me laugh!"
Mary, Mei, and I just finished our session with Mistress Nyssa at the Fox & Spice Club; we had so much fun. We decided to walk back to my place instead of taking a cab because it was not too late in the evening and it was a beautiful hot night. A forty-five minutes stroll could only be useful to keep our belly fat in check while chit-chatting about all the cool things we've experienced.
When I invited my sister to join our girl's night, I never expected that she would have ended up revealing one of her kinkiest secrets. Puppy play was one thing she dreamt about for a while, and she finally had an opportunity to experience it; it turned out that she was a natural. The funny thing was that I instantly fell in love with the doggy version of her. The hell with whatever people would think, she was my dog now; Mary was way too adorable not to declare ownership.
Even now, walking in the street as regular humans, holding her arm and letting her lead me gave me the feeling Mary was still my guide dog. It was a role she played so often when we grew up that the chemistry was perfect; it was not humiliating for her and not embarrassing for me. Who would have thought?
I think Meixiang approved our new symbiosis, and I could tell by her cheerful voice tone that she found this situation entertaining.
Mei, her, was a strange BDSM creature. During our session with Nyssa, she acted more like an assistant than a person who was there for a new adventure. As much as she took care of me, it was obvious that her relationship with Nyssa was way more important. I didn't blame her at all as I knew she was a loner at heart and her own emotions easily took priority over everything else. She never cared that much about the world around her. It was a privilege to be important enough to be her friend... at least that was one way to look at it.
It was all good; we all experienced life from a different point of view. Mei was sheltered, Mary was following the flow, and I was the outgoing one wanting to try everything. I guess being blind gave me this desire to explore the world whenever I had an opportunity. Nonetheless, despite our differences, there were some nights like tonight where everything worked out perfectly between all of us.
"Bark!"
"No, I'm not going to bark! Stop it."
"Mary, Bark!"
"Alex, stop it."
"I said, bark!"
"Arf! ... Happy now?"
"Awww... so cute!"
"Hey... Stop ruffling my hair... We are in public in case you didn't notice."
"So, Mary... Are you going to wear your harness and muzzle for me again?"
"Yes, we will go back to the club at some point."
"No, I mean, at my place."
"Aaah... Seriously?"
"Yes... You are my dog!"
"Hey, guys! Look... An ice cream van... I want some!"
Mei interrupted my harassment spree because her stomach took control over her body. I heard her footsteps quickly getting away from us. Mary stopped and asked me what I wanted to do?
"Do you want some ice cream too?"
"Yeah, let's go for it. Haven't had any in ages."
"Okay, don't trip over the curb. Big step. There is a puddle of water."
"Aaah, I don't want water in my new shoes!"
Mary helped me cross the road, and we rejoined Mei, who was already reading the menu to find the flavor she wanted, another thing I couldn't do. It would be unlikely that an ice cream van would carry a braille menu for me... But it was okay because this time I had my dog with me!
"Go, doggy! Read the menu for me!"
"Hey! Don't call me that in front of everyone!"
"Whatever... Do they have, like, butterscotch?"
"Yes... That's what you want?"
"Yes... you? It's on me tonight."
"Not sure I want ice cream... But they have those mini-cookie packs. I'll get one."
"Alright."
Mary guided me to the truck window, and I ordered my ice cream in a bowl and the cookie box for Mary. The bowl had nothing to do with me being blind; I just didn't like having sticky fingers.



After a short wait, we got our snack and headed to a small plaza nearby to sit on a bench to eat. I sat in the middle. Mei was on my right and Mary on my left.
"Mary, give me your cookie box. I want to know what it looks like."
"What? Why? It's just a box... You had those before."
"Give it to me... I can't see it."
"You are so whiny today. Alright, here..."
She could be so naive sometimes. Of course, I knew what a cookie box was like; it was far from the first delicious mini-cookies I had within my grasp. It was not at all why I wanted them, I couldn't care less about the box.
I swiftly sliced the seal with my nail and flipped the lid open.
"Hey! What are you doing? Those are mine!"
"I know... Mary... Sit!"
"..."
"Come on... Sit!"
"Alex... Stop it... Give me my cookies back."
"Not before you sit in front of me like a good doggie."
I heard a little, "Oh, my God!" coming from Mei, who was probably fascinated by the way I dared treating my sister. She probably wouldn't get involved, but I could sense some sort of approval coming from her.
"Lex... There... there are people around."
"I don't care. I can't see them. If you want your cookies, you have to be a good doggy and sit."
"..."
It took her a moment, but then I felt her moving off the bench and in front of me. Two things could happen... Mary would either obey or snatch the box off my hands. In all honesty, I wasn't too sure which stance she would adopt.
"Arf!"
"Aaaah! Puppy!"
I reached in front of me, and she was right there, sitting like a dog with her chin just above my knees. Keeping a hand on her cheek, I approached a tiny cookie close to her mouth, and then she reached and grabbed it with her teeth.
"Aawwww! Did you see that Mei!? She is sooo cuuute!"
"Haha... You two are messed up in the head. People are totally staring at us now."
"Who cares! We are having fun, and they are not."
"True... By the way, your ice cream is delicious, Alex."
"MEI! You can't eat my ice cream!"
What a great night. In front of me, Mary sat there for a while, Mei was joking around, and I had a blast; it truly was a perfect night. It was so great to bond with my sister again and continue building a solid friendship with Mei. Tonight, it was only the three of us.
***
"We should have called a cab. My feet are killing me."
"Aaah, Mei, you need more workouts in your life. It wasn't that far."
We arrived at the Theodore, my luxury apartment building, and the doorman let us in as soon as they saw me. Tonight we would all sleep at my place.
As we were waiting for the elevator, a familiar voice called my name; it was Albert, my favorite old doorman.
"Miss Alex, would you have a moment, please?"
"Sure. What's up?"
"Would you mind following me?."
"Oh? Yes, sure."
I grabbed Albert's arm, and we walked away from Mary and Mei. It was the first time Albert behaved like this, so he got me curious.
"Miss Alex. First, please accept my apology as this is not something I should get involved with."
"Hey, no worries. What's going on?"
"Well, earlier today, your friend Miles entered the building..."
"... Miles!? Are you sure?"
"Very sure, Miss Alex. He walked in... and walked out right away... then he walked back in and went to the front desk... When we asked him what we could do for him, he asked for you, and just as we were about to call you, he changed his mind and walked out again."
"... Really? He came here to see me?"
"It appears so... But it was not the only thing that caught my attention..."
"No? What else?"
"He was wearing a nice shirt."
"... a nice shirt? But... Miles always wears those crappy t-shirts..."
"Precisely... So, that is all, Miss Alex. I just thought I would let you know."
"Oh, thanks Albert. You did the right thing."
"I'm glad to hear. I will walk you back to your friends now."
Albert was definitely more like a father to me. He genuinely cared about me and my happiness, and he knew I had a rough time because of what had happened with Miles. Telling me this was showing how much our relationship was special.
"Hey, Alex. What was that about?"
"Oh... Nothing... He... He just wanted to tell me that they were about to renovate the unit next to mine. That's all."
"And he tells you that around Midnight on a Friday night?"
"Oh... hehe... They care about me very much."
"Whatever... Let's go to bed now. Walking for hours killed me."
"It was only a forty-five minutes walk... geez."
***
"Mmm..."
"The time is 9:37 am."
"What? That late?"
My little talking watch surprised me when it told me the time. When we came back last night, Mei went straight to bed, but my sister and I stayed up a bit longer to watch some cheesy TV show. I loved doing that with her because she knew exactly how to translate into words the action I couldn't see. Again, we grew up together, so it was all so natural.
I didn't bring back the dog roleplay, though... I think Mary had enough emotions for one day. After the show, I gave her some blankets and a pillow to be comfortable on the couch, and then went back to my bedroom. I shared my bed with Mei, who was already sleeping like a rock, exhausted by our short walk.
I expected to wake up next to her this morning, but when I patted the mattress with my arm, she wasn't there anymore.
"Mei?"
"I'm in the living room, lazy butt."
"Mmm... I'm not a lazy butt..."
Still half asleep, I walked down the hallway and went straight to the kitchen with a precise goal in mind, my espresso machine. As usual, I wore my silk blindfold. I wasn't used to having people around the house, so this habit of mine just made things more comfortable for me.
"Do you want a coffee, Mei?"
"Yes, please!"
"And you, Mary?"
"Mary is gone already."
"What? Really?"
"Yes, she said she had to go to work."
"Awww... My dog!"
"Haha... You really liked her as a canine, uh?"
"Yes... I loved it."
I brewed two coffees and went to sit next to Mei in the living room. She pressed her shoulder against mine and asked me a funny question.
"How can you read this?"
"This? This what?"
"That book in braille. I would not be able to do it."
"Sure you would... It's not that hard. I'll show you... look..."
Understanding that she had looked at my bookshelf out of curiosity, I extended my hand to reach the book she held and slid my fingertips on its cover.
"D... U... N... E... Crap..."
"Dune crap? What kind of book are you reading, Alex? This is such a weird title."
"Nah... It's just Dune. You just picked the book that I read when I first met Miles."
"Aaah. You can't associate everything to him. What is this book about anyway? Dune?"
"It's a book about big worms..."
"I said, stop associating everything to him!"
"Hehe... You're nuts, Mei."
***
"Do you realize what could have happened here?"
"We are so sorry. We will take those signs down immediately."
"You better do that, yes. Unless you want somebody to die."
"Hum... I assure you... We didn't have any ill intentions. It was an honest mistake."
"Tell that to a person who is blind, and that was going to end up with a broken leg because of your gross negligence."
"..."
Tony and I worked for a firm mandated to perform and enforce safety and accessibility regulations in private commerces and residential buildings. We've been a team for a long time and worked very well together; my skills combined with his allowed us to provide the private sector with an expertise that was very much in demand.
The city had strict rules regarding safety signage within the large building; this was necessary for emergencies, like fires, among other things. Everybody was entitled to live in an environment that was safe and functional, handicap or not. A sightless client shouldn't receive fewer services after paying the same amount.
That said, Tony and I performed an inspection in one of the most reputable luxury hotels in the city following an investigation triggered by a set of customer complaints. We found so many anomalies so far that I was getting pissed off. We just found this braille sign indicating "lounge," but it led directly to a staircase. Useless to say that it was hazardous.
"Alex... Come with me. We need to talk..."
"... okay?"
Tony pulled me away from the hotel manager and started to reprimand me using a low voice.
"Alex? What the hell are you doing?"
"What do you mean? Those signs are all wrong... Someone could have died..."
"Do you think I don't know that? That's not my point! You cannot treat them as if they did this on purpose. You know that! We are a neutral firm... We inspect, we report, we take the necessary actions. We are not a courthouse."
"But... They..."
"No buts... I don't know what's wrong with you recently, but stop treating them like criminals. Be professional or keep your mouth shut."
"Tony..."
"Just do your job, leave the talking to me. We have a reputation to preserve."
It was the first time ever that Tony addressed me this way. If the clients had not been near us, I fear he wouldn't have been this gentle.
We returned to the clients, and I kept a low profile while trying to digest what had just happened. Tony took the lead.
"Sorry about the interruption. Yes, you have to take down those faulty signs immediately. I recommend you contact the vendor who provided and installed them to find the problem's root. You'll need this information for the post-incident review."
"Thank you. We will get on it right away."
"We will send you the official report within two days, and then you'll have ten business days to correct the issues before our next inspection. Failure to do so will lead to fines."
"We will wait for the report and do all we can to resolve the situation."
"Perfect, we will keep in touch, then."
I grabbed Tony's arm, and he led us to the elevators without a word. I knew I had messed up, and I knew he would want to discuss this as soon as we would be out of here. Usually, our inspections always ended up with some "good jobs" and "nice work," but this time around, it was a heavy silence.
As soon as we exited the hotel, we got in a cab that drove us away.
"So? Want to tell me what's going on?"
"... Nothing, Tony. I guess I'm... I'm just tired..."
"Tired my ass... You've been acting weird for the past several weeks. Do you realize that I constantly have to clarify all the odd things you are telling our clients? We can't continue to work like this."
"I'm sorry... I'm just ... distracted."
"Look, you are very good at your job, Alex... You can find things that nobody else would. But when you are acting like this, it's counterproductive. I don't know what is going on in your personal life, but you better resolve it soon. I need my coworker back."
"... I... I will... Sorry... You are right."
"Yes, I am. Alright, we are done for the day anyway. Do you want to go somewhere for lunch?"
"N... No... I think I'll go back home and think about this."
"Okay, then. Driver... We are going to drop by the Theodore first."
***
"Aaaaah! What's wrong with me?"
As soon as I got home, I went to my bedroom and crashed on the bed, face first. I knew Tony was a hundred percent right, and I've been acting like an idiot for the past few weeks. There was no reason for me to be so annoyed and irritable.
My life was GREAT! I had a fantastic job and super coworkers, I lived in a beautiful apartment that fit my needs perfectly, I found a good and supportive friend in Meixiang, I got to reunite with my sister to an emotional level I thought was gone forever, so why was I so tense and unfocused?
Well... That was a stupid question. I knew precisely why... Miles!
I was already not doing so well at accepting his sudden departure, and when I learned that he had shown up to see me but changed his mind at the last second, it turned my heart upside down... and nobody could help me make sense of this situation.
Despite my relatively short relationship with Miles, he was a guy I had learned to love. He had many qualities that were very appealing to me. I had never dated someone who naturally didn't care about my handicap the way he did. He was creative, open-minded, and even funny at times. I always felt safe around him and knew he would never use his physical strength to control me. To sum it up, he was the type of guy that checked so many of my boxes.
He had faults too. His demons related to his previous relationship were just toxic to both him and me. During the moments when I refused to play along with one of his kinks, his coldness was also something that had annoyed me a great deal. And of course, I didn't appreciate the way he walked out of my life as soon as I said something he didn't like to hear.
I didn't discuss this analysis in depth with anybody. This was what I was thinking, and only I would decide if something could be done about it or not. If I were to ask for advice, some people would give me different opinions that, in the end, wouldn't necessarily reflect what I desired.
No, This time, I would decide on a path to follow by myself... But I had to do it soon because this unattended emotional matter was slowly but surely gnawing at my brain.
A second chance.
I would give him a second chance. That was my decision.
I just had to observe myself to find imperfection. How many times in my life had I whined about my disadvantage in romance because I was blind, even if it was not true? How many times have I condemned people because they didn't see me as an average person on the first date when I should have accepted better that they were just not used to my lifestyle and my differences? I didn't give them a chance to learn.
If I were alone today, it was partly because of my flaws, the ones I consciously knew I had and that I had been working on for so long. What good would it do if I crucified someone cared about because he was not perfect and made a big mistake?... After that person had told me that he wanted to take things slow because he struggled with a recent breakup; after that person genuinely admitted that he loved me.
A second chance didn't mean I would go back into this relationship blindly... Well, that was a stupid thought coming from a blind girl. But yeah, if I were to meet him again, it wouldn't mean we would be back together; it would only mean that I would be open to hearing him out and being honest with him about my feelings in return.
I got off my bed and went to my closet. It was time to do what I was good at; being blind and awesome, and own my decision. I felt around through my clothes to find the right items. With the help of the little aluminum braille tags, I pulled out of the closet the same clothes I wore when I first met Miles. That would be the perfect bait.
Then I went back to the living room, grabbed my sunglasses and that big Dune book before heading outside.
Using my spidey senses, I survived the crossing of the street and went straight to the park. I've walked this path so often that I wasn't scared to get lost. After this railing, it was another thirteen steps to reach my favorite bench.
As soon as I felt the wooden backrest with my fingers, I walked around it and sat.
"AAAAH! What the fuck!"
"Ooooh! I'm so sorry! I'm so sorry... I didn't know you were sitting here."
"The hell! Are you blind or what?"
"Heee... Yes, actually. I am."
My determination to come here made me forget about common sense. I sat without even checking if the bench was empty and ended up on a random guy's lap by accident... and now he was pissed at me.
"What? Are you really blind?"
"... Yes... I can't see. Sorry, I need to sit here, or else I will get lost."
"Ah, whatever... just sit next to me, there is room. Just don't sit ON me."
"S...Sorry to ask you this... but could you move to another bench?"
"No. There is enough space for the two of us."
"But... I'm waiting for... a friend and..."
"I said no. Sit or go. I don't care."
"..."
Awww... What an unpleasant person. I sat as far from him as I could and placed my book on my knees. That wasn't part of my plan, and I didn't know what to do anymore. I hoped this guy would leave soon.
The next thirty minutes were not that fun. I slowly read my book while my neighbor was doing I don't know what. I didn't like his presence. It was annoying not to be able to understand what people so close to me were doing. It was as if I felt his negative energy crawling on my skin.
Then out of the blue, a quiet male voice coming from behind me revealed something I'd have preferred not to hear.
"That guy is trying to play with your hair, you know."
"Uh? WHAT?"
Without thinking about it twice, I slammed close my oversized Dune book and whammed it with all my strength in the face of the guy next to me.
"AAAAAH!"
"WERE YOU TRYING TO TOUCH ME!? YOU CREEP!"
"No! No! I swear! I wasn't!"
"Yes, you were... You better leave before she gives you a concussion."
Without another word, the stranger quickly grabbed his belongings and left in a hurry. And the other man walked around me... The man I had been waiting for.
"Thanks... Miles."
"You're welcome, Alex. Can I sit?"
"Yeah... I thought... No... I hoped you were going to show up."
"... I hoped you were going to show up too. I didn't have the guts to go to your home directly. So I came here almost every day... Hoping you'd eventually be here."
"... I know. It's okay."
Miles sat next to me. That was the scene I wanted to recreate today. Outside the creepy guy, it was how Miles and I met, but the energy was quite different this time around.
"How... how are you doing, Alex?"
"Good... It's been a while."
"Yes... It's been a while."
"..."
No, I wasn't going to make any efforts to initiate this adult conversation. My part was to show up here and wait for him. This gesture of goodwill meant that I was willing to hear him out, and it was up to him to understand that. His part would be to convince me that he had learned something from this spontaneous breakup.
"I messed up... All I ever wanted was to be happy with you, but I failed to see that this happiness was right there under my nose."
"You could say that."
"Alex, I lied to you."
"... About what?"
"When I first met you, I told you that I wasn't ready for a new relationship. It wasn't true. I was ready the second I saw you. On that day, I didn't sit next to you on this bench because it was the only seat left, I chose to sit next to you because you attracted me. But then... I couldn't talk to you. It's a miracle that you invited me for dinner after our awkward conversation."
"Mmm... Cute... But what else did you lie about?"
"Nothing else... That was it... One little lie that allowed us to fall in love... And then, I let my greed creep in and destroy everything."
That was an honest assessment from his part. It was pretty much what I thought had happened, and I believed him. It didn't mean we could get back together or anything, but at least it felt good to clear the air. That was the kind of talk we should have had when things were going downhill. But I knew that sometimes, people are just not ready to talk about their problems; sometimes it could take minutes, sometimes it could take years.
"So, what's next, Miles?"
"What's next? Nothing... It's not like I'm employing a strategy to get you back. There is no plan here. I just hoped I would get to see you again, talk about it, and then decide where to go from there... together. The way things ended was not healthy, and that's on me."
"Do you love me?"
"Always did, always will. You know that already, I'm sure."
"I do. And I love you too. But you know what? That's not good enough."
"... Mmm... You are a strong one, Alex... I'm sorry... I'm sure you will..."



"Oh, stop whining for a minute and listen to me, hehe. I know two versions of you. The one you are today that is friendly, honest, adult, and not very smart."
"... Hey!"
"But there is the other Miles, that is confused and forgetful. That one tends to forget what he likes and dislikes and falls back in the same patterns that hurt him before. I don't like that Miles at all. Can you get rid of him? I think it would be a good thing because that dark Miles hurts the good Miles too. I don't want the good Miles to suffer."
"... Yeah... I see what you mean... I cared more about my fantasies than you. I knew it was wrong, and that's why I left. I didn't want to drag you into my shit any further. You have to know... I want to change... But in all honesty, I wouldn't know how... And saying that makes me realize that there is not much hope for us... You were right... I'm dumb."
His last little speech made me smile. In one sentence, he said that he loved me, that lost sight of that love, that he now knew what he did wrong, that he protected me against greater pain, and that our relationship was doomed.
He was right... There was no hope for us the way things were unless I opened a door big enough for the two of us to walk through as imperfect human beings.
"Mr. Miles. Friday 9 pm, Fox & Spice club. I'll probably be around the lounge."
"..."
I stood up, walked around the bench, and headed toward my apartment building.
"Alex? Wait! What..."
"Don't be late, Mr. Miles. Don't be late."
The Fox & Spice club would be our big door to a potentially better future. Could we walk through it together?
***
"You did WHAT? Did you get hit on the head or what?"
"Calm down, Meimei. I didn't say that Miles and I were back together. But I decided to allow us another chance to love each other."
"Aleeex! People can't change that fast. It has not even been two months. You are going to get hurt again."
"No, I won't. Because this is my decision, and I know what I'm getting into. When I invited him to the club, that was pretty much at the same time when he realized that it wouldn't work between the two of us."
"Alex... you are odd. What you say makes no sense."
"It does to me. Come on, just support me a little. I need your help."
It was pretty obvious that Mei disagreed with this little turn of events. I dragged her to the city's biggest fetish fashion store and only broke the news to her when we arrived. On Friday, we would go to the Fox & Spice together, and Miles would perhaps meet us there. I wanted Mary to come as well, but we hadn't managed to reach her yet.
"Okay, okay. Whatever! It's your love life. Not mine. So, what are we doing here? Do you need something specific?"
"Well, I don't want to go again with the same full latex catsuit I always wear. I need something different."
"Need or want?"
"Want!"
"Okay? Like a dress?"
"I don't know."
"You don't know?"
"No... Help me find something different."
"Something different? Alright... Grab my arm and let's go find something different."
It didn't take long for Mei to become ecstatic about everything she was looking at. I couldn't see anything, and she was really not good at describing what she was freaking out about. Of course, the store employees pounced on us rapidly, and as usual, I had to explain why I was wearing a silk blindfold. But overall, they were somewhat helpful and gave us a few ideas.
Amusingly enough, even if we came here for me, Meixiang found a little black latex dress that she liked a lot, so she was now trying it in the changing room. I waited on the small seat in front of it, while the employee brought me different items to help me make up my mind. Touching the various textiles convinced me that I didn't want gloves to numb my sense of touch this time around; my latex catsuit with attached gloves was very hot and sexy, but not very practical in my case; those sensitive fingertips were my eyes.
"Tadaaa! Alex, how do I look?"
"Very funny, I'm blind. What are you wearing?"
"I'm not telling you, you have to look at me... with your hands."
"Perv... Alright, come here."
Mei approached me, and I grabbed her hips. Since I was sitting, her big boobs were pretty much in my face. I started sliding my fingertips around to get a rough idea of what her dress was like.
"The skirt is short and frilly... I like that... and wait... oooh, there is a hole where your chest is... and there is a high neck... That's neat."
"Yes, so people can admire my boob crack."
"Haha... Puffy shoulders? Short sleeves? Hey... wait a minute... What's that piece dangling in front of your skirt? Naaaah... Don't tell me... Really? A latex maid uniform?"
"Awww, how did you guess so quickly?"
"I didn't guess. You let me touch you. I only guess what I can't touch."
"So serious... But yes... Maid uniform... But forget it. It's too expensive. At least I got to try one."
"I'm buying it for you."
"What? No, Alex! It's not why I said that. It's way too expensive!"
"Do you like it?"
"Yeah, but..."
"I'm buying it. But you have to wear it on Friday."
I got a giant hug from Mei, and then we continued shopping around for me. Unfortunately, I wasn't making it very easy. I just couldn't make up my mind on something I wanted to wear.
"Try this hat!"
"A hat?"
"Yes... Hahaha! Okay, no! Not for you!"
"Stop teasing me, Mei. Come on! You have to find something I like."
"Alright, alright! But you are picky, and there is not much left to try."
She pulled the strange hat from my head, but she accidentally pinched my blindfold at the same time. The silk fabric slid right off my head and disappeared. Surprised, I immediately turned toward where I thought it went, trying to grab it back, but instead, I slapped Mei right across the face with the back of my hand.
"Ooow!"
"Oooo! Sorry! I'm so sorry, Mei! Are you okay? I feel so bad!"
"Oh... My... God... Alex! You... You just opened your eyes in front of me..."
"..."
Blood rushed up to my head because of my embarrassment, and I immediately covered my eyes using my forearm. Mei had seen me a couple of times without my blindfold, but I had never opened my eyes around her. Based on her reaction, it was a shocking sight. One that reminded me of all the kids that made fun of me when I was young.
"... Sorry... Sorry... Give me my blindfold back."
"No... wait! Open them again."
"What? NO! I told you... They look weird!"
"You are weird, Alex, not your eyes... Come on... Open them for me... I need to see them again."
"Mei... I..."
"Hey, you saw all my private spots with your fingers earlier... Let me see all your private spots with my eyes... That's only fair..."
"..."
I was scared... but... Mei expressed a valid point. She let me grab her boobs and butt so I would know what she was wearing... I could probably trust her a bit more. It was easy for me to open them in front of the doctors. So why was I scared of doing it here, in front of my best friend?
"O... Okay... But don't make mean comments."
"I'd never do that... and nobody else is watching."
"Okay... There... Happy?"
"Alex! They are AMAZING! Follow me. You just gave me an idea. I found a perfect costume for you to wear on Friday."
"Wait... what? Really? What does it have to do with my eyes?"
It was the first time someone qualified my eyes of "amazing" and it made me feel all fuzzy inside. I expected something more along the line of "it's not that bad." Mei grabbed my hand and pulled me across the store. What was she going to do to me?
***
"This is a bad idea!"
"No, it's not. You'll be the star of the night."
"Where is my blindfold."
"In your bag, but you are not wearing it tonight, you promised!"
"I diiid... buuut..."
"Stop whining. Let me put your mask on, and then we can go have fun. Mary is waiting for us."
"I have a bad feeling about this, Mei..."
"Too late to change your mind. You have to trust me on this."
Mei strapped on my head a rubber mask that covered my upper face, completing my new costume. We arrived at the Fox & Spice club a little while ago and turned Mary back into my guide doggy. Then Mei put on her new latex maid uniform before taking care of me.
The outfit she picked for me was drastically different than what I could have imagined. When we were at the fashion boutique, she made me wear a latex bodysuit; this one had no hands, feet, or hood. She forced me to walk around a bit, complimenting me because I looked "hot," but that was until she told me that it was translucent and that people could see me naked through it. I wanted to die... or kill her. Smokey black... That was what she said the color was. She also said that the black seams were standing out, making it look sharp.
Following my fuss, Mei made me wear some sort of silky skirt that was, in fact, just two extra long fabric bands, one in front to hide my crotch and one at the back that partly hid my butt, leaving my rubber legs exposed fully. That thing was going all the way down to my feet too. She said it made me look like a Goddess, but I just felt naked, even with the matching bra that she made me wear.
To finalize my outfit, she found that very special rubber mask. When she placed it on my face, the whole store had a crazy strong reaction and wanted pictures of me. That was pretty much what sold it to me because I was still not convinced.
Exploring the mask with my fingers left me confused. It had some sort of fine muzzle with very long ears. Mei said it was a black Egyptian style fox mask.
Now that we were at the club, I would have to wear this costume in front of everybody.
"There... You look amazing! You look so powerful... Try to act the part."
"Are... Are you sure nobody can see my eyes?"
"Ah, stop with your eyes already! No, they can't see them. The mask's lenses are too dark. MARY!? Come get Alex. She is ready."
At least that would take my mind off my discomfort; my sister as a doggy. As soon as she got close to me, I grabbed her harness. She didn't have a leash today as she said it was pulling too much on her neck, so instead, we just looped a leather strap through the metal rings in the middle of her harness' back; it made her feel even more guide doggish this way.
I couldn't help but recheck her head. Mary wore her super cute rubber muzzle and her pointy ears; something snapped inside me every time I got to touch her while she was wearing that kit. She was just the cutest thing in the world, and I couldn't help but talk to her like she was a real pet.
"Aaaah! So cute! Little doggy."
"Alex! I'm going to bite you."
"Naaah! You are too adorable for that. Go, go! Let's go back to the club! Lead the way!"
We all exited the changing room and entered the club. It sounded like there was already a fair amount of people, and it only took less than half a second before the compliments started pouring our way. Mei grabbed my arm and whispered something in my ears.
"Seriously, that is all for you, Alex. You stand out like crazy."
"That much?"
"Yeah... You'll be so busy tonight. Don't let Mary go, though, or else you are going to get swallowed by the crowd."
"Not a chance that I'm letting my guide dog go."
This experience was nuts! Simply nuts! It was as if everybody from the club came talking to me about my costume. The mask I was wearing was not something many people had seen before; the store that sold it to me would surely get a few new clients.
"Mei! The music is good. I want to dance."
"You go do that. I will take a walk around to see what is happening tonight. Mary, make sure you protect her."
"Arf!"
"Awww... She barked!"
My cute puppy Mary tugged me slowly to the dance floor. As soon as I felt the texture changing under my heeled boots, I unleashed my dancing power. My little trip to the dance cage long ago taught me not to be shy about my curves and moves in a fetish club. On top of that, I had Mary to keep me out of trouble. I knew she liked to dance as well, so I could abuse this activity to my heart content without any guilt.
It was so great and so fun. Obviously, many hands touched me, and some guys tried to get too close to me, but Mary was doing an excellent job at interfering when they were going too far. My sister seemed comfortable in that role, another trait making her a good guide dog. A couple of times, she even had to be more vocal and threatening when the guys refused to cooperate.
We danced for waaay too long, and I almost forgot why I decided to come here tonight; Miles was supposed to show up around 9 pm... Well... It was more like a suggestion, and there was no guarantee that he would even show up. Focusing on fun was the wise thing to do.
Two small arms wrapped around my waist, interfering with my thoughts; I recognized Mei.
"Mei? Where were you? Mary and I have been dancing for over an hour."
"Sorry... I kind of found a room in the play area... You know... There was another maid... and it was this guy's birthday and..."
"Aaah... I get it... So... Did you find him?"
"Miles?"
"Who else?"
"Yeah... I saw him. He is sitting at the bar... alone. He probably has no clue who you are because of your costume. So many pretty girls tonight."
"Okay, let's do this then. Let's go find a seat in the lounge, then will go get him."
Mary tugged me away from the dance floor and guided me to the comfy social area where the music was much softer. We were lucky because the corner booth was available. It would be nice to spend some time together there. Our plan with Miles around was simple, have plain old fun with no drama. Leaving love out of the equation would make everything easier.
"Mary, go fetch Miles!"
"What? Why me? Go yourself, Mei."
"Alex, your dog is not trained well. She doesn't listen to me."
"I know. Maybe I should be stricter. Perhaps Mary needs more spanking with that paddle Nyssa gave me."
"Alright, alright! I'm going... geez. But don't blame me if he doesn't want to follow me."
***
Mary had to cross the lounge and half of the club to reach the bar. She vaguely remembered Miles because she only saw him once in poor circumstances. It was the night when she had kissed her sister by accident. It was unlikely that he would recognize her because of her dog attire, which gave her an idea.
She and Alex grew up together, and, unfortunately, she witnessed all the pain that her blind sister went through. From kids rejecting her at school to the incessant name-calling and all those failed dates with guys that couldn't treat her like a normal person. Yes, Mary knew that Alex had gone through hell, and it was so unfair.
It was somewhat ironic that she was about to fetch a guy who badly hurt her sister, which had high potential to hurt her again. From what she understood, a guy that had been more focused on his fetishes than the person itself.
Why was Alex giving a second chance to this individual was beyond Mary's comprehension. Could he have changed that much in just over a month? It was highly unlikely. No, Mary didn't like this one bit, but it was not for her to decide... or was it?
When she reached the bar, Miles was sitting by himself in a corner, sipping on a drink of some sort. Mary approached and climbed on the free stool next to him.
"Hey? Feeling lonely?"
"Mmm... No, I'm good. I am just waiting for someone."
Miles didn't recognize Mary, which caused her to grin behind her muzzle.
"Do you mind if I keep you company?"
"Aaah... I'm sorry, I'm just waiting for a friend. Not looking for anything else."
"How come? You don't like pet girls?"
"Oh, no. It's not that... It's just... ah... nevermind..."
"Ah, come on! I want to chat for a bit. I'm bored. My name is Ann, what's yours?"
"... Miles."
"Aren't you going to buy me a drink, Miles?"
"Sorry, as I said... I'm not looking for a date and..."
"A date? Can't you just buy a drink for a lonely pet girl? With a straw please... You know... the muzzle."
"Hehe... Okay, I can get you a drink because you are friendly. Order what you want."
Mary ordered a Bloody Caesar, with a straw, and moved a bit closer to Miles.
"So... Miles... Tell me about this friend of yours."
"Aaah, it's a long story."
"I have time. Is she cute?"
"I didn't say my friend was a girl."
"I bet she is. What's her name?"
"Yes, she is a girl... Her name is Alex. And yes, she is very cute."
"So, why the gloomy face? Something happened?"
"Am I really discussing this with a dog girl?"
"Haha! Yes you are! Come on. I'm a good listener... Tell me."
Miles took a good sip from his glass, visibly uncomfortable because of all the personal questions the undercover Mary threw at him. Somehow, this was awkward, but it also felt good to offload his failed romance story on a friendly stranger.
"Ann, you are quite something. Yes, something happened. I loved Alex very much, but I got carried away, and I messed up."
"What do you mean?"
"I dragged her in my fantasies, you know, fetish stuff, and she wasn't ready for it..."
"She wasn't ready!?"
"... No, scratch that... See, I mess up again... That's what I do apparently... What I mean is that I exposed her to all the things that turned me on, she was playing along... but then..."
"... but then?"
"I forgot to love her... I mean... outside my fetish, I didn't treat her right."
"So, she dumped you?"
"Nah... I ran away as soon as I realized that I was dragging her into some things without asking if she wanted to approach them differently first... I did this with my ex, who was a totally different person, and it didn't end well. So, yeah, I'm a coward because I ran away, but I didn't want her to suffer because of me."
Mary starred at Miles in disbelief. He was entirely honest, even though it made him look like a douchebag. But at least she understood that there was hope and that he was probably done playing games. She decided to push her assessment just a bit farther.
"Ah, forget about her! She is not worth it."
"..."
"What?... I'm just giving you advice."
"Why would I do that? Why do you think Alex is not worth it? You don't even know her."
"Do you like what I look like, Miles? I'm a sexy pet wearing latex and leather... Don't you like that?"
"Of course, I do. You are very attractive."
"While wearing this outfit, I send a positive signal that I'm ready to play. I wouldn't let real life get in the way. Who cares about being a couple... It's just dampening the fun. Wouldn't you be happier with a girl like me that is always ready to play?"
"..."
Mary got off her stool and reached Miles with her arms. She lifted her rubber muzzle just enough to expose her lips and quickly approached Miles' face. With her muzzle now covering her eyes, she challenged him through a murmur.
"I can't see... You can do whatever you want to me... You have three seconds to kiss me..."
"Wait... Ann... I..."
"Three... Fun... or a boring moody girlfriend? What will you choose?"
"..."
"Two... Kiss me now while you can... I'll make you feel amazing... all night long."
"Ann... You... You are very attractive but..."
"But what? You said it... I'm attracting you... last chance, Miles..."
Miles placed his two hands on each side of Mary's face.
"One!"
... and he pushed her away, gently, and pulled her muzzle back into place.
"Sorry, Ann... I appreciate the offer... I'm sure it would have been great to spend the night with you, you are beautiful, but I love Alex... more than anything. And if there is a chance that I can go back to her tonight, I'll take that chance."
"Aaah! I didn't think you had it in you... Impressive. Maybe she was not as out of her mind as I thought."
"..."
"My name is not Ann. I'm Mary, her sister. Don't you recognize me?"



"... Mary!? I thought I remembered those eyes from somewhere... But... Why did you do that?"
"Why? Because, if you ever hurt her again, there won't be a third chance. And I would bite your face off. Come, she is waiting for you over there."
"Wait... Did... did she ask you to do this? To test me?"
"Don't be dumb, Miles... You know she would never ask me to do such a thing. It was my own initiative because I don't care about you that much... And if you tell her, I swear, I'll dismember you. Grab my harness. I'll lead you to her."
***
"Guys, here is the human male."
"Miiiles! Geez guys, it took you long enough."
"Hey, Miles! Come sit! Oh, wait! Before... look!"
I quickly got off my seat, stood up and twirled around to show him my new outfit, adding some extra hips motions.
"A... Alex?... Is that you!? You look... incredible!"
"Haha! I know, right! Come sit next to me."
"Sure. And, hi Mei."
"Hello, Miles. Hey, Mary, where did you get that drink from? You don't even have money."
"The bar... I'll tell you later, Mei."
"Mary, come here. Sit!"
"Arf!"
I didn't mind sitting very close to Miles right away, but I also wanted my sister at my side as a supportive presence.
For the next two hours, we chatted about random things, fun stuff, and we never discussed what had happened between Miles and me. Everybody was on the same page; we were here, among friends, and it was the best way to heal from the past.
At first, Miles was not too sure what to expect; he didn't know Mei and Mary would be here with me tonight, but he managed to relax over time, understanding that we were not trying to work on his case. We were ready to accept him as he was and not search for trouble or targets to moralize him.
That said, he was pretty quiet as he has always been. He preferred watching rather than getting too involved. But it was a bit different this time; he didn't just observe us while fantasizing about girl-on-girl action. He was doing it more to understand us, to understand me and what I was doing here. The types of questions he asked were quite different from what I heard from him before. It wasn't perfect, but he was undoubtedly trying.
On my side, I was happy. Before coming here, it was clear that it wouldn't mean Miles and I were back together, no matter what would happen between us tonight. This stand was taking a weight off my shoulders. Over the next few weeks, we would do more of those friendly events, and I would be able to see how he would behave and how patient he would be with me. I would make sure to let him know, though, so he wouldn't start worrying that he was doing something wrong or that I was just playing with him.
That aside, it was still great to be close to him again, feel his presence and his heartbeat, his warmth. And this fox mask I was wearing was also great. I couldn't see his face, so it was only fair that he couldn't see mine. Perhaps this would help us understand each other better.
Then, toward the end of the evening, Mei decided to give Miles and I some alone time. I knew this would happen eventually, but it was okay. They bought me enough time as it was.
"Hey, Mary. Let's go for a walk. I need to stretch my legs. Want to go take a look in the play area?"
"ARF!"
"Hehe... Alex, I'm borrowing your dog. If she causes trouble, it is still your fault."
"Haha, no problem! Mary, if you misbehave, I'll give you a nasty spanking!"
"Rrrf! Whatever!"
My dog definitely had an attitude problem, but I loved her so much. They walked away and left me alone with Miles. The music was now soft and slow, soothing. For a long moment, I just stayed there, leaning against him, thinking about what Mei asked me to do if things went well tonight. And things went well... so...
"Miles... It is a great night."
"I know, Squeaky... I... Oh... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to call you that..."
"It's alright... I always thought that nickname was cute."
"It's fitting. You are very cute."
"How are you feeling?"
"Mmm... at peace... I was so nervous at first... but I appreciated the way you guys treated me. I probably didn't deserve it."
"I'm happy, Miles... But I'm not ready... This will take time."
"I know... I know. Don't worry about it. Love is one thing, and time is another. I'm just glad you are giving me the latter."
"I want to do something... No, I need to do something."
"Something?"
"Yes, something meaningful... Don't move, okay?"
"Sure..."
I stood up and carefully straddled Miles, placing one knee on each side of his hids. Now that I was facing him and sitting comfortably on his lap, I brought my hands to his face.
"Let me look at you..."
This time I had no gloves... my extremely sensitive fingertips constructed a mental impression of his face. I had missed it. I didn't know what it was for sighted people, but for me, if I didn't touch someone's face for too long, I tended to forget what it was like.
"Miles... I want you to tell me what I look like."
"With this mask? Like a beautiful fox."
"I'll take my mask off... Then tell me what you see, okay? This is very important to me."
"Sure... You are mysterious."
His strong hands, unconsciously wrapped around my waist, made me feel safe. I demanded honesty from him... and I also needed to be honest. Things would never work between the two of us if we were not fully open with each other.
I reached my mask and slowly pulled it off my head, revealing my true identity... a girl... a simple normal girl. I place the mask aside on the velvety seat.
"You are as pretty as ever... I missed that face."
I placed a finger on his lips.
"Shhh... That's not it... Look..."
I slowly cracked my eyelids open... unveiling my soul to him. When I did the same with Mei at the store, it didn't have this meaning. This time, with Miles, it meant everything.
"Miles... Tell me what you see now..."
"I see big beautiful silver eyes... They are like little mirrors... I've never seen eyes like this before."
"... Try again..."
No, this time, it was not about my physical appearance. Miles knew that very well.
"Mmm... Try again? Okay... deja-vu."
"Hehe... yes... Like the first time we've met at the park."
"I see a gentle soul that has gone through many hurdles to get where she is... I see a strong-willed person who built a life for herself and is now sharing it with her precious friends and family. I see a person that I hurt, and that didn't deserve it. In her mirror eyes, I see myself and my mistakes."
"No... You are too harsh with yourself... What you see in my eyes is not a reflection... It's a projection from my soul. I'm thinking about you, Miles... and I wish we can learn about each other some more... In the upcoming weeks... months... perhaps years."
"I would like that very much, Alex.
I closed my eyes and leaned forward to press my lips on his, innocently, just because it was the right thing to do.
"Miles... I would like you to become my Sun..."
"Your Sun...?"
"Yes... I don't know what the Sun is, really, but I know it's very warm. I feel it on my skin sometimes when I go to the park... It's powerful and makes me feel good... But I don't know what it is... because I can't touch it... I can touch everything... I can touch my friends, my family... I can touch you, your pretty face... I know what everything around is like just by touching it... But I can't touch the Sun..."
"Alex..."
"I need its warmth... I need its comforting presence... I need its powerful love... I want to be able to touch it... so I can learn what it is..."
"..."
I rested the side of my face on his chest. I wanted to listen to his heartbeat as I was telling him this...
"Miles! I want you to become my Sun... The Sun I can't see!"
The End
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"Open wide!"
"... mmmph!"
"There you go... Thanks so much for doing this for me on your day off."
I nodded... that was all I could do now that my mouth was stuffed with the soft mouthpiece, and my nose was invaded by the nose tubes. Lucy was turning me into a white rabbit again. I always seemed to end up in trouble after something nice happened to me.
I had an amazing time with Trixie and Vix the other day; I got to see Vix out of her suit, then I got my first real kiss from Trixie. But it turned out that the rabbit petgirl also liked to get close to Vix because she got her cold... and she also transmitted it to Misti. Being Trixie, a girl who craved physical contacts a bit too much, came with a downside.
That said, Lucy was now down four pets. Apricot probably left the café forever, Trixie and Misti were recovering from their cold at the luxurious pethouse, Meeka's shift was over and was out of town, and me, of course, I ended up being the backup plan.
When I showed up at the café today, Lucy was somewhat panicking because she usually had a crew of six pets, but now she only had four; that wasn't too good for the café. She could operate with five, but with only four, people started to turn heels knowing they wouldn't get to spend quality time with their favorite rubber animals.
So this morning, Lucy "asked" me to be a pet to compensate until tomorrow. Useless to say that it was not my plan for the day. I thought I would get to spend time with my pet friends and maybe chat with Lucy about the mysterious pethouse, not work. But since I didn't know how to say no, I accepted.
I clapped my cushy paws together and made sure my fingers were comfortable sitting in them, and then Lucy zipped my suit up and locked it before turning me around and gently pulling on my long ears.
"Too adorable. So, you remember that you have to act like Trixie as much as you can, else the client will suspect something is weird?"
"..."
"Sorry, I had to turn you into our most sexual pet, but Trixie is super popular. When she is away for too long, people start asking questions. It's okay, right? You are well protected inside the costume anyway. You have nothing to fear."
"..."
"Okay, follow me. I'll let you in the lounge. Then I'll open the shop. If you make the clients buy a lot of cakes, I'll give you a nice reward when your shift is over."
A reward? I wondered what she meant by that... I didn't ask for anything. I just wanted to help and enjoy being a pet again. I didn't get to do that too often.
We walked downstairs, and she let me enter the lounge. Immediately, Vix, Oreo, Asha, and Accalia came to see me. They knew it was me and not Trixie this time, so they all gave me small hugs to welcome me as a temporary staff member.
It didn't take long before I ended up on the floor under a pile of rubber petgirls. It was so fun to feel like an animal again... so relaxing. I didn't have to talk, I didn't have to worry about what I looked like, I didn't have to worry about if this was the right thing to do. All I had to do was to enjoy myself and return some love to my little friends.
The life of a petgirl was a nice one. There was no need to think about anything real-life related. Lucy would keep an eye on us, feed us, clean us, and more. All that was left for us to do was to give and receive affection. I didn't think I would want to do that full time like the other girls, but it felt good once in a while.
About thirty minutes later, Lucy let a young guy inside the lounge; maybe early twenties... and he looked straight at me. It was not the first time I wore a pet suit, but it was the first time it was for work. Sure, one time, Lucy pulled my leg and made me believe that Trixie was a client, but this time it was real. I didn't know that person, and the thought that I could end up cuddling with him was quite scary.
I froze.
The man walked in my direction with a smile... I thought he would hug me... or pick me up... but then...
"VIX! Come here, foxy!"
That was not me he was after. Vix, the cute fox girl, from the other end of the lounge joyfully skipped toward the man and threw herself in his stomach without too much care.
"Oof! Lucy told me you were sick. I'm glad you are feeling better. I'm so happy that you are back. I have so many things to tell you."
Obviously, those two knew each other. Vix looked super happy to see him and vice versa. This false alarm was an efficient wake-up call for me. I couldn't afford to be this scared of strangers if I wanted to do a good job today. Lucy was right, I was well protected inside my costume, and my identity was concealed, so I didn't have much to worry about.
I discreetly observed how Vix interacted with this first client. Honestly, she didn't do much at all outside, staying close, reacting a bit when her client was petting her, and returning occasional hugs. I wondered if she really cared about him or if she just wanted to make him buy more cakes.
A bit later, Lucy let more clients in, this time it was a young couple. I had seen them at the café before but wasn't quite sure what pet they liked to play with the most. I never really paid any attention to that kind of detail. They looked in my direction, but Oreo and Asha were sitting with me, so it was hard to tell who they would request.
With a sign of the hand, the woman called one of us over... Which one? I was not the real Trixie; I didn't know who her favorite clients were... But Asha and Oreo apparently did. They started pushing me off my butt, trying to tell me that those were mine... or that I was theirs.
The nervousness set in, but knowing that I wouldn't have to talk to them changed everything. Not risking to have my communication disorder exposed today was an immense peace of mind. So I took a deep breath and began my walk toward this new experience.
One thing that helped me, I thought, was that I tried to pretend that I was the real Trixie. Acting like her provided me with confidence that I usually didn't have. I remembered that Trixie always walked like a little soldier, with her legs and arms straight, which made her look adorable. Doing the same thing made me giggle internally. The other pets probably knew what I was doing and certainly would make fun of me later.
I arrived next to the couple who was sitting in the booth.
"Triiix! Come here, you, cutie-bunny!"
They looked friendly. I sat next to them, as I would normally do as a human.
"Haha... What are you doing? You don't want to hug me?"
Did I just commit my first mistake as a petgirl? That didn't take long. I wasn't used to being the one initiating cuddles.
As I was trying not to freak out about what I did, I received a soft slap behind the head, and before I could even turn around to see who did that, Asha circled me and jumped on the man, which made them react positively.
"Aaaah! Noooo! It's Ashaaa! She is invading us!"
The snow leopard turned to her back and laid down all crooked over both of them. I was pretty sure she just wanted to show me how it was done. There was no right or wrong way to go about it, but I had to find this heart-desire to be playful.
I decided to fall softly on the girl and see what would happen; that was a start.
"Awww... Trixie is all quiet today. Maybe she is a bit tired."
She wrapped her arm around me, pulling me closer. Well, that felt good; she was handling me so gently. As I was trying to get as comfortable as I could in her arms, I tried to remember what the pets were doing around me when I visited the café.
A bunch of random souvenirs crossed my mind, and I picked a random one to replicate.
I decided to go for it... I climbed on top of the girl to face her before wrapping my arms around her neck and pressing her face into my chest... Trixie had playfully done this to me more than once, so I hoped my client would appreciate it.
"Aaaah! Trixie's boobs are in my face."
"Hahaha! It's the first time she does that... It's hilarious."
First time? Was this my second mistake already? Trixie was my good friend, so maybe she treated me differently than her other clients. It was too late to reconsider now. The girl was so happy that she held me there for a very long time, just enjoying the moment and the comfort of my little chest.
"Jed, I want to take her home again! It was so fun last time."
"Hehe. It was... I guess you'll have to ask Lucy."
The girl finally released me from her grip and placed her two hands on my waist. Using her nose, she rubbed mine and whispered a little question.
"Trixie? It's a very special day for Jed and me today. We decided to get married. We are so happy. He said it was okay if I wanted to borrow a pet so we can celebrate a bit more tonight. Since you are my ultimate favorite, would you like to come back to our place for the night?"
Oh, shoot! Lucy didn't prepare me for this... Well, she didn't prepare me for anything. I didn't want to follow some strangers to their home. Maybe Trixie knew them well, but I didn't. The way she was talking, it happened before, so I guess it was possibly true, but I wasn't ready for this.
I just stared at her from behind my black bunny eyes, not daring to give her an answer, and started to tremble a little. As if someone kept an eye on me, the lounge door opened, and Lucy walked in, saving me from my dire situation.
"Jed! Eve! Having fun already with the pets?"
"Yes... They are as sweet as ever!"
"What can I bring you today?"
"Well, it's a special occasion, so we will take the triple-chocolate cake and two laté."
"Oh? What is the special occasion?"
"Jed and I are getting married!"
Lucy lost her shit again.
"WHAT!? Seriously!?"
"Yes... We decided yesterday! Is it not great?"
"It's AMAZING! Congratulations, guys!"
"Hehe, thanks... So... We also wanted to ask... Could we bring Trixie home tonight? We would bring her back tomorrow morning."
"Ah, sorry. No can do. Trixie has to stay here tonight. She is not feeling like herself today, so I want her to have a good night of sleep."
"Awww... Really?"
Wow... Lucy really had my back. She just protected me from an experience that would have been traumatic. I was not even officially working here, so expecting me to go sleep at a stranger's place would have been way too much to ask. I wore Trixie's skin, but I was not the fearless bunny.
"Sorry, another time, maybe. It's just bad timing. We are short on pets too and they all need to rest."
"... It's... It's okay... I was just looking forward to playing with her a bit more. I like Trixie a lot."
"She would have loved it... But hey, if you are okay with doing something special here, I can arrange a little entertainment."
"... a little entertainment?"
"Yeah... Give me a moment. I'll be back. I got the perfect idea."
Well, I didn't know what Lucy had in mind, but I knew her brain was wired differently than normal people, so it was fair to assume that she would throw a nice curveball at one of us... and by one of us, I meant me.
Without realizing it, I was squeezing my client just a bit harder, searching for reassurance.
It only took a few minutes before Lucy came back, her arms full of random items, and wearing a smile that announced trouble.
"Alright, first, a nice table cloth... It might get messy..."
Messy? Why messy? Lucy? What are you going to do to me this time? As she unfolded a think and transparent plastic table cloth, I grew suspicious. With the puzzled clients' help, she neatly spread it over the table, and once that was done, she grabbed my wrist.
"Alright, Trixie, lay down on the table..."
"..."
"Don't look at me like that... We are giving your friends a special wedding gift... Don't you want to do something nice for them? Come on, bunny-girl. Up! Get on the table!"
I've seen petgirls lying on top of tables before, but it was not something I was personally used to. It was not very natural for me to do that... particularly while knowing that Lucy was hiding her plan from us.
I hesitantly sat on the table, and they helped me lay down on it. My white latex skin was sticking a bit on the clear plastic, but I still ended up comfortably on my back. It was a funny position to be in; my legs, dangling from the table's edge, were pointing toward the wall where Asha was sitting; on my right side was Jed and Eve, sitting side by side and giggling at the vulnerable me.
Because we were sitting in the corner booth, the other clients in the lounge couldn't see what was going on over here; they would see my two long rabbit ears at best. Depending on what they planned to do to me, this sort of privacy was possibly not the best thing.
Lucy placed a spray bottle on the table, along with a few soft cloths.
"Okay, that is perfect... Give Trixie a good cleaning. I'll be right back."
"..."
The plan was starting to take shape a bit too quickly... What did I get myself into again?
Eve didn't waste any time, too happy about this turn of events. She grabbed the bottle and began spraying me with the cleaning solution.
"Raise your paws, Trixie."
Disobeying was not even an option anymore; I was too far in. I raised my hands to the side of my head, undoubtedly making me look even more adorable and, therefore, more desirable. Asha, her, wasn't phased out by this and pushed on my knees to open my legs.
Eve sensually rubbed the soft cloth on me... everywhere... preparing me for what was coming next. As nervous as I was, this didn't feel bad at all. It reminded me of the massage Trixie and I received when we went to the spa; Eve just spent a lot more time massaging my chest.
It was evident that she knew Trixie loved a good breast rub, but she had no idea I wasn't her. She meticulously wiped my arms, torso, belly, upper legs... and crotch, which couldn't do anything else than turn me on. Good thing I was all protected inside my thick rubber skin; it was easier to accept that kind of attention.
"Aaaah, Trixie loves this... She is so cute when she gets excited."
"Yeah... Too bad we can't take her home tonight."
"No, Jed... It's fine... I think this is going to be really fun."
Lucy came back not long after, carrying some more items that she placed around me. She then put her hands around my neck and massaged me gently.
"Ooooh, shiny rabbit. You are so cute. Alright, guys. Trixie will be your cake today. Use those squeeze bottles to decorate her. It's chocolate syrup. You can do whatever you want... draw something, write words, let your imagination flow. And then, I sliced your triple-chocolate cake in bite pieces... just stick them everywhere on her body. And when you are all done... well... bon appetit!"
"Aaaah! Lucy! That is so awesome! Thanks so much! Mmmm... Trixie-cake! Come on, Jed... take this bottle! You take care of her lower body, and I take care of the top."
"Haha! Okay!"
"Enjoy, guys!"
Just like that, Lucy turned heels after converting me into a food whiteboard. There was obviously nothing I could have done to stop this from happening, but I didn't want to. Seeing those people so happy to play with me made me feel good about myself. I was providing them with something joyful that they needed.
As they were squeezing cold chocolate syrup all over me, I couldn't do anything but smile because it tickled. I couldn't see what they were doing in my current position, but guessing was fun.
It took a few minutes of laughter and awws for them to turn me into a pet artwork. Eve stood up and snapped a picture from above with her cellphone and showed it to me.
I couldn't do anything else but melt when I saw what they had done to me ... Not only they had covered me well with tons of zigzags and stars, but on my chest, I had a big heart, and inside it, she wrote, "I love you." On my belly, she wrote "sexy bunny," and on my legs I think Jed had written "cutie" and "cuddly." Clearly, he was not the artist in the couple. The color contrast of the chocolate cake pieces covering my ultra-white skin made everything stand out.
"Oh, my God. Trixie! You look so delicious. I have no other choices but to eat you alive!"
"..."
I had almost forgotten that part... I was a bunny-cake, and bunny-cake needed to be eaten. Eve dug in first. She slid her warm tongue slowly along my rib cage, almost making my heart explode.
This was SO erotic!
My hips lifted on the table, betraying the fact that I was hardly in control of my brain anymore.
"Haaa! Trixie is so tasty! And she loves it too... Oh! I want this piece of cake there..."
Her slippery tongue slid up one of my boobs, and her soft lips engulfed my now erected nipple... and her teeth even caught it a little bit, sending even more sexual pleasure down my spine. That was insane.
I'm not sure what Jed was doing, but I felt some licking on my thighs as well. But I think he was leaving most of me to Eve on purpose, or maybe he was too scared to be too forward in front of his future wife. Chocolate bunnies seemed to be her thing more than his.
But the one I forgot about was Asha, who kept my legs open and facing my exposed crotch. I should have known... Pets are playful and somewhat evil at times... She shamelessly pressed her cushy paw on my rubber covered pussy and massaged it slowly. That time, they must have heard me moan. ASHA! What were you doing to me?
"Aaaah... Good Asha! I'm not sure Lucy would agree with this, but since it's you doing it, I guess that's okay. We won't tell her."
No kidding... Was masturbating me in public even allowed? If Asha knew the rules, she broke them on purpose.
For many long minutes, Eve had a blast licking and nibbling me all over. The nipples, neck, and lower belly area felt extra good to me, and I tried to let her know what I liked by twisting around when it was a good spot. Under normal circumstances, I wouldn't have allowed a stranger to lick me, but that layer of latex and this mask turned me into something much more approachable.
Lucy came back after a while to check on us.
"So... How is your cake, Eve?"
"She is DELICIOUS! Can I have some more?"
"Haha... Yes... Here, I brought you some more cake... Enjoy yourself! Hey!... Asha... What are you doing? Were you...?"
Asha shook her head and withdrew her paw from my crotch. Now I had my answer... Crotch rubbing in the lounge was not allowed. Sadly, I didn't want her to stop.
Asha knew that... so as soon as Lucy left us alone, she returned her paw to my pussy and rubbed it more energetically as if there were a sense of emergency... Now that she knew Lucy would keep a close eye on her, she had to act quickly.
I was in heaven and close to the edge. Eve added some more syrup on me along with a couple of cake pieces... but then she did something unexpected.
She pinned my wrist on the table above my head and slid her warm tongue over my exposed latex armpit... That move, combined with Asha's relentless crotch rubbing, sent me to a very happy place. Nobody ever touched me there before... but it was so erogenous. How come I never knew about this? Worrying if I were clean and shaved was pointless in this case, so all that was left was the good sensation... and Eve noticed my great reaction to her experiment.
"Oooh... I think I found Trixie's favorite spot... Alright then..."
She plunged her face in my armpit again, eating it slowly with her lips, teeth, and tongue... all at once...
That was too much to endure... I had no idea this was one of my weak spots. It was not tickling, it almost felt as if I had a second clitoris somewhere in my armpit. But it didn't matter anymore...
I started thrashing on top of the table, overwhelmed by an intense orgasm. As I was cumming hard, they all tried to hold me still on the table not to attract Lucy's attention. Eve even tried to plug my breathing holes with her finger to muffle my faint moans, which made it even worse for me... it just made my orgasm stronger.



Stars... Many stars were floating around in front of me, and I didn't even know where I was anymore... My body was drained of all its energy, and I was still lying flat on my back while Eve finished licking my body and chewing on her cake pieces. I might have blacked out for a moment here... I was the happiest pet in the world.
A bit later, Lucy came back with some more towels and asked Eve and Jed to clean me up. After that, for another hour, Asha and I cuddled with them, and then they had to go. I may have understood why the pets loved interacting with clients so much. It was certainly not the most unpleasant job in the city... as long as we were allowed to bend the rules a little bit.
As soon as they left, Asha went to Lucy, pointed at me with one paw, and pointed at her neck with the other.
"Oh? You think Clara needs a break?"
Asha nodded.
"And you, Asha?"
Asha shrugged.
"Why don't you both go upstairs to a capsule room to relax then? There are not a lot of clients right now. And I saw what you did to Clara earlier, by the way... I'm not blind, you know. At least upstairs, you won't cause any more trouble."
Asha looked down for a second... and then walked to me and wrapped her arms around mine.
"Right! Follow me, you two. I'll open the door. Go rest!"
Lucy let us out of the lounge, and we headed right to the room where the capsules were. Asha and I entered the bottom one and slid the door close behind us... forgetting that we were both pets and that we wouldn't be able to open it from the inside because of our cushy rubber paws.
Ah well... Asha laid down on top of me, and we started cuddling...
That was way more important.
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"Higher, the knees!"
"Why?"
"Because I know what I'm doing. So, higher, the knee, then pause for a sec, then switch."
"Aaaah!"
For the past three days, Sophie has been training Moonlight to walk properly in pony boots and improve her overall balance. They were practicing inside a good size interior paddock. Morning Star, on her side, was sitting on a bench, reading her racing magazines, and occasionally analyzing her future racemate's progress.
No encouragement came from Morning Star as she much preferred to wear her bridle and bit, which made her feel closer to her goal of running again. Today, she came to the barn using crutches. Soon, depending on what the doctor would say, she will be cleared for walking to reinforce her ankle which was necessary before being able to train again.
There was no huge rush in her case as the Triple Cup qualification races were much later in the season. The first few races before that would just make them eligible for the qualification ones. It didn't matter if they finished first or last during those.
But if Morning Star was not ready to train again, Moonlight was even farther from being able to compete. Walking around the paddock was just to condition her tiny stabilizer muscles that never really worked before when she was running without pony boots. Unfortunately, the young girl was about to have enough of these pointless exercises.
So far, being owned by Penny's stable was okay. Sophie and Morning Star were friendly, but she felt that they treated her like an incompetent child and only made her do boring exercises. Boots or not, she wanted to run, not uselessly dance around.
"Okay, Sophie! That's enough. I feel strong. I know you want me to have good form and all, but I'm ready to run. Let me show you what I can do, at least!"
"You are not ready."
"Stop saying that! I am!"
"You have to trust me, Moonlight. I'm making you a better runner."
"I do trust you, but..."
"But you don't. And as long as you don't, we are not going anywhere."
"Ah, yeah? Well, watch me!"
"Moonlight... Don't!"
There was nothing else Sophie could have said to stop Moonlight at this point, so she just watched her do whatever she wanted to do, hoping it wouldn't result in an injury. Sophie didn't have the proper tools in place yet to control the impatient girl.
Moonlight trotted to one end of the paddock and prepared for a sprint. Sophie attempted one last time to prevent her from making a mistake.
"Moonlight, come back here. Don't do this. It won't help your case."
"Well, if that is the only way to change your mind. 3... 2... 1..."
Her new hooves dug into the dirt, and throwing away everything she had learned so far, she initiated a sprint, much like her human form would have done; this was probably the worst thing she could have done while wearing pony boots. After a couple of powerful steps, one of her hooves ended up behind the other, and she tripped herself. A gracious dive followed, and Moonlight landed face first on the soft dirt like a dolphin on a beach.
"Pffaaah! Pfffah!"
"Sand doesn't taste good, right?"
Sophie crouched in front of the humiliated pony and ordered her to stay on the ground. This was an excellent opportunity for some special teachings.
"Stay on your belly! Now listen to me! You just experienced a kinetic trip. Your hooves are heavier than your human feet. Once they start going sideways, it is almost impossible to stabilize them. The harder you run, the harder it is to control."
"Mmm ... Then hooves are stupid..."
"Are they now? There is a reason for their weight. You'll be pulling a cart. Get those hooves moving properly, and their energy will help you pull it. It will be easier than if you try to do it as a human."
"... Can I stand up now?"
"No, stay down... I'll be back in a minute."
Moonlight watched Sophie walk away, leaving her face down in the dirt. She turned her head to the left to perhaps get some encouragement from Morning Star, but the elite pony didn't seem to be phased out by what had just happened; her nose was still pointing toward her racing magazine.
A minute later, Sophie came back with a couple of scary items.
"Follow me, Moonlight. Sit on the bench next to Star."
"What's all this?"
"You'll see. I didn't plan on using it on you, but you just changed my mind. I just noticed your biggest problem. You don't trust me."
"That's not true, I've done everything you asked me to."
"That's nice, but it doesn't mean anything. There is a huge difference between doing what I'm asking and trusting that I'm right about it."
"... What are we going to do? Is this a bridle?"
"Yes. It's a training bridle... You won't like it very much, but it will help you break your bad habits. I'm not even going to ask you to trust me on that because you won't."
"..."
On top of the training bridle, Sophie brought a wide leather belt that had seen better days and a long rope. She wrapped the leather belt around Moonlight's waist and tightened it loosely. Then she untangled the bridle and approached Moonlight's face with the bit, which caused her to jerk back.
"Wait... Did Morning Star have to do this too?"
"Yes, she did. She wasn't always that obedient pony."
Morning Star looked at Moonlight, nodded, and gave her a thumbs-up. The young ponygirl frowned a little and decided that it was enough to give it a shot; Morning Star provided some credibility to the exercise. She opened her mouth and let Sophie put it on her with some reluctance.
"Relax, it's not going to kill you. It's just a small head harness."
"Feew weiwd!"
"Don't try to talk when you have a bit. Just imagine you are an obedient pony, okay? When we get you a real bridle, it's going to be much more comfortable, and you are going to ask for it."
Sophie roughly adjusted the straps on the training bridle; one under the chin, one on top of the head, and one behind the upper neck. Moonlight brought her hands to her face to inspect what was attached to her head, which Sophie allowed.
"Yeah, take a look. See, it's no big deal. You can't see on the sides because there are blinkers, I'll tell you about those in a sec. Stand up, now."
Sophie helped Moonlight up and attached an end of the long rope to a ring on the side of her bit. Then she lowered the pony's hand and placed them in the cuffs dangling from the belt. They were just velcros and not very restrictive, but it was just enough for this exercise.
"Alright, so, the goal here is to teach you that you can trust me blindly. If you listen to me, you will do well. If you don't, you will struggle a lot and maybe fall. Let's start simple."
Sophie grabbed the rope, only a short inches away from the bridle, which was very restrictive.
"Come, Moonlight. We are just going to walk for a bit. Don't worry. If you lose balance, I'll catch you. Follow me."
Using the rope as a guide, Sophie made Moonlight do her first steps. It was a languid walk, not challenging the slightest. The weird thing was that Moonlight couldn't see Sophie because of the blinkers. She couldn't help but turn her head to look at her.
"No, Moonlight. Don't look at me. Just walk casually, look where you are going and let me lead you. Pay attention to how you feel. Notice this little feeling of loss of control because you have to rely on someone else to know where to go. Just be aware of it, don't fight it. It will go away on its own. Just keep walking with me."
It was as if Sophie could read minds. Moonlight focused on that feeling her trainer was talking about, and it was how she felt exactly. It was anxiety mixed with fear. She couldn't do what she wanted. She wanted to run but couldn't. She wanted to look at Sophie, but couldn't. She had to accept that she wasn't in control.
It was a bit like going to the dentist. Everybody wanted good looking teeth, but the thought of having somebody else using tools in their mouth was far from appealing. It was natural to get anxious. But knowing the dentist was the most qualified person to do the work, it was easier to trust him.
For the next ten to fifteen minutes, they walked around the paddock together. Sophie just chatted about random things that had nothing to do with the training, and Moonlight eventually calmed down quite a bit. She was no longer trying to fight her emotions and just followed along without thinking.
"Good girl, Moonlight. You are doing so well. Did you even realize that I was six feet away from you now? See... Nothing bad happened. Now, stay in that mood. I want you to walk how I taught you earlier. High knee and one-second pause. Keep looking ahead, so you don't lose balance."
Moonlight kind of wanted to smile because Sophie was right; it did feel good to let it go. She had not fallen; Sophie didn't make her crash into a wall; everything was okay.
"Good posture! Follow the gentle tug of the rope. Don't fight it. High knee... Perfect! That is exactly it! That is SO much better, Moonlight. You should see you go. Keep relaxing. We will increase the pace in a minute or two. How do you feel?"
Neigh!
"Oh, my God, Moonlight! Did you just make a pony noise!? That's ADORABLE!"
Morning Star, who heard the same thing, got all excited and traded her sports magazine for a little clapping round.
At that moment, Moonlight felt something unique coursing through her veins. A feeling of pride that she had never experienced before. Sophie caught that from her pony and decided it was time to kick the exercise up a notch.
"Alright, Moon! Don't change ANYTHING, but just go faster. Make the pause shorter and follow the gentle tug of the rope!"
And the ponygirl, circling Sophie, started to fly. Adding speed to her awkward walk made it so much more comfortable. She began to sense wind hitting her face, that feeling of freedom only running could provide.
"AWESOME! Awesome! Don't push too hard. Focus on your perfect form. Let me take care of everything else. I'm not letting you go! Does it feel good? Running without thinking? Does it not feel good to be a ponygirl? You are AMAZING Moonlight! Look at her go, Morning Star. She reminds me of you when we first met! Alright! Follow me now!"
Sophie started running around in front of Moonlight, but her short legs had trouble keeping up with such a powerful ponygirl; it was a lot of fun. Sophie was zigzagging in every direction and even made some very sharp turns to test Moonlight agility, but the ponygirl did everything perfectly.
After a couple of minutes, Sophie was out of breath, and she let herself fall on the sandy ground. Moonlight landed next to her on her knees, panting as well.
"Hahaha! You did it, Moonlight! You did it! You are so good!"
Neigh!
"Haaa! Stop doing that! You are way too cute! I'm SO proud of you."
***
"Hey, you two, look at this!"
Hemlock and Nightshade were making out on the haystack in their stall when Brittany slid the metal door open and walked toward them with a big book in her hands.
"Move, let me sit between you."
Having no other choice, the pink ponies separated, and Brittany's butt came crashing in the hay.
"Look, that is our photo album from when we went to town for the photoshoot. Remember? When you got molested by your fans."
Why would she have to add this detail to the conversation when the two ponies who suffered from this event were next to her was a mystery. Her morality standards were as low as ever. However, she managed to catch their attention. The actual photoshoot was kind of fun, and they were looking forward to seeing the result of it.
"It's only in black and white, but still, look at how great you two look."
"Mmm... We do look good. Those pictures are very sexy. Thanks, Brittany."
Hemlock was quite satisfied with what she saw. Those pictures could be used for promotional purposes, like special events where they signed photos for the fans. Paul's stable had no shame in asking for money for everything.
Brittany flipped the pages, and Hemlock's chin was now resting on her shoulder in approval of the good final product. However, Nightshade remained silent, so much that it raised suspicion.
"What's up, Nightshade? You don't like the photos?"
"I... I do... They are okay."
"Okay? It doesn't sound like it. Are you still mad that I had to put ice on your butt when we came back home?"
"No... It's just..."
"Just what? Tell us..."
"I... I don't really like myself on those pics."
Brittany lacked empathy but not Hemlock, so she pushed the small driver in the hay and rejoined Nightshade on the other side.
"Why are you saying that? You are the prettiest girl on the circuit. Why do you think I'm always after you?"
"Well... The pictures just made me realize that... I'm a bit flat-chested."
"WHAT? Nightshade. You are not flat-chested at all. Your boobs are as big as mine."
"I don't think they are big enough. Look at that picture, here... It's like I have nothing."
"That's because we are wearing tight latex bodysuits. It's normal. It's just an angle."
"Aaah! It's fine. Nevermind. The pictures are okay."
Nightshade stood up and went for a stroll in the barn, leaving Brittany alone with Hemlock. As she was picking the hay out of her hair, Brittany chuckled a bit.
"Hehe, that was unexpected. I didn't know Nightshade felt bad about her body. Who would have thought? She is so pretty."
"Well, that's sad. She is gorgeous. I don't know why she thinks she is not."
"You, ponies, are insane, so I'm not surprised. I'm not dealing with that kind of crap! As long as she can run, I don't care about her chest size."
Hemlock had an urge to explain to Brittany how insensitive she was and how inferior it made her look, but since she was the driver and trainer, it was better to refrain from doing so. Having ill feelings toward her would just lead to a disaster on the race track.
She would ignore Brittany's comment for now and have a chat with Nightshade later.
***
"Tiang? Are you asleep?"
It was close to midnight when Xiuying showed up in Tiantang Zhi Ma's stall. The Chinese ponygirl was deep asleep on her haystack and didn't react when her driver called her name.
Xiuying got closer and put her hand on the sleeping ponygirl; she was so warm and looked so peaceful; it was almost a shame to wake her up like this.
"Hey, wake up... we are going for a ride."
"Mmm..."
"It's a perfect night. Let's go."
Even though Tiantang didn't wear her bridle, she preferred to remain silent and stay in her pony role. She let Xiu help her up and pull her to a corner.
Xiu unhooked the bridle from the wall and fastened it around Tiang's head and then attached a set of reins to it. Next, she grabbed the leather armbinder; tonight, the Asian ponygirl wouldn't have her hands cuffed to her side. It was a special occasion, not a race.
"Put your arms in there."
Not resisting one bit, Tiantang rolled her shoulders and placed her wrists together behind her back. She felt the leather monoglove engulfing her arms comfortably, which always sent good feelings through her body.
Two sturdy leather straps were crossed in front of her chest and tightened, which ensured the impossibility of an escape. As Xiuying pulled on the laces to bring the ponygirl's arms closer, the sexy crackling of the leather made the ambiance so romantic.
After pushing the extra length of laces inside the armbinder, she snapped a padded leather blindfold on the bridle, taking away the wearer's sense of vision until further notice.
Tiantang followed the slight tug of the reins and exited her stall. There was no other feeling comparable to this one, to surrender entirely to a loved person, in this case, her lover and driver. Together they had reached the summit of confidence in each other that only a few teams could achieve over a very long amount of time. There was no questioning, no resistance, no worries—only love and trust.
Xiu went to fetch a cart. It was not their racing one; this one had a more robust frame to withstand the roughest terrains. She attached it to Tiantang's harness and tested the setup to make sure it was safe and that they were good to go.
The small Asian driver put her riding hat on and grabbed a crop from the rack along with a lantern. She climbed in the cart, making the old suspension springs squeal, and used the reins to direct her blinded pony out of the barn.
"Trot!"
The little cart was now in motion, rolling down the alley leading to the property gate. As soon as they hit the paved road, Xiuying gave another simple command.
"Canter!"
Tiantang picked up the pace.
As the clock struck midnight, the ambiance was just right,
The little horseshoes pulled hard, causing sparks to fly,
Two lovers embracing their life, under the moon and the stars,
Destiny was not a destination. Destiny was this perfect moment.
"Trot!"
After fifteen minutes on the hard pavement, Xiu guided the cart to a crossing dirt road.
"Lift your knees higher not to trip. We are going uphill."
Dancing around on the uneven path, the little cart made its way to the location Xiu had in mind. Going uphill was hard work, but nothing Tiantang couldn't handle, even while blindfolded; she loved those small surprise trips and the freshness of the night wind.
For another fifteen minutes, Tiantang zigzagged on the dirt road, unconsciously following the barely noticeable tugs of the reins. She felt safe and at peace in the hands of her rider; it was what being a ponygirl was all about.
"Walk!"
The road had become much rougher, but they were close now. After another fifty meters, Xiuying directed Tiang to a grassy patch and stopped her cart.
"Woah! We arrived. That was a fun ride, was it not?"
Neigh!
"I thought you would agree. It truly is a perfect night."
Xiu got off her cart and unclipped it from Tiantang's harness and tossed the reins over her head.
"Come."
The blinded pony followed the gentle tug; her hooves crushed some dry vegetation.
"Sit down and close your eyes behind your blindfold, okay?"
This odd command filled Tiantang with joy. It was not the first time she received it from Xiu, and she knew what was going to happen next. She was about to experience her favorite thing in the whole world, and this was an understatement.
She crouched down and let herself fall onto her muscular posterior while keeping balance using the tip of her armbinder. Xiu joined her on the ground, sitting behind her and wrapping her arms around her chest.
"I love you, Tiang. I wanted to give you this gift tonight, for all the good things that happened to us. Let me take off your bridle, okay? But don't say anything and wait before opening your eyes."
Tiantang silently nodded. Her heart was racing, and she wanted to sink into her partner so much it felt comfortable and helped her contain her excitement. One by one, the straps loosened from around her head, and she let the bit go.
Xiuying wrapped an arm around Tiang's neck, and another gripped the harness at her belly level. The Asian ponygirl wasn't going anywhere.
"Okay, this is it. Look up a little bit and open your eyes when you are ready. Heaven is your home."
The beautiful black eyes opened and reflected all the light from the Universe!
Before Tiang's eyes was a giant full moon, painfully brilliant, surrounded by a billion stars. After being blindfolded for the past half hour, her sensitivity to light was at its peak, allowing her to see everything present in the night sky. Xiu had brought her here to witness the infinity of space, the birthplace of all and everything.
Among this endless amount of bright dots was a little red ponygirl hugged amorously by a caring driver.
"Only a majestic night sky such as this one can rival the love I have for you. You are my ponygirl, and I will never let you go!"



Tiantang Zhi Ma turned her head sidway, looked deeply in Xiuying's eyes for a moment, and then kissed her. There was nothing else to do.
***
"As per your last x-rays, you are making an incredible recovery. Sophie must have been taking great care of you."
"She wouldn't let me do anything."
"And it worked. Why don't you stand up for me without your crutches..."
"NO! WHAT IF HER ANKLE BREAKS AGAIN!"
Sophie wasn't mentally prepared for this. It was a routine checkup at the doctor's office, but now he asked Morning Star to walk again, so soon. As small as it could be, another injury would send their Triple Crown hopes right to a coffin.
The doctor just chuckled at Sophie's overreaction and adopted a different approach to defuse the small driver crisis.
"Her ankle is not going to break. She healed quickly, but it's not unheard of. It varies from people to people. Morning Star is a very healthy woman, so I'm sure it helped. It's up to her... If she wants to walk now, good, else we can wait another week. But it is only going to improve.
"I want to walk now!"
Sophie was preventing Morning Star from getting off from the examination table.
"Are you suuuure?"
"Let me go, Sophie! I want to walk."
"I know you! You want to run! You can't run yet!"
"I won't run. Let me walk!"
"No!"
Rolling his eyes at this childish scene, the doctor chipped in once more.
"The sooner she walks, the sooner she will complete her recovery. She is losing muscle mass by the day."
"Don't encourage her! What kind of doctor are you to encourage her to move!?"
"Sophie, that's enough! Let me walk now!"
Morning Star was way stronger than Sophie and could have pushed her away sooner, but she didn't like to roughen her driver as it was not very pony-like. But she also heard what the doctor had said, so she effortlessly moved Sophie aside.
"Heeey! You can't do that! You have to obey me!"
"Just let me walk, okay?"
"Fiiiine! But... be careful!"
The brave pony cautiously slid off the table and put all her weight on her good foot. Then she slowly transferred to her injured one, hoping nothing wrong would happen; it just felt stiff and uncomfortable.
"It's going to be awkward at first, but the more you will move, the more it will get back to normal. Here, go walk a bit in the hallway to see how it feels."
The doctor opened the door to let the ponygirl out. In the waiting room was Moonlight, eating a cookie, who noticed her pony friend standing on her own.
"Hey! Morning Star. You can walk now?"
"I think so... it's stiff, though."
After a few backs and forth in the hallway, things were already feeling much better. Her leg was weak, but it wasn't painful. She accelerated to a normal pace, but she attempted to jog after five steps, sending Sophie to panic mode.
"NO! STOP! You can't run yet! Moonlight! Help me stop her!"
"Leave me alone! I want to run! Let me go, Moonlight! Let me go!"
***
"Thanks for making a scene in the doctor's office, Star. It was just embarrassing for all of us."
"I want to run!"
"Yeah, but you've done it. I will ensure you are not escaping at night and get yourself injured again."
"..."
"That's right. You are going to sleep in your stall until I decide otherwise."
"But..."
"No buts! It's time to change your regimen a bit. I've been spoiling you with that comfy bed and magazines, so if you want those again, you are going to listen to me."
Moonlight, who was sitting on the back seat, was a bit puzzled. Was Sophie really going to make Morning Star sleep in the barn? That seemed a bit harsh.
"You'll make her sleep alone in the barn?"
"Ah! I'm debating about making you sleep there too, Moonlight."
"What? Why? What did I do!?"
"Where did you find that cookie?"
"The nurse gave it to me. She said she didn't want to get fat."
"And you thought it was okay? You don't care that I'm the one in charge of feeding you?"
"But..."
"Argue again, and you know where you'll sleep."
Sophie was in a foul mood after the Morning Star's unwanted stunt at the clinic. She felt as if she was losing control; her ponies weren't listening recently. It was time to regain that control, or else things would not end well for anybody.
"Also, Moonlight, I'm going to find you a race for next week. It's more than time for you to show off your skills."
"... I'm... going to race?"
"Yes, probably one of those amateur Saturday night races."
"But... Morning Star is not ready... How..."
"It's just going to be you and me. You'll pull my cart alone."
"But... I never pulled a cart."
"You will as soon as we get home. And tomorrow, we will get you a real bridle."
***
"BREAST IMPLANTS!?"
"What? I thought you would be happy! What's the problem?"
Hemlock and Nightshade looked at each other as soon as they heard what Paul Clover told them. They were summoned to his office, unsure about the reason, but then he dropped that bomb on them.
"Don't make that face, that is a great and generous gift from me. Do you know how much those things cost?"
"But..."
"Listen... Brittany came to see me the other day, saying that you would like bigger breasts. You should thank her. She said that from a promotional standpoint, it would be a great move. So she proposed that we get you breast implants. Going up in size won't change much to your performance, but fans will drool all over you, which means more money for us."
"But... our breasts are already bigger than average... I think."
Hemlock squeezed her own boobs to make sure that what she had stated was accurate...
"Are you saying you don't want bigger breasts?"
"Well... Yes..."
"..."
Hemlock never considered such a thing, but unfortunately for her, Nightshade remained silent and looked down at her feet.
"Nightshade! Tell him we don't need to do that..."
"Well..."
"..."
"... I kinda like the idea..."
"You cannot be serious! I told you, you are beautiful as is!"
"Yeah... I know... But... I think I would like bigger breasts... It's kind of hot."
Paul stood up from behind his desk and clapped his hands loudly, snapping the ponies out of their private conversation.
"Good! I'm glad you agree to it because you have an appointment for your operation this weekend. The sooner, the better. That way, you can recover from the surgery before your first race."
"We... We didn't agree to anything!"
***
"This is not a cart."
"No, it is not. It's called a sled. And those grey things are called concrete blocks."
"I know what concrete is..."
Once they came back from the hospital, Sophie was still furious at Morning Star for attempting to run. She had locked her in her stall after placing her arms inside an armbinder. The bridle went on, and she tied her up to the wall with a short rope. There was no way she could run now. Morning Star would have to wait for Sophie to interact with her later.
As for Moonlight, she was back in the interior paddock wearing her pony boots and a sturdy training harness. Sophie had attached two big ropes from her hips to an old wooden sled. They were both standing in a corner next to a pile of concrete blocks.
"So, once you are used to pulling this thing, pulling a cart will be easy. Give me a lap with the sled only, so that you get a feel for it before we add weight."
"Okay..."
Moonlight quickly got her legs moving, and the sled followed closely.
"Keep your hands to your side, or else I'll have to cuff them!"
"Well... It's not very hard..."
"Yeah, you make it look easy, but wait till we add a few blocks on it."
It looked easy, indeed. The empty sled just dragged on the dirt without offering any challenge. It was heavier than a cart, even without the extra weight, so, to Sophie, this was secretly encouraging. Since day one, she knew Moonlight was exceptionally strong for a girl her age, but now she was about to discover how strong she really was.
When Moonlight finished her first lap, she stopped in front of the concrete blocks pile and demanded more weight.
"Yeah, that was too easy, Sophie. You can add a couple. Let's start with four."
"FOUR!?"
"Is... is it too much?"
"Well, it won't be light, but you are strong... Okay, worst-case scenario, you won't go very far."
Sophie went to the pile of concrete and brought one block at a time, placing them on the sled. Moonlight didn't seem overly concerned but obviously expected this to be harder.
"Oof! That was a good workout. Alright, try to pull it if you can. Hehe."
"MMmph!"
The first step looked hard, but then the sled started to move, and not just a little bit. Moonlight seemed to have more in common with a tractor than a ponygirl. Her new boots were working perfectly well, and her ankles seemed so very strong.
Her second lap was slower than her first, but still. Sophie had seen many pony girls who had failed to pull an empty sled; the good ones pulled two or three blocks on top of it. Morning Star managed to pull six on a good day but very rarely completed a full lap.
When Moonlight came back from her second lap, she parked in front of the pile.
"Okay, how was it?"
"Not bad, it's not that I'm not strong enough, my feet are sliding."
"That's because you are turning your hooves sideways. Your horseshoes will lose grip if you do that. Try keeping your feet straight, okay? I'll add another block, but if you have trouble, let me know, and I'll help you."
Sophie added another concrete block on the sled. This time around, she made sure to coach Moonlight who was still turning her feet unconsciously. Quickly enough, the lap was over.
She added another block for a total of six... and after a short break, moonlight restarted to pull... successfully. It was hard for Sophie to keep such a poker face, but Moonlight had less difficulty doing it than Morning Star ever had. This was getting exciting a bit too quickly.
After another lap, much more strenuous this time, Moonlight was panting quite a bit and crouched down. Sophie rubbed her warm back and chuckled.
"Not that easy anymore. Hehe. Let's call it a day."
"... No."
"What do you mean no? Pulling six blocks is amazing. You really improved your technique too. You are so strong."
"I want to try one more."
"Really? Do you think you can do more than this?
"Yes. Just let me rest for a few minutes."
"Okay... Hey, why are you rubbing your jaw?"
"It hurts a bit... I may have clenched it too hard."
"Ah... That's what I thought. Let me go grab a bridle. Biting in rubber will prevent that. I don't want you to get injured. I'll get you some water too."
Sophie headed back to the barn and murmured to herself her astonishment.
"Oh my God! This is unreal! She is so strong! And she didn't even do any strength training yet. This is ridiculous. I better go get Morning Star so she can witness that."
She immediately went to Morning Star's stall... and the ponygirl was mad. As soon as Sophie approached, she tried to headbutt her.
"Hey! Calm down! You can be angry at me later if you want, but I'm not joking right now. You MUST come see this. I'm going to untie you, but please, don't try to run. It's not the time, okay? It's about Moonlight. You have to see this. Do you promise you won't try to run?"
Morning Star rolled her eyes and sighed. Then she nodded. Her trainer made it sound more important than usual, so she decided to obey... for now. Perhaps if she behaved, Sophie wouldn't tie her with such a short rope later on.
"Okay, follow me. You won't believe it."
There was no doubt that Morning Star would appreciate what she was about to see, and maybe even get jealous.
Sophie grabbed the training bridle and filled a bucket of water, and then, she went back to the paddock with her elite ponygirl.
As soon as they entered the training area, Morning Star went a bit crazy and started to pull on her reins to get free. It was the first time since her accident that she was standing and wearing boots in this place where she used to run all the time. She just wanted to bolt and sprint. Sophie had to drop her other items and grab the reins with two hands, almost being dragged by the yanks.
"STOP! You promised! Stop! You'll hurt yourself!"
Morning Star had lost it. Her endless convalescence got the best of her, and the urge of galloping was just too strong to contain. She was determined to get away from Sophie and run, no matter what the consequences would be.
The poor trainer didn't expect that kind of attitude and was really struggling to hold on. Morning Star was way stronger than her so she had no chance to win this tug of war; she had to react quickly to prevent a disaster. Out of sheer luck, she saw an old forgotten riding crop leaning against the wall; it was just out of her reach, though. There was only one option...
"COME HERE, YOU!"
She pulled only on one side of the reins, painfully forcing Morning Star's head to turn. It was just enough distraction to cause her to make a few unbalanced steps in the right direction.
Sophie fingers wrapped around the crop and then she returned a severe gaze at Morning Star, who froze for an instant. It was too late for the ponygirl to have remorse.
THWACK!
Without any hesitation, Sophie whacked the frenzy ponygirl on the side of her thigh, causing her to twist due to the sharp pain.
"MMMPH!"
"That hurt, right? Now CALM DOWN!"
Morning Star really wanted to run... She just wanted to run... She knew it wouldn't happen now, and her thigh was on fire. But she still yanked one more time, just in case she would get lucky...
THWACK!
"MMMPH!"
Another hit right where the previous one had landed brought her to her knee. Sophie didn't feel guilty one bit. She had done what was necessary to protect her pony against herself.
The last time she had to use a riding crop that way on Morning Star was when she lost her cool after being disqualified from her first Super Cup. They had accidentally bumped into Fifty Shades of Hay's cart, causing them to abandon the race. Morning Star believed that she was not responsible for the incident and tried to charge Fifty Shades. Sophie had managed to regain control before something ugly happened.
"ARE YOU DONE?"
"Ffff fffff."
"Right... Just try pulling on those reins one more time, and you'll see what happens. Stand up! I said, stand up! I don't care if it hurts."
"Ffff"
"What were you thinking? Do you want to break your ankle again? The doctor said you could only walk... But no... You stubborn pony, you want to run! I get that. But you'll run when I say you can run. Not a second before. Is that clear?"
"FFFF!"
"IS THAT CLEAR?"
Morning Star felt defeated. Her dream had been crushed, and she had been moralized in front of Moonlight on top of it. Because of that, she knew the next few weeks would turn into a nightmare. Sophie wouldn't let her do anything fun and wouldn't give her any slack. She lowered her head and let go of all resistance.
"Good. I'm glad we have an understanding. Now follow me. I still want you to watch Moonlight. She was on a roll, so I hope you didn't break her good mood with your shitty attitude. What a good example you give her. You should be proud of yourself."
As Sophie was tying Morning Star to a wall ring, Moonlight, at the other end of the paddock, had witnessed something she had never expected to see; Sophie battling her Elite pony and even hurting her with a riding crop. It had been a scary sight, and she couldn't help but wonder if it would happen to her one day. The girl who was coming back to her had been so nice as of yet but was suddenly a bit more intimidating.
"I'm sorry you had to see that, Moon. Morning Star had been in a bad mood recently and finally lost it. I'm not that surprised."
"..."
"Ah, don't worry. I won't hit you like that so early in your training. You'll understand Morning Star's feeling later on when you start competing. Being unable to run can be very frustrating when you are addicted to it. Here, drink a bit of water, do you still want to try seven blocks?"
"Yes... I can do it."
Using a metal ladle, she cupped some of the water from the bucket and brought it to Moonlight's lips.
"No... don't touch it! Let me take care of you, okay?"
Every little action could be used as a training opportunity. Making Moonlight drink was just another way to promote trust between the pony and the trainer. It was a friendly gesture and Sophie's habit; she liked doing this kind of work a lot.
"So, ready?"
"Yes!"
As Sophie loaded the seventh concrete block on the sled, Morning Star was miserable. Her thigh throbbed with pain, and she wanted to go back to her stall to crash on her haystack; she didn't want to be here anymore. Watching Moonlight run would just make her feel worse. She pressed her forehead against the rough wooden wall, refusing to look and almost crying.
Sophie pulled her out of her self-loathing.
"Hey Morning Star, look at me one sec! Come on! Stop feeling sorry for yourself and look! That's why I brought you here."
Sophie insisted... Did she want to moralize her some more in front of Moonlight? Resigned, Morning Star turned her head around just enough to see Sophie from the corner of her eye... and her heart skipped a beat when she saw what she was doing.
The small trainer had her two arms lifted in front of her. On one hand, she extended five fingers, and on the other, two more fingers. Seven? It couldn't be. Did Sophie really mean...!?
Morning Star squinted at the sled while Sophie attached the training bridle to Moonlight's head. She counted seven blocks... Was this young girl that much more powerful than her? If it were true, it would be insane. The only ones on the circuit who could pull six blocks were Hemlock, Tiantang, and herself. Hemlock was the strongest and only managed to do seven once during a promotional event, and only on a very short distance. Nobody else could pull that much weight. Particularly not a young untrained girl.
"Alright, Moonlight. Just focus on your technique. I'm taking care of everything else. Imagine yourself as a strong workhorse, and you need to transport those blocks for me. When you are ready..."
Sophie, holding a rope attached to Moonlight's bridle, stood in front of her with a confidence-inspiring smile. The young ponygirl took a deep breath and tried to pull the sled.
"Mmmmph!"
It was not moving. It felt so much heavier with that seventh block on. Moonlight wasn't so sure if she could do this anymore.
"Come on, Moon. Remember what I taught you. Focus on pulling. Not on me and not on the sled. It's all in your head."
"MMMPHH!"
The sled jerked forward by about a few inches, which was a feat in itself. But it stopped immediately. Sophie walked up to Moonlight and pressed her two hands on the side of her warm head. Her face was so close...
"Trust me, this time. It WILL move. I promise. Give it all you got."
Moonlight frowned and bit her gag hard.
"AAAAmmmpph!"
"GO GO GO! You GOT IT! Keep pulling hard! Pull, pull, PULL!"
Morning Star couldn't believe what she was seeing. Moonlight was pulling seven bricks and not only on a short distance. Sophie kept yelling at Moonlight and encouraging her after every step she made. This was absolute insanity!
"ALMOST HALFWAY! Don't stop! If you stop, it's over! Go Go Go! Focus! Focus on pulling! Follow me!"
"AAaaaammph!"
"I know it hurts, but keep pulling! You can do this, Moon!"
Moonlight's entire body was burning when she crossed the halfway mark. But she didn't stop. Sophie's intention was crystal clear; she aimed at a full lap, which was unheard of.
"COME ON, MOON! Only a few more meters."
The sled came to a stop, three-quarter of the way, but it was not over yet. The strong ponygirl drew on her resolve and got it moving again, even faster this time.



"Five meters! ... FOUR ... THREE! ... TWO METERS! COME ON! ONE!"
"AAAAAAMMMPH!"
"STOP Stop! Stop! You did it... Calm, CALM! Come here, come here..."
Moonlight's body was flooded with level adrenaline and pain that she never came close from experiencing before. She couldn't breathe enough air anymore and was extremely confused. Her anxiety skyrocketed, her whole body was shaking, and she didn't know what to do to make it stop. Sophie had seen this before, so she rushed to the panicked pony and wrapped her into a hug.
"It's all good... Calm... You're good. shhhh... Breathe... breathe... shhhh. Come on... You're good. Kneel for me, okay? Good girl! Just calm down with me."
Moonlight fell on her knees and pressed her face against Sophie's warm belly. The soothing words made her close her eyes too. It felt as if her eyeballs were trying to look in every direction at once.
From afar, Morning Star was baffled. She had just witnessed an unofficial world record. Pulling seven blocks on such a distance had never happened before. Moonlight didn't look like it, didn't know about it either, but she was the strongest pony on Earth.
***
In the ward next to the operation room at the central hospital, two beautiful blonde girls were lying down on two side by side beds. As the anesthetic effects were wearing off, they started chatting with each other using a low voice.
"Hemlock? Are... Are you awake?"
"Yes... and I feel like shit."
"My... My boobs hurt."
"No kidding! So are mine. I wonder why."
"Sorry... I didn't mean to..."
"Mean to what? To go one size above what they recommended?"
"Are... are you mad at me?"
"Nah! I'll never be mad at you, Nightshade. I'm just worried. Our new boobs won't make you any more confident. I hope you'll believe me next time when I say you are gorgeous."
"I' m... I'm sure you'll still like playing with my bigger breasts."
"Hehe... Probably... I hope mine will feel good too. They say we have to take it easy for the first two weeks, though."
"Aaanh!"
"Nightshade? What are you... Are you masturbating right now?"
"Mmmm... maybe."
***
The next day after the sled and concrete fun, Sophie and Moonlight were back at the store, Pony Exchange, to get what they needed for Moonlight's first amateur race. Right now, they were trying on a latex suit.
"It feels so weird! Remind me why I need to wear this again?"
"I told you, the rulebook says you have to wear one. It helps the commentators identify you on the track. It won't impede any of your movements. On top of that, latex will stick to your body more than anything else and follow all your curves. That way, your harness won't slide around and burn you. Plus, black suits you."
"It still feels strange... And it doesn't look as good as the ones I saw on Hemlock and Nightshade when their fans were molesting them."
"Hehe. That was funny. But yes, it needs to be polished. We will do that at home."
"But even Morning Star's suit didn't look as good as Hemlock and Nightshade's one."
"Aaah, it makes me puke to say that about her, but Brittany is probably the best at making her ponies look stunning. She has some secret tricks that I don't know about. Don't compare us to them. Okay, this one fits you great. We will buy it."
"Okay, I'll take it off now."
"Nooo... We need to get you a body harness first. Stop being so impatient."
Being a ponygirl was still very new to Moonlight. She never considered having anything to do with pony races until she met Tiantang and Xiuying. Even then, it was not something that interested her. On that aspect, she was different from every other ponygirl out there.
Spending the past few weeks under Sophie's care had changed things a little bit, though. Her life was filling up with small successes, something she had never experienced in her previous miserable life. So playing pony was slowly growing on her, and that made things way more fun than anticipated.
Despite that, she didn't feel like a real ponygirl most of the time. She wasn't like Morning Star, who was way more bestial and instinctive. When observing her, occasionally, she couldn't tell there was a human under that bridle.
Moonlight couldn't help but wonder if Sophie expected the same thing from her.
"Alright, let me try this harness on you."
"Hey... Sophie? What if I don't want to be a ponygirl?"
"What do you mean? You have a lot of fun with us, no?"
"Oh, yes. It's not what I meant. What if I don't want to act like a pony?... Like Morning Star does."
"Aaah, I see what you mean. Let me ask you this. How would you describe my personality?"
Answering a question by a question was a bit odd, and it was rather off-topic. As the straps tightened snuggly around her body, Moonlight decided to attempt an answer anyway.
"You are joyful. You like taking care of us. You are funny. But I also know you like being in control."
"That's right. Now, how would you describe... Let's say... Xiuying?"
"Oh, totally different personality. Xiuying is like all serious and super by the book. But yet, she is such a loving person."
"Who is the better trainer, then? Her or me?"
"You can't ask me that! I didn't spend much time with Xiu, but I'm sure she is an excellent trainer too."
Sophie chuckled as she brought Moonlight exactly where she wanted in order to answer her initial question.
"Et voila. You answered your own question, Moonlight. There is not a right or wrong way to become a good ponygirl. Sure, you have to be willing to wear the boots and harness, but ultimately, the way you feel in them is up to you."
"Really?"
"Yes! You are not Morning Star and will never be. But you know what? Yes, I want you to become more pony-like, it's what will make you shine on the track, believe me on that. When you see the good results, maybe you'll decide to act more like a pony because you know it will bring you good things."
"Is that what happened to Morning Star? That's why she is so into it?"
"God no! Morning Star has been obsessed with pony racing since she was a kid. Let's say she is a natural. I have a picture of her wearing pony boots at 11 years old. Hehe. So cute."
Sophie gave a good tug on the harness.
"So, how does it feel?"
"It... It hurts here, in the middle of my chest."
Sophie examined Moonlight's chest and pressed on it with her fingertip.
"Here?"
"Yes, I always had that little lump there, I don't know what it is."
"Haha. A lump. Cute. That is your xiphoid process, silly. It's a bone. Yours is sticking out a bit more than average. Harnesses with a center ring are not good for you then. I'll make you try a different one."
After trying different models, the duo settled on a beautiful black harness with a diamond pattern. It was not causing any discomfort and was following flawlessly every single curve on Moonlight's body.
The next step was to find a decent bridle. Sophie didn't want to negotiate on that one; she wanted to purchase the exact same one that Morning Star had, the one with the cute leather ears.
"Do the ears serve a purpose?"
"Oh, no! They are just pretty. Hehe. Not all ponygirl items are useful. Hey, see that patch on the forehead? It's detachable."
Sophie pulled on it, and it came off.
"We can have the leatherworker add a symbol to it. Morning Star has a ... well... a white star."
"Can I get a moon? It would fit my name."
"Yeah! That would be awesome! Let's buy everything and go to the leatherworker right away."
***
"Aaaanh! They are so sensitive!"
"We... we are not supposed to play with each other like this. It's not even been a week."
"I know... but... keep sucking on my nipples... So good. Aaaanh!"
"They taste as good as before too. I really like our new size."
Nightshade, all naked, was lying down on her back on the living room couch. Kneeling on the floor next to her was Hemlock, carefully massaging her lover's newly augmented breasts. It was not allowed, but they failed at resisting to explore their new mountainous landscape.
The stretched skins caused by the inserts and the soreness of procedure made the experience a sensitive one. The soft hands rubbing her warm breasts reinforced Nightshade's belief that going through this was a great decision.
"They still feel real. They are just much bigger."
"Aaanh! Don't pinch! Aaaanh! They feel heavier too, but our latex suit will support them well, I'm sure."
"Paul said he was going to buy new suits for us with bigger breast cups that fit better. There is no doubt that all the eyes will be on us from now on."
Looking pretty and sexy was very important to both of them. Being the best-looking ponygirls on top of being among the strongest was such a source of pride. They had so many fans who copied their style and so many girls had dyed their hair blonde and wore a ponytail like them. They were idols, the ones people loved to see on the front page of sports magazines.
Some people would say that they were a bad influence on the young girls, pushing them toward a more superficial set of values, but a lot more supported their efforts to show that it was okay to be both sexy and powerful. It was okay to be sexual, and it was okay to display it in public. Hemlock and Nightshade never forced their specific lifestyle on anyone; they promoted everybody's lifestyle, so people would do whatever they felt was right for themselves, no matter what it was.
This minor surgery was by no means necessary in the grand scheme of things. But, for Nightshade, it was a scream saying, "I would like to look this way, and I can if I want to. So don't tell me what to do or not with my body!" And having Hemlock playing with her new boobs and providing her with such a pleasurable experience comforted her in her choice.
"Aaanh! I'm so happy right now. I hope it's true that you really like them."
"Of course it's true, silly! Night, your new breasts are amazing. All I said was that you didn't have to get them to be happy... but if that's what you really wanted, I'm fine with it. Now sit up, I want to lick your crotch and make you cum, then we will go to bed."
Nightshade's perfect abs contracted to effortlessly bring her to a sitting position on the couch despite her new upper mass, then she slid down a little while opening her legs, inviting Hemlock's long tongue to a feast.
"AAaanh! You started to strong... aAaahh!"
"Mmm... Because I'm more and more attracted to you every passing day."
"I... Aaaah! I love you so much, Hemlock!"
Out of the blue, Brittany irrupted the living room, in a foul mood!
"WOULD YOU STOP having sex for just ten minutes!? Geez... Every single night when you sleep in the house, it's the same thing. If you are not racing, you are fucking! What are you? Machines? Damn! People are trying to sleep here!"
***
"Why didn't you want Morning Star to come to my first race? I would have liked that."
"Seriously, Moonlight, do you think she would have just sat there watching the race after the stunt she pulled in the paddock?"
"No... but... I mean... You have been keeping her locked in her stall for the past week. You only let her out a couple of times per day for walks and light training. She told me she misses reading her sports magazines. Can't you at least let her do that."
"That is my decision as a trainer. I know Morning Star much better than you do. Anyway, stop thinking about her for now, let's put your harness and bridle on, we have to prepare for our race."
Moonlight and Sophie were getting ready in one of the stalls of the Balk Raceway. Every Saturday night, they were hosting amateur races in front of about two thousand people. The dirt track wasn't outstanding quality, but it would do just fine to give Moonlight a first taste of what racing felt like.
This was all new to her. For the past few days, she had been pulling that sled over and over on longer distances, obviously not doing it with seven blocks again; that was a bit too intense. Then finally, yesterday, she got to pull a real cart for the first time. It was like pulling a bag full of feathers; Sophie was so light.
"There! How does it feel?"
"It's snug... I like it."
"Good, so remember, your first race is just to get a feel for it, I don't care if we win or lose. It's just to see how it goes. You HAVE to listen to everything I say, okay?"
"Yes... I'll do my best."
"And I know you have no experience being guided by reins, so try to pay attention and obey. I don't want us to cause an accident. We will stay away from the others at first, so don't try to keep up with them unless I tell you too. I'm the one deciding how fast we are going and where. Not you."
"If I know I can go faster and beat them, how will you know?"
"I will. That's what I do for a living. You run, I drive. You focus on your technique and breathing, and I'll keep an eye on everything else to keep you safe."
Just hearing this question was enough to make Sophie understand that the first race would be a good challenge. She was pretty sure Moonlight wouldn't listen or understand half of her commands, but that was okay. It would be a great learning experience. The only important thing was not to cause trouble.
Sophie placed the bit in Moonlight's mouth and buckled the bridle around her head. She gave her latex suit a quick shine, just for the show, and led her out of the stall, giving her a few more instructions.
"So, you understand that if you pull too hard on your cuffs, they will disconnect, right? So don't do it or else it's an automatic disqualification. Keep your wrist to your waist at all times. It will open up your chest and allow more oxygen in your lungs. It's a 2000 meters race, two laps of a 1000. If you forget to breathe, it's going to be a long race."
Cart number 7 was waiting outside the barn. Sophie led Moonlight to it and attached the small vehicle to her hips before climbing on.
"Walk!"
It was still a funny feeling for Moonlight to pull a cart. It felt so unnatural but kind of fun at the same time. However, it only took a couple of meters before Sophie reprimanded her for the first time.
"You are not even paying attention, Moonlight. You are pulling me and going wherever you want to go. Don't you feel the tugging on your reins? Stop thinking about where YOU want to go, just let ME drive, else we are going to get in trouble."
Moonlight understood the words, but it was not as easy as Sophie made it sound. Her driver asked her to stop thinking and just do whatever the reins told her to. She remembered that Sophie had taught her about trust in the past. When she was obeying, everything went so much better, so she tried to go back to that place in her head, to retrieve this feeling of freedom from when she let things go.
After the inspection, they got on the racetrack, trotting around to warm up and practice the reins commands. The crowd watched the unknown ponygirl, but the thrill was nowhere near the one experienced during the Super Cup.
Sophie kept reminding Moonlight to relax and not to look at the crowd, which was curiously easy. Moonlight didn't seem intimidated by the crowd at all. She was the kind of ponygirl that didn't care about what people were thinking of her. She had been treated poorly all her life by stupid people, so she learned not to give a shit about people's opinions. Her ability to naturally deflect all pressure effortlessly was a fantastic trait for a pony.
"Ladies and Gentlemen! Welcome to the Balk Raceway! The first race of the night is a two laps, 2000 meters race. We have a line up of seven amazing ponygirls that are ready to give us a good show."
"We will now be calling the teams to the gates."
"Gate 1 ... Cart number 32 ... Silver Sword!"
"Aaah! I know her... She is not bad at all."
"Gate 2 ... Cart number 2 ... Last Moment"
"Never heard of them ... That is a creepy name..."
"Gate 3 ... Cart number 80 ... Lady Wallenstein!"
"She is the one to beat tonight. Look at her blonde hair; she is beautiful. She is like the doll ponygirl that all the teenage girls want."
"Gate 4 ... Cart number 7 ... Moonlight!"
"That's us... Alright, be careful. Take your time and get in the gate. Remember what I taught you. Don't go crazy."
"Gate 5 ... Cart number 99 ... Electra!"
"Gate 6 ... Cart number 71 ... Private Grin!"
"Gate 7 ... Cart number 11 ... Red Pearl!"
"What? Is Red Pearl here too? Well, Moonlight, we have a nice lineup tonight. Alright, place your forehead on the gate, and wait for it to open. Then accelerate as fast as you can until I tell you to pace yourself. Remember, we are not trying to win this one. It's just to get some experience, okay?"
Moonlight was getting anxious. Everything was new to her, and an official race was not something she was familiar with at all. But she wanted to do well; she wanted to win despite what Sophie had explained to her. While observing the other ponygirls entering their gates, she understood that she was probably better than all of them. She had that conviction that she could finish first.
Her hooves were trying to find a comfortable position in the dirt, but it was as if there was none. The rusty white gate in front of her squeaked a bit when she pressed her forehead on it. Her foot was shaking, which didn't escape Sophie's attention.
"Calm down, Moonlight! Take it easy!"
"Ready! IN THREE ... TWO ... ONE..."
As soon as Moonlight heard the number one, she bolted forward with all the strength she had charged in her calves for the past minute. Her astonishing power made Sophie sink in her cart like never before.
But the gate wasn't open yet.
In ponygirl racing, the gates never opened on the number one of the countdown... never. Moonlight knew that ... but forgot. She slammed very hard in the metal doors, which just rattled loudly, making the whole crowd gasp.
Immediately after the severe impact, the gates opened and all the other ponygirls jerked forward and ran, leaving in the dust a confused Moonlight who had fallen to her knees. Sophie quickly tried to communicate with her to provide very specific commands to address the incident.
"Moonlight! Moonlight! Get up! Don't worry, just get up! Get out of the gate and go to the outer edge of the track. It's all good. We are just going to wait for the race to finish, but you have to get up now so they can move the gates out of the way before the racers come back."
Moonlight was in pain, and her soul was screaming humiliation. Her bells were still ringing, but she managed to follow Sophie's directives and limped out of the way.
When she reached the side of the track, all she could hear was the crowd laughing at what had just happened. Sophie jumped off her cart and went to see her.
"Hey!? Are you okay? Are you hurt?"
Moonlight's face was red, and her eyes welled up because of the embarrassment. Her first race shouldn't have been like this... everything but this. This was the absolute opposite of winning, what she had wanted the most. This was pure shame...
Sophie grabbed her reins very closely to her chin and told her about the upcoming steps.
"We have to stay here until they finish the race, then we will go back to our stall and have a chat about what happened. Don't worry. Everything is going to be just fine."
***
"So? Where does it hurt?"
"... I'm fine."
"No, you are not. You were limping. It is your foot?"
"... My knee... But it's better now."
"Let me apply some ice, just in case. If you don't feel any better, we will skip the next race."
"We should go home!"
No, Moonlight didn't want to race again tonight. Not after what she had done. She didn't feel ready for this anymore, and her overconfidence had deflated like a birthday balloon bursting under pressure.



"What are you talking about?"
"I made a fool of myself... in front of everybody! I knew the gates were not opening on one, but I still went before they opened."
"Aaah... I have to admit that it is the first time I see a pony hitting the gate this hard. That was quite something."
"SOPHIE! You make me feel even worse about it!"
"Okay, listen to me! You are my ponygirl, and we are not going home unless you can't run. I don't care if you like it or not, but we have another race in less than an hour against the same ponies. Let's take a quick break, and then we go to the paddock to check if you are okay."
"But..."
What was that authoritarian tone all of a sudden? Sophie had never spoken to Moonlight that way before.
"No buts! You do as I say, and that is the end of it! Let me take care of you. Trust me."
Sophie stood up, placed a finger under Moonlight's chin, and gazed into her eyes.
"We have a race to win!"
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"But... That's a lot."
"56$ more, yes... It's because of all the renovation we had to do on the building."
"You... You didn't do any!"
"Listen, Clara. You are a good tenant, but you have no choice here. You either accept the raise, or you'll have to find a new place. I'm sorry. You have until next Thursday to give me your decision."
"..."
It was ALWAYS the same; it was my curse. Every single time something good happened in my life, something worse followed to dampen my happiness. I was already struggling to pay my rent with my miserable salary, but they still increased it by 56$ per month, pretending they had done major renovations to justify a raise above than allowed by the law. It was a dirty tactic they used in the past to push people out so they could ask even more money from a new tenant. I wasn't good at talking, but I was not stupid.
I closed the door, and one of my tears dropped on my new lease agreement. Every month I had less money to spend, and the only place I could cut at this point was my phone or my food. Simply put, this was the last blow. I would have to move out and find a cheaper apartment, which also meant that I would have to live much farther and roughly double my commute time to work.
If it were only that... The worst part was that I would have to live so far away from my new friends.
A small pair of rubber arms wrapped around me from behind.
"Asha... What am I going to do? It's not fair!"
The small snow leopard petgirl spent the night at my place. While I was answering the door, she hid in the closet and heard my conversation with the landlord. She tried to comfort me with a hug, but this time I would need much more than that. My world was burning to ashes, and I didn't have enough water left to control the damage.
I dragged my feet back to my room and let myself fall on the bed. Asha followed me and kneeled next to me to rub my back with her paw.
"I... won't be able to go to Cakes & Pets nearly as often. I won't be able to bring you back home for the night. What am I gonna do, Asha? It's not fair!"
The petgirl probably wished she could talk right now, but her adorable mask prevented it. I could have released her, but it was unlikely that she would have found the words to make me feel better; rubbing my back was undoubtedly the best thing she could do.
It made me feel sick to think that because of a small 56$, a greedy landlord managed to destroy my entire life. My communication disorder was improving so much around my new friends; I was more comfortable around people every time Lucy forced me to experience new things. This feeling that someone cared about me was new and essential in my life. How come he had the right to take all of this away from me?
I spent the next thirty minutes cuddling and crying with Asha before we had to head out. We would drop by the café, and then another dull workday awaited me around the corner.
***
"A raise!? Absolutely not!"
"But... My rent... It went up."
"Ours too! Welcome to the continuously-increasing cost of living in the big city. I can't help you with that, Clara."
"If I can't pay... I'll have to move far away."
"That's a sad reality. Many of your co-workers have to commute for over an hour to get here. You'd not be the first to have to do that."
"... I... could find a new job, then."
As soon as I said that, a torrent of regrets filled up my head. Was I desperate enough to threaten my boss? I knew very well that I was expendable and had no special qualifications to do anything else. He stared at me and then shook his head in disappointment.
"Don't go there, Clara. I have a huge pile of candidates that are ready to do your job without complaining."
"S... Sorry."
"Keep in mind that you are not THAT good at what you do. And don't make yourself believe that you can do something other than packing boxes. You might end up living in the street before you know it. Now go back to your post. Your fifteen minutes break is almost over."
"..."
I turned heels and exited his office, scared and defeated. What did I think? They didn't care about me! I knew that! Why did I even think they would even listen to me? He could have fired me on the spot. And maybe that was what would happen now that they knew I was disgruntled; it was unlikely that they would keep a problematic employee around the place.
I returned to my working spot next to the conveyor. In a minute, the robots will bring me an endless number of stupid items to pack, and it would be like that, uninterrupted, for the next two hours until the end of my shift.
Today, more than ever, I just felt like a cow standing on her anti-fatigue mat, used as a tool to make a profit.
This was not a life.
***
"Clara! I hoped you would come. I need your help!"
"..."
It was a pattern with Lucy. Every time I showed up at the café and wanted to discuss something specific, she went ballistic and needed me to do something for her, nullifying my intentions in the process. When it was not an out of the blue pet sitting, she wanted me to act as an emergency pet.
I had no idea what she wanted from me this time around, but I knew I would have to put my problems aside for a moment and listen to her more pressing needs.
"So, do you remember where the pethouse is?"
"Yes."
"Good! Would you do me a HUGE favor? Misti and Trixie are still recovering from their cold over there. The thing is that Misti usually is my go to girl who runs all my errands, but since she is out of commission, could you bring this box to them? Do you have time?"
"... Yes. What is it?"
"It's a surprise for them. Oh, and since you are going there, can you give this letter to the commissionaires at the front desk for me. You must NOT open that letter, though. It's very private."
Lucy looked under her small reception desk, pulled out an unmarked sealed white envelope, and handed it over to me.
Since she mentioned the mysterious pethouse, which was, in fact, a luxurious penthouse located at the top of a big building hosting an insurance company, I thought I could risk asking some questions about it; not to be intrigued was downright impossible.
"Lucy... About the pethouse..."
"Oh... I thought you said you remembered where it was. I'm sorry, I can text you the address. Let me go grab my cell phone,"
"... No... no... I know where it is... I just..."
"Oh, good then! Hurry! They need this box asap. Thanks so much for doing this. Maybe next time you come, I'll let you take three pets home!"
"... Wait! No... That's not it!"
She turned me around and pushed me toward the door as she was obviously avoiding the topic. Before I knew it, I was standing in front of the Cakes & Pets café with a small box in my hands and a white envelope between my teeth, which was another technique Lucy employed to prevent me from asking questions.
The door slammed close behind my back, leaving me alone with my mission.
"But... I wanted to know about the pethouse... Aww!"
This matter would have to wait a bit longer. At least this little task would distract me from my horrible day a bit longer. Seeing Trixie again would be nice, and maybe I would get to see Misti out of costume as well; that could be fun.
I headed toward downtown, chuckling a bit to myself. Not so long ago, I would have been terrified to meet a new pet out of costume, but now I was almost looking forward to it. All the time that I spent with Trixie as a human changed my perspective. It had not broken my relationship with the pets in any way; if one thing, it had improved it.
Improved it... By how much? That was another question. During my date with Trixie, which was not exactly a date, I ended up kissing her romantically in the spa's locker room. I knew it didn't mean that we were a couple or anything like that. I think it was just something we did instinctively to defuse a situation and show that we cared for each other. But it wasn't clear whether or not Trixie would expect more out of this.
The rabbit girl was not easy to read. When she wore her bunny costume, it was undeniable that she loved being around me, but she had other clients that she loved to play with as well. When she was a human, she wanted to spend time with me and go on "dates," but was it something she did with the other pets too? I didn't have this piece of the puzzle.
Seeing her acting around Vix showed me that Trixie loved cuddling anything that had a pulse. Also, I should not forget that she had transmitted her cold virus to Misti after getting it from Vix; there was some serious fluid exchange right there directly linked to that kinky bunny, which made me chuckle a bit more. Only spending more time with Trixie would help me get to know her better.
I quickly reached the insurance building. Before going in, I tried to keep my anxiety at bay. Not only this place was intimidating, but on top of that, I would have to talk to the commissionaires. It was time to check if all that speech practice I had with the pets would yield dividends. I could do this.
That big glass door was heavy, and I was tiny; it was a bad combination. After managing to squeeze through the crack without getting stuck, I headed to the front desk, not too sure how to approach them.
"Deliveries are at the back of the building."
"But... I'm..."
"You have to exit and go around, sorry."
"..."
That didn't go well. Not very good for me, who had thought I had made progress in discussing with others. This man, wearing a white shirt, overpowered me effortlessly.
My first reflex was to lower my head and head back outside. I wasn't too sure what to do, so I called Lucy.
"Clara? Is everything alright?"
"... No... They didn't want to speak to me... They want me to go to delivery instead."
"Delivery? Why would they want you to... Oh, right, the box."
"What... What do I do?"
"Did you give them the letter?"
"N—No... They didn't want to listen to me."
"Hahaha. Okay. Listen. You go back inside... No matter what they tell you, give them the letter. Everything will be alright. Trust me."
"O—Okay... I'll... try again."
Once more, I battled the heavy door and walked back in the lobby, even more nervous than the first time. It only took two seconds before they rudely asked me to leave again.
"I said, the deliveries are at the back, are you deaf?"
"... I... I..."
"You what? You want me to throw you out?"
"Please... I have this letter... for you."
"A letter? What letter?"
"This... this one..."
While looking at the floor, I managed to raise my trembling arm high enough to hand the envelope, white as my face, to the commissionnaire. I waited in silence, while he examined it, and then...
"Holy mother of... I'm SO sorry... I'm so sorry... please. I assure you, Miss, it... it won't happen again. Please, follow me. We will take care of this right away."
"...uh?"
What now? With my arm still in the air, I lifted my chin to see what was happening. Why was he so apologetic and scared of me all of a sudden? He started walking while asking me to follow him. Follow him where? Lucy didn't say squat about any of this.
"Please, Miss... Follow me, and I will arrange everything... un... unless you prefer another agent? I... I would understand."
"..."
I couldn't talk anymore, but at least I managed to get my legs moving to push my body in his general direction, still carrying my small box between my shaky hands.
The commissioner led me to a small office not too far from the front desk. Once inside, he made me sit on a chair and continued with his strangeness.
"It will only take a minute. I apologize again."
"..."
He was still freaking out about something I knew nothing about. He pulled a sheet of paper from the envelope and started transcribing the content to his computer. Shortly after...
"Please, look at the red light."
"..."
FLASH!
"Gah!"
"I'm very sorry about that... We are almost done. Just place your hand on this plate."
"..."
The device on which I rested my little hand flashed green for a second, and then, with some unsteady fingers, he placed a white plastic card in what seemed to be a small printer. The card dropped in, the machine vibrated a bit, before spitting out the card that now had my terrified face on it.
"There... The building is yours, Miss. Let us know if you experience any issues. I'm so sorry again about the misunderstanding."
"... T... Thank you?"
There was no way for me to know what to do next. I first thought I was detained or something, but that didn't seem to be the case anymore.
I stood up slowly, but I was still not convinced if I would be allowed to leave, so I kind of stared at him, hoping to get some signal. But then, he abruptly bounced out of his seat, making me jump, and he rushed to open the door for me...
"I'm sorry... I'm so sorry again... I'll get the door for you."
"..."
He freaked me out so much that I carefully exited the small room, longing the door frame to keep as much distance as I could from him. As soon as I was out, I jogged back to the lobby. I looked at the other commissionaire sitting at the front desk, and he quickly lowered his head as soon as we made eye contact.
"What is going on here!?"
On top of my box, there was my shiny new ID card, still warm from the press. I quickly grabbed my cell phone and tried to call Lucy... but she was not answering this time.
"Mmm... I wonder..."
Still trying to stay as far away from the front desk, I circled it, tried to merge with the decorative plants, and headed toward the elevators. Like the last time when I was here with Trixie, there were random people wearing business suits, which made me feel like an outsider.
The elevator bell rang, and I swiftly engulfed myself in it. After swiping my new card on the reader, I hesitantly pressed the P button, all the way at the top of the panel. The elevator moved in a way to make me gain some weight, and all I had to do was to enjoy the ride since it seemed to work. I was on my way to the pethouse.
Shortly after the elevator door split open, I faced another set separating me from my friends; it was as intimidating as before. Swiping the card in front of the reader to access the pethouse was not easy. What if they were not home? Was it okay for me to get in without their permission? Lucy had not explained anything to me as usual.
Gathering my courage, I pushed the door open, as quietly as possible, and stepped in. Trixie and Misti were my friends; they probably would be okay with me being here after all.
A quick visual scan revealed no signs of life. Nobody was in the kitchen, nobody in the living room, the window wall was as impressive as ever, and the staircase was still enormous.
But then I heard a faint noise... An erotic noise...
"Mmm... aah!"
"..."
One of the big couches had it's back facing me... and those sounds turning my face beet red were seemingly coming from it. I silently approached it, trying to look over the backrest. The saliva noises were evident at that point.
Once close enough, I looked over the backrest, and my heart skipped a beat. Two small naked girls, both blonde with short hair, were lying down naked on top of each other with their arms and legs entwined randomly. They were very focused on making out and had no idea I was even observing them.
Obviously, that was not something I had expected when entering the pethouse. My paralysis prevented me from opening my mouth or fleeing, but my brain filled my body with efficient sexual hormones.
From my angle, I couldn't tell which one was Trixie, but seeing two perfect bodies, white as snow, rubbing on each other like this, it was not something I could stop watching. The female on top was also clearly humping her friend's thigh sensually.
There was something so attractive in seeing those small girly hands sliding gently on the soft skin. It was probably the wrong thing to think, but I desired the same thing. I wanted to be one of those girls, being taken care of by an equally attractive one.
"Mmm! Aaaah!"
"M... Misti... I'm... I'm close. Kiss me deeper."
Okay... Now I knew who Trixie was... The one on top, and what she just said, made me feel even more awkward. I couldn't believe I had been more scared to enter an empty apartment than the possibility of bumping into a sex scene, which had been way more likely to happen with Trixie around.
Then another surge of sexual emotion washed over me when the girl under Trixie ran her fingers in her short blonde hair. When I saw Trixie out of her suit for the first time, I jealously wanted her hair. It was a color I loved, and I remembered how soft it was to the touch.
I could sense the overheating coming from that couch and could still not move a finger. Seeing Trixie's hips moving faster and faster while kissing more intensely was nothing short than mesmerizing. I was so envious.
And then...
"Mmm.. nngh! Aaah! Aaah AAAH! AAAHH! Misti! Misti... AAAAAH"
"MMmm!"
Misti firmly gripped Trixie's hair to keep making out with her while she was cumming.
Seeing the small body convulsing mixed with Misti's dominant attitude turned my legs into jello. What did I walk into this time? I didn't know what to do anymore.
A high pitch scream sliced the erotic scenario like a razor blade.
"EEEEEEK!"
And another...
"EEEEEEEAAAAH!"
Then mine...
"AAAAAAAAH!"
Trixie tumbled down to the carpet, Misti crunched herself up, trying to hide her chest, and I stepped back as far as I could until I hit the wall.
"Cla... CLARA!?"
"... Misti?"
"..."
What could I say? Sorry, I saw you making love by accident but kept watching? I didn't think it would fly. I shouldn't even be here.
But then, Trixie, naked like a worm, bounced over the couch like the bunny she was and leaped in my direction as if her recent orgasm overcharged her.
"CLARAAAA! What are you doing here!? How did you get in!? AWWWW! I MISSED YOU!"
Even bracing for the impact was not sufficient. I ended up on my back on the floor, losing grip of my box, and Trixie gave me a deep kiss.
"Mmm!"
"Mmm!"
It was as stupid as inappropriate, but it felt good, particularly since my body was still turned on by what I had witnessed only a moment ago.
"Alright, Trixie... We know who your favorite is, now."
"Heeey! I mean... You are my favorite, Misti... and Clara is too... Aaah! Don't ask me to choose!"
"Hehe, just teasing you, bunny. Get off Clara. You are scaring her."
"Oh... Am I?"
"Mmm..."
"No... Look! I think she liked our little show."
"Get off her, Trix... Let her breathe."
"Okay, okay... But still... Look at her face."
Trixie got off me and trotted back to the couch before wrapping her arms around Misti's naked body. I couldn't believe how much alike they looked. They were the same size, same pale skin tone, same short blond haircut, and blue eyes. I could still tell them apart, but it would probably be more challenging in a low light environment.
"You... You look alike..."
"See... I told you! We turn her on."
"Stop it, Trixie! Clara, what are you doing here? How did you get in?"
"I... I don't know. Lucy asked me to deliver this box... But when I got here, it went all crazy, and they gave me this ID card."
"Aaaah! It's our work money."
Misti got rid of Trixie's arms around her and stepped off the couch to pick up my box that had tumbled nearby.
"Thank youuu!"
She then went to the small dresser in the corner of the living room and opened the box. After pulling a bunch of small brown envelopes from it, she began distributing them. Each petgirls had a personal drawer, so Misti opened them one at a time and emptied the small envelopes' content in each of them.
"Oooh, the café is doing better, I think... That's good."



"Clara! Can you show me your access card?"
"... Yes..."
I approached Trixie, who was still bouncing on the leather couch and handed her my weird new card. She took a peek at it, and her face distorted.
"MISTI! LOOK!"
"What?... You are too far, what's on it?"
"GOLD!"
"... No way! You serious?"
"YES! AAAAH! I'M SO EXCITED!"
"..."
Gold? What did that even mean? Trixie stared at me, waiting for some sort of reaction from my part, but I was beyond clueless.
"Trixie... What does... Gold means?"
"WHAT!? You mean, you don't know!?"
"... I don't."
"YOU ARE MOVING IN WITH US!"
"..."
"Aaaah! I bet Lucy didn't even tell you! She can be sneaky like that. This is going to be so amazing!"
Misti was as happy as Trixie because she jogged back to me, which caused her little breasts to bounce around, and gave me a huge hug! Being naked around me didn't seem to bug them the slightest.
"Welcome home, Clara! Trixie is right! It's going to be so much fun with you around! Unless you try to make us do another pet pyramid."
"..."
Trixie jumped off the couch again, skipped toward me, and grabbed my hand.
"Come upstairs! We are going to celebrate this news in a comfy bed."
I resisted a little bit.
"Trixie... wait... I..."
This time I couldn't play the traumatized girl's card; the bunny girl knew a bit too much about me and my arousal state, and Misti too apparently because she grabbed my other hand.
"I agree with Trixie... Let's go to the bedroom! We will have a bit of fun, and then we will tell you all about it, Clara. Just enjoy our welcome gift."
"... but... eep!"
The two naked blonde girls dragged me upstairs, and before I knew it, my clothes were gone, and I was lying down in the middle of a big bed. Of course, as if my earlier thought was a prediction, I didn't know who was who anymore; they were too similar to tell them apart in the darkness.
I knew very well what they were doing to me, though. While one of them deep kissed me and played with my breasts, the other rubbed my thighs and licked my belly.
Everything moved way too fast for me to process anything, but somehow, I wasn't unhappy. My two friends were determined to take my mind off things by offering me a steamy sex session that they knew I desired.
If they were right and Lucy had given me an option to live here... Would it be that bad?
"Aaaaah!"
When that little wet tongue hit my crotch, it was some sort of an answer.
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"Mmmm..."
Was it morning already? Last night Trixie and Misti made love to me until very late at night, so much that we didn't even have time to talk about any of this storm of events that happened to me yesterday. It was okay because I got to play with their blonde hair to my heart content, but I still didn't have any answers to my questions.
Why did Lucy give me a key to the pethouse? Did she really want me to move in with her petgirls? Why were the commissionaires so scared of me? Would it cost me money to live here?
Still half asleep, I felt a warm presence next to me in the bed. I rolled to my side and got very close to her. I didn't want to open my eyes just yet to savor the moment. I gently dragged my finger on her face and tried to guess if it was my cute bunny or my adorable cat. Trixie and Misti looked alike out of costume, so I knew my odds to figure it out were low.
My other best option without opening my eyes was to kiss her, and see if I could find out that way. I slid an arm under her neck, brought my face closer and pressed my lips against hers. Her mouth was so soft; I quickly learned to like it.
As she slowly awoke, her tongue met mine, and we began making each other feel incredible. We quickly found a more comfortable position to make out. I guessed it could be Trixie because her thigh quickly reached my crotch to make me feel extra good; Trixie knew how to temper with my feelings that way.
For many long minutes, we made out tenderly. It was so good, but perhaps I could try to take the lead a little bit for once. Trixie had always been the one taking control and getting what she wanted out of me.
I sneakily slid under the blankets and reached her breasts with my mouth, and her reaction was immediate.
"Mmmm! Mmm!"
So far, my favorite thing when sleeping with a girl was to lick her breasts. It was so soft and comfy, and the sensitivity of the nipples made it very fun for the receiver.
She played in my hair while I had fun pleasuring her, but her impatience grew up rapidly. She carefully pushed me down, which made me smile. Trixie, the sexual bunny, always wanted more, so I wasn't surprised by her silent request.
The belly was also an incredible area of the body. It was always so warm, and if I pressed my ear on it, I could hear all the gurgles that were going on it there. Somehow, it found that very cute. My lack of physical contact in the past was likely to blame for those weird discoveries.
But she kept pushing me down because she needed something very specific this morning. Being well hidden in the dark under the blanket gave me some courage, and it was easier to keep my shyness at bay.
After raising her knees and opening her legs, I slowly visited her crotch with my tongue. I quickly understood why she was in a hurry; she was quite wet already. Her engorged clitoris was not hard to locate this time, and it felt right to suck on it.
"MMmm! Aaaah!"
Of course, she liked that. I was convinced by now that cumming was her favorite thing in the world. Because I didn't have an opportunity to have sex with people until recently, I'm sure my inexperience showed, but I thought I was doing a decent job. She squeezed my head with her legs, though; perhaps she was scared that I would pull away after getting her to the edge, something I had no intention of doing.
Still half asleep, the next few moments felt a bit like a dream to me. A lot of the questioning I usually had about doing this kind of intimate activity with another girl was absent. I didn't care if it was right or wrong, if this would impact my relationship with the petgirls, or if my family would approve of such behavior. No, I was happy and loved what I was doing. Making Trixie cum hard was something so joyful.
"Aaaaah! Mmmm! AAAAH! AAAAH! AAAAANH! NNGG! AAAH!"
And that was a powerful orgasm, which meant I succeeded in my early morning mission. But then the bedroom door opened and somebody walked in, undoubtedly attracted by the call of the wild; Misti was probably getting jealous and wanted her share of the fun.
"Geez, Asha! Could you be louder?"
'Aaah! Aaah! S... Sorry! It's... It's Clara... she... aaah!"
"..."
Those voices... They were not... Misti or Trixie...
I rapidly crawled up on top of the body I had just pleasured and ended up face to face with Asha, the beautiful Indian looking girl.
"Mmm! Clara! That was sooo good. Thanks so much! You are a bold one!"
"..."
Before I could even react, Asha wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a deep, wonderful kiss.
"Mmm!"
Then the other person quickly climbed on the bed and laid down next to us. I didn't know that person, like, at all. She was also naked, holding a piece of toast between her lips.
Finally, Asha broke the kiss, allowing me to sit back on her hips.
"A... Asha? You... You are not Trixie!"
"Hee... No... Not quite. What? Don't tell me you thought I was Trixie!?"
"... Y...Yes..."
"Hahaha! Ah, well, I'm glad you made that mistake. That was amazing!"
My face turned beet red, as it too often did. It wasn't Asha's fault, she visibly knew who I was when I woke her up, but I didn't even notice the difference because I thought it was a brilliant idea to keep my eyes closed not to break the dream.
Next to her was a super pretty Asian girl, and she looked at me with a smile.
"Hi Clara..."
"... Hi."
"Hehe, you do know who I am, do you?"
"..."
A quick calculation in my head was necessary at this point. I knew what Trixie, Vix, Misti, and Asha looked like, so I counted on my fingers the remaining pets. She could only be Meeka, Oreo, or Accalia. It was so hard... I had no idea which pet she could be.
"Aaah, so cute. She counted on her fingers. That's adorable. Come on, Clara. Try to guess!"
"... Oreo?"
"God, no!"
I wished I had looked at the pet schedule at the café earlier this week.
"Meeka?"
"Nope!"
"Accalia?"
"Nope!"
Now I was confused... There could only be another option left that I could think of.
"... Apricot?"
"Nope!"
"..."
"Hahaha... I'm just pulling your leg. I'm Accalia. Here, take a bite."
Accalia placed her half-eaten toast in my open mouth, asking me to chew on it. It was so weird; the mental image I had of Accalia was so different from who was in front of me. I never thought she would be a cute Asian girl with a North American accent.
Asha wrapped her soft hands around my waist and brought up a good topic.
"So, Clara, I take it that Trixie and Misti didn't tell you they were going back to work early this morning? Accalia and I finished our shift when they showed up at the café."
"No... we... were busy."
"Haha... We know what that means. So, anyway, when we got here, Acky and I found you deep asleep on the bed, so I decided to nap with you... Best decision ever!"
"..."
"Did they tell you what your Gold ID card means?"
"They said Lucy allowed me to move here."
"Yeah, that's right. It's my fault, actually. When I was at your place, you were pretty distressed about your rent increase. So I talked to Lucy about it, and she decided to do this for you. Of course, instead of telling you directly, she put you in a weird situation. That's Lucy for you!"
"But... What does it mean? I don't understand the pethouse. How... How can you live here? It's so luxurious."
Visibly, I was upset by all those secrets, so Asha and Accalia made me sit in a pile of pillows between them. Perhaps, this time, I could get some answers. This mystery was getting a bit too intense for me to handle.
"The short answer is that we don't know. Trixie and Vix apparently know all about it, but not us. That said, we've been around for a while, and there is no trickery or anything like that. Lucy just doesn't want us to know the full story, and that is her choice."
"But... Why was the commissionaire so scared of me?"
"Haha. Well, I don't know what you did to them. Usually, they are plainly ignoring us. We suspect someone told them to leave us alone. Lucy is asking us not to bug them either."
"Do... Do you... pay a rent?"
"Nope... All free. I think you should accept Lucy's offer and move here. You are lucky that she likes you that much. Usually, only her pets are allowed to live here."
"Does... Does Lucy want me to become her pet?"
"Mmm... Good question. Honestly, I doubt it. I think she just appreciates your help with the café and trusts you to take care of us. It's a lot of work for a person alone, you know. From what I saw so far, she is using you as a swiss army knife. But anyway, she would never ask you to do something you don't want to do. She is not like that."
This wasn't answering all my questions, but what Asha explained calmed down my worry monster. She made it sound as though there were no evil plans behind all of this, only a secret around this place that needed to be respected. Overall, it felt more like Lucy didn't want us to worry about anything.
"So, do you want to move in with us? You'll save all that rent money, plus you'll be very close to the Cakes & Pets. What do you say?"
"I... I can't pay my rent anymore. I don't want to move away from the café. You are my friends... You are very important to me."
"Aaww... So? Is that a yes?"
"..."
"Aaah, come on, Clara! Say yes!"
Both Asha and Accalia got closer to my face, surrounding me with their naked bodies. They looked so friendly out of suit, I really didn't think they were trying to trick me. So...
"Yes... I'll move in."
"YAAAY! CLARA!"
"SUPER! It's going to be so fun!"
I got hugged from both sides at the same time and even received some free kisses too.
Unfortunately, it was time for me to head to work before it was too late. They showed me where the shower was, and Asha let me borrow a fresh pair underwear. Shortly after that, I was sitting on the bus, heading to work.
Even though I wasn't looking forward to packing random items all day long, I was actually happy today. I couldn't stop thinking about what it would be like to live without rent.
***
"No, Vix... The other box. Not that one."
After work, I briefly dropped by the café to tell Lucy about my decision. No matter what, I had to move out of my apartment. So what did I have to lose? Nothing! If everything went according to plan, I would be allowed to live with all my friends in a big luxurious penthouse. And if something went wrong for whatever reason, I would just have to find a place to stay out of town and be very sad. The first option was worth a try.
I had accepted what the petgirls had asked from me, not to bug Lucy about the pethouse or whatever mystery that surrounded it. The right thing to do after she offered me such an amazing lifeline was to respect her privacy. What would be the point of antagonizing her about something she was not willing to share. Perhaps one day I would get some answers, but at the moment, it was just better to own my decision and prepare my move.
I stayed only for a short time to have a coffee and a cake and confirm with Lucy that all was good. She seemed happy for me and even allowed me to bring a pet back home for the night. Of course, I picked Vix.
The small fox and I walked arm in arm back to my place and I decided to start packing right away.
"Viiix! It's a book... You can't put it in this box."
The poor rubber fox had a novel between her two cushy paws and looked at me, probably feeling useless. I didn't know if she ever moved before, but she had no organization skills whatsoever.
Lucy had asked me to follow a few rules if I wanted to live in the pethouse. First, I wouldn't be allowed to bring any furniture. She said there was enough there already for everybody to be comfortable. I liked that because all mines were second hand and in pretty rough shape; I wouldn't miss that flimsy bookshelf or my old squeaky bed frame.
Another rule was that I needed to leave behind all utility items, like dishes, glasses, cutlery, pots, and pans. Again, I was more than happy to oblige because everything at the pethouse was way better than what I had; I wasn't even sure I had two forks of the same shape.
Overall, I would simply bring my clothes, toiletries, and some of my books if I wanted to. Lucy said that, for now, I could store everything else in the basement at the Café. She told me that I shouldn't get rid of anything in case I changed my mind. Her intention was not to strip me of everything I owned, it was merely to keep the penthouse in order.
Not having a lot of stuff made is easy to pack. Tonight I would spend the night with Vix, and tomorrow morning, we would go to the café to drop a few things. Next week, I would rent a small van for the furniture; Lucy said Misti would help me with that because she was the only pet with a driving license; no wonder Lucy picked her to run her errands all the time.
"Okay, Vix. That's enough for today. Let's go to bed. I'm drained."
The small fox girl trotted to me and wrapped her arms around my waist.
"Aww. You are always so cute. Are you happy that I'm moving to your place?"
Vix nodded.
"... Am... Am I going to regret it?"
Vix shook her head, no.
"It... It is a bit scary... I never lived with other people before."
The small fox pulled me to the bedroom and tried to take off my clothes. Her paws were useless, but she still pretended to help while I was doing all the work. Soon enough, I was naked and flipped the light switch off.
Vix and I crawled under the blanket for some cuddling time. As much as I had appreciated my non-latex evening with Trixie and Misti and my unexpected morning with Asha and Accalia, it would never be enough for me to walk away from my cute rubber animals.
The feeling of having a warm latex covered petgirl near me was just the best. Vix nuzzled my neck, and I could faintly hear her breathing through her ear holes.
One of the main reasons why I decided to visit the café in the first place was that latex suits had always attracted me. It was some sort of dream that I had caressed secretly, but considering buying one had never come close to be a thought because of my meager income.
I was so lucky that Lucy trusted me enough to let me wear a pet suit from time to time. Okay, it was not as if I had a word to say about that, but still. She knew I liked it and was undoubtedly aware that it made me very happy.
Being naked in bed with a rubber pet was a constant moment of bliss, particularly with Vix. Trixie seriously made me discover how sex could be enjoyable, but it was not something I was in a hurry to do with every single pets. The fox girl was so adorable and cuddly as is, and I didn't need to go farther than this with her to appreciate the moment.
Since I saw her out of her suit at the pethouse, it was clear that she became one of my best friends and that she was a bit different from the others; we seemed to have similar personalities. I didn't know how old the pets were, but I felt that Vix might have been a bit younger, and perhaps she was carrying a heavier past. The way she was trying to hide her face scars around me might have had something to do with it.
But tonight, she was here with me, in my arms as a pet, seeking affection before falling asleep, not having to hide her scars from me. Her latex suit provided her with these few millimeters separating her from the harsh reality of real life.
"I love you so much, Vix!"
Vix rolled over me and hugged me tightly.
***
"Is it too heavy?"
Vix shook her head, no.
"We are almost there. Hang on, Vix."
In the morning, Vix and I headed back to the café, transporting some of my things for storage. I strapped a small backpack to her back and made her carry a box that was not too heavy. On my side, I was pulling a suitcase on wheels and a couple of grocery bags containing random items.
As usual, walking down the street with a cute rubber petgirl at my side attracted attention, but I didn't care anymore. Before, I was always freaking out, worried about what people would think of me, but that was the old me. First, the attention was on THEM and not on me. Second, I kind of understood that people were like fish, and after thirty seconds of excitement, they forgot what they had seen and resumed their business.
This time, the only reason I wanted to get to the café quicker was because my suitcase was too heavy.
Despite my tired arm and my worries about overtaxing the small fox, we made it in one piece. Lucy held the café's door open while we walked in.
"Good morning, Clara! Is that all you are bringing today?"
"Yes... But it's heavy."
"I see that... you are struggling. Alright, go put that in the basement, then maybe you can help me feed the pets?"
"Yes... I have time."
One item at the time, I made small trips to the unfinished basement and stacked my belongings in a corner. There was nothing special down here; a big furnace, a water heater, and an electric panel. There were some spare tables for the lounge and some extra seats as well. It still gave me the creeps a little bit; it was definitely not a place where Lucy would keep a secret pet; at least, I hoped not.
I hurried and climbed back up the stairs, hoping that not too many spiders would colonize my stuff while it sat down here.
"Clara, come here. I'm in the kitchen."
"Yes!"
Lucy prepared me a tray with some squeeze bottles of food and water. I looked at the labels to figure out which pets I would have to feed; Misti and Trixie. Lucy was going to feed Oreo, Vix, and Meeka.
We grabbed our respective trays and headed to the lounge. Lucy entered first but quickly stropped in her tracks, causing me to bump into her and almost drop my bottles.
"MISTI!? WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!?"
"..."
Uh oh, that didn't sound good. I didn't know what was going on, but for Lucy to raise her voice like that, it must have been very bad.
I walked around Lucy; she had a hand over her mouth with a fixated stare on Misti... And then I understood.
Misti, the black cat petgirl, was standing in front of us, staring at us with her big black eyes, and between her cushy paws, her tail, detached from her body and dangling as if she was holding a dead snake.
"Okay! That is NOT funny! Do you know how MUCH those suits cost?"
She turned around and tried to point at Trixie, who was hiding behind a booth, clearly feeling guilty about something, but Lucy didn't buy it.
"Stop it, Misti! YOU are responsible for your suit! How many times have I repeated to you that you had to make sure your tail was not caught in something before running around?"
"..."
"Don't try to blame your friends, young one. Clara, put your tray over there. Go upstairs and help Misti out of her suit. I can't believe it. I'm already short on pets, and now that they are back, I'm losing one again. I'm really not happy!"
Misti lowered her head and slowly walked to me until her forehead bumped onto my chest. I wrapped my arms around her shoulders to console her.
"It's... it's okay, Misti..."
"CLARA! Stop that right now. It's NOT okay! Go take her suit off. I'll feed the pets and meet you upstairs after. I can't believe this!"
"... S... Sorry. Come, Misti."
Lucy was very angry, and I thought she had the right to be. Beautiful costumes like these were precious and probably very costly. If Misti had indeed been warned to be careful repeatedly, and that she kept ignoring the advice, I could understand why this incident had infuriated Lucy.
I grabbed Misti's wrist and led her out of the lounge. We slowly went up the stairs and to the changing room. I retrieved the black cat keychain from the keyholder and approached Misti with it.
"Turn around, Misti. If I don't take your costume off, Lucy will be even angrier."
The small cat sighed and spun on herself, presenting her neck to me. With one turn of the key, the little metal lock came off. I grabbed a few wet towels and began to unzip her suit, exposing her ghostly white skin that was contrasting with the black latex; it was almost blinding.



Then I unzipped behind her head and pushed her mask forward. The first thing to come out was her nose tube, which was why I had to be quick with the wet towel, and finally, the mouthpiece popped out, allowing her to cry out loud her misery for the first time.
"Waaaah!"
"... M... Misti... don't... don't cry!"
"Bwaaah! I didn't mean to break it! Lucy hates me now!"
"Nooo... She... She is just angry. She doesn't hate you."
I turned her around and pulled her to me. I had never seen a pet so distressed since I visited the café. Misti felt very guilty, and the thought of Lucy hating her was unbearable.
"She... She will kick me out now! Bwaaah!"
"... I'm sure she won't."
"She will make me pay for the suit. But... But I can't pay!"
"... I... I don't know."
"I... I don't want to leave the café! They are my only friends."
Now that she said that, I fully understood why she was so scared. My only friends were here at the café too. When my landlord increased my rent, it was exactly how I felt. I thought my world burned to ashes; it was so painful.
When this happened to me, Lucy saved me by offering me to move in the pethouse; it was a very generous gesture. In my opinion, Misti had nothing to fear; Lucy wouldn't kick her out on a whim just because she ripped her tail off. It would be inconceivable. So I placed my two hands on Misti's shoulders as she was sobbing.
"Misti! She won't ask you to leave!"
"... You... you really think so?"
"Yes... She loves you. All your friends love you."
"... aaah! Clara! You are so nice. I... I'm sorry... I just feel so bad."
"It's okay... It's going to be fine. Give me your paws. We need to take your suit off. We better listen to Lucy, okay?"
A few minutes later, I wrapped Misti in a warm blanket and cleaned her face some more before combing her short blonde hair. All we had to do was to wait for Lucy to show up and then, who knows.
Misti wouldn't get evicted, that was my conviction, but Lucy would certainly be capable of finding a twisted punishment fitting the crime. The question was...
What would it be?
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Just as Misti finished dressing up as a human, Lucy entered the changing room, not looking too happy. Immediately, Misti restarted sobbing of terror. No matter how reassuring I tried to be, it was useless; the poor girl had convinced herself that Lucy would make her pay for the broken costume and kick her out of the pethouse. It was irrational at best, but I understood why she was reacting this way; similar to me, her friends were her whole universe.
Lucy didn't say a word at first. She grabbed the damaged black cat costume, folded it carefully, and placed it in a box along with the detached tail. We watched her going to her desk to write something on a piece of paper. After folding the note in half and placing it into the box, she sealed it using some clear tape.
She then retrieved one of her Cakes & Pets business cards and wrote something on its back before handing it over to Misti.
"I want you to go to this address and explain what you have done to the person who lives there. Bring the box with you."
"..."
"Don't make that face, Misti. You didn't want to listen to me when I asked you to act responsibly while wearing the costume, well, now you don't have a choice. Go now. I have to take care of the café."
"But... Lucy..."
"No buts. You come back here after. End of discussion."
Lucy turned heels and went back to her business, leaving Misti in a distressed state.
"Bwaaah! She hates meee!"
"Misti! No! She is just a bit angry."
"But... I don't know that place! I don't know who lives there!"
"..."
I really didn't know what to tell her. She was scared and very sad. Not only having made Lucy angry felt awful, but on top of that, an onerous burden landed on her shoulders; going to a stranger's place to possibly have her costume repaired.
My hugs were not powerful enough to stop her from sobbing.
"Misti... I'll go... with you."
"... What? No, Clara... You have to go to work."
"I... I'll take a day off."
"But, you won't get paid if you do that."
"I know. But I won't have rent anymore. I'll be okay."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes. I want to help you."
"Haaa! Clara! Why are you always so nice!?"
What I hoped happened; her cries stopped, and her smile came back, at least for now. When something terrible happened to me, I always went to the café to feel better. Being supported by Lucy and the pets had always been the only thing that cheered me up. Not feeling alone while facing a distressing event was priceless, and this is why I made up my mind; I would risk angering my boss to help my friend.
Misti and I exited the café, and then I called work to leave a message; at least I didn't have to explain myself to anybody directly, but the boss sure wouldn't be impressed. I still hoped it wouldn't get me too much in trouble. That was not something I would have tried if I had not already told my landlord that I was moving out; my leash didn't feel as tight anymore.
While Misti carried her box, I looked up the address Lucy gave her.
"Oh... That's very far."
"How far?"
"Close to an hour and a half. Look."
I showed Misti my phone, and she whined at the incredibly long bus ride awaiting us.
"That is at the other end of town in the suburbs... It's so faaar!"
"It's okay, Misti. We can make it."
"Yeah, at least you are coming with me. Thanks so much again!"
Misti didn't have a bus pass like I did, so we dropped by the convenience store to buy her some tickets; of course, I had to buy them for her because she did not need money while working at the café; her pockets were empty. Right after that, we headed to the nearest bus stop.
Our first ride was not fun, it was crowded and smelly. Protecting the most precious object in her life, Misti had her arms tightly wrapped around her box, pressing it to her chest. If someone were to take it away from her, she would probably die of despair.
Thirty minutes later, we transferred to another line. This time we were able to sit and chat a little.
"So, Clara, I wanted to ask... When you came to the pethouse, and you saw me having fun with Trixie. How did you feel?"
"I... I don't know."
"Were you jealous?"
"Jealous?"
"Yes. I know you like Trixie a lot. And, well... I was kind of having sex with her."
"I don't know. I don't think so. I like Trixie, but I know she likes you too."
"So, what did you think, then, when you saw us on the couch?"
My face turned all red at that point. Misti was asking me questions about things I usually didn't discuss, and it was definitely embarrassing. I wanted to answer the truth but needed to find the right way to describe my feelings to her.
"Poor Clara. Why are you so shy? Tell me!"
"I... I liked it."
"What?"
"When... you played in her hair. It made me feel good."
"Haha. What do you mean? When I was playing in Trixie's hair, it turned you on?"
"... Yes."
"Really? That's hilarious. How come?"
"I don't know... Trixie's hair is so soft... yours too. Mine isn't like that."
"Trixie and I have the exact same hair type. It's a coincidence, but we decided to get the same haircut for fun last month. That's why we look so alike. Hey, why don't we dye your hair at some point? Let's die it blonde like ours and get you the same haircut. I think it would look great on you. And Trixie would lose her shit."
"..."
That was an odd proposition. Trixie and Misti got the same haircut for fun, and now she wanted me to do the same. I couldn't help it but feel fuzzy inside at the thought of changing my hair. I never had the money to do such a crazy thing but always wanted to. If I had no rent to pay, perhaps it was something I could entertain.
"Maybe... I'll think about it."
"Yay! We are going to turn you into a cute blonde!"
"... I didn't... say yes."
"You didn't say no either! So, where are we now?"
"Another ten minutes, and then we will transfer again."
As I looked at my map on my phone, Misti leaned her head against mine. She didn't do it on purpose, but her soft hair brushed on my cheek, sending a little shiver down my spine. Why did her hair turn me on so much?
***
It took another forty-five minutes for us to arrive at our final destination. I was not familiar with this kind of rich suburban area. It felt all weird to see those big houses that so many people could afford. My tiny apartment downtown felt even smaller all of a sudden; perhaps I had been insane for living in it for so long.
As the bus moved away from behind us, Misti and I stood side by side on the walkway, her holding the box and me tapping on my phone.
"So, where are we going now?"
"It's a five minutes walk... It's this street over there."
"Okay, let's go then."
I knew something was wrong with Misti. She played it cool until now, but knowing that she would have to do what Lucy had asked her earlier, explaining to a stranger what she had done to her costume, it was scaring her to death. If she had not been carrying that box, her hand would probably have held mine.
The more we approached our destination, the bigger the houses were getting, and the more intimidated we got.
"Misti... It's this one on the corner. 379."
"Of course, it had to be the biggest one with the giant garage."
"I don't know. Maybe it's going to be... fun?"
"Clara! You are not very good at cheering me up."
"S... sorry."
"... but, thank you!"
Misti kissed me on the cheek before heading to the front door. Not wanting to be on the front line, I stayed a few steps behind her. Holding the box on top of her knee, Misti reached the bell with her small finger. And then the excruciating wait began.
The door cracked open. I was in the wrong angle to see who had answered, but a feminine voice greeted Misti.
"Yes?"
"Hi... Hum... I... I was told to come here and..."
"Misti?"
"... How... How do you know my name?"
"Lucy called me earlier. She said you'd drop by. Please, come in."
"Oh... okay. But, I brought a friend with me. Is it okay if she comes in too?"
"Of course."
Her voice sounded so lovely, and it was such a relief to know that Lucy had at least warned her about our arrival; it was a load of pressure off our shoulders.
But then the door swung open fully, revealing who owned the voice. The lady must have been the most naturally beautiful person I had ever seen. The petgirls at the café were a bunch of cuties so far, but this was something else. However, I wasn't sure if that was the most shocking thing about our host. She was wearing this incredible green maid uniform, which was pretty much the last thing Misti and I could have expected, yet, it started to make sense.
We stepped inside the house, and she led us to the kitchen area before finally introducing herself.
"My name is Elizabeth. So I know you are Misti, but you are...?"
"Clara."
"Nice meeting you. So, what can I do for you?"
"Oh? Lucy didn't tell you?"
"No, but I have an idea of what it could be."
And that was the embarrassing part for Misti.
"Well... I have this... box. It's... It's my costume. I... I think I have to... give it to you."
"Okay? And..."
Now Misti was really looking at the floor while twisting her foot left and right.
"Well... So, I was... I was playing with a friend... and... I... I ripped the tail off... And... Lucy was furious. It... It was an accident."
Once more, Misti's lower lip started to shake uncontrollably, so I rushed to rub her back.
"Oh, that's too bad. Can I take a look?"
"Y... yes. Here."
Elizabeth, not disturbed the slightest by the pet tale she had heard, grabbed the box and placed it on the kitchen island. She pulled a pair of scissors from one of the drawers and cut the tape that sealed the brown box. After opening the flaps, she reached in to pick up the note that Lucy had put in it before we left the café.
Her beautiful blue eyes moved side to side quickly. Elizabeth also had short blonde hair, which felt a bit too coincidental after the discussion I had with Misti on the bus. Perhaps it was the universe that tried to send me a message.
"Alright. I will go to my workshop to inspect the damage. You can stay here in the living room, or you can relax outside next to the pool. I'll get back to you in a moment.
"Okay. T... Thank you."
The maid left the kitchen, carrying the box under her arm, leaving me alone with Misti in this luxurious house. I smiled at her.
"See, Misti. Everything is good."
"I don't know... She didn't say much but... SHE IS SO PRETTY!"
"Shhh! Shhh! Don't say that out loud!"
"But, Clara. She is so beautiful."
"... I know... But now is not the time. Let's go sit in the living room and wait."
We turned around toward the living room, and we both had the same reaction when we saw what was in the corner. Misti voiced her thoughts first.
"Why is there a big prink crate in the living room?"
"I... I don't know. Maybe Elizabeth owns a big dog?"
"Oh, no! Clara... I'm terrified of dogs."
"Mmm... Dogs don't scare me."
"Is... is there one inside?"
"I don't know... I'll go check."
"Clara! No! What if it bites you?"
That was news to me. It was kind of funny that Misty the cat was scared of dogs, but I would not make that joke here. I just wanted to see if there actually was one in it.
I carefully approached the pink wooden crate. Only the top half of the door was made of bars, so it was quite dark inside, preventing me from seeing well if there was an occupant or not.
"So, Clara... Is there a big dog in it?"
"I don't know... I don't see anything. If there is a dog, it's a quiet one. I'll open it."
"NO! Clara! Please! I'm scared!"
"I just want to take a quick look..."
There were two metal latches that I flipped open, and then I slowly pulled on the door.
It was empty... but... I could recognize this smell anywhere. There was no doubt in my mind that the crate smelled like my petgirls from the café. Rubber... And more caught my attention... The floor was cushioned, and there was a heart-shaped pillow in the far corner.
"Claraaa..."
"There is no dog in it."
"Aaaah... Feeew!"
"Come see this, Misti..."
"Uh? See what? I don't think we should be nosing around."
Reassured that she wouldn't get feasted on by a large canine, Misti approached and crouched next to me to look inside the crate. I couldn't help but share my twisted theory.
"Misti... Do... Do you think this box is for..."
"Hey, I thought I heard something weird!"
"AAAH!"
"Eeeeaah!"
Just as I was going to explain my idea, a tiny voice from behind caught us snooping. Misti tumbled down on the floor, and I tried to close the crate door at the same time that I was stepping away from it.
"Haha! Relax! Who're you?"
"I'm... I'm..."
Having a communication disorder didn't mix well with panic. I couldn't utter a word. In front of us was a small Asian girl with long black hair. She was smiling from ear to ear, but it was clear that I was trespassing and that I got caught in the act. My body couldn't take it; good thing Misti was more social than I was and took the relay.
"This is Clara, I'm Misti... We are sorry. We thought there was a dog in the crate."
"Haha. No, there is no dog here. Are you Syr's friends?"
"Syr? No, we were here to give a cos... a... something to Elizabeth."
"Oh, okay. I see. Where is she?"
"In her workshop, she said. She told us to wait here."
"Okay, thanks!"
Without another word, the unknown Asian girl turned around and trotted away happily, leaving Misti and I perplex.
Not pushing our luck anymore, we rushed to the couch, sat on it, and stayed still. The last thing we wanted was to cause more trouble than we were already in. Yet, Misti leaned toward me and whispered in my ears.
"I think that crate is for a human. Not a dog."
"... It... It smelled like... latex."
"Really!? Do... do you think this small Asian girl is Elizabeth's pet?"
"I... I don't know, Misti. I think we shouldn't think about that right now."
"Oh, I can't do that! Imagining this small Asian girl having sex with Elizabeth! It's so hot!"
Why was I not surprised? Trixie and Misti were two pervs, so, of course, she would think about things like that, and it was contagious. Her warm breathe brushing on my ear, combined with the erotic scenario she had described, made me feel funny in my lower belly. And she added oil to the fire...
"Clara... I'm a bit turned on right now."
"Mistiii! Stop! This is not the time..."
"Mmm... Maybe if you kiss me, it will calm me down..."
"Nooo! Stop!"
"They are not around... just a little kiss... Please..."
"Mistiii!"
I had no backbone; Misti moved even closer and grabbed my wrist to make sure I wouldn't interfere, and her lips touched mine... oil to the fire.
Whenever I kissed a girl, I couldn't think straight anymore, and time slowed to a crawl. Misti got me. Before I knew it, her tongue caressed mine, and I was as helpless as a bird soothed by its cage cover.
And then, her hand crawled up to my breast and started massaging it. I may have moaned a little when she did that.
"Hey, are you having sex?"
"AAAAH!"
"Eeaaah!"
It was a nightmare! The Asian girl was back, so soon, and startled us. We didn't even hear her coming back. It was so ridiculous that my throat clamped shut, so, once more, the onus was on Misti to explain what we were doing just now.
"N... No... we... we are just friends."
"Uh? Friends are fondling each other's breasts?"
I wanted to die. Misti was just making it worse.
"No... No... I mean... yes. We... we are just co-workers. Okay?"
"Oh? Where are you working?"
Misti was just making it worse.
"Mmm... I... I don't know..."
"You don't know where you work?"
"I mean, yes... We work at a... café..."
Misti was just making it worse.
"A café? That sounds cool? Maybe I could go check it out one day?"
"NO! I mean...yes...I mean...maybe..."
Misti was just making it worse.
"You two are so strange. So, Elizabeth said I couldn't get in her workshop right now. She also said I couldn't offer you drinks or snacks because it's bad for her business."
"It's... It's okay... We are good."
Then a familiar voice saved us from this strange girl. Elizabeth showed up as she needed Misti for something.
"Aaah, Kitty! Leave them alone, would you! Misti, would you come with me to the workshop for a moment. I need you for something."
"Oh... Sure. You want to come, Clara?"
"No, just you, Misti. My workshop is rather private."
"Okay. Sorry, Clara. I'll be back in a sec."
"..."
Nooo! She couldn't leave me behind with the inquisitive Asian woman. And did Elizabeth just call her Kitty? There was no way I could survive this encounter without Misti at my side.
I was now alone in the living room with that stranger who restarted probing me.
"So, you work at a café?"
"... I... don't..."
"What? But your friend said you were co-workers?"
"..."
"What do you do, then?"
"I'm... packing items."
"Packing items?"
On the verge of hyperventilating, I had to navigate through the lies that Misti had weaved before abandoning me. I wanted this girl to stop asking questions and walk away, but it was not something I could possibly ask her to do; it wasn't her fault, and I couldn't be that rude.
Facing my inability to answer, she bounced from her couch to mine, and before I could even react, she was sitting at my side, trying to read my mind.
"You don't like to talk... Right?"
"... I... I have... a communication... disorder..."
"... Really?"
"... Yes..."
"No. I don't think you do."
"..."
What was that about? She didn't didn't even know me and she was trying to assess my condition already?
"I heard you talking to your friend earlier. You were talking just fine. I just think something is bugging you and that's why talking is not easy for you. It's okay. I was pretty much like you before. Things weren't going very well for me, but then recently, I made some new friends, and it gave me tons of confidence. Now I'm talking all the time!"
"O... okay."
Could she be right?
"So, are you here to get uniforms for your café? Elizabeth makes costumes for a living, but she doesn't want me to know what you guys are here for?"
"Y... yes... uniforms."
At this moment, I thought it was a good idea to run with her flawed suggestion. In restaurants and coffee shops, waitresses often had work uniforms, and there was nothing weird about that. Perhaps if I were making it sound like it was a boring place, she wouldn't dig deeper and find out that they were latex pet costumes.
"Are they cute?"
"...Yes."
"Are they maid uniforms?"
"...No!"
"Hehe. Okay. Because Elizabeth LOVES maid uniforms. She always wears one. So, what kind of café is it then?"
Why did she have to ask that? If I didn't answer, it would look suspicious, and telling her the truth would be too embarrassing. I was stuck. Perhaps the best way to survive this would be to tell her a truth devoid of meanings.
"It's... an animal café..."
"AN ANIMAL CAFÉ? Sooo cool! Nobody told me there was one around here."
"It's... It's very far from here."
"What kind of animals are there?"
Oh crap!
"Mmm... Cats..."
"Meow! I looove cats! What else?"
Now I've done it. Misti wasn't the only one who could make it worse.
"..."
"Come on! I want to know!"
"We... we have a raccoon..."
"No way! Seriously?"
"Yes... and a bunny."
"Nice! And we can pet them?"
"Yes... they are... very cute."
Please! Please! Misti, come back and save me!



"Do they climb on you to cuddle while you are eating?"
"Yes... all the time."
"That's so awesome. I MUST go there! What is the name of your café?"
Oh no! Dead. Just dead. Contrary to my belief that I was sneakily zigzagging my way out of trouble, I had cornered myself nicely instead.
"..."
"... You don't want to tell me?"
Just as I was about to start crying, Misti and Elizabeth entered the living room, rescuing me from this nightmare.
"Kitty, I said not to bug my clients. Go put your swimsuit on, instead. It's time for your swimming lesson."
"Aaaah! Fiiine!"
Without insisting any longer, Kitty walked away and headed to the basement, which allowed my heart rate to go down a bit.
Elizabeth gave Misti a box along with some instructions.
"Sorry about her. She can be a bit intense. So, as I said, I cannot fix your costume today. It's going to take a bit of time. This box contains the new costume Lucy had ordered a while ago. I finished it earlier this week. It's your size, so maybe she will let you use it until then. Please don't open it. Lucy needs to inspect it first. Once it is worn, the sale is final."
"We won't. Thank you."
"Misti, it's not my place to say this, but I would appreciate it if you were more careful about your costumes from now on. It's not because I sell them that I don't care about them anymore. I spend countless hours on these, and it makes me feel sad when they get damaged."
"Sorry... Yes... I understand. I will be extra careful from now on. I learned my lesson."
"Thank you. At least it is nothing I can't repair. Your costume will be like new in a week or so. "
It had been such a strange day so far, but it ended on a somewhat good note. Misti had realized how important those costumes were for more people than just Lucy and her, so she would be more careful in the future. It was probably the lesson Lucy had hoped to teach her by sending her over here.
In my case, I got to spend a long day with my new friend and learned a bit more about her out of costume personality.
Sure, our unexpected encounter with Kitty had not been very easy, and I hoped that I had not sent her on a path of further investigation. If she were to show up at the café expecting to see small furry critters, she would be in for quite a shock...or not; there was still this latex-smelling crate mystery that we were not sure what to think of.
As we walked out of the house and headed to the bus stop, Misti seemed happy. Squeezing her precious box in her arms, I could tell she was curious about what it could contain.
"What do you think it is, Clara?"
"In the box? I don't know."
"Do you think it's another cat?"
"Lucy already has three cats."
"I know... but I think it would be nice to have one more. Maybe it will be yours, Clara?"
"..."
"Yeah... I'm sure it will be yours...
I stopped walking, but Misti just continued... Was she serious, or was she just teasing me?
"Hey!... Wait up, Misti!... Don't say things like that!"
"Haha! Claraaa will be a cuuute caaat!"
Looking back at me with her big smile and her short blond hair hiding one of her eyes, she jogged away, giggling.
"Mistiii! Stop teasing me!... Wait for me!"
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"Gate 7 ... Cart number 7 ... Moonlight!"
The mocking crowd was mostly making jokes rather than applauding as the embarrassed ponygirl advanced to get inside her gate. Her recent incident, having rammed her gate before it had opened, had left an indelible mark in the public opinion.
"Don't listen to them, Moonlight. They are just having fun. We will show them something different this time around."
The ponygirl took a deep breath and focused on her next task, racing. After her humiliating way-too-early crash, Sophie changed her tone and became much bossier and severe. It was not so much to assert her power over Moonlight rather than acknowledging her responsibility in the debacle.
Sure, Sophie had explained Moonlight exactly how the start of the race would occur and what to do technically, she was certain of it, but she had failed to prepare her pony mentally for the excitement of the race and the side effects that came with it. It was a well-known fact that fear and anxiety could affect memory and judgment; therefore, remaining calm before a race was mandatory to avoid mistakes. Perhaps Sophie got too used to race with Morning Star, who was generally in absolute control of her emotions. Obviously, this excluded her recent mood swings due to her injuries.
Adopting a more severe tone toward Moonlight was the right thing to do. It was the best way to separate what had happened before from what would happen next. Racing a ponygirl who just wanted to go home would guarantee a catastrophic result. Imposing a strict course of action and revoking her freedom of choice would ensure such irrelevant thought wouldn't surface again.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, hold on to your hats for the last race of the evening. Can Electra, winner of the first race, manage to surprise everybody again? Hopefully, our newcomer Moonlight will have better luck this time. Please encourage all our participants, and let's get this race going!"
"Alright, Moonlight! Stay calm, and don't move a hair until I say go! Got it? We don't need a good start. Trust me. Let me take care of the strategy, and you just run as I tell you too."
Moonlight gave a little nod and let her shoulder drop a couple of times to evacuate the stress the way Sophie showed her. She dug her horseshoes in the dirt in a much less aggressive manner this time around. Her focus was on Sophie and no longer on the gate.
"Ready! IN THREE ... TWO ... ONE..."
The ponygirl's head was slightly turned to the left to hear the small driver better, and her eyes were closed... Then, the metal gates slammed open, and Sophie yelled at her...
"GO! GO! GO!"
This time it was a successful start. Moonlight strong legs engaged and the cart got moving nicely. Right off the bat, they were last, behind everybody else on top of having the outer corridor; that was the worst combination to overcome.
"Great start for most ponies. Silver Sword and Red Pearl in the lead. Electra in 3rd followed by Lady Wallenstein and Private Grin. Moonlight is last, two lengths behind Last Moment."
"Good start, Moon! Don't worry about being last. It's all good. Just focus on running and follow the reins."
Moonlight battled with the thought of being on a real racetrack and competing with other ponygirls for the first time. Sophie had asked her not to push right at the start and to stay behind everybody to avoid all traffic.
She felt a little tug on her left rein and obeyed by slowly moving toward the rail.
"Great! Now we just need to catch up to them and wait for opportunities."
"Silver Sword still in 1st. Electra aggressively passed Red Pearl and is going after the leader. Lady Wallenstein and Private Grin are battling for the 4th. Moonlight moved to the inside and passed Last Moment, which is now last."
"See, we already gained a position without even working hard. Those two in front of us are burning each other out. Pay attention to your breathing, Moon. save your strength."
To Moonlight, racing without unleashing all her power was a strange concept. Following the pack so casually gave her a wasted opportunity feeling since she knew she could go much faster. But she promised to follow Sophie's instruction by the letter this time around; after what she had done during the first race, she intended to stick to that promise.
A little tug to her bit's right side directed Moonlight to go back to the outer lane. As soon as she did, the cart that was in front of her slowed down for another easy pass. The pony wondered how Sophie anticipated this to happen.
"Keep going, Moonlight. You are doing fantastic. Keep that pace. And keep those wrists to your waist... You are moving them too much to my taste. If you disconnect a cuff, we will get disqualified."
"As the ponies are about to enter the second turn of the first lap, Electra and Silver Sword are neck to neck, battling for the lead. Lady Wallenstein passed Red Pearl, who is now fourth. NICE SURPRISE! Moonlight is now fifth after passing Private Grin. The newbie seems to have some fresh legs after abandoning her first race."
"Alright, Moon. We are about to enter the final lap. I know you want to go faster, but keep listening to me, okay. You are doing just fine. Once we pass Red Pearl, get very close to Lady Wallenstein but don't try to pass her just yet, you'll see. Relax as much as you can right now. Don't think about anything else than your running technique and breathing."
Sophie navigated carefully around Red Pearl, who seemed to have made the critical mistake to keep up with the best ponies right at the beginning of the race and was now running out of fuel. She knew moonlight was far from being at her limit just yet, so she crafted a strategy based on that fact.
Moonlight her was growing impatient, though. She knew she could catch up with the leading ponies, but she had to listen to her driver, no matter what. Making another mistake tonight would be catastrophic on so many levels. All she needed was a good racing experience, and Sophie had promised to deliver that in exchange for blind obedience.
"Moonlight passed Red Pearl to get in fourth position. She is now right behind Lady Wallenstein, who hasn't slowed down since the beginning of the race. As they come out of the first turn, Electra and Silver Sword are still battling each other, refusing to concede the first position. I'm wondering if the two carts touched just now. They will have to be careful not to get disqualified."
Dirt was flying from Lady Wallenstein's horseshoes and kept hitting Moonlight's legs. She wanted to go around her, but she had not received any command to do that; she was not even a meter away from that cart.
Lady's driver kept looking behind herself and even threw some invectives at Moonlight, who frankly didn't know how to react. It wasn't her fault... It was Sophie's odd decision to tail her like that.
"Come on, newbie! Are you going to climb in my cart too? Why don't you go back to your stall and play with some toys! Leave the racetrack to the adults."
Sophie heard every single word, and this reaction was exactly what she had hoped, putting pressure on Wallenstein's team. Racing was not solely about physical prowess; some mind games were going on at all times. Sophie had raced against the Elites and was used to this kind of behavior, but the other amateur contestants in this race were not as familiar with it.
Brittany's terrible attitude during the NRPA races had been good training for Sophie. Enduring that crazy girl successfully meant that she could easily cope with anything else. It was a bit dirty to apply some of those nasty strategies during an amateur race, but it was legal, even if not ethical.
"Hey, whatever your name is, if you don't want us to pull your hair while we are riding your ass, you should try to pick up the pace. Or is it that your ponygirl can't do it?"
"Screw you, newbie! Come on Lady Wallenstein! Show her what you can do!"
And the bait worked like a charm. Lady Wallenstein started to sprint as they entered the last turn, increasing the distance separating her from moonlight, who was more confused than ever. Sophie had not told her to go faster yet and didn't seem worried that they were falling behind.
"Lady Wallenstein started an early sprint, trying to catch up with Electra and Silver Sword, who seem to be slowing down now. Moonlight is still in fourth position keeping her nice pace as we are about to enter the final straight of the race."
"Alright Moon, get ready, as soon as we exit that turn and I say go, you'll sprint with all you've got. Don't leave anything in those legs of yours."
Moonlight was still feeling great. She was more than ready for a sprint and wanted to start it right now. Just the thought filled her blood with adrenaline, and she only needed to hear one single word to release all her energy, a tiny two-letter word that meant so many things... In this case, it could mean victory.
"GO!"
The ponygirl leaned forward, glued her wrists to the small of her waist not to make a costly mistake, and pulled the cart like never before. Sophie gently guided her to the outside lane, where there wouldn't be any traffic to worry about.
"Lady Wallenstein just passed Silver Sword and Electra, who have nothing left in the tank... but ... Oh, my! Moonlight picked up some incredible speed and is passing them too. She is dangerously catching up to Lady Wallenstein who will maybe regret having started an early sprint. WHAT A SPEED! Only three lengths away... Two .... Will Moonlight have time to pass her before crossing the finishing line ... ONE! It's going to be a very close one... CAN SHE MAKE IT?!"
***
"Paul! Paul!"
"Mmm? What!?"
"Wake up, Paul! I have some information for you!"
"What the hell, Brittany? What is your problem? It's the middle of the night!"
Sophie burst into the bedroom and woke up Paul, who was about to kick her away for disturbing his sleep.
"I know who it is!"
"Who it is what? What are you talking about?"
"Penny's new pony! Who else? The one who will team up with Morning Star to compete in the Triple Crown."
"Okay? Who is it then? Is it someone from the NRPA?"
"Nope! I've never seen her before. Her name is Moonlight. She raced for the first time tonight."
"Oh, really? So, they decided to go with a newbie? What kind of stupid ass move is that? They lost before we even had a chance to beat them. That's a let down."
Brittany shook her head, disapproving of Paul's simplistic assessment.
"You are wrong. Moonlight won!"
"What? She won what? Her first race?"
"No, she crashed in her gate like an imbecile during her first race. But she won her second one."
"So, what then? She had fresh legs. It's not like the amateur league is very challenging anyway."
"... Sophie didn't try to win. I know her... She took it easy for the whole race and went for a sprint in the last straight. She was testing her ponygirl. It was Moonlight's first race, and she flew on the last straight of the track like a cheetah on steroids."
"Was she that fast?"
"Yes. Super Cup fast. And I got the feeling she could have started her final sprint a full lap before everybody else."
Paul paused for a bit after that last sentence. Brittany was insane, but she was not a liar. Additionally, she was very competent at assessing ponygirls. She had been right about Hemlock, and she had been right about Nightshade. There was no reason to believe she had imagined things.
"Take off your clothes and get in bed."
"... Is that how much you are concerned about this?"
"What do you want me to do about this at 1am? But since you are here, I would not mind getting a blowjob... unless you prefer anal?"
"..."
"I thought so... Come on. Get in bed and get to work."
Paul was rude.
***
"You got 8 points for your win, so that was not enough to get a prize, but I'm very proud of you. You would have brought back a medal if you hadn't had your little accident during the first race."
Moonlight lowered her head. Yes, she was happy to have finished a nose length ahead of Lady Wallenstein, but she finished fourth overall because of the cumulative scores, and there was no reward for that. Such was the harsh reality of amateur racing.
"Don't worry, Moonlight. It was a great night, and you learned a whole lot. Go to bed now. Tomorrow we can talk about it some more. It's 1 am already. I need sleep."
"Aren't we going to tell Morning Star? She must be lonely in her stall."
"I put her there for a reason... It's going to be good for her in the long run. I'm sure she is asleep anyway."
"She looked a bit depressed this morning when we left her behind to go to the track. I'm sure she would have loved to come with us."
"Aaah, Moon. Stop feeling guilty for her. I've been her trainer for years. Yes, she was sad, but she is smart, and she knew I was right to leave her there. Look, I need to sleep now. So you can sleep here in your bed, or if you feel that guilty, you can go sleep in the stall next to hers."
"... I... I never slept in a barn before."
Sophie stretched her limbs and let a long yawn out.
"It's not nearly as bad as you think. If you decide to spend the night there, just don't get in Morning Star's stall, please. Alright?"
"Okay... Good night, then."
"Night, Moonlight. And try to be proud of your race. You did very well."
"Thank you."
Sophie left, and her lazy footsteps in the wooden staircase indicated that she was more than done for the day. Moonlight was just standing in the kitchen, trying to decide whether or not she should sleep in the barn with Morning Star.
Then something caught her attention. There was a pile of paper on the kitchen countertop, more than likely today's mail. She walked to the pile and pulled out what looked like a magazine.
"One of Morning Star's racing magazines..."
Moonlight knew that Sophie had taken away all racing magazines from Morning Star as a punishment for her bad behavior a few days ago. It was only fair since she could have aggravated her injury and, at the same time, obliterating any chances to save Penny's stable. Knowing how much Morning Star loved those magazines, it was still a rough punishment, though.
Sophie had missed that new one apparently. It was a special edition with some color photos inside too.
***
"Pssst... Star? You are awake?"
Morning Star just turned to her side, not overly wanting to socialize right now. The frustration of being excluded from the racing night was still fresh, and she didn't want to hear about it. Seeing Moonlight on the other side of the jail-like door didn't help her to feel better. She was stuck in her stall, with the bridle on, and a short rope attached to the wall ring. Her cuffed wrists prevented her from getting free.
Then a metal squeak sliced the silence of the night. Immediately, Morning Star turned around and looked at her door.
"Mmmph!"
It was not right at all. Moonlight was not supposed to be inside her stall like this. Sophie had more than likely prohibited her from doing such a thing. The young ponygirl entered the stall and closed the door behind her and held her pillow to her chest. Was she coming to sleep with her? Maybe she didn't know pillows were unnecessary when sleeping on a haystack.
"Shhh... Don't make a noise, Star. I just wanted to check on you. Let me sit on your haystack."
"Mmmph!"
"I know... I can get us in trouble. But I'm fine with it. Can I sit?"
Morning Star starred at Moonlight for a few seconds before deciding to nod and move a bit to give her some space. The ponygirl wearing civilian clothes found a comfy spot very close to the latex-clad pony and started to chat using a discreet voice.
"I'm sorry you couldn't come tonight. But I'm glad you didn't see my first race. I rammed into the gate before it opened and didn't get to do the race. It was so embarrassing. I wanted to leave, but Sophie prevented me from doing so and became all bossy. She didn't let me say another word until my second race."
"Fff fff ff!"
"That's not funny! I thought I was going to die of shame, but then Sophie made me win the second race. So I guess she was right."
Morning Star nodded. She had never rammed the gate that way, but she did have a couple of bad performances and remembered how Sophie reacted to those counter performances. There was no doubt Moonlight got the same treatment, which was a good thing.
"So, I missed you there. I thought it was unfair for Sophie to leave you here all alone."
After a short sigh, Morning Star shook her head. Her understanding of her mistake and the reason why she was punished made sense. In a certain way, Sophie knew better, and her predicament would be a good thing in the long run. She would have liked to talk at this moment to explain to Moonlight that it was okay to get punished when it was fair; it was not a negative thing even if it was not fun.
But her train of thought abruptly terminated when Moonlight pulled something from her pillowcase... Morning Star went ballistic when she realized it was a new racing magazine.
"MMMPH!"
"Oh... You seem to know what it is, right?"
Morning Star nodded energetically and got hyper-excited all of a sudden. She had been waiting for this special edition for a while. Nobody had told her that it had finally arrived. Moonlight tried to push her back with some difficulty and kept the magazine away from the overacting pony.
"Heeey... Shhh! Stop stop... Stop making so much noise, Sophie will hear us. Calm down, okay? I can't uncuff you or remove your bridle, so I'm going to help you read it, okay? It's very dark, but we will do what we can with the moonlight. Hehe... That is like my name. I'm qualified for doing this."
"Mmmph! Mmmph!"
"Okay, just sit very close to me, I'm going to flip the pages for you, just let me know when. I don't know how you like reading those magazines."
For a couple of hours, Moonlight patiently made Morning Star read her new magazine. The two ponygirls got comfy and eventually fell asleep next to each other. The bright moonlight was reflecting on Morning Star's latex skin. The pillow they shared wasn't bad either, even if it was not needed when sleeping on a haystack; some exceptions were always a good thing.
***
"Wake up you two!"
"Mmm? Aaah!"
"Mmmph!"
That was bad news. It was early in the morning, and Sophie showed up at the barn before the two ponies had a fair chance to wake up and separate. They were so screwed.
When they opened their eyes, they saw the small trainer in the stall, bringing some water and tools for the morning routine. She didn't seem mad to have found the two of them together like this, but Moonlight did feel very guilty about it since she did this without permission.
"Sophie... I'm... I'm sorry. I know I shouldn't have—"
"Don't worry, Moonlight. It's all good. Go to the house, take a shower, and put your latex suit on. I'm going to turn you into a nice ponygirl today, and we are all going to train together."
"Together?"
"Yes... Come on, Moon... Hurry!"
"Y...Yes!"
"You forgot your... pillow. Who needs a pillow when sleeping on a haystack?"
"Oh... right... sorry."
Moonlight turned around and grabbed her pillow, and sneakily tried to hide the magazine behind it before rushing to the exit. Sophie stopped her in her tracks.
"Wait! Give me that!"
"My... My pillow?"
"No, silly, the magazine you are trying to hide from me."
Moonlight looked at Morning Star, worried about this special edition's faith, but the ponygirl didn't seem to know what to think either. Moonlight handed the magazine over to Sophie.
"Thanks. I know Morning Star... She will want to reread it until she memorizes the whole thing. We will leave it in her stall for now. Go! Don't make me wait. I have your breakfast with me here."



"Okay... Yes!"
Moonlight ran out, puzzled like never before.
Sophie placed the magazine on a small dusty shelf on the wall, walked to Morning Star, and crouched in front of her. She grabbed the twine rope attached to her bridle and pulled on it gently.
"If I give you back some freedom... Will you listen to me?"
Morning Star nodded shyly.
"I swear, if you don't, I'll take everything back and for a long time. We need to get very serious now. Don't forget we are doing this to save Penny's stable."
Morning Star shook her head.
"I knew Moonlight wouldn't listen to me last night. She felt so bad for you, that's why I let her come here. I thought spending a night in the barn with you would push her in the right direction. She has trouble feeling like a pony, and I need you to help her with that. She won a race last night, but it's far from being enough for the Triple Crown. You know what I mean?"
Morning Star nodded as Sophie began to take off her bridle.
"She has to change. She has to become as good as you and quickly. As for you, you need to get better soon. We will see your doctor again at the end of the week, and I want a green light for running. So, we have five days of serious physio to do, and I want those days to be PERFECT. You get me?"
"Yes! And I will help Moonlight too."
"Good! Now come over here. I'll clean you and make you eat."
"Can I read my magazine after?"
"Unbelievable... I don't know why you like those so much. Fine... Yes, you can while I'm taking care of Moonlight."
***
"Good morning, gorgeous!"
"Mmm! Is it morning already? Mmm!
It only took two seconds before Hemlock planted her lips on Nightshade's after she woke up. They didn't have to be fully awake before starting their torrid deep-kissing sessions. This time, Hemlock woke up earlier than necessary so that she could play with her companion as much as possible before Brittany showed up and spoiled their fun.
They had enough time to kiss and fondle each other for a good two hours last night, but it didn't feel like it was enough. Sleeping in the barn provided them with this extra intimacy that they needed to do whatever they wanted without being interrupted all the time by whiny people.
Being an official couple of ponygirls came with some perks. It was profitable for Paul to keep them together as it was an attractive product for promotional events and merchandise sales; a signed picture of the two ponies french kissing each other could fetch a large sum. It was the main reason why they were allowed to sleep together in one stall while remaining uncuffed. Preserving this loving relationship was lucrative in the long run.
Hemlock ran her hand one Nightshade's enlarged breasts.
"Mmm! I knew you were going to like them."
"I liked your boobs before, Night! Your new size doesn't change anything."
"I know... but... you still like my new size better."
"... No... That's not true..."
"Yes, it is... You know I'm right."
"They... They are nice... yes"
"Ah! Just say it, it would make me happy!"
"I... I love your bigger breasts... I was wrong, and you were right. It was a good move to go ahead with this."
"Nice! And I love yours better too! Thanks for doing this with me."
As per their contract, the two pink ponies had to look alike as much as possible. If Hemlock had said no, Nightshade wouldn't have been allowed to get this cosmetic surgery, but she had agreed to do it in the name of love.
Since that day, Hemlock couldn't keep her hands and mouth away from Nightshade's augmented puppies, covered in pink latex or not.
The combination of chest massage and deep kisses sent Nightshade to her happy place every time.
"Mmm! I wish I weren't wearing my latex suit right now, so you could nibble on them."
"... Turn around."
"... What?"
"Turn around, Nightshade."
"Hemlock! No! We can't do that!"
"We have plenty of time before Brittany shows up... It's going to be fine!"
Nightshade didn't feel that good about that move. If there was one thing they were not allowed to do, it was to remove their harness and latex suit without permission. And that was exactly what Hemlock intended to do, which was heresy!
"Don't you want me to nibble your breasts? That's what you were hoping for... No?"
"Well, yes... but... if Brittany catches us, we are dead ponies."
"She is not going to catch us, it's too early. I'll zip your suit back up before she shows up."
"But..."
"Alright, turn around and let me take care of everything. Stop worrying so much."
Hemlock has always been fearless. She was the one, more often than not, proposing and trying new things. Generally, it was all innocent, but this time around, the consequences of being discovered could be important... Brittany type of important. This was undoubtedly a perilous move, but Hemlock didn't seem to worry about it.
Since Nightshade wasn't really moving, Hemlock knee-walked around her to reach her buckles and zipper. There was no resistance from her partner, who was mostly paralyzed by fear.
Her pink painted nails grabbed one of the leather straps and pushed the excess out of the leather loops. And then, with a little tug, she released the prong and let the leather band slide out of the buckle. The harness lost all integrity and flopped down Nightshade's body, confirming the severe infraction.
"See, it's all good. Let's get you out of that suit now..."
"Are... Are you sure about that... I mean... Brittany..."
"Brittany is not here... I am."
Wanting to play with naked boobs too much, Hemlock pulled the zipper down, revealing Nightshade's soft skin. She pushed the tight latex off her shoulders and peeled the latex from the trembling arms one by one. There was now a beautiful topless ponygirl who had a crumpled pile of latex and leather dangling from her waist.
"AAANH!"
"See... All worth the risk!"
From behind, Hemlock slid her hands around her lover and reached the large firm breasts. Her little fingers quickly found the erected nipples and pinched them not so lightly, sending a wave of fire directly to Nightshade's brain.
As if it was not enough sensation, she pulled on them forcefully while twisting.
"Aaaah! It... It hurts!... Stop! Stop!"
"Mmm? Are you sure you want me to stop?"
"... N... No... Aaaaanh!"
Their profound knowledge of each other prevented them from lying. Of course, Nightshade didn't want Hemlock to stop; she loved this kind of playful torture way too much. She turned her head sideways and begged for a kiss that would surely help her cope with the pleasant pain that was tenderly inflicted on her.
"Mmmph!"
"I knew you couldn't resist me..."
"It's... It's so good..."
While holding her grip on the sensitive nipples, Hemlock dug her nails in the round firm breasts and squeezed them together. The difference in size from before was day and night. Her reluctance to this cosmetic enhancement seemed so foolish now that it was done. Big breasts were so much more fun for both of them.
Hemlock released Nightshade's nipple just to pinch them again from a different angle, causing her victim to throw her head backward.
"Aaaaaah! It hurts!"
"I know. Hehe. Does it not feel good?"
"Aaanh! Can... can you pull... harder? AAAAAH!"
Nightshade barely had time to ask for more before Hemlock put a lot more strength in her action. The two racing ponies were athletes with a lot of power at their disposal, but those fingers were particularly well-trained from pinching and fingering each other daily.
For a while longer, they kissed and had a lot of fun and pleasure. Hemlock pushed Nightshade in the hay when the pinching and pulling were no longer enough and started nibbling on her nipples. When this next teasing phase started, Nightshade almost came from breast stimulation. At that point, their common sense went out of the window, forgetting about the big risk they were taking at the moment.
"AAanh! Please, Hemlock ... You... you have to lick me now... I want to cum so badly!"
"Hehe. I'll be happy too. Lift your butt a bit."
"Aaah! Aaah! Hurry! I can't wait any longer!"
While Nightshade was doing her hip-up, Hemlock pulled the latex and leather bundle down to her knees, uncovering the most delicious part of the pony breakfast.
Without any hesitation, Hemlock plunged her face in Nightshade's crotch and started licking her clit. The receiving ponygirl placed her hands on her own chest to continue to stimulate herself. She wanted everything at once.
"Aaaanh AAaanh! It's so good... Why is it always so good when you do that?"
"Mmm/ Because you let me practice all the time, and I get better at it? What if I do this?"
"AAAAAH!"
Of course, having her clit sucked on hard wasn't unpleasant. Being the one who could come quickly, Nightshade was dangerously coming close to the edge. She didn't want Hemlock to stop, but at the same time, she wanted to experience this feeling for just a bit longer, just to prolong the ecstasy.
"I'm... I'm so close... just... just keep me there... yes... AAANH... Don't let me come just now."
"Mmm... That's hard... I'll be gentle then... Like this?"
"Mmmm! Yes, yes.... That's perfect! Aaaanh!"
Nightshade was in paradise... So close to orgasm; it was the most amazing feeling in the world. Pleasure and love flooded her brain, and she was so grateful to have such a fantastic partner who took the time to learn what she loved the most.
Everything was perfect, Nightshade was living a dream, but then...
"WHAT THE HELL IS THIS!?"
"AAAAH AAAAH! I'M ... I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING SO HARD! HAAAAA!"
Brittany showed up out of nowhere, and when she saw the half-naked pony being licked in her haystack, her whole face turned red of rage. Her powerful yell, announcing death, shocked Nightshade so much that it triggered an incredible orgasm... the most inappropriate one ever..
"AAaah! AAAH! It... It doesn't AAaaanh! It doesn't stop!"
"STOP CUMMING RIGHT NOW, NIGHTSHADE! HEMLOCK! Leave her alone!"
"I... I'm not touching her... You are the one who made her cum, Brittany... Not me!"
"Wait!? What!? NO! I didn't make her cum... Tell her to stop!"
"I... I don't think it works that way..."
"Aaaanh! Aaanh! Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Aaaaanh! I'm cumming so haaard!"
Brittany slapped her forehead and shook her head.
***
A few days later, in the Dr. Office, an anxious ponygirl and a small driver were waiting for the physician to come back with the result of the latest x-rays.
"Put that magazine down, would you? Why did you even bring it? You've read it about fifteen times since Moonlight gave it to you."
"I like it."
"I know you do, but the doctor will be here in a minute. Give it to me. I'll put it in my bag."
"I hope I can run again."
"Well, you have to... It's getting late in the game to prepare for the Triple Crown. If we don't get the okay today, it's going to be very difficult. Moonlight can do those amateur races in the meantime, but you need to get back on the track as soon as possible."
The metallic noise of the door handle interrupted their discussion. The doctor entered the room and placed his binder on his old desk.
"Morning Star, can you sit on the examination table, please?"
"..."
It was always hard to know what this physician was thinking. To him, this kind of work was his daily routine, and it was not that exciting. But to the ponygirl, it was a big deal. Morning Star walked to the small bed and sat on it.
The physician lifted her recovering leg and inspected it with care.
"How did it feel during this past week?"
"Weak, but good."
"What if I turn it like this? Any pain?"
"No."
"And now?"
"No."
"Can she run?"
Sophie was as impatient as Morning Star; they were a team and wanted to go back to work. But the doctor focused on his patient and ignored the premature question.
"Place your foot on my hip and push... Push harder.... Push, push, push... Okay, let go. How did it feel?"
"Good... I just feel stiff a little bit."
"Okay, you can go sit back on your chair."
Morning Star got off the table and went back to Sophie. The physician added some notes in his document and also slid a piece of paper toward Sophie.
"Morning Star needs more physio. Keep doing the exercises I listed on the note, and I will see you again in two weeks."
"..."
"..."
Sophie and Morning Star looked at each other, unsure about what to think. This was not at all what they had expected to hear today. At the same time, what he said was so vague that they felt they needed some clarification. Sophie decided to inquire, feeling that Morning Star was too busy fighting her growing disappointment.
"Does that mean—"
"If she can run?"
"... yeah? It's kind of a big deal, you know, for a runner."
The doctor let a long sigh out and placed his little round glasses on his desk.
"Okay, here is the deal. The x-ray is perfect. The bones healed very well. So it's not going to break again or anything like that. The ligaments are also in excellent shape, considering how bad her injury was. That said, Morning Star is not the first ponygirl I'm treating, and you are all the same. You always want to do too much too quickly."
"Yeah, Morning Star can be like that. But I can control her well enough, so she doesn't push too hard."
"Okay, well... A racing pony is not an average person. You'll put way more force on that ankle than anybody else could, which worries me. I would have cleared anybody else at this point, but I prefer to be on the safe side and wait a bit longer because of the sport you do. Otherwise, there is a risk of making it worse and nullifying all your great progress."
This assessment had the effect of a cold shower on Morning Star, and she lowered her head, eyes welling up. Then she murmured some familiar words...
"I... I just want to run..."
"Star, you heard him... It's just two more weeks. Your health is more important than anything else... You are not going to risk your career... right?"
"I'm not going to get hurt... I want to run."
The ponygirl lifted her head and looked straight into the doctor's eyes with the same determination she usually displayed before a race.
"Clear me!"
"Star, I know you want to run but—"
"Clear me! And I'll be careful. I promise."
"Star, he is just doing his job..."
"And I need to do mine. I need to run, and I know I can. Clear me!"
The doctor let another long sigh out. Feeling that his patient was no longer patient, he decided to propose something else. Being a physician was not exclusively about healing the body; it was also about healing the mind. The latter seemed to need some care.
He severely looked at the begging pony and pointed at her with two menacing fingers, which caused her to jerk back.
"No competitive races!"
"No!"
"No running with other ponies!"
"I won't!"
"No sudden change of direction or brusque stopping!"
"I promise!"
His fingers shifted to Sophie, startling her.
"You! You make sure she follows my instructions. If she comes back here in two weeks in worse shape than she is today, I guarantee you that I won't clear her for racing for a very long time."
"Eep!"
"You also make sure that you provide her with boots that have the strongest support possible."
"I will!"
"And you keep doing her physio every single day!"
"Yes!"
"Now, if you get out of my office and start running in the hallway like last time, I swear you can kiss goodbye to your clearance!"
"..."
The message was pretty easy to understand and didn't leave room for interpretation; Morning Star and Sophie had to be very careful. The fear strategy adopted by the cautious doctor was not without logic. Telling a racing ponygirl who was used to sacrificing her body to achieve the best results that she had to be careful was wishful thinking. However, a well-placed threat would at least act as some sort of invisible leash to control her ardor.
"You heard that, Star? You have to listen to me, or else it's all over."
"Yes... Can... can we go back to the stable now?"
"Yes, we can... I know you are dying to get those legs moving for real. Thanks, doctor. I swear I'm going to keep an eye on her!"
Sophie and Morning Star said their goodbyes and exited the room to meet with Moonlight, who was still sitting in the waiting room... a cookie in her hand.
"Moon! What did I say last time? I'm in charge of feeding you!"
"But... the lady said I could have it..."
"Unbelievable! Alright, let's go. Star got her clearance for running, so we are going back to the stable right now."
"Ah! That's good news! We will race each other!"
"Absolutely not! And don't put ideas in her head... Come on. Let's go home!"
The two ponygirls and their trainer walked out of the clinic with hopes and a desire to go back to training. It's been a long time since they got the feeling that they were going somewhere with their Triple Crown plan. There would be a lot of work ahead.
Meanwhile, the doctor's administrative assistant got back to her desk and looked around for something.
"I swear, I put my cookies on my desk. Where did they go?"
***
With a firm tug, Sophie finished lacing the pony boots on her elite ponygirl.
"How does it feel with the brace in?"
"It's too tight."
"Well, let's try it, then we will adjust. I prefer you to have too much support than not enough. Do you want your bridle on for your first run?"
"Yes, please. And my harness too."
"You want to go full pony? Aaah! I don't blame you. Let me go grab them real quick."
"I'll go!"
It was exciting. Morning Star was about to go for her first run since her nasty accident. Moonlight, also excited, offered to go fetch the gears for Sophie, but she was stopped in her tracks.
"Don't... You can't touch the harness and bridle of another ponygirl."
"... Why? I just wanted to help."
"I know, I'm not scolding you. You don't know much about ponies yet. There is a little bit of tradition going on, I'll admit it, but it also has a real impact. When I put the harness on you, it means you are going to work for me. You stop thinking, and you become a pony. If you are the one manipulating your own harness or the one of another pony, it is a declaration that you are a trainer. I know it sounds silly, but it is true. Never remove your harness or Morning Star's. If I catch you, you'll be in big trouble. It's probably the most disrespectful thing you can do to a trainer. We put a lot of effort into training our ponygirls, and such a gesture would be hurtful. It would mean that you don't care."
"I'm sorry... I didn't know."
"No worries, I don't expect you to know everything."
"Do you want me to run too? I haven't run today yet."
"No... I just want you to watch Morning Star. For you, it will be an observation class today."
"... okay."
A few minutes later, harness and bridle on, Sophie led Morning Star to the interior paddock annexed to the barn. This time around, the charismatic ponygirl didn't go all nuts. She was still on probation, and the big bruise on her thigh hadn't entirely faded yet; she didn't want a refresher.
"Moon, go sit over there and keep silent, okay?"
"Sure."
As the duo walked to the center of the large room, Moonlight couldn't help but find something magical about what she was seeing. It was the first time that she saw Morning Star wearing her full pony attire with the objective of running; the mood was different.
Morning star appeared so much more pony-like than before. It was not just because of the gear... She had fully become what she wore. Her level of obedience was mesmerizing; she was an animal conditioned to blindly obey her trainer. The trust emanating from this relationship was absolutely beautiful to gaze at.
It was hard to explain. When Sophie had led her in the past, Moonlight just knew that following was the right thing to do. It was a conscious decision to do so. In the case of Morning Star, there was none of that; no thinking, no questioning, no anticipation. It looked so relaxing, somehow. Was it possible that this state of mind was what Sophie had talked about during the various training sessions she had with Moonlight? Was this the secret that would turn her into a champion like Morning Star?



The young girl sat on the bench and observed her two friends who stopped in the middle of the paddock. Morning Star continuously pawed the ground with her hoof; she seemed bothered by the extra brace, or maybe she was just testing it.
Sophie attached a twine rope to her bridle and took a few steps back.
"Alright, Star. Go slow, okay? Just be patient."
Neigh!
Moonlight's eyes just got bigger. It was the first time that she heard her pony friend make that noise. It seemed so natural compared to when she had dared try it herself for the first time.
Then it started.
Morning Star began walking around Sophie, who was only two or three meters away. The eyes of the trainer were fixated on the pony's feet, analyzing her gait. Her knees were high; her back was straight...; it was a perfect form.
"YUP!"
Sophie let out a loud yelp and made a couple of long steps backward, giving much more room for her pony to navigate. Morning Star engaged her large leg muscle and switched to a trot... It was a revelation for Moonlight.
"What the ..."
"Shut up, Moon! Just watch!"
When Morning Star pushed her body forward to gain speed, it was so gracious... She looked ridiculously light, and it would be fair to question the veracity of her injury. How could she look this fluid after such a long time off the track?
It was a feeling of shame that Moonlight experienced at this moment. She thought she was a good runner. She thought she had learned a lot from Sophie. But now... She knew she didn't look like this, not by any stretch of the imagination. It was a master class offered by Sophie and Morning Star.
"HOLD!"
Another short yell from the trainer made Morning Star stop and run in place, beating the dirt with her horseshoes. Sophie got close to her, wrapping the rope around her arm then she pushed the pony lightly in the chest with her fingers, throwing her off balance to see how quickly she would recover while stomping her hooves.
She did it a couple more times, checking for any imbalance.
"Not bad... Not bad at all. I honestly thought you were going to struggle a bit more than this. We still have a lot of work to do. Your left shoulder is lower than your right one... Back to your old habits, I guess. Stop trotting now. Let me untie that rope from you."
Sophie slid two of her fingers under Morning Star's chin strap to hold her head steady as she unknotted the rope from the bridle ring. The ponygirl knew what was coming... She has been waiting for this moment for too long... She only needed the signal.
"Alright... Don't go crazy, okay? You remember your promise?"
The jet black ponygirl nodded, and then Sophie slapped her on the buttcheek as she released her. Morning Star leaned sideways and initiated a quick u-turn, keeping eye contact with her trainer as long as possible as a gratitude gesture.
Her strong latex covered calves and thighs contracted, and she took off like a bullet, leaving a cloud of dry dust on her trail. This paddock was too small for her, so she reached the wall way too quickly, forcing her to turn around and accelerate in the other direction.
Moonlight, who forgot about the entire world, was just staring at the scene in disbelief. The incredible joy expressed by Morning Star was so uplifting. A wild animal had been given back her freedom. She was savoring it without any worries or fear of being judged for this childish behavior. This was only the pony. The girl, the one craving racing magazines, had been carefully stored away, leaving all the room for the playful runner to enjoy life.
"Haha! Careful, silly pony!"
This was no longer training. Now running in an eight-figure pattern, Morning Star made sure she flew by as close as possible to Sophie, who was still standing in the middle of the place, laughing and giggling, and thrilled to see her ponygirl finally able to do what she was born to do. It must have been so hard not to run for several months.
After what seemed an eternity, Morning Star showed some signs of fatigue, and her trainer had to recall her. It would take a while before regaining her legendary cardio.
"Alright... That's enough, Star! Come here!... I said, come here!"
Reluctantly, the ponygirl slowed down and trotted back to Sophie, panting heavily through her bit.
The small trainer did something unexpected. She wrapped her arms tightly around Morning Star and pulled her in a tight hug. They stayed like this, in the middle of the paddock, surrounded by the floating dust that was rendered visible by the sun rays piercing through the long windows atop of the walls. It looked like a love scene...
It was a love scene...
"Ah! Morning Star! I missed you so much! You have no idea! You just made me so happy."
Of course, with her hands cuffed to her side and her bit preventing her from talking, Morning Star couldn't do much else than lowering her head on Sophie's shoulder in an attempt to signify her agreement. Their unbreakable friendship flowed through their veins. This connection between the pony and her trainer just couldn't be severed by anything, ever.
Moonlight sat on her small bench, not being part of this enviable scene. She claimed that she didn't want to be a pony before. She said she just wanted to run as if it was a job. But seeing this emotional display made her realize that being a ponygirl was not just about racing. It could be much more than that.
She was jealous.
Her shitty family treated her reductively; the rest of the society never cared about her, or about what she wanted; none of them had ever provided her with what she was witnessing in the paddock right now.
Tiantang Zhi Ma, Xiuying, Sophie... Morning Star. They were the only ones who had believed in her. The ones who had opened all those doors, waiting for her to make a move. She sensed that she could get the same love... the same one that was so genuinely displayed in front of her.
At this moment... Moonlight decided that she wanted to be a ponygirl too... and not just a runner.
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"Mmm... It's been nine hours... I... I have to let her out... She is going to be exhausted again. Hehe."
April had lost control again. After placing Tracy in the isolation box for just one hour, she couldn't help herself and left her in it for an additional eight hours.
She walked to the box and quietly opened the door. As expected, Tracy had curled into a ball on the cushioned rubber floor and was either profoundly asleep or in a trance; it was hard to tell with her full leather hood on. Tracy looked amazing with her shiny black latex-covered body and with one of her hands resting on her crotch well protected by a chastity belt.
"Tracy? Tracy? Wake up. I'm letting you out."
"Mmm..."
Every time Tracy spent an extended period inside the rubber box, she ended up confused. It was the whole point of the activity, but she always remembered that all she had to do was extend one of her tired arms, and then April would take good care of her.
Carefully, April would guide Tracy out of the box and make her crawl to the bed so they could make love for an hour or two. That was the deal and their lovely routine.
Because of Tracy's exhaustion due to the long isolation, April would always lead this joyful moment. At the end of the session, she would remove the leather hood and other bondage items that she may have added before throwing Tracy into the box, and then they would lovingly chat about their experience.
"Mmm... April. How long did you leave me in the box for this time?"
"... Only five hours..."
"Hehe... Are you lying again?"
"N...No!"
"April... How long?"
"N...Nine hours... sorry! I always try to cut back, but then, it's too hot, and I wait and wait and..."
"It's okay. You know I like it. But, what is it that you like so much when I'm a prisoner of the rubber box? I mean, you can't even see me."
"I think it is because I know you are helpless, covered in rubber, and there is nothing you can do to escape. Knowing that my rubber wife is unable to escape her predicament, it turns me on so much."
"That's what I thought... But don't you miss seeing me?"
"Seeing you?"
"Yes. Wouldn't you like to see what I'm doing inside the box while you are outside?"
"I guess it would be hot too, but I don't think I can install a camera inside it, or else you'll be able to find it with your finger and have a sense of where you are."
"Well, what if I tell you I thought about something even hotter while I was dreaming during my isolation?"
"Something even hotter?"
This last question caught April's attention. What could be hotter than the rubber isolation box? They played with it for weeks, and it was still as erotic as the first day. If there were something even better, she wanted to know about it.
"What is it? Tell me!"
"Mmm... I think I want it to be a surprise, April. Do you trust me?"
"Of course I do. What do you want to do?"
"Mmm... For a full week, you need to let me out of my latex suit and not come into our master bedroom either. We can sleep together downstairs, in the rubber room, until my surprise is ready."
"I like sleeping with you in the rubber room. Okay, I'm in."
"Oh, and I need to move the isolation box out of our bedroom too. I'll move it to the rubber room temporarily. There is enough space there."
"AAaah! My isolation box... Nooo!"
"Trust me, April. You'll like my surprise. And if you don't, I'll move your box back to the master bedroom. Okay?"
"Mmm... okay. But it's going to be a long week without my rubber wife."
Tracy chuckled and wrapped her latex limbs around her naked wife for another round of torrid kissing.
Since they started playing with rubber a while ago, their romantic life was better than ever. Tracy had discovered some unsuspected kinks and learned to love the ones April was pushing on her. On her side, April had been sexually satisfied like never before, feeling so lucky that Tracy had accepted to play all her twisted games.
***
During the following week, April went to work without her daily dose of rubber wife while Tracy stayed home to work on her new kinky little project.
The first thing she did was to move the rubber box down to the rubber room downstairs. Because of its size, this task required her to take it apart and reassemble it. Her opinion was that it would be less out of place if relocated in the rubber room. As long as April had a comfy bed for masturbating while looking at it, that was all that really mattered, but she fully understood how important it was to April, so she couldn't just dismantle it without any backup plan.
After a round trip to the hardware store, Tracy had found everything she needed to spend the next few days working on her project in the master bedroom. The most challenging task was to make sure April wouldn't try to peek. Her little latex deprived wife was losing patience and kept trying to sneak in the bedroom to take a look at what Tracy was preparing.
On the day before the reveal, Tracy even had to trick April and lock her in the rubber room for the remaining of the day. It was a strange role reversal, but it had become necessary.
Finally, Friday arrived, and everything was ready for a full weekend of fun, possibly longer.
After her long day at work, April entered the house and was greeted by Tracy, naked like a worm, lying on the living room couch.
"Hellooo, April!"
"Mmm... You are naked... Does that mean..."
"Yes! My little project is ready. And I went farther than I thought with it. You are going to LOVE it."
"Hehe. I want to see my surprise now!"
"Soon... First, you have to turn me into your rubber wife. Would you like that?"
"YES! Of course, I'd like that. What kind of question is that? For the past week, I didn't see you in your latex suit, and it drove me nuts."
"Then help me. Everything you need is here."
Incapable of patience anymore, April rushed to the latex gears that were piled up on the coffee table and hugged them all tightly, inhaling the scent, way too happy to convert her wife to the thing she loved the most, a black and shiny rubber doll who smelled so delicious.
First, the full latex catsuit went on, a slightly different one from before; the hood, in particular, had some different features. But before getting to that, Tracy had April stuck a bunch of electro pads everywhere on her body. Some were more specialized than others, like the big round ones covering her breasts, the smaller ones for her nipples and clitoris, and the metallic vaginal insert covering her pussy lips as well.
April applied another set of medical electrodes to Tracy's chest. As a doctor, April quickly figured out that those would be used to monitor Tracy's health. Imagining why those were necessary turned her on like crazy. Could her surprise be so extreme that it would require close monitoring?
A hollow buttplug with a short tube went up Tracy's rear along with a catheter for her urethra before April helped her get inside the full latex catsuit.
The hood was next; it had a molded mouthpiece in which Tracy had to bite, long nose tubes that went deep inside her nostrils, and no eye holes. Some wired earbuds went in her ears as well.
Zipping the suit up was easy and extremely thrilling for April. Her helpless rubber wife was back, and that new hood was so restrictive; seeing Tracy like this was just the best thing in the world.
Then Tracy mumbled something and tried to point at the couch that she couldn't see anymore.
"Mmmph!"
"What? I can't understand what you are saying! Oh... you left a letter for me?"
"mmHmm!"
"Okay, let's see. Instructions maybe?"
"MmHmm!"
April unfolded the small note, and her instinct had been correct. Tracy had left her a set of steps to follow.
"I love you so much, April, and I wanted to reward you for being the best wife in the world. I knew you couldn't live without me being your rubber wife, so I hope you love this new suit. But that is only a small part of what is going to happen. Lead me to the bedroom, then read the other note that I left on the bed... Careful... You might have a shock! (a good one)"
"Aaah! Tracy! What did you prepare!? I'm so excited now!"
Hand in hand, the two women went up to the bedroom, and as soon as April got there, she went ballistic.
"OOOOH! What is thiiiis!? Tracy! What have you done!?"
Tracy smiled under her hood and knew that April was on to something. There was some sort of large aquarium resting on top of a sturdy desk at the foot of the bed. There were too many things going on at once for April to focus. But one thing she understood very well was that Tracy would end up inside that big plexiglass box.
As expected, another letter was waiting on the bed for April to read, which she did in a hurry.
"Hi, April! This is a gift from me to you. You love storing me away for many hours, but this will allow you to store me away for DAYS. Here is what you have to do:
First, you have to glue this rubber band over my zipper to seal me in perfectly. Second, you have to help me inside the plexiglass box. Pretty simple, right?
Once that is done, you have to tie me very securely using the straps that are already anchored inside the box. If you do it right, I should end up suspended mid-air in the middle of the box. I put the order of each strap at the back of this letter. Once you are happy that I can't get away, you will connect all my wires to the electronic box in the corner. I labeled everything for you. You'll then glue the enema tube to my buttplug, the catheter to the waste tube, my nose tubes to the air leads, and the same thing for my mouth tube.
Once you are happy that everything is good, you are going to fill up my plexiglass prison with warm water using the hose running from the bathroom sink, it's going to take a while, but once it's full, all you have to do is to close the top cover and secure it with those padlocks.
When you are done, there is another note under your pillow that will explain everything else you need to know."
"Tracyyyyy! This is ... this is... AMAZING! Quick, come. We need to put you in! I can't wait."
Without wasting a second, April sealed Tracy very well in her suit using the rubber band to cover the zippers, and then helped her get into the plexiglass box. Since Tracy was the one who had designed it, she knew how to position herself correctly while April attached the straps to her body. It took a while, but she did it right. Tracy was now suspended mid-air inside her plexiglass box.
Next, April spent some time connecting the multitude of wires to the electronic box. Those labels definitely made her life much easier. The nose and mouth tubes, the catheter, and the butt plug got connected, and all there was left to do was to fill the tank with water.
April found the convenient hose connected to the sink, which was a much better alternative to carrying buckets; her wife really had thought about everything. She brought the hose to the plexiglass box and began to fill it up.
Slowly but surely, the water level rose in the tank as Tracy kept wriggling as she got slowly submerged. Unfortunately, the water got very cloudy.
"Mmm, What's all that white dust floating around? Perhaps Tracy forgot to clean the box after building it. Ah, well, it will fall back at the bottom later, I'm sure."
It took about fifteen to twenty minutes to fill the aquarium up to the top level line. April coiled the hose back to the sink and proceeded with the last step; the cover. It was a big wood panel that she slid on top of the aquarium and aligned with the eight pins awaiting the padlocks.
One by one, with very satisfying clicks, April took away the last chance Tracy had to escape. Even she didn't have the key to those padlocks.
April looked at the final result, and it was so beautiful. Tracy was suspended in the middle of the tank, submerged in cloudy water, and her only connections to the outside world were her various rubber tubes.
There was plenty more to explore around the tank, but April knew it was probably all in the next note, so she went to retrieve it from under her pillow and read it.
"Blup! Blup! Hi, lovely April. If everything went well, I'm now your little prisoner fish until you decide to free me. But I thought I would make it extra interesting for you. I know it turns you on when you can't see me, so you'll find a black satin cover that you can put over the aquarium when you want to hide me. If you want to see me, then there is a switch on the desk's side that will turn on some LED to illuminate my tank. And yes, you can change the color.
You'll also find a tablet. You can use it to control all the electronics I'm wearing. You'll be able to make me cum if I'm a good girl and punish me if I'm a bad girl. Talking about electronics, I wanted to make things spicier for both of us, so I attached your favorite vibrator to the system. Every time you will use it to pleasure yourself (which is probably often), it will torture me with some nice shocks. At first, it will be very gentle and pleasant, but the longer you play with yourself, the harder I will get shocked. Try to remember that part, okay?
Now, the fun part. I don't know how long you'll want me to stay inside the tank. But I'm sure you don't want me to come out too soon. So let's play a game. I hid the keys to the padlocks somewhere in the house. They will be hard to find. But once you have them, you'll be able to let me out.
Ha, and another thing you may have noticed is how cloudy the water is. It's because of all the absorbent powder I put in the tank beforehand. Within a few hours, it will turn the water to a gel, making it harder for me to move. Within a day, I probably won't be able to move at all anymore. And the longer you wait, the harder it will become. It is up to you to rescue me when you see fit.
Oh, and for the enema, don't forget to clean me as often as you think it is necessary. You have to feed me as well, okay? I'm counting on you not to forget.
I love you so much
Tracy
PS: You can talk to me through the earbuds, but only if you want to. You can make me listen to whatever you want too... I know you like hypnosis a lot, so I thought I would give you that opportunity to play with my brain."
April was astonished by how cool her gift was.
"Woaaaaw! Tracy, I love you SO MUCH! This is the best gift ever!"
April didn't waste time and grabbed the tablet and her vibrator before jumping back on the bed. She opened the app and looked at Tracy's vitals. Everything was green, and her heart rate was good and slow; she was probably relaxing at the moment, as someone would do in a meditation tank. Her hydration was perfect too. There was nothing to worry about.
Inside her warm world, Tracy smiled. She was very happy with the result. It was way more comfortable than she had expected. At first, all her weight was on the straps, and it was not that fun, but now that she was underwater, there were no pressure points anymore. She was in a doggy-style position, but it was as if she was kneeling on a cloud.
After a little while, a funny sensation tickled her breasts. She chuckled a little, knowing that April, so predictably, had not been capable of waiting any longer and had started masturbating using the connected vibrator.
Of course, April would probably be at it for hours. If she did, it would mean great success for their couple. Tracy wanted April to masturbate for as long as possible as an acknowledgement that she loved her fantastic gift.
Tracy was not a fool. She knew April's personality and that she was probably going to lose control. She prepared herself mentally to spend days in her plexiglass tank while April would feel guilty not to be capable of ending this whole adventure, and it was why she had sent some additional letters that April would get by mail in the near future.
The electric shocks increased in strength. April must have played with herself for the past hour, which was great, but it was getting challenging for Tracy. The shocks randomly attacked her breasts and pussy, but also her thighs, calves, feet, belly, chest, arms. There were a lot of different electrodes, perhaps too many. Surely April could see her jerking around in the tank and understood that she was getting jolted harder... unless she had put the satin cover over her tank already.
Tracy could also feel the resistance of the water slowly turning to gel. She couldn't wait to see how it felt to be fully immobilized. In a few hours, she would be unable to move anymore. And then, if the product worked as advertised, it should turn clearer and clearer the more it would cure. So April would be able to see Tracy perfectly well through the tank.
The shocks stopped. April was done playing with herself, for now, giving Tracy a small break. But it was testing time, apparently. A thin stream of cold water entered her throat, which was very refreshing. Drinking wouldn't be an issue.
Next item on the checklist was her enema system. Tracy's intestine filled up with a warm liquid repeatedly, and that made her feel very clean.
And then the shocks restarted, meaning that April was back at it. It would be a long Friday evening for Tracy.
***
"Tracy? Can you hear me... Breath out three times quickly if you do."
"Fff... fff... fff"
"Aaah! Good. Today, you are all pink. That is the color I picked for your tank. You are not moving anymore, so I guess your water has completely turned into a gel. It was such an amazing idea. It really turns me on to see you all objectified like this. You are my favorite piece of art in the house. Hehe."
April had her nose pressed on the tank and looked at her wife, who was utterly paralyzed by the hardened gel. Tracy was beautiful and looked so peaceful. Her vital signs were strong, and everything was going as planned.
"I noticed that I have to give you a bit more water than before. I'm still adjusting. It's only been three days, right. Oh, and you probably know that already, but I can't stop playing with myself every time I'm around you. When I'm doing it for too long, I see that your heart rate is going up, probably due to all that shocking it gives you, so it helps me control myself. It was such a great idea to link my vibrator to your electro machine."
Tracy was pleased to hear April's voice and all the good news she had to share. Everything she had planned was happening and more. Her encasement was definitely way more comfortable than she had expected, and she wasn't nearly ready to be freed. Listening to April, who was having a blast, was worth more than gold.
"So, we are Monday morning, Tracy. I have to go to work, but I'll be back tonight, and then we can discuss how far we want to take this. But I can tell you already. I'm keeping you in there until next Friday for sure. I love it way too much."
Unable to answer, Tracy just smiled in her hood. What April announced to her just now was so not surprising. Her wife always easily got distracted by her pleasure and quickly forgot the big picture of the activity; somehow, this was a cute personality trait.
Tracy's first day alone at home dragged slowly but was not as lonely as she had expected it to be. April had brought the management tablet with her to work and spent the whole day playing with the different settings. An alternation of pleasure and pain occupied Tracy's time; April seemed to have a lot of fun with the electrode connected to her clitoris.
When April got back home, she rushed to her bedroom to inspect her objectified rubber wife. She still couldn't believe how amazing it was to have this big plexiglass box at the foot of her bed containing Tracy who was encased in gel; it was surreal. The pink light made her look even prettier.



"Okay, I can't spend all my time looking at her. This is way too distracting. Where is that fabric cover she talked about?"
Since this was a fantastic opportunity to have fun with as many features as possible, April decided to wrap the fabric cover over the tank to hide Tracy.
"Aaah, it just made it worse! That's too hot. Now I have to play with myself again!"
April jumped on the bed and grabbed her vibrator. As soon as she switched it on, she knew Tracy would get tortured gently, and that thought turned her on even more. It was such a vicious circle for a person addicted to control.
"She... She can't do anything to stop me! This is so hot!"
On the tablet, she could monitor the physiological changes that were occurring live. Tracy's heart rate climbed, her breathing accelerated, and her temperature rose. Everything was in a safe zone, and there were no reasons for concern.
After an hour of pleasure, April was still not done. She could easily tell that Tracy was getting jolted pretty hard in her prison of hardened gel, but her judgment was a bit impaired by all the fun she was getting out of this.
"Mmm, if Tracy put those features in place, it's because she was okay with it. Maybe she likes being treated like that more than I thought. I'll try to push her for a bit longer and see how she is reacting."
Tracy couldn't see or hear anything, but the random shocks were getting pretty intense. It was not the end of the world because she knew the reason. April was probably having a blast next to her on the bed, pleasuring herself with the vibrator. This was excellent news, she thought.
Also, she tried to enjoy her predicament instead of feeling like an enduring victim. A lot of people liked electro play, and she could tell why. Some of those random pulses everywhere around her body and genitals combined with the knowledge that her wife was having the time of her life turned this experience into an incredible one. Tracy tried to appreciate everything that happened to her, accepting pleasure from the oddest parts of her body and from the pain. If she could speak, she would have asked April to crank up the intensity a bit more to experiment instead of having to wait so long for it to escalate.
As if someone read her thoughts and granted her wish, an hour later, she received some shocks that were not fun anymore. She was delighted that April was having a lot of pleasure, but she hoped she would stop playing with her vibrator soon at this point.
"Aaaaah! Okay, okay... Enough... Poor Tracy... She is doing this for me, but she seems to struggle now. I have to stop playing with myself. Her gift is way too addictive."
April switched off her vibrator and observed the health signs on the tablet slowly returning to normal.
"It's been three days already. That gives me another four days before I release her. Maybe I should start looking for the keys she hid around the house. I need to find them if I want to let her out. I haven't seen them so far. Not that I really looked. Hehe."
***
The week flew by quickly. On Friday afternoon, April came back home and found a letter in her mailbox... from Tracy. That made her grin as she understood that her wife had posted it before getting encased last week.
She climbed the stairs and entered the master bedroom. There was still that big box with a fabric cover over it at the foot of her bed. April had decided to keep Tracy covered all week to make it feel more special the next time she would look at her, frozen in her block of gel.
And that next time was right now. April pulled the sheet off the plexiglass tank and stopped breathing when she noticed that the cloudy gel had turned crystal clear. With the pink led lights, it looked incredible. Tracy was still in the same position, immobile, but the shine of her latex suit was now perfect.
"Aaaaah! Tracy! You look fantastic! I didn't know the gel would clarify like that!"
April jumped on the bed and grabbed her tablet. She needed to talk to her wife.
"Tracy? Are you awake? Hey, I don't know why, but your gel became all clear. It looks so amazing. I'll take pictures to show you later. So, I really looked for the keys all week, but I didn't find them. I guess I'm not that good at that game. You made it too hard for me. But, hey. I just received a letter from you. I hope you put some hints in it. Let me read it... One sec."
Using her nail, she ripped the envelope open and pulled out a little note.
"Hi, April.
If you read this, it means I'm still your prisoner, which also means you had a lot of fun with me, and that makes me very happy. I kind of expected you would keep me encased for at least a week. I know my wife pretty well, you know.
So, about the gel. I didn't tell you, but the longer you wait, the more it will cure. I hope it worked because they said it should become transparent like glass. It would be awesome if it was true. It is supposed to get firmer and firmer as well, but not hard like a rock. I'm willing to bet that I'm really comfortable right now (and immobile).
I hope you found the keys for the padlock, but if you didn't, that's fine. They are pretty well hidden. But don't worry, I made sure you would find them. Next week, you should receive another letter with the keys' location, then you can let me out. You can just wait for the letter and not waste your time searching for the keys if you prefer, it's up to you. As long as you have fun, that's the most important.
I love you!
Tracy"
April grabbed the tablet back and reopened the communication with Tracy.
"Tracyyyy... That's so nice of you. Look, since you offered, I want to keep you like this until I get your next letter."
Tracy, immobile inside her hardened gel, listened to April's excited voice with a smile. She knew what April would have chosen to do well before she mailed that letter. Obviously, she would keep her isolated in her tank for as long as possible, given the opportunity. Tracy wanted her to have a good experience, and offering her two full weeks of pleasure was a small price to pay to hear such happiness through the earbuds.
Of course, after her faith had been exposed to her, she received some gentle electric shocks, meaning April was having a blast with her vibrator again.
***
Another week went by, and April received a new letter in by mail.
"Aaah! It's over already... It's okay. I'm sure Tracy will want to do it again at some point. I can't be greedy. That was an amazing two weeks."
She ripped open the envelope and read the letter.
"Hi April,
As promised, here is the keys' location. They are in the rubber room, under the couch. I bet you didn't think of looking there.
I'll see you later!
Love! Tracy!"
"Aaaaah! So that is where they were! Sneaky!"
Without wasting any time, she went to retrieve the keys and ran back up to the master bedroom, where the crystal block held Tracy in a frozen state.
One by one, April removed the large padlocks from the cover, and slid it off to set it aside. Then she climbed on the bed and pressed with her hand on the gel block to see what she had to deal with.
"Oh... That's really hard. How am I supposed to dig Tracy out of there? She didn't leave any instruction for that."
The gel was much firmer than what she could have expected, which turned her on right away. Knowing her wife was stuck inside such an inescapable prison with no quick way to get out was so erotic. She had no other choice but to grab her vibrator and play with herself some more.
"Aaanh! What... What am I supposed to do!?"
For the next hour or so, she tried to think about how to attack this problem while she was bringing herself to orgasm. It was certainly not the best way to accomplish anything useful, but it felt so good.
A bit later, after regaining her composure, she addressed the problem with a small kitchen knife and many garbage bags. Cutting small pieces at a time worked quite well, and she managed to make good progress while not making a mess everywhere.
April cut and cut some more for hours until she had enough and decided to call it a day. She grabbed her tablet and told Tracy that she would have to wait a bit longer.
"Traaacyyyy! I'm so tired... This is taking too long! I almost reached your back, but I'll continue tomorrow, okay? But since it is your last night in the tank, I'll make you feel extra good."
On hearing that, Tracy realized that she had not cum a single time during the past two weeks. By extra nice, did April mean that she would finally force her to orgasm?
When the small electrodes started working on her body's most sensitive parts, she knew this was going in the right direction.
Over and over, the electrodes made her cum hard; it must have been a few hours of that already. Talk about a nice reward for making her wife happy, but if April continued to stimulate her like this, she would end up passing out.
April was lying down on her big bed, her tablet at her side, snoring a little. All this carving had exhausted her, and she fell deep asleep. Tracy would spend the night cumming endlessly until the morning with no way to stop it.
***
That felt so incredible. When April reached Tracy's back and touched it with her bare hand, it was the first physical contact that the encased girl had in over two weeks.
"Aaah! You like that, uh? I'll try not to touch you too much, so when we make love later, you'll feel amazing. But you are so warm... Maybe it's because I made you cum all night by accident. It was an honest mistake. I swear! Hehe."
April kept working for a while longer, carefully cutting around Tracy. It got easier because the gel didn't stick at all to the latex suit. The only problem was the wholly caked straps, so April just cut those off without too much remorse.
"Mmmm!"
"Finally! Your head is free! Give me a bit more time. I'm almost done. Then we can take you out of there."
With renewed energy, April dug deeper to free up Tracy's arms and legs for the next thirty minutes. It was like digging out a treasure buried on a secret island.
When Tracy was finally set free, April understood that her wife was mostly out of energy. It was more than likely a combination of her extreme predicament she had endured for the past two weeks mixed with her accidental night of endless orgasm.
But the two of them managed it. Tracy stood up just long enough for April to make her tip over the tank and fall on the bouncy bed like a ragdoll.
After a quick repositioning, April explored the rubber body next to her. Tracy was still entirely sealed inside her latex suit, which was what April loved the most.
"Aaaah! Tracy! You are so pretty! How are you feeling?"
"Mmmhmmm..."
"Well, that sounded positive. Let's stay like this while you are recovering. As much as I loved to have you as an ornament, I missed cuddling with my rubber wife. Hehe."
For the next few hours, the two girls rested on the bed, cuddling lovingly. The experience had been fantastic for both of them.
***
Over two weeks later, things were back to normal. Tracy had fully recovered her strengths and was already back working on various projects. She didn't have a job like April, but she was not the type to stay still for very long unless forced to. Now that she was no longer a rubber doll or prisoner of a block of gel, she could do whatever she wanted during the day.
Cleaning the tank was a big job, but it was now ready for a potential second run. Every time she looked at the empty plexiglass box, she couldn't help but feel a bit turned on. At first, she had done this for April, but she had liked to be encased much more than anticipated.
April also allowed Tracy to build her home theatre in the basement, next to the rubber room, as a reward for the incredible two weeks of objectification. The two of them already spent a few nights cuddling and watching movies together in that new room. Perhaps they would watch more movies tonight?
"Tracy! I'm home! Where are you?"
"In the bedroom!"
April climbed the stairs and entered the master bedroom to find Tracy lying on the bed, wearing nothing at all.
"Oooh! Naked wife again!"
"Hehe... Yes. I waited for you. I want to show you something."
"Oh? What is it?"
"Look."
Tracy extended her arm to grab a glass from the nightstand and turned it upside down.
"This is a glass full of the gel we used to encase me inside the tank. I filled it up about a week ago, so it is fully cured. I read more about that substance, and I discovered something really cool... look."
In her other hand, she had a small squeeze bottle containing a crystal clear liquid. She carefully put a couple of drops on top of the gel.
"Come close and check this out."
"Okay?"
April crawled on the bed and sat next to Tracy, and they both stared at the small block of gel. After a few seconds, something happened... It was as if the clear liquid started to break down the gel and spread inside the glass slowly. Over time, the chemical reaction reached the bottom of the glass.
"What... what happened, Tracy?"
"Hehe... Look now."
Tracy pushed her finger inside the glass effortlessly, and when she pulled it out, it was as if it was coated in a honey-textured substance.
"It's called bromelain. It's an enzyme that can turn the solid gel back into a viscous liquid. It really doesn't need a lot of it."
"This is gross... It looks sticky."
"Yes... but... It gave me an idea. A hot idea."
"I like hot ideas... But you'll need to explain it. I don't see how this is sexy."
"Well, It's your vacation in two weeks, right? You get three weeks off?"
"Yes, but what does that have to do with your weird chemistry magic."
"I want the two of us to be prisoners for the gel during your vacation. We will be stuck together for two full weeks, and then the bromelain will free us up."
"Tra... Tracy... I... I don't know. I love it when you are helpless in the rubber box or the gel tank... It turns me on a lot. But, I never imagined myself wearing your shoes."
"You'll love it... Being encased in the gel is fun. If you try, you'll like it a lot."
"I... I can try if it makes you happy... but two weeks is long."
"Okay, one week then. Would you be okay with one week?"
"What about three days... Just to try..."
"Three days it is! Aaaah! Thanks so much, April. You'll see. You'll love it!"
"Mmm... I don't know about that. I'm not used to be the incapacitated one."
"I know, but right now, you are going to make love to me, and you'll forget about that."
"Mmm... You have good arguments."
April rolled over Tracy and kissed her tenderly.
***
The two following weeks were arduous work for Tracy, who had to prepare the whole setup to fulfill another hot couple fantasy. This time, the system was more complicated, but everything had been well tested, and Tracy was very confident that everything was programmed right. All there was left to do was to implement the plan.
"This is crazy... I'm not supposed to be the rubber wife, Tracy. It's supposed to be just you."
"I know, but do it for me. It will make me happy. Let me pull that hood over your face, and I'll tell you everything about what's going to happen."
"Mmm... Okay. Good thing I love you."
The two girls were standing in front of each other, wearing identical skin-tight black latex suits with feet, hands, and hood attached. They had already inserted their anal plugs and catheter for waste management and inserted some fancy vibrators that would tease their G-spot and clit very efficiently.
Tracy decided against the electrodes this time around as she didn't want to scare April off for her first time; they were only going to use their health monitor. She wanted April to have the best experience possible, so electricity torture was off the menu.
After inserting the mouthpiece, the nose tube, and the earbuds in April's orifices, Tracy zipped her hood up, which was slightly different from last time. Instead of being confined to a world of darkness, clear plastic lenses would allow her to see the outside world. Tracy knew that April loved to watch her while she was a prisoner of the gel, so this would make it so much better for her.
The next step was to get April to sit in the tank, which involved stepping on the bed and climbing over the tank wall.
"Okay, April. Don't be nervous. Just sit down, and I'll connect your tubes and wires. I replaced the nose and mouth tubes with clear ones. So you'll be able to see the food and water traveling to our mouth and maybe the condensation of the warm air going to our nose. It's going to be awesomely hot. The liquid food is going to come from a cooler. We will always be fed together by the system."
One by one, Tracy connected wires and tubes to the proper extensions. April was visibly nervous but didn't show any signs of wanting to back out of this. Sure, she wondered how it would feel like to spend three days without being able to move, but sharing this moment with Tracy was absolutely worth it. It was true that Tracy did a lot more extreme things to make her happy so far, so doing something for her wife for once was more than fair.
Then it was Tracy's turn to pull her hood up and climb into the tank. Before that, though, she used a checklist to make sure she didn't forget anything; the computer would entertain them, the health monitor could trigger an early exit if something went wrong, the water and food pumps were all good to go.
The only thing that made her smile, and it was both for fun and as a well-deserved payback, was that she changed the session time from three days to two weeks. April was unaware of this change of plan and would only discover it slowly. Looking in her eyes as she realized what was happening would be priceless.
Tracy climbed into the tank and joined April, who was already shivering with excitement. Once again, she connected all her wires and tubes to the proper ports and then wrapped her legs and arms around her wife.
Because of the plastic lenses, they could look at each other. This would be enough to communicate basic emotions; April seemed very happy, which was a good thing. Sitting in front of each other like this, they really wanted to kiss but knew it wouldn't happen.
And then it started.
The water pump engaged, sucking water from the nearby bathroom sink through a hose, and slowly filling the big plexiglass tank. Tracy had carefully calculated the amount of absorbing powder that was needed, adjusting for the extra person. The cloudy water went up and up, submerging the two lovers until it reached the top of the tank.
Tracy only realized then that she had not given a lot of details to April about what was going to happen. Her wife was already aware that the gel would take a little while to solidify, but that was about it. The entertainment she had set up was what would be the most interesting.
The two girls cuddled for the next few hours, patiently waiting for the absorbing powder to do its job. The tank lighting turned on to a red color, which made the ambiance quite romantic.
The first thing April discovered so far was that she could hear Tracy through her earbuds; this means that if they were to moan, the other person would listen to it, making it very pleasant for both of them. Talking wasn't an option, though.
The water thickness reached a point where they could let their arms fall, but they wouldn't go down. They were slowly turning into a nice bedroom decorative object. It was their last opportunity to find the most comfortable position they would be in for the next few days. Tracy approached her face from April's to make sure they would look in each other's eyes, and they just held hands.
Shortly after that, they couldn't move anymore. April was unaware that they would stay like this for the next two weeks.



The first round of feeding started. Through the clear tubes, they could both see the mixture entering each other's mouth, which provided them with a good feeling. Sharing food was a nice symbol of love. This operation ended with water rinsing the tubes and hydrating them.
Satisfied with their meal, the two girls wanted to cuddle and have sex, but it was wishful thinking. All they could do was appreciate the situation they were in. But then the system decided to have a bit of fun with them. April was in it for a few surprises.
First, the vibrators turned on, and they could hear each other moaning, which was way too hot for their own good. They were played with at low speed, far from being enough to trigger an orgasm, but when the vibrators kicked up a notch, alternating between different modes of stimulation, it was a different story. Some modes were better than the others, but there was nothing they could do to influence what was happening between their legs.
And then, something very unexpected happened. The air valve shut off, startling April, who wondered what was happening; Tracy knew all about this and smiled under her mask. Using her eyes, she tried to communicate to April that everything was fine.
The trick here was that they had to sync their breathing with each other. When April inhaled, she was breathing the air from Tracy's lungs, and when she exhaled, she was giving the warm moist air back to her wife. The system had turned the two of them into human rebreather bags.
Of course, the oxygen level dropped quickly enough, and when the health monitor detected that it was enough, it reopened the air valve, returning fresh air to them, making them moan even more.
This crazy activity, combined with the vibrator working tirelessly on their sex, sent both of them to a happy place.
***
Hour after hour, day after day, the two lovers endured their predicament together. The gel was now crystal clear, and from the outside, it had such a romantic feel to it. Their encased bodies were a work of art.
Two pretty women, covered from head to toes in shiny rubber, sitting in front of each other, legs wrapped, and holding hands, this frozen in time sculpture was the most beautiful symbol of love, trust, and life.
April was a bit puzzled as to why so many days had passed so far, and they were still prisoners, but Tracy's gentle happy eyes were enough to reassure her that there was nothing to worry about.
Another twist that April had not expected was that the health monitor was pretty good at preventing her from cumming. She had been kept on the edge since the very beginning but not allowed to have an orgasm.
This was somewhat unfair because Tracy didn't seem to have this problem. Based on the moans April heard in her earbuds, and how Tracy's eyes rolled up, her wife orgasmed many times a day.
But all was good. April was very comfortable, and during those moments when the system was not teasing her too much, she knew...
... Once they would be done with this session, she would encase Tracy for at least a full month as a punishment for those devilish little twists...
... or would it be a reward? Or maybe a full month wouldn't be enough?
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I was sitting on the floor, my back against the wall while holding Oreo in my arms, both of us waiting to see what her best friend, Misti, would look like.
After our round trip to the suburbs and meeting Elizabeth, the artist who had created all the pet costumes, we returned to the café. As soon as we gave the box containing the new mystery suit to Lucy, she had asked me to keep an eye on her pets while she went upstairs with Misti. There was no doubt about it; not only these two had to discuss the lessons learned, and Misti would wear the brand new costume that none of us knew anything about.
I explained what was going on to Oreo, Trixie, Meeka, and Vix, and now we were all looking forward to finding out what kind of animal would cross the lounge door in an instant. Asha and Accalia, who were not at the café today, would undoubtedly be pissed for having missed that reveal.
My understanding was that Misti would only wear this new costume temporarily until Elizabeth repaired her black catsuit. From what we've been told, it would take at least a week. So this situation was inclined toward a good question.
Once Misti got her black cat costume back, who was supposed to wear the new one? Me? I didn't think so. As Asha had told me, Lucy liked to use me as a swiss army knife. I didn't think she had any interest in turning me into a permanent pet, and on top of that, I didn't think I wanted to be one full time either. It was occasionally fun to help out, but I didn't have the profile to be a pet as good as the others.
I squeezed Oreo in my arms some more due to my febrility. For some reason, I never spent a lot of time with her in the past. She was an adorable black and white cat, and her black eye patch was just sweet. Outside her latex color, her mask was identical to Misti's.
Oreo was often the one ending up with a red collar around her neck, which meant she was either punished or needed rest. For some reason, she seemed the troublemaker of the group. Trixie also caused a lot of trouble, but she always seemed to find ways to get away with it.
But right now, Oreo was cuddly and calm even though she certainly would want to play with Misti as soon as she got back. Meanwhile, Vix was lying on top of Asha and Trixie, who quietly petted her.
And then, it happened. The loud door handle's noise startled all the pets, showing how alert they all were despite how quiet they were only a moment ago.
Oreo jumped off me and rushed to Lucy, and so did the three other pets. That was the meaning of my earlier thought when I said I didn't have the profile to be a good pet; I wasn't as spontaneous and naturally excited as them. Maybe if I were wearing a giant sloth costume it would fit my personality better... but still.
Right off the bat, Lucy scolded her pets, telling them to stand back before she let Misti in.
"Shoo! Shoo! Don't stand so close else you won't even be able to see anything. Come on, all of you, step back!"
Only half-listening, the petgirls walked back a bit, but they were still jumping in place.
"Alright, everybody. Let me introduce you to the new Misti!"
A small animal that we had never seen before shyly walked around Lucy and stepped in the lounge for us to admire. This must have been the loudest I ever been in my life, but I just had to let it out.
"... A CHEETAH! Awww..."
How incredibly adorable. It was another big cat like Asha. Her latex skin was of a beautiful tan color fading on a white chest and under-chin. A million little black spots covered her, and her face markings were just incredible. If she had been walking on her four, she would have looked like a real one; it was mind-blowing.
The other petgirls were probably in awe in the face of this new pet portrayed by Misti. Under normal circumstances, they would have jumped on her like a bunch of savages, but instead, they approached her slowly, carefully touching her with their paws. I could tell that they were in total admiration with the new costume, and for a solid reason, Elizabeth had created the most beautiful pet girl costume so far.
The next half hour has been really fun; Lucy and I helped Misti find the most cheetah-like poses, and she was very good at it. Her cat experience showed, but she was doing some new things that I had never seen her do before. We compared her sitting posture with cheetah pictures from the internet, and once corrected, we made Oreo the cat sit next to her to compare. I couldn't get over how real she looked.
After our fun, Lucy and I let Misti play with her friends while we were having a coffee. They all knew she was the same girl inside, but there was a sense of attractive novelty in the air.
"Lucy, I love the cheetah costume."
"It's amazing, yes. It's so much better than the picture Elizabeth had sent me. She is so talented."
"Why... Why did you... buy a new costume?"
"Hehe... Oh? Do you want to know if it was for you?"
"..."
"No, Clara. Don't worry. It's not for you. As you know, Apricot left not long ago, so I can't really use more than five pets at a time while two are resting. It's a bit too much to my liking. I know you can help from time to time, but I don't think you'd have something to gain in doing that full time as they do. You are more MY backup than theirs. Because of you, I'm able to take some time off without worrying about them. You are so good with the pets, Clara."
"So, you are going to hire someone else?"
"Possibly, yes... But it's hard... It took me over two years to put this little group together. Most of them came to me. It's an extraordinary job, you know. It's a lifestyle more than a job, and I would not hire someone who doesn't need to be a pet."
"Need?"
Her use of the word need surprised me. I knew Vix liked being a pet because she wanted to hide her scars. Trixie also said that she was a pet for a reason without going into details. But everybody had problems, so I never associated the fact that they were playing pets directly with their problems.
"Yes. Take Apricot for example. She was just a very nice client, but one day, her parents told her that they were moving to another city for work and that they would leave her behind until she finished her college degree. She must have been very close to them because she took it very badly and felt abandoned even though she was a grown adult."
"Awww..."
"No, Clara. It was not supposed to be a sad moment. Parents are just people, and they have to make the best decision for themselves. I think your parents are out of town too?"
"Yes, they moved out a while ago... It was too expensive here. But I decided to stay."
"See, you took it the right way, but Apricot didn't. So I decided to let her try to be a pet so she could escape her sadness for a while, but it was also a way to force her to spend time with people and listen to them. Apricot was incapable of listening. That was her main problem. While being a pet, she couldn't talk anymore, and listening was all she could do. It gave her an opportunity to understand that life is not all black or white just by hearing what people had to say without interrupting them."
"So... Apricot... Did she reconcile with her parents?"
"Yes. At some point, she restarted to call them and talked it over. And then, as you know, she decided to move back near them. She enjoyed her time as a pet with us, but she needed to move on. Her parents are just too important to her."
It was very rare that Lucy and I had an opportunity to talk like this. I had never really interacted with Apricot the doggy, but I was still sad when I heard about her departure from the café. Now that I had heard the full story, it made me understand how Lucy selected her pets and why I was probably not a good candidate to be a permanent one.
My life was not that great, but a lot of it was due to my communication disorder; it was the reason why I had a shit job and why my landlord had easily abused me with his incessant rent raises. But I was slowly improving, thanks to my rubber friends.
That said, Lucy was right. If I were to wear a pet costume all the time, it would take away my ability to talk, and then I wouldn't be able to work on my speech. It was preferable for me to stay out of costume and use the café as a safe zone to grow as a person.
Lost in my train of thought, I didn't see her coming...
"Aaaah! Misti!"
Our little rubber cheetah was getting tired of being touched and inspected by all the other pets, so she jumped on me to seek refuge. But of course, that didn't work, and all the other pets climbed on Lucy and me.
"Girls! GIRLS! Stop! Why do you always have to do this? Aaah! You are crushing me!"
I guess this marked the end of my quiet time with Lucy.
***
This fantastic day had drained me. As soon as I got in my small apartment, I let myself fall on top of the bed and recalled everything I went through today.
I had a quiet morning with Vix, and then we delivered some of my belongings to the Cakes & Pets where Misti ripped the tail off her butt, causing Lucy to rage. I had to console my friend before Lucy sent her on an impossible errand, and I called off work not to leave her alone with that task. And then we met the creator of pets, Elizabeth, and also that scary girl named Kitty. We came back to the café and witnessed the birth of a brand new amazing cheetah costume. Following that has been my inspiring chat with Lucy before we got swarmed by the pets. When did my life get this adventure-packed? Before I met them, I stayed home reading books most of the time while avoiding the world.
There was no one with me tonight. Lucy offered to let me bring a pet home, mainly because I went an extra length to help Misti today, but I didn't feel like it. I had more items to pack in anticipation of my move, and the pets were not good at that.
But it was not the truth...
My earlier conversation with Lucy made me think hard, and now I wanted to do something that I had not done in too long.
No... I NEEDED to do something...
It was something I had not done since the day I went to the café for the first time, months ago. Why was this burden on my shoulders only? I was not sure, but it didn't matter anymore. I could do this.
I instinctively dreaded this moment, and I wasn't entirely sure why. I felt that all the massive life progress I had made because of the animal café would help me go through this. I would finally be able to show that I was as good as everybody else, that I could make friends, that I could be useful, and that I could love and be loved... and that I deserved all of it.
I had convinced myself that what I was about to do, this time, would be different... better... I was certain of it.
After pulling out my smartphone from my pocket, I dialed one of the rare numbers saved in my favorites. It didn't take long before a familiar voice answered.
"Hello?"
"... Mom? It's Clara!"
"Claraaa! You didn't call in a long time."
It started as it always did; with a reprimand and a spike of anxiety. But this time, I could do this...
I could make things better... show her...
"... I'm... I'm calling now."
"I see that. Is there something wrong?"
"... N... No, mom... nothing is wrong, I just..."
"Oh, okay. So how are you doing? Are you still wasting your time working for that awful company?"
"... No... I mean... yes... but... Listen, I..."
"I told you Clara! You have to listen to me. You have to find something else. What will you do when you are older and want kids? You need to find a place that at least offers a pension plan. It's important."
"... I... Mom... I..."
"You know I'm right, of course. Oh, unless you started dating a rich boy?"
"... N... no... mom... listen..."
"Of course, you didn't. A mom can dream, right? But you know that you have to find someone eventually, right? You cannot spend your whole life alone. I told you a million times. You have to stop being this shy around people. You have to go out more and practice what the doctors told you, else you'll never have a normal life."
My throat clamped shut... My lungs shrank... my anxiety skyrocketed... I wanted to talk... I wanted to talk to my mom. Why would she not listen to me? Why?
"..."
"Just take a deep breath, then smile, then listen to what people are saying, then think before saying something... You remember that, right?"
"..."
"See, if you don't talk, it makes you look awkward, and nobody will want to be around you. You have to start acting like an adult at some point, Clara, or else you're going to end up alone and miserable for the rest of your life. If you were putting some effort into it, your father and I would have something to be proud of, but if you keep locking yourself up in your tiny apartment, you are never going to be able to talk like a normal person. What you are doing is not normal, Clara. You know that."
"..."
What was I thinking?
What did I expect from this call?
There was nothing else I could do about it now. My vocal cords lost all strength, my eyes welled up, my hands were shaking, I couldn't breathe. I called because I wanted to tell my mom about me. Good things. But I was, once again, easily overpowered by her who plowed through me using the power of words; a power I didn't possess. Why did I even think I was better at talking? Why did I think I had made progress? My heart rate spiked, the blood rammed into my eardrums, my lungs shrank even more. I was taking damages during this call as it was so often the case.
More than ever before, I regretted not having brought back a pet home with me tonight. I wanted to hold one right now; hold it so tight to feel safe, to feel better...
To feel loved...
My mother took my whole life apart and criticized every piece of it, leaving me with a feeling of worthlessness. She reminded me of how fucked up I was and how hopeless my future was. At first, I almost thought she was wrong about me, but her endless stream of arguments shattered the perception I had constructed of my new life.
The café... The pets... The progress I had made...
No... The progress I thought I had made.
All of this was just an illusion.
This phone call was proof. I wasn't any better at talking... I couldn't even communicate with my own mother or make her believe I was normal.
What did I think? WHAT DID I THINK?
A twenty-four years old girl calling her mom to tell her that she finally made a friend? How ridiculous. Telling her that I was working part-time at a café where girls liked dressing up as pets? How disconnected from reality could I have been? Telling her that I was good at talking with people who couldn't respond to me? Talk about a weak accomplishment.
The world around me was filled with normal people. People who could get friends with a snap of a finger. People who could date other people whenever they felt like it. People who could sleep with each other without wondering if the other person actually cared about them. People who could jump in and out of conversations as they pleased. People who didn't have self-confidence issues. Successful people wearing suits and ties who understood how human interactions worked.
I was none of that. I was the mere residue at the bottom of a cup of coffee poorly filtered. There was a very good reason why I had been alone all my life.
It was better that way.
When I was isolated, there was no illusion. My only obligation was to accept it.
After my mother ended this relentless reality check about my real worth or lack of, I looked around me... half of my stuff was already gone... I had told my landlord I was leaving... and I didn't want to move to the penthouse anymore with the pet. I had made a huge mistake thinking it was right to accept it.
I would no longer feed this illusion that my life could get better. With this communication disorder impeding my life, preventing me from having a normal relationship with my own mother, I knew my future would just be a neverending uphill battle that I would never win. Dreaming of good things would only end up hurting me more.
Getting closer to the pets would eventually come back and demolish me. Their love would demolish me the same way my mother's love demolished me.
This feeling wasn't something I was equipped to handle.
I had been tricked into thinking that good things could happen to me... but all of this, the café, the pets, my friends, my speech improvement... It was now clear that all of it had just been a pleasant dream that had turned into a nightmare.
A lie!
***
"Clara? Oh my God! CLARA! Quick Misti! Call Lucy! Tell her to come here right away!"
"A... Asha! What... What is wrong with Clara? Why... why is she not moving?"
"I don't know! Call Lucy, HURRY!"
***
I was cold...
I was warm...
What happened to me? I felt so numb...
I wanted to wake up...
No...
I didn't want to wake up...
But...
This voice... Why was it calling me?
Nobody needed me... So why was it calling me?
This was abnormal... Nobody cared about me...
But this voice... I could hear it... Insisting...
I... I knew this voice...
I wanted to go toward it... I wanted to answer...
***
"Aaaah!"
"Hey, hey! Don't move... You are okay. You're okay. Shhh."
"..."
"Don't worry, Clara. You are safe here. We are at the hospital."
My head hurt, my whole body felt poisoned, and I was nauseous. The room was all white, so was the bed on which my body rested. Sitting next to me, Lucy applied a cold compress to my forehead.
I tried to open my mouth, not too sure why since I had nothing to say...
"Shhh... Don't try speaking. It is unnecessary."
"..."
"That's right... It's just you and me here. No pets, no friends, no parents, no boss... Just you and me. And we are going to have a long chat about what happened to you."
Rolling my head to the side to look away from her, I knew exactly what had happened to me. How could she know? I messed up big time, and it was on me and on me alone. She probably just wanted to tell me how I ended up at the hospital; I didn't remember that part.
"It's okay, Clara. You don't have to look at me. Just listen to what I have to say. That's all you have to do. Then you can decide what you want to do after because you can."
"..."
"Where to start? So, you didn't show up at the café for five days in a row. Knowing that you had to move out soon and still had stuff to bring to the café, we were getting pretty worried. You weren't answering your phone either. So I sent Asha and Misti to check on you after their shift. Asha still had the key to your apartment from that time you had to rush out to work.
Since you weren't opening your door, they let themselves in and found you in a very weakened state on your bed. In a panic, they called me, and I checked on you. It didn't take me long to find out that you had not been eating or drinking for the past few days. You were white as an aspirin. We called the ambulance to bring you here.
I was curious about this. It reminded me of something I had experienced myself a long while ago. So I investigated your case. We went into your phone, good things many of the pets had memorized your pin, and I found all the answers I needed.
I'm not going to pretend that you still have a job. Your boss fired you after two days, not showing up to work or answering your phone. Don't worry, I called him back and made sure he would pay you the balance of what he owes you, and I'll help you fill up your unemployment forms. I don't want you to go back there, ever.



But then it got more interesting, Clara. On the evening of your last visit at the café, you didn't want to take a pet home, which was unlike you. That got me curious. So I checked your call logs, and on the same night, you called your mother. An hour-long call."
No! No! No! I didn't want to hear about that! I wanted Lucy to stop talking! I didn't want to talk about relationships anymore. I didn't want anything else. I just wanted to isolate myself; hide from everybody and forever.
"Stop, Clara... Stay down! I'm going to talk about this, whether you want it or not. Don't make it more difficult than it is. It's already painful enough as it is."
"..."
"I know you can't talk right now, Clara... and you know what? It's not your fault. I understand why it's so hard for you to talk."
"..."
"There... calm... calm! Don't fight me, okay? Just listen to what I have to say."
"..."
"Clara, I called your mother. I just said you put her name as a reference for a job you applied to, and she was overjoyed to tell me all about you, long and large. But it only took me thirty seconds to realize what kind of character she was.
So, you know what I think happened, Clara? I think you love your mother more than anything else in this world. But when I talked to her, I realized that she doesn't love you at all. She doesn't care one single bit about you, or at the very least, she doesn't know how. She went on and on and on about who you were and what your dreams and ambitions were... But not a single word of what she said about you was accurate. I know you, Clara, and the pets know you very well too, and what your mother had described to me was the child she would have liked to have... not the one she actually had. There was no love in her voice, just disappointment because you didn't fit what she wanted you to be. Yet, you wanted to love her as much as you could. And more importantly, you wanted her to love you back a thousand times more."
"... Bwaaaah! Baaaah! Moooom! Moooom!"
"It's okay, Clara... You have a million reasons to cry right now. Let it all out... I bet you'll cry for weeks to come. She broke you badly, so badly, and it's very sad.
Do you know why it hurt so much this time? Why, when you called her, your world crumbled down to dust, and there was nothing you could do to stop this from happening? I'm going to tell you, Clara, and you will believe every word I'm going to say because you will know deep down into your heart that I'm right.
One day, you showed up at the café. What brought you there? It was that little voice inside of you, wishing to do something for yourself for the first time. Not just what your mother had told you to do. You and only you decided to visit us.
And when you got in, you were terrified. Terrified that everything your mother had told you about this world would be true. Terrified that you were making a big mistake. Yet, when I pulled you inside and forced you to interact with the pets, you fell in love. Vix, Meeka, Misti, Oreo, Trixie, Asha, Apricot, Accalia. You fell madly in love with them all, Clara. And guess what? They genuinely returned as much love to you. They became your real friends. And you felt it so intensely inside your little heart. You felt true love for the first time. A love you had never received before.
From that point on, your life skyrocketed toward something amazing. Everything was possible. You believed in something greater than yourself. You trusted people like never before. For once, you were not wrong about anything. Everything was right."
"BWAAAAH AAHH! BAAHAAAAH!"
"That's okay, Clara. Cry... Cry as much as you can. You HAVE to... Do it for yourself and for your friends.
I checked your call logs, Clara... I saw that you hadn't called your mother a single time since you started visiting the café months ago and she didn't call you once either. You knew what was going to happen if you did call her. You knew it, didn't you? You knew your mom would smash your happiness to pieces because you are not who she wants you to be. You feared that moment.
And the other day, when you finally decided to call her to share how much better your life got... How much happier you were... She shot you down. You were flying higher than ever before in your whole life... and she just shot you down so that she could keep pushing her twisted vision of the world on you again. Instead of flying with you as a loving parent, she shot you down like a duck.
You were flying so high that the fall was long, and the fall was way too hard to break. It demolished you. It demolished your mind.
Clara, you had a major mental breakdown... because you understood for the first time in your life... Your mother doesn't love you, and probably never will, no matter how hard you try to make it happen."
"BWAAAAAH! BHHAAAAH! LUCY! LUCYYYY!"
"Come here, Clara. Come here and let me take you in your arms. I love you. I love you so much, Clara. Choose me over your mother. Choose all the petgirls over your mother. We will help you. We will support you. We will love you as hard as you let us. You didn't dream any of it. The animal café is real, and it is where you belong. We are all here for you. We need you to be the real Clara. The one who has a huge heart and who would do anything for her friends. Our love for you is real. Choose love, Clara. For your sake, you have to!"
I heavily threw my whole body into Lucy's arms and gripped her shirt as hard as I could. With my face pressed in her chest, I screamed as much as my lungs allowed me to. The pain was unbearable. Every single word she spoke was true. She nailed it. Using brute force and hurtful words, she extracted the truth from my guts and put it in front of my eyes for me to see.
It hurt so much. Why did my mother have to be like this? Why couldn't she love me? What have I ever done to her to deserve this rejection? What did I do that was so terrible not to deserve her love?
It hurt! It hurt so much!
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Water. I loved the water so much, I always did.
When I was a little girl, my parents took me to the beach during our summer vacation. It was very special because we didn't live anywhere near one, so I was very excited to go there. The weather was perfect, and the overall experience was outstanding. For the first time in my life, I got to swim in the salty ocean.
For seven days straight, this vacation solidified my passion for swimming. At the time, I thought that there were villages and castles inhabited by water creatures at the bottom of the ocean, and that I would have been able to visit them one day. That was just my silly kid imagination, of course.
But on the last day of this trip, something happened. My parents had allowed me to go swimming one last time before leaving, so I didn't waste any time putting on my swimsuit and rush to the water.
Carelessly, after jumping over the first few waves unsuccessfully, I dove not so graciously in what I thought was a deeper part, but instead of sinking, I hit a lady that I had not noticed.
"Owww..."
"... I'm sorry! I'm sorry, lady! I didn't see you! Are... are you okay?"
"Haha... Yes. I didn't see you either, little one."
"..."
She was so pretty. Her long blonde hair and big blue eyes were incredible, and her smile was radiant. Her bikini top was all colorful and frilly. Since I was a creative kid, the only thing I could think of was that she was a...
"... Are you... a mermaid?"
"A mermaid? Hahaha. What makes you think I am a mermaid?"
"You are super pretty."
"Awww... Thanks! Then, yes. I guess I'm a mermaid. I swam to the beach from my underwater castle because I was curious about humans and wanted to meet people like you. What is your name?"
"Noemi... You?"
"Mmmm... I'm Aurora! Alright, Noemi. I can't stick around too long, or else people are going to see me. Here, take this seashell. It's magical. Make a necklace out of it. It will bring you happiness. See you, Noemi."
"Thanks! Byyye, Auroraaa!"
After the mermaid swam away, I immediately ran back home to tell my parents, who happily played along with that children's story. My mother helped me make a necklace with the seashell, which concluded our fantastic vacation at the beach.
Of course, now that I was in my twenties, I knew that the woman was not a real mermaid, and probably her name wasn't Aurora either, but I had believed it for so long, and in some way, this encounter had shaped a good chunk of my childhood.
Unfortunately, today, I still didn't live near a beach, but I got a nice house a bit out of the city and had a pool installed last year. It was a huge one, the biggest I could afford and could fit in my backyard. It was very deep, large, and long, and the way it was positioned, no neighbors could see in it.
Pretty much every single day, when I came back from work, I dove in it and let myself sink all the way to the bottom, using a small weight belt. Because I was doing it so often, I could stay down there for minutes before needing to go back to the surface.
It was my favorite way to relax and enjoy life.
As an adult, my creativity had not vanished, though; if one thing, it had soared. I knew what I liked and wasn't shy to try what I knew would make me happy. And since I was no longer a kid, sexuality was definitely included in this lifestyle.
I had a plan for this upcoming weekend. It was something I had done several times before but never got tired of.
For the next couple of days, I would be a real mermaid!
Immediately after work on Friday, I rushed back home and started prepping my little adventure. Since this was my countless run at doing this there was nothing special to prepare, which allowed me to jump into the fun right away instead of testing and adjusting my ideas.
The first thing I did was to strip naked. Mermaids didn't need clothes after all. Unfortunately, it included the beloved shell necklace that the real mermaid had given me back when I was a kid. I carefully placed it on the dresser; if I were to lose it, I would be forever sad.
Because of all that time I spent swimming, my body became very athletic, too much. I had those visible abs that I didn't like, but no matter how much I ate, they would just not go away. Contrary to all my friends, I would have wanted to have a bit more fat on me. Ah well, not much I could do about it since I would never abandon swimming.
I took off all my jewelry and ruffled my short brown hair, another thing I wasn't entirely satisfied with. It had crossed my mind more than once to dye it a different color, but it was not an easy decision because of my job at the lawyer firm. I was not a lawyer myself, but I knew my company cared about its image. They would allow me to wear whatever color I wanted, but I preferred not to.
Now that I was naked as a worm with abs, I reached the first drawer of my dresser and pulled out one of my favorite toys; it was a little butterfly waterproof vibrator, the best I had ever found. I even bought two spares in case this one would break. Spending the rest of my life without this specific sex toy would be so sad. It was clinging so perfectly to my pussy, and the straps didn't feel awkward at all. Yes, I had convinced myself that this little toy had been created specifically for me. The way it was stimulating my G spot and grabbing my clit always sent me to paradise and beyond. There was no wire either since it was remotely controlled by wifi.
I quickly put it on, inserting the short phallus inside me and adjusting the straps to my liking. Following that, a pair of latex panties secured it in place, guaranteeing that it wouldn't move even when I go swimming later.
Latex was something I had learned to like quite a bit over the years, and I was not referring to the swim caps. It was undoubtedly unoriginal, but black was the color I preferred for my kinky garments. It was quite strange because, in general, I was a pretty colorful person, so perhaps choosing this classic deviant color was born from a desire to escape my usual self.
Now that my glossy panties were on, the next thing I needed was in my closet. When I slid the door open, a nice latex whiff reached my nose. The outfit I pulled out was going to transform me into something sensual and delicious. It was a black latex leotard with long sleeves and an attached hood; there were no legs or hands.
I unzipped the back and stepped in it. With this extra layer of latex between my legs, that butterfly vibrator was not going anywhere anytime soon. Once my arms were in the long sleeves, I flipped the hood over my face and aligned the eyes and mouth before zipping everything back up.
Happy with what I was becoming, I returned to my drawer to grab a small padlock. Without overthinking and not even knowing where the key was, I locked my rear zipper, turning myself into a latex prisoner. A quick look at the mirror made my lower belly feel quite good. I was one sexy rubber chick, and as a bonus, I couldn't see my stupid abs anymore; this was the best of ways to hide them.
I retrieved the remaining two items I needed from the closet and placed them on the bed. That was usually when I took a moment to do some introspection. Some days I thought I was cool, and others, I thought I was weird, but in the end, I always choose pleasure over worries. My latex adventures were something I loved to do, and I would do it for as long as I could.
The first item was a big mermaid tail made of robust black rubber. It was custom made, so it fitted like a glove; I would put it on a bit later. There was no doubt that my encounter with a real mermaid when I was a kid had shaped this fantasy. I never managed to walk away from my desire to become one and visit the underwater world. This thought always made me feel happy and alive, so it was not something I could just repress; it was an important part of my life.
The second item was somewhat newer, but I had already fallen in love with it, and that was a good thing considering guilt ravaged my guts due to the price I had paid for it. In a few minutes, though, this wouldn't be a thought anymore. The pleasure would quickly overtake any negative feelings I could have had about it.
I called it the mermaid hood. The easiest way to describe it would be to say it was a full latex hood mixed with a snorkeling mask. The face was all black except for a visor at the eye level. The front part would be sealed around my face so no water could go in and drown me, and it would allow me to breathe normally for a short period while underwater. The rubber would cover the rest of my head and would zip securely at the back.
Now, for the funny part, there was a short snorkel tube at the top for when I need fresh air, and the sides of the mask were decorated with mermaid rubber fins that served no purpose. It would make me look like one strange fish, but I loved the idea.
Without waiting any longer, I put the hood on and zipped it. It was always tighter than I remembered, but I knew that it wouldn't bug me anymore in a few minutes. I could wear that thing for days in a row without being annoyed.
I grabbed another small padlock from my kink drawer and locked the hood in place.
"Mmm..."
Once again, I had no idea where the key was, and I didn't care one bit about that. I had no way of removing the hood, and it felt so good. The temptation to lie down on the bed and play with myself was great, but I resisted. Those sexual waves assaulting me were just a good sign that I was doing good things to myself.
I tossed my mermaid tail onto my shoulder and left my room.
My pool was so big and awesome. I had no backyard because of it, but swimming was definitely more fun than cutting grass or talking to flowers. There were a few chairs on the concrete patio, so I picked one to drop my latex butt onto it. I needed to sit down to complete my costume.
My mermaid tail didn't have a zipper, and the entry hole seemed way too small for me to squeeze my legs in. There was no secret to it; I had to work hard every time I wanted to put it on. The latex was thick and didn't stretch easily.
A little bit of lubricant helped, though. I didn't want to abuse that resource not to turn my pool into a small scale Deepwater Horizon, but I would get too frustrated without it. I just wanted to be in the water sooner rather than later; it was too warm outside.
Slowly but surely, the tail went up, nicely keeping my legs together. Nobody could tell, but inside the tail were two sleeves for my feet and legs with some padding between the two to prevent bone on bone discomfort. This tail was by far the most comfortable fetish gear I owned, and once it was on, it felt real.
The hips were always problematic, but I had a pretty good technique due to my regular practice. As soon as I passed that womanly obstacle, the tail's waistband wrapped snugly around my waist.
"Aaaah! About time. My hands are on fire, and I'm melting in that suit."
Hearing my own muffled voice reminded me that my snorkeling latex hood was way too comfortable, and I had already forgotten I was wearing it. It was always the same... I enjoyed this set up a bit too much.
At last, it was time to do what I loved the most... Swimming!
I carefully lowered myself on the patio and butt-walked toward the pool in a way not to damage my beautiful black mermaid tail, and as soon as I reached the edge of the pool, I let myself tumble in it.
"Weee!"
SPLASH!
FINALLY! The water immediately cooled my suit down after having been overheated by the afternoon sun. With a good tail whip, I propelled myself toward the depth.
There was nothing like it. Since I had learned to swim with a tail, I could fly around the pool like a torpedo; at least, that was how it felt like. Because of the mask, I would be able to stay underwater for a bit longer before having to resurface to get fresh air.
Once more, I had become one of those underwater creatures I had dreamt of when I was a kid. Feeling that freedom of being able to twist and turn in every way possible was such a joyful moment. Water gave me this agility that I loved so much; there was nothing like it short of spacewalking, not that I had ever tried that.
After a few minutes of this, I knew I had to complete my little plan. I dove deeper in the blue pool to reach a very special place... my little castle.
In the farthest and deepest corner of my giant pool, I had built a small cabin that was about six feet by four feet. It took me a long time to develop a design that worked, but this one had proved to be reliable.
It was standing on four legs that were held at the bottom by heavyweights, creating a space under the house, just big enough for me to swim under and reach a small floor trap that I pushed open with my hand.
When I poked my head through it, there was no water; the whole room was filled with breathable air. This idea came to me when I pushed a glass upside down in the kitchen sink while doing the dishes. The air pressure inside the glass prevented the water from going in.
I pulled myself inside the underwater room and sat on the inflatable rubber mattress. This place was my favorite place in the entire world. I had decorated it using an underwater theme. I had pictures of fish, lobsters, starfish, seashells, etc. I reached the ceiling with my hand and turned on the battery-powered blacklight that turned everything purple and blue. I had even added a small window that allowed me to keep an eye on potential sharks or to guess what time of the day it was.
As small as it was, this was the underwater castle that I loved so very much. It was my childhood dream that I had turned into reality. Nobody could see me right now, but I was smiling like a mad girl. There were no words to describe what I felt when I was here, in my perfect quiet world.
But, as usual, I had something else to do that I didn't want to delay. From a corner, I picked up a small weight belt and wrapped it snugly around my waist before locking it with a small padlock to which I didn't have the key; this belt wasn't going anywhere anytime soon. It would help me feel gravityless when swimming around; the downside of rubber was that it tended to float.
The final touch was a long thin chain piled up in a corner. One end was solidly bolted to the wall, and a small metal collar was attached to the other. Not second-guessing myself, I closed the collar around my neck.
Click!
"Mmmm! Done!"
I had completed my setup. The chain was long enough to allow me to swim around the pool, reach the surface if I wanted to, and even sit on the edge to get a sunbath, but it would certainly not be long enough for me to go back into the house.
Since I didn't have the key for any of my now locked gears, there was absolutely nothing I could do to get out of this self-made predicament. I was a rubber mermaid living in the ocean with no ability to live on the surface anymore. It was grandiose.
For the next hour or so, I returned to the pool to swim and have fun. The chain was light enough not to impact my swimming, but it occasionally got tangled around my tail; nothing a good leg kick couldn't fix. I could surface as much as I wanted to get more air or simply go back to my underwater castle for a break. This was so enjoyable.
"Aaaaah!"
And this was even more enjoyable since I had totally forgotten that between my legs was a nasty little butterfly vibrator, and it turned on without warning before turning off a few seconds later; I knew what it meant.
I quickly swam back to my underwater castle and entered it. After pulling the chain all the way inside my room, I closed the trap. And then I pressed my nose on the small window.
Something pierced the surface of the water, causing it to foam up. It was a beautiful naked girl who had just dove into the pool. She gracefully swam toward my small home and disappeared under it. I heard a little noise, and then she swam away just to pull herself out of the pool and disappear as quickly as she had appeared.
I smiled again. It was always the same on Friday evenings. I would turn into a mermaid and end up being a prisoner of my castle.
It was useless to try, but I attempted to open the trap anyway. As expected, it had been locked from the outside, and there was nothing I could do to open it.
I laid down comfortably on the inflatable rubber mattress and rested my head on the small pillow, happy to be a mermaid in need of a rescue.
"Aaaaanh! Aaaaanh! Mmm!"
And it started. My vibrator turned back on and attacked my clit and G spot with full power, and there was nothing I could do to prevent it.
"Hmmm... Aaanh! She... she is in a good mood today... aAAAah!"
***
A few orgasms later, my little robotic friend had finally ceased its carnage on my brain and pussy, and I managed to fall asleep for a well-deserved nap.
When I was a mermaid stuck in my mini-castle, my dreams were always interesting; it might have had something to do with the quietness of my environment. There was no traffic noise, no smartphone notifications, no nothing.
This time around, I dreamt about this blonde mermaid I had met at the beach when I was a kid. After meeting with her, we swam together in the vast ocean, playing with fish and turtles, and visiting all kinds of fantastic places like reefs and sunken pirate boats. It was a dream, so it didn't make much sense, but still, it made me happy.
My encounter with that pretty blonde girl probably had more impact on my life than I had suspected. Not only it had turned me into a mermaid lover, but I also suspected that she had been the reason why I was into women now.
Talking about women... The rattle of the trap being unlocked pulled me out of my half-sleeping state. As I slowly opened my eyes, the trap flipped open, and a pretty blonde girl with blue eyes popped her head through the hole.
No, it wasn't the mermaid I had seen when I was a kid, but close. This one was my beloved girlfriend, who had entirely accepted my irrational love for mermaid play.
"Hi, Noemi!"
"Mmm!"
"Did I wake up my little mermaid? It's dinner time. Here, I brought the food."
She tossed a plastic bag sealed shut with a rubber band in the corner and pushed herself up inside my home before closing the floor trap behind her.
Her amazing smile always comforted me in my choice of kinks. Instead of saying I was sick in the head or weird, she genuinely displayed how much she loved what I was doing and how much she wanted to play along with me.
My girlfriend loved swimming too, which had been a huge plus. It allowed us to do those amusing scenarios underwater in a very natural way.
"So, you forgot to turn on the air pump again. I had to do it for you. Now you get some fresh air in your little castle. Don't forget, next time, okay? Here, turn around. I'm going to take off your hood so we can eat. I'm starving."
"Sorry... okay."
It was not the first time I had forgotten to do that. There was a little electric pump near the patio that, once turned on, would gently push fresh air to my underwater house. Maybe I always forgot about it because I knew my girlfriend would do it for me as soon as she got back home from work.
She reached behind my head with a little key and unlocked my hood. After she unzipped it, she pulled the mask off my face, and before I could say a single word, she leaned forward to kiss me.
"Mmm... I missed you so much."
"Hehe, you came here yesterday, remember?"
"I know. I was referring to my little mermaid."
"Oh... Right."
She laid down on top of me, and we made out tenderly without counting the time; underwater, the time was irrelevant. I ran my hands on her naked body and dug my nails in her lower back.
"Aaah! My mermaid is a bit aggressive today. Wait, I brought something else for you."



"Oh?"
"Yes, your mermaid hands."
"Ah, really? Before eating?"
Without questioning any further, I presented my hands to her after she retrieved two funny looking gloves from the plastic bag. Those were part of my costume, but I couldn't put them on by myself.
"Come on... In, they go!"
I pushed my right hand inside the thick rubber mitt, which had for effect to take away my ability to use my fingers. It would also prevent me from getting pruney fingers. My girlfriend just thought that taking away my freedom was hot.
My other hand received the same treatment. More than ever, I was at her mercy. Not wasting time, she pushed me back on the mattress to enjoy my irresistible rubber body. Sure, my crotch was unreachable, so was the faith of a mermaid, but she had plenty of fun kissing my belly and boobs through my thin latex skin.
On her side, being naked meant that she had no limitation. For a bit, she let me lick her bare breast and nipples, and then she pressed her smooth shaved pussy on my mouth, forcing me to pleasure her with my tongue.
A mere two years ago, I was still looking for a suitable male in my life, but I just couldn't figure out what I wanted. One night, I went to a club and became friends with this girl, and we had a lot of fun, but at the end of the evening, she had drunk a bit too much, and I brought her back home for the night. At the time, I only had a one-bedroom apartment, so we slept side by side in my bed, but when we woke up the next morning, we were in each other's arms, and it felt so right. That was when a deeper questioning began.
I discussed my feelings with her, and hers were curiously well aligned. It was not easy, but we decided to make love, probably thinking we just wanted to explore... but it was much more than that. It was a brute love that forced us to admit that we just couldn't stay away from each other.
And today, while she rubbed her crotch on my face, it was just another confirmation that we were made for each other.
"Aaaah! Noemi... You are always so good at it. Alright... Let's have our diner before it's too late."
"Mmm... Bring your clit back here... you are my meal!"
"Haha! Aaaah! No! Stop!"
There wasn't much I could do to hold her on me with those mermaid encased hands, so she managed to get away this time. She pulled a plastic container out of the bag and sat next to me. Like every Friday night, she had to spoon-feed me, so I didn't have to stop being a mermaid.
***
"Aaaah! That was so good. Thanks!"
"Hehe. I got it from a Chinese restaurant. I can't take credit for it. Let's put your hood back on now, I want to go swim with you."
"Yay! Swimming!"
Before I knew it, my mermaid mask was back on and safely locked in place. As soon as she opened the floor trap, I plunged headfirst into it and swam away as far as my chained collar allowed me to. When I looked behind me, she was already at the surface to get some air. Humans needed to breathe more than I did.
I sneakily reached behind her and wrapped my arms around her waist, which made her scream.
"Heeeaaa! Crazy mermaid! You scared me."
"Hehe."
Dragging her underwater was fun, and there was not much she could do against me since I was a much better swimmer than she was. I had the tail advantage.
I pushed her all the way to the bottom and laid on top of her. Her long blonde hair floating around made her look like a beautiful sea anemone. We didn't have much time before she ran out of air, but it was okay. This was just us playing around, fondling each other to express our love. Her generous breast was so fun to massage, even with my rubber mitts on.
The next hour was just the best. Combining the two things I loved the most, being a mermaid and playing with my girlfriend, provided me with a sense of satiety that was incomparable to anything else. When she pulled on my tail was also a joyful moment even though mermaids couldn't swim well backward.
But all good things had to come to an end, and my girlfriend pushed herself out of the pool. I quickly reached the edge and looked at her while she caressed my face.
"Hehe. You are so sexy. I'm done for now. I have to go do the groceries, but I'll be back later before I go to bed. Go have fun."
"Are you sleeping with me tonight?"
"Mmm... I don't know. We will see."
"Okay... I love you."
"I love you too, little fishie."
"Pfff... I'm no fishie..."
I turned around and splashed her with a good tail whip.
"Aaaah! You shouldn't have done that. You are looking for trouble!"
"Hehe..."
I dove underwater and disappeared, happy with myself.
***
As the evening dragged out, I rested on my comfy mattress in my castle and watched the pool lighting being turned on by the timer. Seeing the water glowing as the sky darkened was something magical.
"Aaaanh!"
My butterfly vibrator startled me. Why was it so darn efficient? Even shifting my legs didn't come close to help. I tried rubbing my crotch using my mitts, but it was pointless; the mermaid tail was really doing a good job at preventing me from doing something about it.
And then I heard a big splash. I could see my girlfriend swimming my way through the window. A few seconds later, the floor trap opened, and her head emerged just long enough to ask me to join her.
"Come with me, little mermaid!"
"Mmmm... aaah... Can... Can you turn the vibrator off first?"
"Nope... You just had not to splash me with your tail earlier. That will teach you. Now come swim with me before we go to bed."
"Aaaanh... O... okay."
Without arguing any further, I dumped the bundle of chain down the trap and followed it. Two or three tail swings later, I easily caught up with her. She immediately wrapped her naked body around my rubbery one.
"Hi, mermaid!"
"Hi!"
"I should have taken your mask off... I want to kiss you!"
"Mmm... I'm the turned-on one... This vibrator is way too efficient."
"Are you going to cum?"
"Mmm... I'm fighting it."
We both flipped on our backs to do some stargazing. It was not easy for me to see the stars through my wet visor, but I was with my lovable girlfriend, so it didn't matter too much. I could see the moon at least, a big white ball of awesomeness.
My girlfriend gently floated around pointing her feet in the opposite direction than mine. She held us together, cheek against cheek, using her hand. This was so romantic.
"I love you, Noemi!"
"Hmmm... I love... aaaah! I love you too."
"The vibrator still feels good?"
"Hmmm... What do you think? Yes!"
"We are lucky to have each other. You are the least boring girlfriend I ever had."
"Aaanh..."
"I'm going to keep you as a mermaid all weekend."
"A... again?"
"Yes! I love it too much... and I know you love it too."
"Aaaanh aah... I'm... I'm about to... I'm about to... AAAAAH!"
"Hehehe! Silly... Stop cumming! You'll make us sink!"
As if it was easy! I came so hard that I almost blacked out from it. Trying to float at the same time was nearly impossible, and being teased by her didn't help.
It was hard to recover from an orgasm while having a toy buzzing my clit and G spot relentlessly. Exploding again was just a matter of time.
"Haaa haaa!"
"Shhh... Be quiet... Hey, you know what. We should go swimming in the ocean again this year. Would you like that?"
"Y... yes... aaah!"
"This time, we will bring your mermaid suit, and we will rent a little hut on the beach so we can go swimming at night."
"Mmmh! That would be nice ..."
"Maybe you'll see your mermaid friend again... the one you met when you were a kid."
This was why I loved her so much. Of course, I told her all about my encounter with the sea creature when I was a kid, of course, she knew it was not a real mermaid, of course, she knew I would never meet that woman again... yet, she let me believe it was all true because it kept me happy.
"I... I'm close again..."
"I know we will meet her again, Noemi... Would you like to know why?"
"Aaaanh! Aaah! Y... yes... Aaaanh!"
"Because mermaids are real! There are no doubts in my mind that you are a real one. Did you know that every time you turn into one, I'm wearing your special shell necklace, so I keep thinking about you?"
"Aaaah! I'm... I'm cummiiing agaiiin! Aaaaah!"
It was too much... Too much sexual stimulation... Too much love. While my body convulsed uncontrollably, I sank like a rock. I could hear my girlfriend laughing at the same time. She sure loved toying with her mermaid.
My butt reached the bottom of the pool, but I wasn't done cumming yet. If she didn't turn off that vibrator soon, I would undoubtedly drown.
I felt a yank on my collar. As I opened my eyes, I saw her, hands wrapped around my chain, pulling me toward the underwater castle. She wanted something from me, and I didn't have any willpower to resist.
Once inside the room, she unlocked my rubber mask and peeled off my burning face.
"Aaaanh! Turn... Turn it off... Please!"
"No! My smartphone is in the house, and I want to make love to you right now. Make me cum hard, and I might consider turning it off."
"That's... That's not fair... AAaanh!"
Leaning her back against the wall, she opened her legs to give me full access to her perfect crotch. With no way out of this, I submissively crawled to her, wrapped my rubber mitts around her hips, and got to work.
Her pussy was seriously perfect. Her hair was gone forever, she had a few small piercings on her pussy lips, and her clit was just the perfect size for me to lick and suck on.
"Oooh... You are so good at it. Aaaah!"
"Mmmh! You are so delicious. I can't believe I thought I wanted to be with a guy before."
"Aaah! You... you are mine. You will never date another person... okay? Aaaaanh!"
"Okay! Hehe."
The good thing about licking her is that it took my mind off the raging vibrator. It was there, it was working, but I was too distracted to focus on it. I could eat my girlfriend for hours in a row without getting tired.
Our lovemaking session lasted for a long time. She came hard multiple times, and so did I. Her words alone pushed me to the edge. I couldn't believe how much she loved me and how much I was ready to accept that love.
She decided to spend the night in the underwater house with me, so she quickly did a roundtrip to the house to turn off my evil vibrator. When she came back, we just cuddled amorously. There was plenty of room for the two of us here to spend the night together.
***
When I woke up the next morning, I was alone, without my mask, and couldn't leave my castle due to the locked trap. My girlfriend had probably woken up early and went to cook us some delicious breakfast.
There wasn't much to do when I was stuck inside here, but I didn't mind. Whether or not the trap was locked, I liked spending a lot of time relaxing on my mattress while looking through the window. It would have been nice to have some fish in the pool, but my girlfriend said she didn't want anything slimy swimming around her and entering her vagina to lay eggs in her uterus. Perhaps one day, if I won the lottery, I would build a huge personal pool and fill it with seawater and big fish. It would become my own little queendom.
Dreaming wasn't expensive.
And then, the expected splash. My girlfriend headed my way, and I could smell the warm muffins already.
I heard the trap rattling before it flipped open.
"Morning, sexy mermaid."
"Hehe. I'm so hungry! Give me that bag!"
"Noemi... You don't have fingers..."
"I can rip it open with my teeth!"
"Silly mermaid!"
In no time, she laid the breakfast in front of us. She even removed my mitts so I could eat by myself. This hot coffee from the thermos and those french toast were just delicious. Despite all the good food she made me eat, I surprisingly wasn't losing my abs.
"So, what do you want to do today, Noemi?"
"I'm not sure... You said you wanted to keep me as a mermaid all weekend."
"Oh... I guess I was not that serious about it, but if that's what you want..."
"You know I don't mind spending the whole weekend here. But if you want to do something else, I'm fine with it too."
"Well, I think I would like to go out with you tonight. Maybe a nice restaurant or something."
"Okay. We can do that."
"There is plenty of time for playing before that, though."
I knew it! She had something else in mind, and she got me every time. First, she found a pretense to make me want to get out of the pool, and then she threw a curveball at me. Her voice tone was unmistakable, she had planned something to entertain me today, and I didn't know what it was.
"Eat, Noemi. You are going to need all your energy today."
"Aaah! What are you going to do to me this time?"
"Nooothing... Not much... I mean... Just a little fun thing..."
"Aaah! Tell me!"
"No! Eat, then you'll see... or you won't."
"What? What are you saying?"
"Shhh... Eat!"
Playful as ever. I threw a bit of toast at her, which made her burst into laughter. Whatever her plan was, there was no doubt in my mind that she would be entertained by it.
***
"Can I open my eyes, now?"
"No, I'm not done yet."
"But I want to see."
"No, keep your eyes closed, or else you'll sleep alone tonight."
"Aww... That's not fair."
After breakfast, she asked me to close my eyes while she was doing... something. I could hear a bunch of little noises, but I had no idea what she was doing. She said it wouldn't take long, but it's been at least five minutes already. I couldn't possibly wait that long!
Yes, I was a bit impatient.
"Okay, keep your eyes closed. I'm going to put your hood back on."
"Mmm... What are you doing to me?"
"It's a secret. Don't open your eyes until I tell you to, okay?"
"Okaaay!"
As usual, the snorkeling mask pressing around my face and the rubber hood covering the entirety of my head and neck felt very good. I couldn't feel anything different about it, though, so I still wondered what she was hiding from me.
After I heard a little click, indicating that there was no way to remove the mask by myself anymore, she finally allowed me to open my eyes.
But... it was all black...
"Heeey! I can't see!"
"Nope!"
I rubbed my visor with my fingers, but the surface was as glass-smooth as before.
"How come I can't see? What did you do to me?"
"Don't waste your time. I taped your visor from the inside with vinyl tape. You can't take it off."
"Awww... but... whyyy?"
"Cause we are going on a date, but it is only tonight. I didn't want you to be bored all day."
"How does that make sense?"
"Well, sexy mermaid. You'll have to swim around and try to find the key to your collar so that you can free yourself. In a few minutes, I'll toss the key into the pool, but it might sink at the bottom, it might float or be suspended somewhere in the middle."
"Awww! But the pool is huge."
"Yes, but you are a good swimmer. Alright, see you tonight."
She collected the breakfast items and trash and dove through the trap without adding a word.
"Heeey! Come back! I can't see anything! Aziz, light!"
Well, that was a first. I think she loved playing with her mermaid a bit too much. Ah well, it was worth a try, and at least she didn't force my hands back inside the mitts for this little adventure.
I carefully followed her through the trap and immediately lost all sense of orientation. I had no idea where I was anymore or how deep. Slowly swimming with my hands in front of me, I quickly found a wall, but it was not that helpful.
I swam up and held the edge of the pool.
"There Noemi..."
Splitch!
"Hey... Was that the key?"
"Yes. Go get it!"
"That's going to be impossible. The pool is too big."
"Well, you better get to it because I'm not turning this thing off until you find it."
"What thing? Aaaaaah! Mmmm! NOooo! Don't do that to me!"
"Go! Swim, mermaid, swim!"
With my crotch buzzed on low speed, I knew it was a recipe for disaster. There was not a chance in the world that I would find this key before cumming a hundred times.
***
I spent what felt like an enormous amount of time searching for the key that was supposedly somewhere in the pool. Because of the black visor, I couldn't even tell what time of the day it was, but one thing I could tell was how many times my girlfriend made me cum remotely. I was pretty sure she was having a good time relaxing on a long chair while watching her blind mermaid orgasming around pointlessly.
Good thing I still had my underwater castle to go to for breaks because navigating blindly around an immense pool was demanding. It was not so much the physical exercise than the mental energy it took. Second after second, I was scared to hit my head on a hard wall.
Hours passed, and I had not been successful. I didn't recall having swum this much in a day. The exhaustion got to me, and I started pleading my case.
"Okay... I'm done! I'm very tired, and I can't find it. Sorry."
"Aww. Come here, mermaid. I'm going to help you."
"Come where? I can't see."
"Here... I'm sitting on the edge of the pool... naked... with my legs open."
"Mmm... Then I hope I'll find you!"
Following her voice, I quickly found her legs and moved my torso in between her knees. After hugging me for a while, she reached behind my head and unlocked my hood. She slowly helped me take it off.
"Aaaaah! Liiight!"
"Kiss me!"
"Mmmm!"
I had no problem with that.
It was always so fun to kiss her, plus I deserved it.
"Go get your key now, cute mermaid. We have a date tonight."
"Yes, Mistress!"
"Haha! Stop that! I'm not your mistress!"
"Yes, Mistress!"
"Oooh! You..."
Placing her wet barefoot on my face, she pushed me away as I was trying to lick her sole.
I twisted around and went back to exploring the pool. It didn't take long for me to find it this time. The small key was resting nicely at the bottom near the underwater house. With the collar off my neck, I swam back to the patio and climbed out of the pool.
With her help, we extracted my sore legs from the tail, and then I stripped naked. We headed to our bedroom to relax a little bit before our date...
... If we decided to go.
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"LUUUCY! LUUUCY! Baaaah!"
"Sshhh... I'm here... I'm here, Clara."
"Luuucy!"
"You had another nightmare? It's okay. I'm here now. Just calm down. Everything will be okay."
It has been two days since my shameful trip to the hospital. Lucy had brought me back to her small apartment near the Cakes & Pets. She said that for the time being, I wouldn't go anywhere else. Getting better would have to be my only priority, and everything else had to be put on the back burner.
This wasn't fun. After my mental breakdown, all I could do was cry and sleep. I couldn't talk anymore either, as if something inside me had broken. The outside world was the realm of confusion, and I didn't know how to think anymore.
Lucy nursed me and repeated a thousand times a day that I would need a lot of time to get back on my feet, but that eventually, I would, even though I couldn't see it at the moment. At the present time, I just had too many difficult things to reconcile with.
My unhealthy relationship with my mother had finally snapped as if a thin string had linked us and failed when we got too far apart. After this traumatic event, I had rejected everything else; the café, the petgirls, my move to the pethouse, even Lucy; I didn't want to have anything to do with any of them anymore. Being taken care of by Lucy and this deep desire to be alone was a major moral conflict, and it made me feel so awfully guilty for abusing her comforting presence.
I didn't want her to take care of me, yet she was the first person I called over when I had those nightmares. For the past two days, her life had been disrupted by my childish behavior, but no matter what, she was still there to console me. I didn't understand why she bothered doing this because my mind was no longer powerful enough to process feelings and emotions other than pain.
There was a battle raging in my soul between my demons who wanted to destroy me and the angels who were trying to protect me from them, shielding me with their lives.
"That's it, Clara, calm down. It's still early. Close your eyes and try to sleep a bit more."
***
The sun shone through the window, brightening the small room I occupied and causing me to crack my eyelids open. There wasn't much around; hung on the wall, a nice painting of a flower field with a mountain in the background, a small dresser with a few small picture frames on it, and a closet. The simplicity of this environment probably meant this was the guest bedroom.
Since my brain wasn't fully awake yet, I appreciated the warmth of the soft blanket and the cushiness of my pillow for a short moment. It was a comfortable place to be, and I let out a long sigh, knowing that my pain would imminently come back to haunt me.
"C... Clara? Are... are you awake?"
"..."
This voice coming from next to me didn't even startle me. Slowly letting my head fall to the side to see who it was, I noticed a small girl wearing a hoodie and who had her hands stuffed inside its kangaroo pocket. Her big watery brown eyes betraying her sadness stared at me intently.
She stood up and stepped forward, extending an arm to touch mine. She paused for a moment before retracting her move, as if what she had wanted to do had been prohibited. Her butt returned to the sofa and her hands to her kangaroo pocket; she lowered her head.
"Lucy said you would need time. She said you were hurt badly and that we would have to be patient. She said you probably wouldn't talk to me, but that it was okay."
"..."
"She had to go take care of the café and asked me to stay here today to keep an eye on you. She said, "Vix, you will spend the day with Clara." I... I want to... but I don't know what to do..."
It was inevitable. Even though I was doing nothing but sleeping, I kept hurting people. Vix was the sweetest person I knew, and her heart was bleeding because of me. Fortunately, I didn't have enough energy left to feel as awful as I should have been, but I didn't want to push my luck, so I just turned my head away to look elsewhere.
"Aww... Sorry... Maybe I shouldn't talk. Lucy said I have to make sure you eat. So I will go make you breakfast. I... I'll be back, okay?"
Vix hesitantly got off her seat again and trotted out of the room. I was not too sure if it was to avoid crying in front of me or if she was in a hurry to complete her task, not to leave me alone.
The world around me seemed so unreal. My soul had left my body before they found me, and it was not fully back in yet. I had trouble understanding what Vix was doing here and what she expected from me. Something was wrong. I remembered those moments where I had cuddled with her, either at the pethouse or the café, but it didn't trigger any desire to do it again.
For the next few minutes, I heard pans and cutlery rattling from the nearby kitchen. Was Vix really making me food? Why would she do that? Lucy had done the same thing, and she didn't explain to me why. I didn't want her to do anything for me. I didn't deserve this kind of attention.
Yet, shortly after, Vix entered the room with a small tray in her hands.
"Can... Can you... sit up... I think it would make things easier... if you did."
Void of energy, I managed to push myself up, slowly, to reach the position Lucy put me into when she wanted me to eat something. With my back now resting on the pillows, Vix lowered her tray and placed it on my legs.
She shyly sat on the edge of the bed.
"So... Those are eggs and... well... you know what eggs are... Stupid me. What am I saying? I made you a coffee too because I know you like coffee. Right?"
"..."
"Take your time... Well... Not too much... because Lucy said you have to eat."
I looked down at my plate. There was one scrambled egg, one peanut butter toast, a sliced apple, and a coffee.
Coffee...
The heat of the cup radiated almost painfully on my palm when I cupped it with my hand. Vix was right... I liked coffee. This beverage had always been so comforting. I could remember the first time I had coffee when I was a teenager. It was at a coffee shop in a big mall; I had found enough courage to walk up to the cashier but couldn't utter a word. The lady had said something, and I remembered just nodding a couple of times. Perhaps she had thought I was mute because I ended up with a cup in my hand, like the one I was holding right now.
I had sat down at an empty table and, and for the first time, I had all the time in the world to inhale the vapors rising from the hot liquid. It had been pleasurable in the pure sense of the term, and when I had taken my first sip, I had decided that it was good. It had been the first time in my entire life that I had decided to drink something without having someone else telling me what was good or not. My mother had always decided everything for me before.
Without being conscious of it, my first coffee had been my first step toward building a life of my own.
"Is... Is it good? You... You are just staring at your coffee cup. You always put milk and sugar in it when you get one at the café... so I thought it was okay like that..."
I looked at Vix and nodded, to at least let her know that it was fine. Smiling wasn't something I knew how to do anymore, but I was grateful for the trouble she went through to prepare this meal.
My eyes returned to my coffee, and it reminded me of something else Vix had mentioned... The animal café.
During my first visit at the Cakes & Pets, that was what I had ordered... a coffee.
I remember having stood like a leek in front of the shop for a long time, unable to decide if walking in was what I wanted to do, to the point where the manager of the place, Lucy, had walked outside to invite me in, leaving me no other choice but to accept.
When she had asked me for my name and age, my words wouldn't come out, so I had given her my ID card instead. Curiously, she had not been offended by it and had understood right away that talking wasn't my forte.
And then, another milestone in my life. I had to face a bunch of rubber petgirls who were way more real than anything else I could have imagined. And, of course, Vix had been the first one to really draw my attention.
Her fiery red suit with her white belly, long fox ears and puffy tail, her deep black eyes, it was all very intimidating, but I admired her so much. I remembered when she had grabbed my hand to place it on her warm belly. That had been a life-changing moment. It was the first time I had been allowed to touch someone else for no other reason than to make myself feel good.
And now she was here, sitting on the edge of my bed, out of costume and worried that I was not too fond of the food she had prepared for me.
I wasn't hungry, but I still grabbed my fork and dug in the eggs, perhaps to honor her efforts.
"Good... You... you seem to like them... I will let you eat. And then... I dunno... I'll be back... okay?"
Taking a lot of time, I finished eating everything in my tray and then placed it on the nightstand. I rolled to my side and closed my eyes again as the tiredness hit me again.
***
She was still there, sitting on the small sofa, hugging her knees, playing on her smartphone, hoodie down to the middle of her face as usual. She was always hiding her scars.
"Oh... Clara. Did... did I wake you up?"
I shook my head, no.
"Oh... Good... So... You... you don't want to talk? I mean... Lucy said you can't... But I'm not sure why..."
"..."
"Well... maybe I know why. I mean... When I had my accident, it was pretty much like that too. I was so scared. I had nightmares all the time about that big dog that had attacked me. After that, that was the only thing people around me wanted to talk about, so I didn't want to talk to them anymore. I guess that's how you feel, right?"
I nodded.
What she said was exactly it. I had endured enough pain for a lifetime, and I cowardly didn't want to take the risk to trigger it back. That was why I didn't want to talk or do anything that could have brought back any suffering. I couldn't get close to anybody ever again, or else the pain would come back.
"Do... Do you prefer to be alone?... I want to stay... but... if you don't want me here... I... I can go..."
I shook my head no.
"... Okay... then I'll stay here... It's okay if you don't talk... Lucy said it was okay."
The day dragged slowly, very slowly. In between two naps, Vix fixed me some snacks and kept mostly to herself while staying at my side. More than once, the thought that she would have loved to sit on the bed next to me had crossed my mind, but it wouldn't have been a good idea. I asked myself the question over and over, would I like to cuddle with her again, and the answer was no. I didn't have this attraction inside of me anymore. I had pushed it down, very deep.
At the end of the afternoon, Lucy came back, and Vix left without a word.
"So, Clara? How was your day?"
"..."
"That good, uh? Were you happy to see Vix?"
Why? Why did this question about Vix cause me to start crying? My swollen throat hurt, and my tears just wouldn't stop running down my cheeks no matter how much I wiped them off. What was that all about?
Lucy sat on the bed next to me, and I threw myself in her arms like a child. She was the only person I was willing to touch. She was the motherly presence I didn't have.
"It's okay, Clara. I told you. It will take you a long time to cry it out. Let it all out. You'll feel better soon."
"Baaah! Aaahaaa!"
"Hehe. Poor Clara. You are sad because Vix was here, and it was not the same as before, right? Don't worry about it. The pets will understand. None of them will be mad at you if you take your time. Just don't push them away, okay? They will still be your friends when you feel better. If it takes a week, it will take a week, and if it takes a year, it will take a year. They won't let you down."
Why was I so messed up? There was no one sweeter than Vix; I knew that! So why was I not feeling anything for her anymore? Had I really convinced myself that being around people would bring me nothing but sorrows?
For the next three days, Lucy worked at the café, and Vix kept an eye on me in Lucy's apartment. During those three days, she did her best to feed me, she stayed around while I was taking many naps, and we watched some TV shows together, none of them triggering any emotions. She didn't attempt to touch me, which was visibly making her very sad, but she pushed through and tried to brighten up the atmosphere by telling me what was happening at the café.
Misti got back her black cat costume from Elizabeth and was proudly wearing it around and asked to do as many shifts as possible. Vix also said that all the pets were worried about me but that Lucy didn't want them to visit me yet, which I appreciated.
"Clara, tomorrow I'm starting a new shift. So I won't get to see you for a bit. But Lucy said Asha would be the one keeping you company for the next few days. Meeka is off too, but Lucy doesn't want more than one of us here at a time."
As she explained the schedule, Lucy got back home.
"Hey, you two. How is it going?"
"Good. I think Clara is feeling a bit better. She ate all my food, and she didn't sleep as much."
"Great. Thanks for your help, Vix. Asha is waiting for you downstairs."
"... Can... Can I stay with Clara tonight? We can share the bed and..."
"Vix... No. You have to be patient with her."
"Aww... Okay. Well... Goodbye, Clara... I'll see you next week."
"..."
The small foxgirl lowered her hidden head and stuffed her hands back in her kangaroo pocket. She was struggling; I could hear it in her voice. She turned around and dragged her feet toward the exit.
What was I doing? She spent the past three days watching over me, feeding me, keeping me company while I was trying to figure out what was happening with my life. What did she get in return? Nothing. I didn't say a single word to her. I couldn't talk anymore. Only now, as she was about to leave, I understood the extent of my ungratefulness. Only now, as she had resigned herself not to receive any love from me, I felt something.
It was as if my heart had restarted beating for the first time in days, powered by guilt. But this guilt had awoken a desire to try something that could potentially diminish this awful emotion I had.
"V... Vix!"
"... Uh? Clara?"
I got off the couch and looked at the floor, tears flowing down my cheeks uncontrollably. I managed to raise my arms, just enough to signal her what I wanted to do, but my feet couldn't move. I had reached my physical limit... I didn't have more willpower than this.
Vix looked at Lucy, who gave her a little nod. After another few seconds of hesitation, she walked to me and buried herself in my arms to get the hug she had been craving for the past three days. I was crying, I was in pain, but now that she was in my arms, I felt that I had done at least one thing right.
After a short moment, it was Lucy who put an end to this strange scene.
"Vix, that's enough for today. Please let her go."
"O... okay... I'll see you next week, Clara! Take care of yourself."
One more squeeze, and then she unwrapped her arms from me and walked out the door.
When I had Vix in my arms for this brief moment, I had felt something unclogging inside of me. Something had restarted to flow even though I wasn't sure what it was.
***
Another morning. The same room, the same quietness, the same morning light that tried to find any weaknesses in the blinds to illuminate the room.
What happened yesterday with Vix was already a blur, but I didn't feel as bad as I did during the past few days. The fog clouding my mind had slightly lifted, allowing me to be a bit more aware of my situation, and it was not necessarily a good thing.
The devastating conversation I had with my mother still haunted me, and Lucy's speech was competing with it. It was as if I wanted to believe every negative word I was told all my life just to get some sort of acceptance from my mom, but there was no way to rule out that it had been a deception all along. Every time I consciously thought about this internal dilemma, I couldn't do anything else but cry.
"Clara? Why are you crying?"
Startled by the voice, all my muscles contracted, making me jerk under my bed sheets. My eyes were too wet to see who was that blurry person over there, in the corner.
"Hey! Sorry... It's just me, Asha. I didn't mean to scare you."
She approached me and tried to grab my shoulders, but not being in a good mental state, I pushed her away while trying to move my body out of reach, pushing myself with my heels.
"C... Clara? What... what's wrong?"
I just couldn't stop crying. Why? Why was I reacting this way... All I wanted was Lucy so I could hide in her arms.
Asha stood there, staring at me, not too sure what to do next. How come I had rejected the girl with whom I had spent so much time cuddling? What was wrong with me? Was it this internal battle that had not yet determined a winner? This could go both ways. If I were to believe my mother, I would need to stay far away from everybody forever, and if I were to believe Lucy, I would have to abandon who I wanted to be loved by the most and open myself to others. I had not made that choice yet.
"It's... It's okay, Clara. I won't touch you. I'm sorry. I should have waited outside the bedroom. But I missed you too much. I had to watch over you while you were sleeping."
"..."
"You... you can stop crying now. Lucy insisted that I prepare you breakfast as soon as you wake up. Vix told me what you liked to eat, so I'll prepare the same thing. Is that okay?"
"..."
"Okay... I'll be back in a few minutes... Just rest, okay?"
As soon as she left the room, I turned around and cried on my pillow. The pain was relentless, and I didn't know what to do to make it stop. Asha was my friend. Why couldn't I speak to her anymore? Something was burning inside my chest; I wished I could crack open my ribcage to let it out. I felt so ashamed for treating her the way I did, but I couldn't do otherwise.
Being left alone for a bit helped, though. I heard Asha calling someone, probably Lucy, asking for advice on how to handle me. The smell of toasts and eggs reaching my nose was somewhat comforting. Using the remaining clarity I had left in my mind, I managed to focus on something other than misery and tried to prepare myself emotionally for Asha's return.
A few minutes later, she entered the bedroom, holding a small tray. Curiously, she placed it on the nightstand and sat on the bed next to me.
"Alright... Come closer. I'm not going to touch you."
"..."
"Don't worry, Clara... It's okay. Lucy said that I should try this. Don't make a fuss, okay? It's her idea... She wants me to feed you."
"..."
"I know it's weird. Well, she said you fed me often while I was a helpless pet and that it was my turn to feed you. We can just try, right? I love it when you feed me at the café... Maybe you'll love it too... Let me try, okay?"
Her proposition was so odd, so unusual that it pulled me out of my head for an instant. This was a reality and no longer a nightmare. Asha was there, slightly embarrassed by what Lucy had asked her to do, and waiting for some sort of approval from me.
I nodded.
"Great! Just come a bit closer. Lucy wouldn't like me to drop scrambled eggs in her bed. Here... You can hold your coffee for now. Vix said coffee made you feel good."
"..."
I moved closer to Asha, still afraid that she would get hurt by another one of my harsh rejection. I didn't want her to think things would be better from now on because, myself, I didn't know how this would end up. For now, I would just cooperate and let her do what Lucy had asked. Perhaps it could help.



"Here, take a bite in your toast. Haha... It reminds me of when you met Accalia for the first time. She did that too, remember? She put her toast in your mouth, and you were so confused about it. She is a bit odd, sometimes. Did you know she is asking about you all the time? I'm sure in a few years, she will be like Lucy, all motherly. She loves taking care of people."
"..."
"Ah, by the way. I don't know if Lucy told you already, but Misti finished moving all your things from your apartment yesterday. Don't worry. She didn't work too hard as Lucy hired two movers to take care of the heavy items. Everything is in the basement at the café now. You didn't lose anything."
As Asha was feeding me eggs and bread, she was chit-chatting about many random things. There were no real questions or expectations in her monologue as she was aware that it would be a one-way conversation, but she seemed okay with that.
It was a relief to hear that my apartment situation had been resolved. It felt good to know that my few belongings were in a safe place, but it was a bit frightening to be officially homeless. Lucy kept me in her apartment for now, but it was not my home, and I couldn't see myself moving to the pethouse anymore. Yes, I was truly homeless, jobless, lifeless...
"Clara... You know... When Lucy asked me to go check on you because you went missing in action... when I got in your apartment and I found you... well... I was very scared. But Misti was with me, and she had nightmares since then. I think she thought you had died. So, Lucy doesn't want her to come to see you yet. She thinks Misti will freak out. She probably will."
"..."
"I mean, it's not your fault, right? I hope you know that. It's just that Misti... well... She lost someone very close to her before... and she thought it had happened again. You understand?"
I nodded.
The girls at the café were pets for a reason; that was what Lucy had told me. I didn't know if she had done it on purpose, but Asha had perhaps exposed Misti's dark secret. Did she really lose someone she cared a lot about? A parent? A sister? I couldn't ask, but a feeling of empathy rose within me as I imagined those possibilities.
I didn't like it. I didn't want Misti to be sad because of me. Asha said that it was not my fault, but it certainly was. With Misti, it was all about her friends. A few days ago, when she broke her costume and Lucy got angry at her, she irrationally thought she would get separated from her friend. It was clear that she would quickly jump to extreme scenarios when placed in a challenging situation, which I had unfortunately provided.
Why did I feel so bad? I put an end to my breakfast and rolled to my side, not wanting to impose my sad face on Asha anymore.
"Oh? You... you are done?"
"..."
"It's okay... You ate enough... I... I'll go do the dishes... Just try to rest, okay?"
Closing my eyes didn't help. A torrent of images rage-flowed through my brain, not allowing me to make sense of anything.
If I were indeed ready to abandon all my friends to isolate myself from society, why was I feeling so bad about it? Thinking about them being sad just got to me so badly. I had thought they would have been happier if I were not in their life, but what Asha had said was the opposite. It wasn't fair. I was sowing chaos even when I wasn't around people. I didn't want that. They didn't deserve that. I was the one who was supposed to suffer, not them.
Unable to stop crying, it was a miracle that I managed to fall asleep.
A while later, when I cracked my eyes open, I stopped breathing. I was still on my side, but next to me was Asha. She had laid down on my bed, her back towards me, and her head rested comfortably on the other pillow. Perhaps she needed a nap as well.
I remembered the first time I had shared a bed with someone. It was with Vix while she was a rubber pet. Lucy had forgotten us in the capsule room, and I got to spend all night cuddling with the small fox.
Then there was that time when I slept with a real girl for the first time. Trixie had invited herself to my place for the night, and we had shared a bed like this together. It was the first time I got to touch a naked girl too. Trixie's hair... it was so soft...
Asha's hair... it was soft too...
I carefully extended my arm until my fingertips reached her jet black hair. This was so wrong. Just this morning, I had prevented her from touching me, and now, I was the one who reached her while she was unaware. This was such a hypocritical move from my part... so selfish...
But... I was attracted to it...
Gently combing her delicate hair with my fingertips made me feel fuzzy inside. I had not done this enough so far to really understand why I loved hair so much. It was too new to make sense...
"I like when you do this, Clara..."
"..."
I immediately withdrew my hand to my chest. Asha... She was not asleep, and she had felt what I did. Now she knew how hypocritical I was... That I was going left and right at the same time for obscure reasons.
"It's okay... I won't talk. Keep playing with my hair if you want. I won't say anything and won't look. It's okay."
"..."
Why? Why was she offering me that after what I had done earlier? Why would she give herself as a toy for me to play with? Was it because she was so used to being a pet most of the time and that it was just a job? Was I just a client in need of affection?
I didn't know... I didn't... care...
Her soft hair... It made me feel so good.
I slowly reached the back of her neck and let my fingers plow through her black hair once more. As promised, she didn't move or make a sound. She didn't turn around. Asha simply gave me this moment, just because. It felt as if it had lit a candle into a very dark room. It wasn't like daylight, but it somehow helped a bit to find where I was going.
***
I spent the next two days with Asha. Similar to what had happened with Vix, we spent most of the day not doing much. I listened to her telling me about random things between random tv shows or one of my multiple naps. Several times I tried to talk, but not a sound exited my throat, and every time I failed, I cried, I just cried.
Not being able to talk well all my life had been really hard for me, so this enormous set back was so painful. Knowing that not only I had returned to square one but even farther back in my speech inability was something tough to accept.
Yet, Asha didn't judge me. During those small meltdowns, she kept repeating that it was okay and that Lucy specifically told everybody not to put pressure on me. I was ashamed that this directive had to be applied, but perhaps it was better that way. I was so fragile that it was not hard to imagine that I could break easily.
Back in bed after dinner, I tried to relax as Asha was washing the dishes. Lucy was supposed to show up a moment ago but was a bit late. Every night so far, she had joined me in the bedroom and let me cry in her arms, talked to me, and convinced me slowly that only time could bring clarity back in my life. Coming from the person I trusted the most, my subconscious gradually acquired that line of thought.
I didn't know if it was a good thing or a bad thing, but I didn't overthink this situation despite her lateness tonight. She had a life too, and I was sucking time out of her busy schedule. Being demanding would not be right, and being messed up didn't mean I had no morality.
And thinking about Lucy, her apartment door slammed open and banged on the wall with way more energy than usual. This was different since, in an attempt not to startle me or wake me up, she had always been very delicate when opening the door.
A powerful little voice explained everything.
"Aaah! Asha! Where do I put those grocery bags?"
"Tone it down, Trixie. Clara is resting! What are you doing here, anyway?"
"Aww, sorry! Lucy asked me to go grocery shopping with her. Can I go see Clara?"
"No! Lucy said not yet."
Trixie. The girl who gave me my first real kiss. She was right there in the kitchen, so close. Insisting on seeing me caused Asha to raise her voice to make her point clearer to the rabbit girl. How could Trixie be this desperate to see me after I had walked away from them all? Vix and Asha stayed with me because Lucy had tasked them to, but Trixie had no apparent reasons to do the same thing.
Then Lucy, who entered her apartment next, put an end to their bickering quickly enough.
"What are you two doing? Do you want to wake up all the neighborhood? Go back to the pethouse, Trixie. I'll take it from here."
"No! I want to see Clara!"
"Trixie, you'll see her when she feels better."
"Shut up, Asha! She is my friend too! I want to see her."
Lucy had to intervene again as there was some tension in the air, all because of me.
"Asha, go wait outside. I need to talk to Trixie."
"Bah! Hurry, rabbit face. I'm tired."
I heard Asha leaving, and the apartment door closed slowly. Then there were some whispers going on between Lucy and Trixie, I couldn't make out what they were saying. Was she going to allow Trixie in? The thought made me nervous.
Trixie was high energy and would probably jump on my bed and bounce around until she got what she wanted, and... and... and what I just thought about her was not fair. Sure, Trixie had always been happy and ready for action, but she was more than this. I remembered...
The first time I had brought back a pet home, it had been Trixie, and it felt like it was yesterday. Lucy had made me walk from the café to my home, holding a leash. At the other end of it was a white latex bunny wearing a fuzzy pink coat causing everybody to stare at us.
Sure, this had made me very nervous, but at that time, something else more important had been on my mind. Back then, I already had a clear knowledge that Trixie was very sexual. Neither the rubber bunny nor Lucy had hidden that fact. I remembered how terrorized I was about what was to come once we would reach home.
I had never had sex with anybody before, and I feared that it probably was what Trixie had in mind. It was going way too fast for me, and the closer we got from my place, the worse it got.
And then, once at home, while I was leaning over the skin, prisoner of my own worrying mind, her two small rubber arms had wrapped around my waist in a very delicate way. She pulled me back to the bedroom despite my attempt to push back on the intention I had given her.
But just when I had thought she was about to express the sexual side of her personality, she had seen through me already. She had pierced my fears with her cute black eyes and had understood everything about me. Instead of doing what I had expected from her, she had instead asked me to read her a book. At that time, she knew that listening to me talking while gently cuddling would be way more satisfying than any sexual activity. On that night, she had highlighted my irrational fears of people.
Here, in Lucy's apartment, after my mental breakdown, I believed that, perhaps, Trixie would be the one who could understand me.
Her little footstep approached, meaning that she probably had convinced Lucy to let her visit me.
I didn't know what got into me, but I closed my eyes as if to pretend I was asleep, too scared to face her. The footsteps approached some more, and then I felt a presence near me as the mattress softly reacted to the small woman who had climbed on it.
And then an emotional whisper... almost a crying.
"Clara... I miss you so much. I don't know if you are asleep, but it doesn't matter. I'm sure you can hear me anyway."
Her murmur was so close to my ear... a tone made not to scare me. It was the version of Trixie that could get to me.
"Lucy said things about you, but I don't understand them. My brain doesn't work like that. I'm stupid. I need to know from you what your problems are. That way, my body will just do its thing and help you. She said that you couldn't talk anymore, but I don't care. You never talked much before, and it never prevented us from becoming friends. Right?"
It was the truth. Trixie and I became friends without talking. Same with Vix and the other petgirls. We all got along well without having to build a relationship through voice. Some petting and light cuddles were all that had been needed to strengthen our bonds. Words had never been a significant part of the equation.
"Clara, I want you to show me what you need, or else I won't know what to do. Okay? Lucy only gave me a minute... so I have to be quick... but I'm a rabbit, right? I'm always quick. If you show me, I'll get it right away. I'm sure of it."
I wasn't sure what she had meant until I felt something on my lips. The sensation was the same as when we had kissed for the first time in the spa's locker room. Back then, we had a conflict and were upset at each other, and that kiss had healed us right away. It was the same kiss that she was offering to me right now.
Her lips gently pressed on mine while I pretended to be asleep. Lucy, Vix, and Asha had nursed me with love for the past week, well enough that my internal dilemma, even though not resolved, was easier to understand. Between listening to what an unloving mother had tried to convince me of versus a strange life surrounded by Lucy and the petgirls, this choice was now visible to me. Lucy had asked me to choose her love over my mother's love, choose the pets over my loneliness, and choose my friends over my unwillingness to trust that good things could happen to me.
And now, this kiss from Trixie, unsolicited, yet, not imposed, felt like a request to make this choice.
Show me.
She had asked me to show her what I wanted. Her body waited for my answer. Could her body really find a solution to my problems if I showed her what I wanted? Could Trixie have this power that no other people had?
What was I waiting for? She waited for my answer and Lucy had not given her much time. She was sacrificing those precious seconds that had been granted to her to see me just to allow me an opportunity to tell her what I wanted... what I needed. She gave me her precious time.
Show me.
I had to show her.
I had to at least try.
I opened my mouth, which was easier to do when I didn't do it for talking, and I stole more of her sweet kiss... and she did the same.
That was it...
That was my choice at this very moment.
My body had shown hers something, and I got a response back.
Her response was, "I understand."
"Okay, Trixie, that's enou... Oh..."
Relatively unconscious about my surroundings, I had not seen that Lucy had arrived to pull Trixie away from the room after her allocated time was up. When the kiss ended, I slowly opened my eyes. A few inches in front of me was the pretty blonde girl, not smiling, but her deep blue eyes communicated all the emotions I needed to feel.
Lucy gently recalled her.
"Come, Trixie. That's enough for now. I'll let you see her again later."
"No."
"Trixie, don't make it harder than it is..."
"I'm not. Clara wants me to stay with her tonight. That's what she wants. I know it is! She just told me."
"Trixie, Clara didn't say a word. Come now, please."
Reluctantly, Trixie slowly got off the bed, her eyes begging me to tell Lucy what I had just said in a silent voice. Lucy had grabbed her wrist and supportively led her toward the exit.
"W... Wait!" "..." "Lucy, wait!" "Clara?" "Can... Can Trixie sleep with me... tonight?" "... Sleep with you? Are you sure?" "Yes. I need Trixie. Please."
With those words, the first ones since my breakdown, I had restarted to choose for myself.
I wanted to spend time with my friend.
***
So warm.
I slept on my back with Trixie wrapped around me. It was the first time that I felt somewhat normal in the morning, not fearing the rest of the day. What happened last night had somehow lifted an enormous weight off my shoulders and, in some ways, made me feel like an idiot.
That selfish desire I had to sleep with Trixie, spontaneous, and inappropriate, made me realize that I didn't want to walk away from her. This desire was too strong not to see.
It had to be her. It had to be Trixie, the girl I might have been attracted to the most. A girl who had hidden problems but who wouldn't let them stop her. If there was one thing I could learn from her, she knew what she loved and wanted it all. She had a real crush on all her pet friends and played with them all and didn't want to be forced to choose.
Perhaps it had been the reason why she had managed to get through me. She had an immense heart available for everyone to hug, so it was not as intimidating to steal a small chunk from it for myself.
I ran my fingers through her delicate blonde hair while she drooled on my shoulder, still deeply asleep. The morning sun flooded the bedroom with an orange light for the first time in a very long time as we forgot to close the curtains last night. Was this a sign that this day would be different? Was this brightness the reason why I didn't feel as miserable this morning?
Trixie and I did nothing special after our kiss. She went to take a shower and met me under the blanket, and we just drifted to sleep while holding each other. We healed together.
The bedroom door opened slowly, and Lucy peeked into the room, and when she saw I was awake, she whispered to me.
"Oh, you are awake already? Can I come in?"
I nodded.
Lucy, holding a cup of coffee, tiptoed to the bed and carefully sat next to me. Surprisingly, she didn't check on me first despite this considerable development in my sick life. Instead, she did the same thing I did a moment ago and brushed her fingers in Trixie's hair before resting them on her sleepy cheek as if to check on her.
"Trixie is such a cutie, don't you think?" "Yes." "She hadn't slept well since your visit to the hospital. She is always reacting like that when her friends are sad. She must be the most empathic person I have ever met. Just by looking at people, she can tell if they are sad, and then she is driven to make them feel happy again. She is such an innocent girl." "Yes. Trixie is nice." "So, what changed? Do you understand what I mean now, when I said you should choose us over your mother?" "Yes... I like you and your pets. I don't want to lose them. But I still want my mother." "Yes. Over time, you'll learn to have a different relationship with her. You'll understand that she is a person with problems, probably sick, and it won't affect you as much. Perhaps you can even help her one day. It's too bad she hurt you that much, a sweet little thing like you."
She kept petting Trixie as if there was something therapeutic about it. Lucy probably had a good reason for having surrounded herself with all those sweet petgirls. Sure they could drive her nuts, but I think she liked it a lot. Having all that energy in her life and tons of opportunities to take care of those pets and teach them how to behave was something she needed to feel whole. In return, they gave her back a lot of love.
The more I thought about it, the more I came to realize that we all needed each other. There was nothing easy for anybody, and without our friends' love, it was more difficult to advance in life. Problems felt bigger, loneliness was too heavy, and responsibilities were overwhelming.
"Did you notice?" "Notice what?" "Your speech. It's very good this morning." "..." "You are not scared anymore... It's good. Now that I'm thinking about it, you probably don't have a speech disorder, at least not the way you thought. You just grew up in a toxic environment where you couldn't say a word, and when you did, you were crushed under a never-ending flow of reprimands."
What Lucy theorized reminded me awfully of the words that came out from the mouth of a certain intimidating Asian girl that I had met at Elizabeth's place, Kitty. She had not used such complex words to say it, but her quick and convincing assessment had been the same.



"Someone else said the same to me. It feels odd." "Hehe. I bet. It's excellent news, though. But I think you'll be fragile for a while, so don't push yourself too hard, okay? Oh, and I spoke to a friend of mine the other day. When you are ready, I want you to go see her from time to time. She is a good therapist who had helped me in the past, and she is going to see you for free as you need it." "O... okay." "Don't worry. It will do you some good. All she wants in exchange is some cakes from the café. It's a fair trade because our cakes are the best in the world and so are you." "Awww..."
I turned my head, blushing, but then a third voice entered the conversation... A certain blonde girl was awake.
"No, she is not going! I am! I want to see a therapist too." "Haha. No, Trixie. You'd drive her nuts!" "Not true! Everybody loves me!" "Haha... Alright, you two. Take it easy today. I have to go to the café. I'll let the pets know that you are feeling much better, Clara. They will be happy, but I'll tell them to be patient. I'll see you tonight."
Trixie returned her head to my shoulder and squeezed me in her arms as Lucy kissed her on the forehead before leaving; she really loved her pets.
Yes, this day was definitely a brighter one.
***
Ups and downs. That was pretty much how I could describe the past few weeks. Some days I couldn't stop crying, and I felt like I was going somewhere on others. Since Lucy saw that Trixie had a lot of success lifting my mood, she asked her to spend a lot of time with me, which was a very good thing. I knew she was not my girlfriend per se, but it sure felt like it on some days.
The rabbit girl could talk a lot, but somehow it was easier to keep up with her than before. It was as if the realization that I may not have had a communication disorder made me more confident. Being blind about my past and saying that there was no room for improvement would be too much of a lie, but understanding what had happened to me had unlocked my skills. For the first time in my life, I could envision a future where I could talk to someone without them noticing my difficulties. This was a hopeful feeling.
Today, I returned to the café for the first time. Lucy said that I could try to play with the rubber pets for a few minutes and see how it went, but I ended up staying all day. It felt as if I had never left.
During the past few weeks, I had spent time with each girl in Lucy's apartment, but they were always out of costume, which was the best thing to do. I got to apologize to Vix and Asha for how I had treated them while they had tried to help me, which was not easy to do since they wouldn't let me. They kept saying they understood and that it was not my fault, but I still felt as if it was the right thing to do, whether or not it was my fault.
While socializing with them all, a curious feeling had grown inside my heart regarding something I was missing more and more, my cute rubber pets. And this was why I came to the Cakes & Pets with Trixie today. I was ready.
It was bizarre when I entered the lounge. It reminded me so much of the first time I had visited the café. The pets had formed a row for me to choose from. How could I not go for Vix? Since Trixie was out of her suit, she, of course, went straight to Misti, who had traded back the new cheetah costume for her black cat one.
Resting on my lap, the cute fox girl was what I needed. I traced her facial feature with my finger as my other hand was unconsciously rubbing her white belly. A long sigh from her made me understand how much she had missed cuddling with me. Her happiness transpired through her big black eyes that I had learned to interpret over time.
Lucy eventually brought me my coffee and a small cheesecake. I appreciated that everybody acted as if nothing had happened. Many of the pets came to give me hugs, but outside that, it seemed to be business as usual. It was good to know that the world had not stopped because I got sick. They were just happy to have me back.
Since Trixie and I were around, Lucy offloaded the feeding task to us. A series of squeeze bottles full of food lined up on our table, and one by one, we fed the rubber pets. Since we had Vix and Misti on us already, we started with them.
I plugged Vix's bottle in her under chin hole and gradually pressed the mixture to her mouth, keeping water nearby just in case she needed it. This activity had always been so relaxing and deepened my bond with the latex animals. Feeding someone else was a gesture of love.
Trixie, in front of me, had more trouble with Misti, who wouldn't stay still. I swore I could see the black cat telling her, "you are doing it all wrong," which made me smile. There was never a dull moment when those two were around.
"Don't laugh, Clara! She is giving me grief just because you are here today." "I'm not. But I'm glad I'm feeding Vix." "Vix never struggles. You are lucky. So, I wanted to ask you a question. But Lucy said it might be a sensitive topic. So let me know if you don't want to answer right away, okay?" "I'm fine. What do you want to ask?" "Well, it's about Christmas. On Christmas night, ALL the pets are suiting up, and we collect donations for the city children's hospital in front of the café. People can buy cakes for twice the price, but they can also pay to have their photo taken with us." "Oooh. This is great! I like it." "Yeah... but... It's on Christmas night... and... I don't know if you wanted to go see your family... even though... you know... they were a bunch of... Owww!"
Trixie didn't have time to finish her insult before Misti slapped her hard in the face with her cushy paws.
"Aaaah, what was that for, you dumb cat!?"
Misti placed her paw on Trixie's mouth and pointed at me with her other one. I knew why she was doing it, and it was a nice gesture. She didn't want me to get hurt again, and when Trixie almost insulted my family, she had feared that it would trigger my trauma.
But it was all good. I spent a lot of time with Trixie in the last couple of weeks, and I knew what her opinion of my mother was. Misti was right, though; it wasn't nice to say bad things about people, no matter who they were.
"It's okay, Misti. I'm fine. Trixie always acts silly." "Ah! You are siding with Misti, now? Fiiine. I talk too much as usual. I'm sorry." "It's okay. I'm not going to visit my family this year." "No? Are you sure?" "Yes. I prefer being with Lucy and you this year. You are my family too." "Awwwww! Did you hear that, Misti? I'm Clara's family."
The black cat slapped her in the face again.
"Aaaah! Okay okay... You are her family too! But I'm her favorite anyway." "You are... all equal. You all helped me a lot to get better."
Yes, I wouldn't go home this year. I wasn't ready for it. I had a couple of visits to the therapist recently, and she made me decide some important things. Thinking for myself wasn't something I was used to, so it was very hard.
The first thing I had decided was that I didn't want to cut bridges with my parents. Even if it was excruciating, I now understood that their behavior was not normal, and they had problems of their own. The pets didn't abandon me when I was sick, so I'd not abandon my parents because they had issues. But another thing I had decided was to do what was right for myself, which included doing things the way I wanted. I felt good around the pets, so that was what I wanted to do, be around them as much as possible. I couldn't see my life without them. I had chosen them and Lucy.
There was one more thing I wanted.
"Trixie? Do you want to sleep with me at the café tonight?" "Sleep here? Sure, I'm in. But ask Lucy, first. I think she said that she wasn't sure that you should spend too much time at the café right away. She might say no." "It's okay... I will ask."
***
"Here is your bunny, Clara. Don't go crazy, okay? I don't want any drama. And you don't go to the lounge, okay?" "Yes." "Good. I'm going home now, but call me if you need anything." "Thank you, Lucy." "Don't mention it. I can't wait until you feel good enough to pet sit them all again. These little devils are draining my life. I need a vacation."
Lucy hugged us and returned home, leaving me behind with Trixie. When I had asked Lucy if I could sleep at the café tonight, she had taken a long moment to think about it. She came back a bit later, saying yes, but also said I could only spend the night with Trixie in the capsule room and that she had to wear her bunny suit, or else she would talk too much. I think she wanted to put me in a situation where I would enjoy myself the most.
All the other pets would sleep in the lounge as usual, but I wasn't allowed to go see them. Lucy was too scared that the pets would lose control and overwhelm me; she knew her pets well.
I had missed Trixie the white latex rabbit a lot. She was my second favorite rubber pet after Vix. Her long bouncy ears were so cute, and she always acted funny. Now that I knew Trixie the girl intimately, it was even better, even if I sometimes forgot that they were the same person.
Trixie crawled into the bottom capsule room, and after undressing, I joined her inside. It was still early, so we would have time to cuddle a little before sleeping.
***
After I slid the door closed behind me, isolating myself in the small room with the rubber pet, I dimmed the light down as much as I could.
"Do you like blue, Trixie?"
She shook her head, no.
"Red?"
She shook her head, no.
"Purple then?"
She nodded.
I turned the light selector to purple; it was a romantic choice. The fun color made her white latex phenomenally glowing. Sitting in front of me, she waited for my next move.
During the past few weeks, as I was recovering, Trixie had slept with me regularly, but without going farther than some nice gentle cuddle. She was the most sexual pet, but she had not attempted anything that could have pressured me, which showed that she could restrain herself when required. Her friends were more important than her own desires.
She probably wasn't expecting much more when I offered her to sleep here at the café, and Lucy probably just thought I wanted to get used to cuddling the pets again. But there was more to this sleepover request that I had not shared with Trixie yet.
I wanted to make love to her.
After everything she had done for me, after all the support that she had offered, after all my cries that she had endured, it was time for me to start repaying my emotional debt. I also wanted to do this for myself.
My therapist had made me talk about how I felt around those girls, in and out of costume. It took a while, but she had managed to pull the truth out of me. I was so used to repressing my feelings that I had not realized how bottled up they were.
I was attracted to the pets, in and out of costume, some more than the others, and not just at a friendly level. She made me admit that I was sexually attracted to them.
When I had explained to my therapist how I had felt when I had caught Trixie and Misti making love on the couch, she laughed a little bit and told me there was nothing wrong with it. It was okay to desire girls if it was what felt right to me. And when I told her that I had liked making love with them afterward, she said that it was important that I kept going in that direction. Refraining myself from doing so because of what people might think of me would mean going against my values and walking away from happiness.
In front of me was my rubber bunny, the one I loved so very much, and I was attracted to her like crazy; I adored the girl wearing the costume. I had the opportunity to do the right thing for myself, and it was something I knew Trixie would be more than happy to assist with. Tonight, cuddling would not be enough.
Trixie laid down on her back as I approached her, expecting that I would just rest next to her, but instead, I crawled on top of her and sat on her hips. After placing my hands on her shoulders to keep her down, I leaned forward and looked into her shiny black eyes.
"Trixie, I... I want to make love to you. Are... are you okay with it?"
After a few seconds of pause, she nodded energetically, as if I had denied her for so long that she wouldn't even consider taking a risk to discuss this, fearing I could change my mind.
"Just... just let me try things... okay?"
Trixie nodded again and brought her cushy paws to my waist.
In the past, when I had sex with the pets, they had always been the ones in charge. It was very pleasant to let them do all kinds of things to me, but today I would be the one who would try to give her pleasure, even if I had no idea how. I wanted to learn.
For a moment, I caressed her rubber mask, taking the time to admire how beautiful she was. I was subjugated by how talented the artist who had created her was. Those long springy ears, the little rubber fuzz at the base of them to hide her breathing holes, her amazing eyes in which I could see my reflection, her cute wriggly muzzle, and those tickling whiskers; I loved it all.
Her latex covered neck, and narrow shoulders made her look fragile. Her delicateness was one of the things that attracted me the most. I didn't feel overpowered by any pets because they were all as small as I was. Feeling that I could wrap my hands around her neck and sense her tiny muscles and throat through the rubber made me feel good. We were alike.
Then there was her chest, Trixie's favorite body part. As I ran my hands over it, feeling her soft and warm boobs, it made the latex covering them stretch and crackle quietly. I could feel her nipples under my fingertips, but when I tried to grab them, the latex running away from my grip prevented me from doing so, which was perfect for making her feel good.
Trixie's body twisted under my attention, but there was nothing she could do as all my weight rested on her hips.
I ran my fingers along her delicate rib cage and could feel the row of bones. She squirmed under me as I made my fingers walk on them, tickling her in the process, but she wouldn't stop me.
Her waist was just fantastic. I had not realized how much it was one of the features that had attracted me the most. I inspected her sides and her belly for a long moment, enjoying how soft and smooth they were. I could even feel her cute belly button under the slippery latex. I had to move down a little because I wanted to kiss those soft abs.
It was so warm when I pressed my cheek against her belly. I took all the time in the world to lick her slowly from her navel to her sternum. Her body language begged me not to stop, which prevented me from feeling guilty for abusing this area of her body for so long. I wasn't in a hurry to move on.
My tongue sliding effortlessly on the shiny white latex encasing her was something I adored. It was like licking a delicious ice cream that would never melt. It was okay since Trixie had a low-calorie count. I could do this for hours without being scared of getting fat.
I continued exploring south and reached her inner thigh, avoiding her sealed crotch on purpose. I wanted to complete my visit before attacking the piece of resistance. Her inner thighs seemed so sensitive, though. Despite her mask robbing her of her voice, she managed to moan audibly.
She was losing it. I knew that much about Trixie. Sex was, by far, her favorite activity. She would sleep with all the other pets without ever saying no, and more than often, she was the initiator of the action. I didn't know if she was actually sleeping with them all, but it was not hard to imagine she did.
Even her kneecaps were cute and sensitive. When I bit it lightly, that made her jerk and twist. I didn't know if what I was doing was how we were supposed to have sex, but I was going with what I thought was right when I met a new body part.
Reaching her calf and ankle was another sexy moment. Something was fascinating about the sensuality of it. How could something so delicate support her entire body weight day after day? I followed her tibia with my fingers through the white rubber, and I massaged her warm tense calf too.
As I grabbed her foot, I forced her to raise her knee a little bit. I placed it on my naked lap and inspected it. Trixie threw her head left and right as I began massaging her sole with my thumb in between her cute pawprints. I had never seen her react this way, but she seemed to like it a lot. Five; that was the number of little toes I found inside the white sock, and they were so cute and wriggly... and desirable.
I had this feeling in me at the moment that I didn't want to suppress. Her toes... I wanted to nibble on them. I couldn't see them because of the white latex, but I knew they were there for me to taste. Walking away from this desire would have been a mistake even though I didn't know why I wanted to do this.
I lifted her foot to my chest and took my first bite at those cute toes. This time, it was obvious; Trixie loved it. She slammed her two paws on the mattress and lifted her hips as if something had exploded inside her vagina.
One after the other, I snacked on her little toes as an appetizer for what was to come. But nibbling was not enough. Sucking seemed a better idea, and the initiative almost came from Trixie herself when she inadvertently pushed her tiny foot deeper into my mouth.
I closed my eyes and tried to understand what I was feeling. Ignoring the right or wrong of things, my tongue sensed the hardened skin of her sole, and my mouth accepted the sensuality that engulfing her toes all at once provided. This was deliciously sexual.
For a moment, we continued this activity. I licked her soles, sucked her toes, nibbled her heels. My body responded very well to what we were doing. A powerful arousal installed itself in my small body, signaling that it was ready for more. As odd as it sounded, her latex covered foot made me react positively, and I did my best to accept that fact.
As I persevered on this discovery, I grabbed Trixie's other foot and gently placed it on my now very wet crotch. She immediately understood where I was going with this and moved it just the right way, making me know that there was no going back.
"Aaaah! Trix... Trixie... you... you are... rubbing my... Aaaanh!"
She totally got it and expertly did what she was good at; giving pleasure. If I had been in control of my mind, I would have bet that she had done this to someone else before, but it didn't matter. Her rubber toes carefully penetrated me, and once well lubricated, she massaged my clit in a way that I had never experienced before.
With her other latex foot still rubbing on my face and in my mouth, I was trapped in a new universe of fetishism. For many long minutes, I rubbed my pussy on her foot and welcomed a new level of perversion in my life. My attention was no longer on the bunny; it was selfishly focused on my own pleasure instead.
Until I came...
I came so hard... Harder than I had ever cum before. For the first time in my life, I had fully abandoned myself to pleasure. There was no questioning, no doubts, no judgment. I had chosen to do this, to let myself skydive and feel the wind, not listening to my fears. My body had rewarded me for allowing it to experience this unprecedented level of freedom.
I collapsed on my side, and Trixie immediately joined me to cuddle, to give me her warmth. Her paws tightly wrapped around me as tears of happiness started to run down my cheeks.
"Trixie! Trixie! Trixie!"
I never hugged someone so hard in my life, but I wanted to be closer to her. Closer to my beloved bunny. My girlfriend for the night.
For a long moment, we held each other. This was love.
***
"Okay, Trixe, let's try to sleep."
Trixie nodded.
She laid flat on her back, and I joined her after turning off the light in the capsule. I pulled the blanket over our bodies, not too much since Trixie was a little furnace, and I wrapped my arms around her.



This position was treacherous because my hand landed on her soft breast. Using her paw, she moved it off, sending me a clear message that she wouldn't be able to sleep if I were to do that. The problem was that my hand now rested on her upper belly, and I couldn't help myself but play with her adorable belly button. Again, her paws moved my hand elsewhere. Trixie had too many sensitive spots, so it made things more complicated at bedtime.
I could feel her belly rising and lowering quite rapidly. The only thing I could think of was that she was still turned on. After all, I was the one who had an earth-shattering orgasm, not her. I wasn't too sure how I could help while she wore her suit. Massaging her crotch would just frustrate her more.
So I decided to do exactly that, let my hand go down a bit more, and massage her crotch, voiding all prior logic. This time, instead of pushing my hand away, she arched her back and put her paw on top of her crotch, wanting to feel my fingers better.
But then, something caught my attention.
"Tri... Trixie? Where... where is your lock? Your crotch zipper isn't locked as usual."
Shocked, Trixie crunched up to look. Then turned to me with pleading eyes. I was pretty sure I knew what she wanted. She was Trixie, after all.
I forced her to lay back down on her back and placed my hand back on her latex crotch. After massaging it some more, the bunny was seriously pumping air, so something needed to be done about that. I found the small zipper tab and pulled it down, very slowly.
A few centimeters down, I could feel her engorged pussy lips along with some warm slippery liquid. Trixie tried to massage herself, but I didn't let her; it was my turn to make her feel good.
When Misti and Trixie had made love to me at the pethouse, I saw them doing something together that I had never seen before. They had not done it on me, but I was dying to try it because it seemed so pleasurable.
I moved around on the bed in a way to approach my naked crotch to her. Misti had called this scissoring or something, and Trixie had loved it so much. And I think the rabbit understood what I was trying to do since she helped me move in the proper position for it.
"Mmmm... Do you like this, Trixie."
She kind of nodded, probably too excited to focus on talking at the moment.
When our wet pussy lips connected, it was like an electric shock. Until they had demonstrated this to me, I would never have thought this was a thing women did. But now that I knew, it didn't take me too long to figure it out. We very slowly rubbed our pussy together, helped by our natural wetness, and it was ridiculously pleasurable. Our swollen and well-lubricated clitoris collided and procured a new sensation that was beyond ecstatic.
Trixie was mentally gone as well. I could see that she tried to rub my body with her soft paw, she wanted to take care of me, but her level of sexual pleasure was unmanageable. I was proud of being able to do this for her. She was my good friend, and I wanted her to feel as good as I was.
For a long moment, we kept doing this, even after Trixie had an intense orgasm. She wanted more, I wanted more, we were not ready to stop anytime soon. We took a few pauses, but she had learned something about me that she had the firm intention to exploit; her rubber feet kept going to my crotch or my face.
I had no regrets about having asked to sleep at the café with Trixie tonight.
***
"Oreo, come here. Your bow is falling again."
Many days later, on Christmas day. We had set up a little stand on the large walkway in front of the Cakes & Pets, and all the pets were suited up and ready to collect money for the city children's hospital.
The snow fell lightly, but it was not too cold. There were many people in the street enjoying their day off and walking around to absorb the ambiance of the holidays. Lucy and I kept an eye on the pets, so they didn't cause chaos or get in trouble, but everything was going well so far. Lucy sold a lot of overpriced cakes, and people weren't shy to pay money to get a hug and a picture with their favorite pet.
The bigger annoyance so far was that Oreo's red Christmas bow tied around her neck kept falling. It was the third time and probably not the last. Surprisingly, Oreo was the most popular pet tonight. By talking with people, we understood there was a new popular TV show that featured a cat who looked just like her. It was funny to see that the pets had been so jealous of Vix all those years, and now that the celebrity had shifted to someone else, it was not as fun anymore. I think Oreo was tired of people calling her by the name of the cat from the TV show. Perhaps we should have asked her to wear the available cheetah costume instead. But all in all, it was good for our small charity fund.
Lucy smiled at me.
"So, Clara. How are you feeling lately?" "Good. Very good. I'm like a new person." "Hehe. I would say so. I'm so proud of you. You dealt with your family issues very well. Everybody is glad to have you back. To have an even better version of you back." "Thanks. I still struggle sometimes, but the therapist said it would take time." "I believe it's true. So, tomorrow you are moving to the pethouse for good?" "Yes. Vix and Asha are off, and they will welcome me, they said." "Good. I'm glad. And don't forget about what we talked about. Our little plan for your future. Start thinking about it, okay?." "Hmmm... Yes, Lucy."
I lowered my head, knowing what she was referring to. I wasn't too sure how I felt about her idea, but I supposed it was the right thing to do. It made me nervous.
As I was about to discuss this topic further with her, I felt a pet pulling on my arm.
"Vix? What is it?"
She pointed at a man who was standing a good distance away from our stand; perhaps he was shy. I approached him, wanting to know if he wanted a hug and a picture, but he addressed me first without the shyness I had apprehended.
"Hi, how much for a picture with all the pets and a hug from the owner?" "A... a hug from the owner?" "Yes." "... One... One moment, please."
Taken aback but this odd request, I went back to Lucy, who was busy fixing Oreo's bow for the fourth time.
"Lucy... A man wants a picture with all the pets, and a hug..." "It's five dollars per pet... so 35$..." "But... He wants a hug... from you."
Lucy paused for a moment, and then let a long sigh out while closing her eyes. She then stood up straight, making a serious face that I had never seen before. From a distance, she severely looked at the man in silence for a long time before telling me the most preposterous amount ever.
"Ten thousand dollars!" "... Ten... Ten thousand!? But... Lucy? Is it not... a bit much?" "It's ten thousand, or he can get lost." "O...o... okay."
With a now burning face, I looked down at my feet and went back to the man, ashamed.
"So... sorry, mister... She said... T...T...Ten thousand... dollars... I'm... sorry."
The man wasn't even looking at me. His eyes were riveted to Lucy's. There was such tension in the air, and I didn't know what to do. This was madness.
The same way Lucy had done, he let a long sigh out and then just smiled gently.
"Alright. Do you accept checks?" "Y...yes."
What was happening? He took out his checkbook from the interior pocket of his long black coat and wrote me a check for ten thousand. Who had this kind of money to spend on a photo? Why was Lucy charging him such an unfair amount?
After detaching the check from the booklet, he placed it in my hands.
"Thank you, Clara. Come on, girls. Let's take a picture."
The check was so heavy that my hands were shaking. And how did he know my name? Did he hear Lucy saying it out loud while I wasn't listening? And how come he was organizing the photo with the pets all of a sudden?
The bouncy pets obeyed, though, and quickly surrounded him happily. The man looked at me, waiting for something.
"Oh, right! The photo!"
I rushed to grab my instant camera and put my head through the strap. I trotted in front of the group and got ready to take the photo. But then the man turned to Lucy and called her over.
"Wait! Lucy... aren't you joining us?" "Really!?" "Please?"
That was unreal. The strange man had just convinced Lucy to join him and the pets for the photo. Looking at that with my mouth wide open earned me a swift scolding from Lucy.
"Clara! Let's get over with this, will you?" "Oh... Right!"
I placed the instant camera in front of my face and looked through the viewfinder...
"Smile!"
Click! Ffzzzzzz!
By the time the little square slid out of the camera, Lucy had already left the group and had returned to organizing her cakes. But the man recalled her right away. There was something else that was part of that ten thousand dollar deal. They were too far for me to understand what they were saying, but Lucy approached him and let him take her in his arms.
Her two hands rested immobile at her side, not participating in the hug he had asked for. He rubbed her back in a non-threatening manner and murmured something in her ear, and finally, after a bit, she wrapped her arms around him, as gently as he did.
I was mesmerized by the scene. Who could he be to her? How was he so generous, and how come he knew my name?
It didn't take too long before he let Lucy go. I was able to read his lips when he said, "thank you," but then he walked away, gently patting Accalia's head on his way out, just because she was there.
"Hey, wait, your photo!"
Vix snatched the picture from my hands by clamping it between her two paws and ran after him. After she gave him the expensive photo, she wrapped her arms around him. He returned her hug, crouched, and exchanged a few words for a moment while rubbing her arms.
After Vix gave him another hug and returned to her friends, I shyly went to see Lucy.
"Lucy, who was..." "Alright, I'm going to bring that check inside. We don't want to lose it. I'll be back in a few minutes." "..."
Clearly, she wasn't disposed to discuss him. She walked away and entered the animal café, leaving me alone with the pets.
The latex animals didn't seem to care too much about what had happened. Misti was trying to fix Oreo's neck bow that was crooked again, the other pets restarted to wave at random pedestrians, but Trixie turned to me for a moment, then walked in my direction.
She had sensed that I was missing a critical piece of information, and she wanted to help.
"Trixie? What is going on? What happened?"
She put her paw on my chest and shook her head as if to say, "Don't worry." Then she turned her head left and right, looking for something. The store next to the café had some big signs in their bay window. Trixie trotted to it and pointed at one of them with her cushy paw, trying to tell me something.
"A window?"
She shook her head, no.
"A sign?"
She shook her head, no, and pointed at different places on the sign.
"Oh... You are pointing at the letters?"
She nodded. All she wanted me to do was to read the letters she pointed at.
"H... U... S... B... A... N... D... Husband!?"
Trixie nodded.
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"Are you sure about that?"
"Brian, stop worrying about me. It's just for fun."
"I don't know, Mia... What if I like it too much and decide to keep you that way forever?"
"Well, that would be hot."
"Seriously?"
"Hehe. Brian, your idea of having fun with the device is to turn me into a squirrel lover. I don't fear that you are going to lose control."
Poor Brian. We had this amazing device we could use to have tons of adult fun, but he cared so much about me that he always hesitated to use its full potential. I won't let him get away with it this time. As much as becoming the queen of the squirrels was funny, I wanted something a bit more powerful; I wouldn't let him get away with lighter stuff again this time.
I wasn't too sure what I was asking him to do exactly, but I still had my extreme solo adventure from a while ago on my mind. It had turned me into a total slut to the point where I couldn't revert to my normal self. Brian had to rescue me from my sex doll mode. Sure, doing it that way back then had not been the most intelligent thing I had ever done, but now that Brian was in control of the SusceptGear, going too far was perfectly safe; I just wanted him to push my limits a bit more and stop worrying about my mental health.
We were sitting side by side on the couch, so I crawled on him and sat on his lap as if to add an extra argument to our conversation.
"Hi! Mia!"
"Hi!"
I kissed him.
"Do it!"
"I don't know... It still feels wrong."
I kissed him again.
"Do it!"
"... Mmm... You sure?"
I kissed him once more.
"Do it!"
"Mmm... Alright. You win. I'll think of something."
"Yay! Then I will reward you with a gift."
"Mia! You are such a poor negotiator. You should have said that first, then we could have skipped this whole argumentation."
"Stop whining! I decide when to give you gifts or not."
"Hehe... You are the most confusing person ever. You like being in control of everything, and at the same time, you want to lose that control."
"There is a war raging inside my heart. Within me, you will find a duality that no man can understand!"
"Enough with the poetry. I have to cook dinner now. Get off me."
"No!"
"Move!"
"No!"
"If you don't, I'll throw you outside in the snow!"
"Eep! Okay, okay!"
Anything but that. I hated winter, and rolling around in the cold snow wasn't appealing to me. Instead, I would just go watch cute cat videos until my meal was ready.
***
The next day, Brian asked me to put on my latex maid uniform. I would have preferred to be forced to do that by the device, but I would give him a free pass on that one. I knew he had worked hard on configuring the SuspectGear until late last night, so it wouldn't be nice to criticize his plan so soon into the game; it could bite me in the ass later.
I retrieved my uniform from the closet and swapped my street clothes for it. As the smooth latex gripped my hairless tanned skin, I had to admit that playing with the maid uniform for the past few months had made me appreciate the texture more. At least I didn't dislike it as much as before; it was an improvement even though the smell still reminded me of car tires.
Maid headband in hand, I returned downstairs to Brian, who was still fiddling with his laptop and the SusceptGear connected to it.
"Oooh! Look at the cute maid. I think I should get rid of all your normal clothes and only allow you to wear sexy uniforms."
"In your dream, Brian. If you trash my nice clothes, I'll put you on the curb with them."
"Noted! Alright, put the device on your head. Everything is ready."
Instead of obeying, I went to him and let myself fall heavily on his lap.
"Oof!"
"No... You put it on me."
"I can do that. So, do you want to know what will happen next?"
"Of course, I do. But I think I won't fight you for it. The last time I tried to get some clear answers, I ended up with a bag of peanuts in my arms, and it was super weird."
"Hehe. You are still mad at me for that?"
"No, but I just want to entertain the illusion that I'm not dating a weird person."
"Alright. Enough with the sarcasm. Don't move."
His last demand was enough for me to start swaying my head just to make his life as difficult as possible while he was trying to put the SusceptGear on it. I knew I had been successful when he had no other choices but to laugh at my childishness.
"Haha! Mia! Stop! You are going to break it."
"Do you love me?"
"Yes, I do. But I would love you more if you would stop moving!"
"How much?"
"How much do I love you? Do you mean before today? Oww!"
A pinch of the nipple through his shirt was what he deserved for that bad joke. His sudden twitch was enough for me to snatch the headgear from him and keep it out of range.
"Mine! Tell me that you love me!"
"Hehe. I love you!"
"Not good enough."
"I love you enough that I got you an early Christmas gift."
"Oh, really? Is that true?"
"Yes, it is. But you need to be wearing the device first. It's conditional."
"Mmm... Since there is a gift in it for me, then maybe I'll be more cooperative."
I delicately placed the high-tech headband on my forehead and leaned forward to kiss him.
"See... This is how much I love you, Brian. I let you do whatever you want with me."
"Everything I want?"
"Yes... Everything."
"Alright, then. I will try not to disappoint you as I accept this generous offer."
"I'm counting on it... don't be... too nice."
While we kissed again, I heard a little beep and the good relaxing feeling induced by the device taking over my mind washed over me; it always felt so good.
Rapidly, I got an understanding of what character I was turning into. Brian's name slowly vanished, and instead, I wanted to call him master. A gentle state of confusion replaced my usual alertness; the latex maid was back.
Sitting on my master's lap, I knew that the more I would let the device do its thing and the less I would fight against it, the better and the more pleasurable my experience would be.
I wrapped my arms around his neck while smiling.
"Master..."
"How are you feeling, Mia?"
"Good... I'm your maid."
"Hehe. Yes, you are. Do you want your gift now?"
"A gift? For me?"
"Yes. You forgot already?"
"I don't know. I'm just happy to be with you."
"I bet you are. Here... This is your gift."
My master placed a neatly wrapped package in my hands, which confused me a great deal. I was just a maid. Why would my master give me a gift? It was so strange.
"Open it, Mia."
"Okay..."
Clumsily, as if I were stuck inside a dream, I gently ripped the paper and tossed the pieces on the floor.
"Aaah, Mia. You are the worst maid ever. So sloppy."
"I don't know, master... Did I do something wrong?"
"Hehe. No... Keep going. You are going to have to pick up your trash later anyway."
"Mmm..."
It took a while, but I got it. I was now holding the gift that my master gave me. It was a cute box of flavored chocolate. What I was supposed to do next was not evident, but one thing I knew for certain was that I liked chocolate a lot.
"So, Mia. Do you know what this is?"
"Yes... Chocolates."
"That's right. They are good ones too, so you have to enjoy them. It's a box of thirty-three pieces. There are sixteen flavors, two of each, and then there is the big dark chocolate one in the middle."
"I... I want the big one."
"Haha! No, no. Don't touch them yet. Let me explain first."
"Yes, Master. But I still want the big one."
"You'll have it later. Listen. We are sixteen days away from Christmas. You are permitted to eat two chocolates per day until Christmas. But you can't have the big one until the 25th of December. Do you understand?"
"Yes, Master. Can I have one now?"
"Geez, you really love chocolate. I'm not sure if you'll understand this, but each different flavor will have a different effect on you. Every time you'll eat one, you'll fall asleep and get conditioned for a new kink or behavior. If you eat the same flavor twice, which will eventually happen, it will reinforce the effect of that specific conditioning."
"Yes, Master."
"I'll have to go to work for the next few days, but then I will be off until the 26th. So I'll be able to spend a lot of time with you. When I'm not around, you'll just be my maid, clean the house, and do everything I ask you."
"I really want this one, now... Can I eat it, Master?"
"Haha... You didn't listen at all. Okay, whatever, Mia. You can have your chocolate. Just not the big one. I guess it doesn't matter after all if you know what's going to happen or not. Just try to enjoy yourself."
I pinched the most appealing one with the tip of my fingers and placed it in my mouth. The amazing flavor triggered my pleasure center like never before; it was sooo good.
"Ma... Mashter! Itch delichious."
"The price was delicious too, believe me. I'm glad you like it... Let's see... You choose Kona Coffee. Oh, it's going to be a fun one."
"Mmmm!"
As I chewed on this piece of dream, I couldn't be happier with my gift. I wrapped my arms around my master and just wanted to cuddle with him.
For a while, I rubbed my body against his, but then, my eyelids felt heavier and heavier as time passed.
"Master... I'm so... tired."
"Hehe. Good. Close your eyes, Mia. Just go to sleep."
"Mmm... Okay."
With my head resting on his chest, I drifted away.
***
"Aaaanh! Mmmm!"
As soon as I woke up, my hands went straight to my chest. My breast felt so good all of a sudden. Somehow, I ended up on my master's bed, and a pleasant sexual warmth enveloped me.
"Oh, you are finally awake."
"Ma... Master... My breasts... they feel so good."
My master was sitting on the corner of the bed, a sheet of paper in his hand.
"You ate Kona Coffee, which rewarded you with a good two hours of breast sensitivity conditioning. Let's test that out right away...
"Master? Aaaaanh! Mmmm!"
When he ran his hand over my left boob, an insane feeling of arousal hit me like a ton of brick. I didn't know what was happening to me, but I liked it a lot.
For a little while, he massaged my chest, and I couldn't get enough of it. He asked me to turn around to unzip my dress and helped me take my arms off the sleeves, which allowed my uniform to flop down over my apron.
"My... My uniform... I want to wear it."
"I know. You will, but I want to have some fun with you first."
"Mmm... I like it when you have fun with me."
He unfastened his belt and took off his pants and boxers in front of me. As a maid, I was looking forward to performing my duty; pleasing my master was my ultimate goal. He entered my mouth with his hardening cock while my hand reached my sensitive boobs. Massaging them was one thing, but pinching my nipples sent me to such a happy place.
For a little while, I sucked him off as well as I could, but once he was fired up, he asked me to lay down on my back. He then climbed on top of me and landed his cock right in my boob crack.
"It's time for a nice boobjob, Mia."
"Yes, master."
Because of my state of permanent confusion, I had not seen him reaching for the nightstand, from where he had retrieved a small bottle of lube. He put a dab on my chest, and he showed me how he wanted me to press my boobs around his shaft. Sliding his slippery cock and and out of my crack was great; it was a very different way to use my body for his pleasure. Because of my breast sensitivity conditioning, it was probably as fun for me as it was for him.
It felt incredible. Not only I made my master happy, but the sensations he was giving me were off the chart. Boobjobs was my favorite thing in the world at the moment, and to make the activity even better, my master took as much time as he needed, alternating between my boobs and mouth. I was so happy to be played with like this for a while.
After several edges, he grunted in a very bestial manner, and he shot his semen all over my neck and face.
"Mmmm... Mia! It felt so wrong and so right at the same time. We are going to have a lot of fun until Christmas, I think."
"Yes, master. Can I hug you now?"
"Aaah! No! You are all sticky. Go take a good shower and then clean the house. I'm going outside to cut some wood for the fireplace. I'll be back after."
"Awww. Yes, master."
***
The day dragged slowly, but I kept my focus on cleaning the house as inefficiently as I always did. I spent so much time in the living room trying to chase the dust bunnies from under the couch while my master enjoyed caressing my butt when it was sticking out. I tried to cook for him too, but he didn't seem to feel well after he ate my food, I wasn't too sure why. I hoped that I hadn't made a mistake in my recipe, but when he told me it was not my fault, I felt happy again.
Later in the evening, as my master started a fire, I came to him with an important request.
"What is it, Mia? I said that I don't want you to touch the fireplace when you are a maid. You are going to burn down our house."
"Oh, I know, master. I would never do that. I just wanted to know if I could have another chocolate."
"Oh, hehe. Yes. I said you could have two per day. You don't need to ask me. But since I'm here, bring the box over. I want to see which one you'll choose."
"Yes, master."
I fetched my precious chocolate box, pressing it against my chest, and knelt next to him on the comfy fur rug.
"Don't get too close to the fire. They will melt."
"I want the big one."
"I said no. You can't have it until the 25th."
"Aww... Okay. Can I have this one, then?"
"Yes... This one is Candied Orange Peel... Oh, my... That's going to be interesting."
Using my fingers, I pinched the pretty chocolate and placed it on my tongue.
"Mashter! Itsh so good!"
"Glad you like it. But don't talk with your mouth full. It's gross."
"But... itsh sho good! Itsh tashte like oranshe."
"With a name like that, it's not like it's a surprise. Come on, close your mouth. I don't need to see that."
"Oshay, mashter!"
It was delicious. I may have been hypnotized, but I could still appreciate good chocolate. The sweet sugar made my mouth water and my brain happy. But of course, as I was swallowing it, my eyelids were getting heavier.
"Master... I'm tired."
"Hehe... Lay down here on the rug. I like looking at you when you fall asleep. It's adorable."
"Yes, Master..."
***
After my profound nap, I slowly woke up, feeling rested, but felt quite confused. It was so comfortable to lie down on this thick fur rug that had been warmed up by the crackling fire. My master was reading a book on the couch, keeping an eye on me; I felt safe.
"M...Master?"
"Oh? My little maid came back to life. How are you feeling, Mia?"
"Good... I love you."
"Ah, thanks. But I need to check something."
"Yes, master. Can I sit on your lap?"
"Sure... Come here, cutie."
Crawling on my four, I reached him and climbed on top of his legs. I couldn't help but wrap my arms around his neck and kiss him. That was what maids were supposed to do, after all; take care of their master.
"Mmm. That's nice, Mia, but can you tell me what twelve times ten is?"
"Twelve times ten? It's a multiplication."
"Hahaha. That's not what I'm asking. What is the result?"
"I don't know. Fourteen?"
"You didn't even try."
"No. It seems too difficult."
"Okay, and do you know where Germany is?"
"It's a country."
"That's right, but where is it?"
"Near Mexico?"
"Haha... Close. So, do you want to know what the chocolate you ate was?"
"Oh! I know what it was! It was delicious."
"You are not even listening! It was intelligence reduction. I think it's going to make the rest of this adventure quite interesting. I didn't expect you to eat it so early in the game, though."
"I don't know."
"Of course, you don't. Come, I cooked dinner for us while you were sleeping. Then we will watch a movie together and go to bed."
"Yes, master."
***
"Aaaah! Ma... Master! It... it feels so good! I'm... I'm going to cum."
"Oh my God, you are incredible, Mia!"
For the past week and a half, my Master made me so happy. For some reason, I wanted sex all the time, and even if he helped me a lot to satisfy this desire, it never seemed to be enough.
I didn't know why my arousal was so uncontrollable. I was wet all the time and could barely focus on cleaning the house. Thinking was difficult, and the only thing I yearned for was to please my master.
At first, when he was not around, I secretly played with myself to keep my sex drive in check, but recently, I stopped being able to cum that way. It was not too bad at first because when my master fucked me hard enough, I could still cum. I had no problem relying on him to get my orgasms. But recently, I had reached a point where I couldn't even cum anymore, even when my master penetrated me, no matter how hard he was going at it or how much he came inside me. This new situation made me even more desperate for sex. Not being able to achieve orgasms drove me nuts, and I spent countless hours on the kitchen floor, masturbating with the various toys my master gave me to play with. That was the way he had found to keep me off his back.
That said, during the past few days, something had changed. After I had this delicious mint chocolate, I began craving anal sex, which I never had before. I was confused and nervous about this, but my master took very good care of me when I told him what I wanted. Strangely, I also had magically learned how to clean myself before asking for it. Everything was so foggy in my mind.
I felt so dumb. It got even worse when I ate the second candied orange peel chocolate. Like the first one, it was very delicious, but now I could barely remember how to do basic tasks, like having a conversation with my master or doing my chores.
After begging for a while, I had finally convinced him to take me the way I wanted. The way he had cared for me the first time he entered my ass made me feel so loved. The pleasure level I got out of this experience was way higher than anything else I had tried before. Feeling him inside of me that way was beyond incredible, and it didn't take me long to have the orgasm of my lifetime. After being denied for many days despite all the hot sex we had, it was a great relief to know I had a way to cum again.
I wasn't the only one who liked it; my master said it was terrific too and wanted more of this new sex. With fresh semen still leaking out from my ass, he forced me to eat the second chocolate that had triggered my strong desire for anal sex in the first place. It was as tasty as the first one, but it made me lose control of this newer urge. Every day, I cleaned myself perfectly for my master, hoping that he would take me from behind, and I made sure to remind him that it was the only way I wanted to make love.
And that was why he was on my back right now, pumping his hard cock in and out of me, giving me that third anal orgasm of the day.
"Aaah! Mia! I'll have to keep you like this forever if you keep being this hot."
"I don't know, master. Can you keep doing this to me all day?"
"Haha. I'm having sex with you as much as I can. I'm not sure I'll survive the remaining three days."



"Ma... Master... I'm close again..."
"Again? Oh dear, I turned into such a nymphomaniac. When I reset you, you'll so murder me for having done this."
"I... I don't know... Aaah! AAaaanh! I'm... I'm cummiiing again!"
It was so amazing. His slippery cock effortlessly glided in and out of me as I was cumming, causing my anus spasm around it. That must have been good for him as well, because he came inside of me not long after. Knowing that I made this happen again made me feel very proud of myself; I was such a good maid.
"Okay! Okay, Mia! Calm down before you give me a heart attack. Come lay down next to me for a bit. I need a break."
"Okay."
I was a maid. I was supposed to clean up the house. As I turned around to lay down on top of my master's chest, I saw his erect cock, nicely coated with fresh semen and lubricant, so as a good maid, I decided to take care of that task first.
"Mia? What are you..."
"I will clean your dick, master."
"MIA, NO!"
Before he could stop me, I took his cock in my mouth and began to suck it clean. I didn't know why he had screamed at me, but he didn't ask me to stop. I was so confused.
"Mia, you are sucking my dick after I gave you a nice ass pounding... Do you realize that?"
"I don't know..."
"Oh, boy. It's very hot, but when you remember this later, I'm a dead man."
"I don't know, Master. Aren't you happy? I just want to make you happy and be a good maid."
"Don't worry about that, Mia. Just... Don't worry about that. I love it and it's worth dying for."
"Okay."
I returned to my task and kept cleaning my master for the next little while as he petted my hair as an approbation sign.
***
The next couple of days were the best in my life. I couldn't do my chores anymore, as all my body parts were way too sensitively distracting. Thinking straight was impossible and constantly begging my master for anal sex was my only desire. I needed him more than ever since none of the new sex toys he gave me provided a similar pleasure level .
Today I ate the last small chocolate and fell deeply asleep as usual. I couldn't tell what had changed this time around, but when I woke up, I found my master fucking my ass again while tugging on my hair. Being his maid, this realization that I could now please my master even when I was asleep was very rewarding.
"Aaaah! Ma... master! It's so good! Don't... Don't stop!"
"Oh... you are already awake? Time flies when we have fun."
"... Aaaanh! Aaaah! Mmmm!"
After he finished using me, and while I was cleaning him with my mouth, he started talking about strange things.
"It's Christmas today, Mia. Do you know what it means?"
"I don't know, Master... Can you fuck me again? I'm turned on like crazy right now."
"Hehe. No, listen."
"Please, fuck me."
"Mia! Stop asking! We will have more fun a bit later, if I'm still alive. Anyway, since today is Christmas, it means you ate all your chocolates."
"No... I still want the big one. That's the one I crave since the beginning."
"Haha. That's right. At least you never forgot that part. You'll have it today. But it is a special day, and I have a big surprise for you."
"I don't want a surprise. Can we have sex instead?"
"You are super cutely dumb, Mia. But you'll do as I say, okay?"
"Yes, master."
After we rested for a little bit, my master made me strip naked, which didn't agree with what I desired.
"Master... I love latex. Please, I need to wear it."
"I said, wait. Put your uniform back on the bed. I have something new for you to wear."
"No, I need my latex uniform... It's very important."
"Stop it, Mia, or else I'll spank you again."
"Mmm, I love being spanked."
"I created a monster... Oh, here it is. There, it's one of your Christmas gifts."
My master stole my uniform from my hands and placed a heavy plastic package in my arms, puzzling me.
"Master, I cannot wear this, it's a package, and it is not made of latex."
"Well, genius. You have to open it first."
"I do?"
"Yes... your gift is inside."
"Oh... okay."
For a moment, I looked down at the package, but I couldn't find a good solution to open it, so I started chewing on the corner, which made my master react negatively.
"MIA! Don't do that! It's not food."
"But, my hands are busy holding the package. I don't know how to open it. It's too complicated."
"Remind me not to reduce your intelligence that much in the future. Put it on the bed, then use your hands."
"Oooh. Okay. That might work."
My master was so smart. I did what he said, and it was much easier. I managed to rip the package open and pull out its content. I almost came on the spot when a strong whiff of latex reached my nose.
"Ma... Master... this is latex! I love it so much! Thank you!"
"Mia, you didn't even look at what it was. Unfold it at least!"
"It's latex. I love it."
"Oh my God, Mia. You are going to drive me nuts. I can't wait for you to be back to normal."
My master patted me on the head and picked up my latex gift from the bed. When he unfolded it, I then understood what it was; a full-body catsuit made of shiny white latex. It had feet, hands, and hood attached.
"Do you like it? It's your special Christmas suit."
"Yes! It's latex, master. I really want it."
"Good! Glad to hear. Let's get you dressed up, and then we will do something special."
"Will we have special sex too?"
"Mia, your brain is so fried. It's very cute."
"I don't know, master. I just want to have sex."
When my legs entered the latex suit, it felt so amazing that I started playing with myself. Master had to continually fight me, saying that I had to wait, which was impossible.
The tight latex gripping my skin was even better than wearing my maid uniform; it was like being hugged by a thousand arms simultaneously. My fingers entered the gloves, and my master zipped up the suit after pulling it over my shoulders. Following that, he cuffed my hands behind my back; I loved it when my master tied me up, even if it didn't make sense right now.
But then, he said something very strange.
"Okay, I don't know if you'll understand this, but I need to remove your headband so I can pull the hood over your head. It will confuse you a little, but you have to let me put the headband back on your head, okay?"
"Master? I don't understand."
"Aaah, let's do this. Just don't move, Mia. Okay?"
His fingers reached my forehead, and he pulled a silver band off it. Immediately, a barrage of memories flooded my brain. Meanwhile, he hurried and pulled the latex hood over my head and began aligning the eye and mouth holes. As my intelligence gradually came back, I understood what was happening; he was encasing me in a white latex suit, something we had never discussed before.
"Brian? Hey! Wait, wait! What are you..."
"Oh, shoot. You are already back. Just give me a few more seconds here."
"No! Wait! Let's talk about this first! What are you doing to me?"
I tried to get free, but those cuffs wouldn't cooperate. As my confusing memories kept coming back, Brian saw that I was panicking a little. Usually, when he turned off the device, he gave me all the time I needed to regain my senses, but this time I was cuffed, and he was forcing me inside this new catsuit. Not wanting this to degenerate, Brian stopped what he was doing and gently grabbed my shoulders to look at me straight in the eyes.
"MIA! Mia! Calm down. You are safe. Okay? I'm doing this for you because I love you. This wasn't supposed to happen, but I forgot that I had to remove your headband so you can wear the new suit. Stay still, and trust me. We will have a good time this afternoon, and then I'll give you back your freedom. I promise."
He loved me? Well, I loved him too. The manly tone he had employed just now got to me. I was still confused, but I knew one thing; I trusted Brian.
"O... okay... master?"
"Hehe. Here, kiss me, then we can continue your little adventure."
After gently pressing his lips on mine, I stayed still for him so he could finish whatever he was doing to me. Now that my memories were back, I had a very good idea of how whorish I had been acting during the past two weeks, and very aware of all the perverted things I had asked him to do to me. My face burned with embarrassment when I remembered this little ass to mouth habit that I had recently acquired, but thankfully, my new latex hood hid my humiliation.
"Alright, done. You look so hot, Mia."
"You... you think so?"
"Absolutely. Now let me put that back on your head. I'll see you a bit later today, okay?"
"S... sure. I love you."
"I love you too."
He placed the SusceptGear back over my smooth latex head, and a fantastic feeling of relaxation calmed me down immediately. Quickly enough, I turned into this horny maid again.
"M... Master?"
"Yes? Are you dumb again?"
"I don't know... But... Can we have sex? It's been so long."
"Oof! My maid is back. And no, we had sex a mere thirty minutes ago. You'll have to wait a little longer. Alright, let me uncuff you, then we will go do something fun."
"Yes, master."
When he spun me around to reach my cuffs, I ended up facing a full-length mirror and saw what I had become. I had turned into this shiny white doll that didn't look like me. I was so used to seeing my tanned Latina skin and my maid uniform that this new white form felt like a major transformation.
"Aaah, you are looking at yourself, don't you? Do you like being a little rubber doll? I think you are super sexy. I'm honest here. It looks way more attractive than I expected."
"It's latex... I love it so much."
"Good. Now, follow me. We are going for a walk, and I have one last gift for you."
"Yes, master."
***
"Come on, Mia."
"But... it's snowing a lot."
"Yes, there is a good snowfall right now, but it's okay. It won't hurt you. Look, it's beautiful out here in the forest."
"All the trees are dead."
"Haha. No, they are just sleeping, like your brain."
"Are we on a different planet? It's so white everywhere."
"No, we are still on Earth, Mia. And yes, snow tends to be white."
"Okay."
Only wearing my winter boots and my full latex catsuit outside was a strange feeling. It was like being naked, but without suffering from the cold temperature. My master had asked me to follow him as he wanted to go for a walk in the snow. Something inside me kept warning me that I shouldn't do this, but I would follow him anywhere; I obeyed even if it felt a bit weird.
For a few minutes, we stayed on a path zigzagging between the trees, and I was already lost. I clung to my master's arm, not to lose him; I knew I was not smart enough to find my way back home if we were to get separated. With this heavy snow falling, we couldn't see very far either.
"Mia, your white catsuit in the snow looks super amazing. Are you sure you aren't cold? I brought your coat just in case I had been misinformed. I was told latex should keep you warm enough."
"If I stay with you, I'm always warm."
"Awww. Look at you, saying nice things by accident."
"I don't know, master. I'm just happy to be with you."
"You know that you gave me a run for my money during the past two weeks. I mean, our sex had never been this hot and dirty, but your low IQ and nymphomaniac habits were taxing."
"I don't know... Can we have sex now?"
"Haha. You really did turn into a needy sex doll. I'm starting to like this a bit too much."
"I just want to please you. Where are we going?"
"You'll see. It's not too far. It's something that I put a lot of effort into because I love you, and I hope you'll like it."
"It's getting dark. I'm scared of the lions."
"Hahaha! The lions? Mia, where does that even come from? There are no lions in North America... maybe some wolves, but no lions."
"Wolves then... they are like grey lions, right?"
"Exactly. Haha. They are Canadian grey lions."
"Yes master."
My master was so much more intelligent than me, and I wanted to stay with him forever, so he could keep teaching me useful things like this.
After a few more minutes of shuffling in the snow, we came to a small clearing where there was a structure entirely made of snow. I didn't know what it was, but my master seemed extremely excited to show it to me.
"Look, Mia! I built you a little snow palace. It's your Christmas gift."
"Okay."
"Don't sound so over-excited. I just spent the past two weeks building this ice hotel for you."
"I'm sorry. Did I do something wrong, master?"
"Haaa... At least tell me what you think of it."
"It's big... and it looks cold. And... OH! MASTER!"
"... Uh? Why are you screaming all of a sudden?"
"OVER THERE! THE SQUIRRELS! I must feed them!"
"... Ah... I forgot about her Queen of the squirrel mode. She won't listen to anything I say now. Ah well... It's part of the game, I guess. Here Mia. I brought the peanut bag for you. Go have fun with your friends. Might be a good time for some cute pictures of you anyway."
"HURRY! They will starve! I must feed my children."
"Yeah, yeah. Calm down."
I snatched the peanuts bag from his hand and ran toward where I saw the squirrels last. I dropped to my knees in the deep snow, which buried me up to my waist, and I tossed a few peanuts towards the trees and waited patiently.
Like last time, nothing else mattered. My lingering arousal, my desire to be with my master; they had faded. I had to fulfill my role and save the squirrels.
After a little while, they finally came back and began eating the peanuts. I felt a great sense of accomplishment. They were so cute and fuzzy. There were only two at first, but three more joined them shortly after. They gradually came closer and closer until they were comfortable enough to pick the delicious treats directly from my rubber-covered fingers.
It was very comfortable to sit in the snow like this while only wearing this suit, but I started shivering a little; that was when my master came back to check on me.
"Come on, Mia, that's enough for now. You are getting cold. If you feed them too much, they will all suffer from high blood pressure. I took some videos of you feeding them that I will show you later. Your white latex body in the snow looks so amazing."
"But, the small one wants more."
"Are you kidding me!? He is having a seizure right now because he overate. Come on, follow your master. I want to show you something nice and give you one last present."
"Yes, master."
He grabbed my arm and helped me up. Immediately, I wrapped my arms around his warm body. We headed toward the snow house as the sun disappeared through the ocean of trees. When we crawled inside, it was almost pitch back as there were no windows
"One sec Mia, don't move. I'm going to light the candles."
One after the other, my master lit a few candle clusters here and there in the big room, revealing the mysterious environment. It was very pretty. A big bed made of snow was in the middle of the place, and some think furs covered it. He gently held my hand and guided me to it.
"Can we have sex now?"
"Mia, your maid character is the most unromantic person I know. Alright, let's break your curse so we can enjoy this moment a bit more. Look at what I brought for you."
"Ooooh. My chocolate box! The big chocolate is still in there."
"That right, Mia. Do you still want it?"
"Can... can I?"
"Yes, you can. This one is pure dark chocolate. You'll love it."
"I love you, master. But I like chocolate more."
"Oh, that's nice. Hehe. I'll remember that for next year."
I pinched the big piece of chocolate, and I bit one of the corners. Right away, it melted inside my mouth, releasing an incredible flavor.
"Mmmm! Itsh sho good!"
"I'm sure it is... close your mouth when you eat."
"Can hi heat more of hit?"
"Yes, yes... Eat all of it. I hope it's going to work because I don't want to see you masticating like that anymore. Close your mouth, I said."
"Oshay... but hafter thish, can we hage shex?"
"Mia! Stop talking! I don't need to see this!"
"Oshay, mashter."
Master placed his hand in front of my mouth as I was enjoying my big chocolate. Little by little, I finished it all, but toward the end, something different happened. Something much different.
My arousal level had diminished, my foggy mind slowly returned to normal, and my memories of the past two weeks gradually came back. After some time, I realized that I was no longer under the control of the SusceptGear, and I was inside some sort of small romantic room entirely made of snow. A layer of glossy white latex covered me from head to toe, and Brian was sitting next to me on the fur-covered bed, more than likely wondering if I had recovered all my senses.
"... Brian?"
"Mia?"
"... RAWR!"
My first reaction was to attack him like a wild creature. I pushed him to his back and sat on his hips, my two hands pushing on his chest.
"I remember EVERYTHING!"
"I knew it... You are going to murder me! Goodbye, cruel world."
"Nonsense! What is this place?"
"Your real Christmas gift. A little ice hotel just for the two of us in the middle of the forest."
I looked around me, and a billion tiny ice crystals reflected the light of the dancing flames, making them shine like a clear night sky. The bed we were sitting on felt warm and cozy when I ran my fingers through the long fur. It was beautiful. I couldn't believe that he went through all the trouble to build this just for me.
"I love it!"
"You... you do?"
"Yes. You told me about those ice hotels before, and I thought it was insane, but this is beautiful."
"I thought it was worth a try. And... did you... have fun?"
"Brian... It was amazing!"
"Yeah?"
"Yes. And I don't want to talk about it right now. Instead, I want you to make me happy."
Now that I remembered everything and that he made me go through some intense experiences, I also remembered that he had to endure how stupid and annoying I had been for the past two weeks. He had his share of fun, for sure, but more than ever, he deserved a nice reward for finally giving me what I had asked for so long.
I laid down on my back and slowly unzipped my crotch zipper while staring at him in a way to communicate my lust.
"Don't you want to play with me, Brian?"
"Always. Do you want to play with me, Mia?"
"Yes, master."
"Hehe. Silly."
After taking his clothes off, he climbed on top of me, pinning me down on the soft fur, and we started to make out. Even if made of snow, this room was warm enough, or perhaps it was because I wore this nice and tight latex outfit.
When his cock entered me, it was a very healthy level of pleasure compared to what Mia the maid had endured. As hot as it had been, it wasn't real; this was. For a long while, and making sure to take it slow to extend our fun, Brian moved in and out of me as I tightly wrapped my rubber legs and arms around him to get more of his presence, of his love. To avoid cumming, he took a break and slid down to lick me for a while.
It was fun and romantic to alternate between those different positions, but I grew suspicious after a while because I wasn't getting anywhere near the edge.
"Brian... Are you sure the last chocolate reset everything? It is enjoyable, but..."
"Hehe... You finally noticed?"
"..."
"Most of your conditioning was temporary, but there are some permanent ones that will stay until we fully reset you."
"Are you saying that... I can't cum?"
"Oh, no. I wouldn't do that to you. There is a way for you to cum..."
"What way? What have you done to me?"
I punched him in the chest playfully. What kind of twisted boyfriend was this?
"Ow... Haha! Well, It's something Mia the maid loved. I'm sure you remember."
"..."




Once more, my latex hood hid my extreme embarrassment. Now that Brian had said that, I knew exactly what he had referred to. I had been an anal whore for the past few days. As much as I wanted to murder him for what he was doing to me, all the memories related to this adventurous sex were still very present in my mind.
Anal sex had this little degrading side to it, at least that was how I perceived it, but I had to admit that I didn't dislike this feeling. Brian had added this extra twist to our evening because he loved me and wanted me to have a good time. He was doing this for me as much as he was doing it for himself, but I knew that if I were to tell him no, he would not be offended and would do what was necessary to lift this anal sex curse. It was up to me to decide how comfortable I was with this opportunity.
"Alright, mister. I hope you brought the lube because I will give you the night of your life."
"I brought a lot more than that. I have a bottle of champagne, a nice meal for two, and all my love for my new rubber sex doll."
"Sex doll, uh? You are aware that sex dolls never get satisfied, right?"
"Is that a challenge?"
"Yes. You have a golden opportunity to make me like winter some more."
We kissed each other tenderly, confirming that we were on the same page; those were perfect Christmas kisses. This night will be magnificent. This night will be our winter night.
"I love you, Mia."
"I love you, Brian."
"Oh... And you know what, Mia?"
"What?"
"Let's never make you THIS dumb ever again! I swear, I won't be able to take it!"
"Hahaha! Well, maybe I can act like a dumb sex doll just for you tonight."
"Aaaah! Noooo! Don't do it, or else I'll leave you behind to be eaten by your grey lions!"
"Hahaha! Rawr! Grey lions!"
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"Brittany, that's enough! You can't keep us apart like this. Nightshade and I are a couple!"
"Watch your tone, Hemlock! You know very well that what you did to me was the worst thing ever."
"Yes, and we apologized for it. We did all you wanted, all the extra training, and even accepted that you made us sleep in separate stalls. But it's been long enough. We learned our lesson."
"Well, I'm not sure you did!"
"What are you expecting from us? Are you waiting for us to cancel our contract?"
Hearing those words had an electroshock effect on the already angry Brittany. She jumped off her couch and fast-walked to Hemlock, who was standing there, wearing civilian clothes for the first time in ages. Nightshade wasn't around because she was still locked up in her stall since the unfortunate event.
"Hemlock! You took her harness and her suit off! Did you ever stop to think about what it meant to me before you disregarded one of the most sacred rules binding a pony and a driver? Do you realize the impact it will have on our performance on the track if we can't trust each other?"
"Yes, we did. We apologized, we accepted all the punishment you threw at us without complaining... but it has to stop now."
"It will stop when I say so!"
"I don't think you understand... Nightshade and I are a couple."
"Well, good for you!"
Hemlock didn't hate Brittany. She only wished she would understand how painful it was to be kept away from her lover for so long. It was a terrible decision. It was written in the stars that if Brittany didn't allow them to be with each other soon, they would have to leave the stable. Love was more important than racing, even though racing was the next item on their priority list.
Even Paul had been useless in trying to defuse this situation. He just said that he trusted Brittany for that kind of matter and called this whole chaos "childish." From Hemlock's perspective, Brittany had lost sight of common sense and was pushing this way too far, and it made her as angry as sad.
"Yeah... What did I expect from you, Brittany? As if you know anything about love!"
"..."
Usually, Brittany never hesitated before barking insults back when someone attacked her... but this time, after hearing those harsher words, nothing came out of her mouth and a big ball of emotion jammed her throat. It was not a feeling she was very familiar with.
As her eyes welled up, she pushed Hemlock in the chest, which barely had any effect, and just walked out of the living room, unable to add another word.
***
"What are we doing today? Why didn't we sleep in the barn last night?"
"Ah! Today I have a surprise for you two. We are going to Dressage Center!"
"Dressage Center?"
When Sophie mentioned Dressage Center to Moonlight, a big question mark appeared above her head. Morning Star, who was sitting at the kitchen table, reading a racing magazine, turned her head, puzzled as well. She knew what Dressage Center was but failed to see the relevance with what they were trying to achieve.
"Dressage Center is a place where they train show ponies. I made an appointment with them, and they are going to teach you a thing or two."
"Show ponies? Like... the cute ones performing for entertainment purposes?"
"Yup."
"But... Why?"
"Ah! You'll see! Eat your oats so we can go."
Morning star stood up, not questioning Sophie's motives, but was definitely apprehensive about this odd idea.
***
"Just be patient, okay, Nightshade? Things are bad... Brittany has never done something like this before."
"Mmmph!"
"I know... But trust me. Just give me a bit of time, and I'll sort that situation out."
Nightshade had been stuck inside her stall for the past two weeks, except for her daily training. She and Hemlock had not been able to have any intimate time together since the incident. This was impossibly hard. Separating two lovers like this was beyond cruel.
Oddly enough, Hemlock was let to roam free after her workday, almost as an invitation to leave the stable. She was the one who had committed the fault, so taking away her pony time on top of preventing her from sharing her bed with Nightshade was an even worse punishment.
All she could do was visit Nightshade often and try to comfort her girlfriend through the bars of locked metal gate to which only Brittany had the key. She had not heard Nightshade's voice since then either. It was absurd.
There could be a straightforward solution to resolve this; canceling their contract and leaving. However, this would have to be the last resort. As Hemlock already stated, this punishment was beyond cruel, even for Brittany's standards, and she suspected there was an underlying cause to this extreme reaction.
Hemlock never hated Brittany. She knew the girl was a nutcase, but she had been good to her. It wasn't easy to find a good trainer in this world of ponygirls. Finding someone bossy was easy, so was finding someone abusive; perverts were also common. But excellent trainers were rare.
The best ones right now were Sophie, Xiuying, and Brittany. Outside them, Hemlock didn't know anybody else who could take her to the next level on the race track. Sophie's manipulative style did not attract her, and Xiuying was way too by the book, super formal and all. No, Brittany was the only one she trusted to win. She was fearless, competent, and driven by an innate desire for victory.
The downside was that someone this good was bound to come with flaws. Brittany was rude, impulsive, pitiless, and on occasion, unfriendly and racist. Those traits made her the most hated professional ponygirl trainer in the field, and that even got her banned from the NRPA.
But Hemlock knew better than judging someone by its cover. On occasion, she noticed a small girl... one who was passionate, had dreams, and cared about others. That said, as soon as anybody saw this pleasant side of her and vocalized it, Brittany would close herself and fire a barrage of insults back at the offender before returning to her bitter self. It was better not to mention anything.
Nightshade, prisoner of her stall and missing physical contact like crazy, was ready to leave. If it hadn't been for Hemlock, she would have already ended her contract. Right now, she had no other option but to trust her lover and be patient; she was about to reach her limit, though. She didn't sign up to be an inmate and didn't have any special attachment to Brittany..
The prisoner pony turned her back to the gate and back kicked it with all her strength, which sent a loud sound wave all across the barn. Hemlock stepped back and stared at the new dent in the shape of a horseshoe embossed in the metal panel, another one.
"Okay, okay... Give me twenty-four hours, and if I have not found a solution, we will leave."
"Mmph!"
"I promise! You are more important to me than this Triple Crown event. We will find another stable together if we have to."
Nightshade returned to the gate and pressed her forehead on the bars separating her from her girlfriend. She would have loved to touch Hemlock, but with her wrists attached to her waist, all she could do was to receive the caress from Hemlock's hand on her cheeks. She wanted out!
***
"Morning Star, Moonlight... This is Ivory, and she is going to be your trainer today!"
"..."
"Our trainer?"
A stunningly beautiful small ponygirl was standing in front of the racing trio. She was wearing an ultra-white latex suit, amazing thigh high pony boots, a very expensive-looking white leather harness adorned with gold patterns. Not wearing a bridle at the moment, Ivory still had her bright long white hair mounted in a very classy ponytail.
Sophie seems familiar with that blinding bright pony, but Morning Star was speechless, and Moonlight was puzzled at this sudden trainer swap activity. Instead of providing a useful answer, Sophie just dropped a few more equally shocking words.
"Alright! Good luck! I'll see you at 4 pm! Have fun!"
"..."
"Wait! What!? You are leaving us here!?"
"Ah, I didn't tell you? You will spend the day with Ivory, and she is going to teach you how to work as a team. You are both great runners, but if you don't learn how to work together, we have no chance of winning the Triple Crown. It happens that working as a team is what show ponies do best. They are yours, Ivory. I'll see you this afternoon."
"See you later, Sophie!"
Sophie smiled like a child, very proud of the curveball she threw at her two unsuspecting ponies. It was all planned, and Ivory knew what she was getting into, but it was almost nonsense to Morning Star and Moonlight.
They didn't want to be rude, but Ivory looked so...fragile. Racing ponies were the embodiment of power and Moonlight's leg was twice the size as Ivory's. Sure, the white show pony probably looked good on the front cover of a magazine, but her athletic traits were questionable.
On top of that, Ivory was a ponygirl. Since when did ponygirls become trainers? Yes, Morning Star was teaching Moonlight some stuff occasionally, but it was mostly by observation; she never considered opening her mouth to give her direct advice. Why did Sophie ask Ivory to train them? It made little sense.
"Hi girls, I'm so happy to meet you. Morning Star, I'm a huge fan, hehe. You are the best racing pony in the world, so this is a bit intimidating for me. My heart stopped when you had your accident. Sophie told me that you were doing so much better now. It is such a relief."
"I'm better. Thank you. Nice to meet you as well."
"Aww... Thanks."
Moonlight never put too much thought into it, but Morning Star was indeed the fastest pony on Earth; it just never had sunk in. She knew nothing about pony racing, and she had never seen Morning Star running on a track before, and on top of that, the elite pony never acted pretentiously or boasted about her past achievements. Seeing Ivory being in such awe in front of the champion made her stomach feel strange. Had she ever misbehaved around such a legend? She had never asked herself this question until now.
"And you, Moonlight, I saw your first race and... Oops... Sorry, you probably don't want to hear about that."
"..."
The young pony realized something else; her little crash into the gate during her first amateur race didn't go unnoticed. Probably Sophie had shielded her from what people were saying about her. A story about a brand new ponygirl making such a mistake, followed by a spectacular win, would be worth printing in a newspaper.
"Don't worry... It's fine... I'm over it."
"Good. You are both amazing athletes, so I'm sure we will learn a lot from each other today. Follow me, let's go to the dressing room and get you a pair of boots, then you can show me what you've got, and we will go from there."
"..."
"Sure."
Ivory must have sensed a wind of distrust. Every time she talked, at least one of the ponygirls remained silent, and the other provided the shortest answer possible. She tried to stay as friendly as possible, but she didn't quite know what to do. Was it because she was smaller than they were? Was it because she was a ponygirl directing them around? Maybe her friend Sophie should have briefed them a little bit better about the purpose of this training day. But Ivory was lovely, she kept her smile on, and decided that she would try to pierce their shells at a later time.
"Okay, well, this way."
As the two racers followed the show small pony, they couldn't help but notice that Ivory had a very nicely shaped butt, but again, it lacked meat. She sure looked pretty, though.
When Ivory opened the door leading to the dressing room, a dozen of thinly shaped ponygirls were getting ready for their training. Some were wearing latex and harness, and some were downright topless, carelessly showing off their boobs.
One of them turned her head to see who was coming in and went back to doing her makeup... then... she turned her head again, this time, a shocked expression appeared on her face.
"W... wait! You... You are ... Mo ... MORNING STAR!?"
As the small show pony mentioned that name in a thunderous voice, all the other ponygirls stopped what they were doing. They all stared at the unexpected visitors for a moment, specifically Morning Star, who never really got used to her fame.
"Heee... Hi!"
A rogue wave of cute show ponies rolled over Morning Star, who was a head taller than all of them. She quickly got submerged by touchy little hands, jiggly boobs, and cuteness, who all wanted a piece of the superstar.
Moonlight and Ivory couldn't do anything else than dodge out of the way.
"Woah! Your friends are intense, Ivory."
"She... She is so amazing!"
That was not the answer Moonlight had expected from Ivory. The glowing white pony also turned into a fangirl and struggled to contain her admiration, jealous of her friends who all permitted themselves to rush to Morning Star to absorb her magical powers, ask tons of silly questions, and make random comments.
"You are so cool!"
"Are you single?"
"Is Sophie your wife?"
"How tall are you?"
"You are so pretty!"
"Can you sign my boobs?"
"Can we take pictures with you?"
Moonlight shook her head and had no intention of rescuing her friend from this prettiness assault. Instead, she decided to move on with the training day.
"Ivory, where are those boots you were talking about?"
"She is so pretty!"
"IVORY! Boots?"
"Oh... over there... I'll... I'll meet you in a bit... Morning Star is here... I never thought..."
"Seriously!?"
***
"Paul! I need 100$."
"What? Screw you, Hemlock! You are a ponygirl, don't be ridiculous."
Hemlock had entered Paul's office like a tornado to ask for a large sum of money. The problem with that request was that ponygirls didn't use money. In their contract, all expenses are the owner's responsibility, so Paul's flat refusal was not only an emotional response to Hemlock's absurd demand, it was also a rational one. But that was not deterrent enough not to insist.
"It's not for me. It's for Brittany."
"Then tell Britt to come to ask me herself."
"I can't do that..."
"I don't care. I won't give you a single dollar. Now, get out of here."
"If you don't give me that money, the Triple Crown won't happen."
"What are you talking about? We already registered."
"If we don't do something, Nightshade will quit because of Brittany."
"Oh, that again? Nightshade is still bitter because her previous trainer left?"
Paul never listened to anybody. He could not associate the current topic with what Hemlock explained earlier regarding Brittany's excessive punishment toward the ponies. It's not that he wasn't smart, he could run his business pretty efficiently, but he just didn't care about anything other than himself.
"Paul! That has nothing to do with it. There is a problem in your stable, and I need 100$ to fix it."
"No, and get out. I'm busy."
"So you don't care if we leave your stable?"
"No, because you are not going to do that. I'm too good to you. Plus, if there were a real problem, Britt would have told me, but she didn't, so get out!"
"..."
Hemlock was boiling inside, but a pony couldn't physically attack an owner no matter how stupid he was. That would have been even worse than taking the harness off from another pony on the ladder of terrible things to do. Such behavior would ensure she would never get accepted in any other stables later. So she just groaned, turned heels, and stormed away, dejected.
"Er!"
"And close that door behind you! Thank you!"
That plan didn't work well. Hemlock had a secret reason for asking for this money, but now she would need to adopt a different strategy to obtain it. Arguing with a rock would be easier than trying to convince Paul to do what was right.
"Aaah! What do I do now? I don't have time for this..."
Hemlock went downstairs and returned to her bedroom. She laid down on her bed and tried to come up with a new idea. Obtaining money was not something she was used to... At no point in her life she ever had a need for it.
"How does Paul make money, anyway? We win races for him, that brings in a sum, but I don't have time to race. He sells merch too, but I don't have merch to sell... Think, Hemlock... think."
Her bedroom was small, but it was hers. She didn't have much belongings. Paul and Brittany allowed her to have a few items, mainly to keep her morale up during difficult times. When she lost a race that she should have won, Hemlock often asked to sleep in her bedroom so she could look at the many pictures pinned on the honey-colored wooden walls.
Some photos were taken after her significant wins, some from when she accomplished something great, like when she pulled seven bricks during that promotional event. Other pictures were even more precious than the ones portraying her successes. Those were pictures of her idols, her inspirations.
The most special one was the photo of Stardust, unarguably the most famous ponygirl who ever roamed this Earth. When Hemlock was twelve, she already knew she wanted to be a racing pony, but it was just a child's dream. Her horizon had expanded when one day, her father took her to a big country fair, and they discovered that Stardust would be there for a special autograph session. That got the small girl that she was so excited that her father decided to let her go to the event.
Later that day, a massive amount of people had already gathered around the superstar's kiosk to get a glimpse of the legend when she would show up. There were so many people that there was not a chance in the world that this little twelve years old wannabe ponygirl, stuck at the back of the crowd, could manage to see her heroine, but she was too young to realize it.
So she waited, waited, and waited. The more she waited, the more people gathered, pushing her farther away and crushing her hope to meet her idol...
...and that was when it happened. Her father had come back, had grabbed her wrist, and pulled her out of the mob.
***
"Come! Quick! We have to follow this lady!"
"Dad? What's going on? Where are we going? I wanted to see Stardust! I don't want to leave!"
"Hurry, you two. Her event is about to start!"
The unknown woman in front of her father was quite a runner, but he was not; he was overweight and out of breath already. He had to stop before getting a heart attack, but he spat a command to her daughter...
"Follow that lady! Don't worry about me! Run as fast as you can! You must catch up to her! Trust me. Go!"
"But... dad!?"
"I said, GO!"
The young girl started to sprint through the crowd, complying with her father's wish even though she had no idea what was happening. That woman in front of her was truly running hard, and her ponytail rhythmically swung left and right.
"Lady! Please! Wait for me!"
"Hurry! It's your only chance to meet her!"
"Wait! Meet who? Wait!"
At full speed, the woman headed toward a tent guarded by two men while warning them to get out of the way.
"COMING THROUGH! Let the young girl behind me in! Just let her in!"
Not slowing down, the young girl flew between guards and entered the tent right after her fast guide, trying not to lose sight of her.
"Come on! We are almost there! Haha! You can keep up! She is going to love you!"
"Where are we going!?"
"You'll see! Can you run faster?"
"Well, yes! But..."
The lady exited the tent through another door. She then jumped over a fence before bursting out a careless all-out sprint that surely would leave her follower in the dust. To her, it was always fun to challenge the young ones.
But then...
"Where are we going?"
"What the..."
The runner lady turned her head and saw the young girl right next to her, keeping up. How did she do that? How was it possible that this small teenager had caught up with her that quickly during a sprint. It was a beautiful sight.



"Hahaha! You are amazingly fast! Alright, we arrived. Slow down. It's the tent over there."
"What are we doing?"
"You'll see."
The runner lady entered the tent and immediately called someone who was about to walk away... an unexpected someone.
"Hey! Stardust! Wait! Wait! Just a minute!"
"Cassy? What's going on? Who's your little friend?"
"I was told she is your number one fan. I don't know her name, but she really wanted to meet you."
When she understood what was happening, the young girl's heart skipped a beat. In front of her, walking out of the shade and fully dressed up in her racing pony attire, was her idol, Stardust.
Her hooves made her look twice as tall as she had imagined, and her shiny jet black latex suit matched her long black hair that fell over her shoulder. Her leather harness was tight, and her bridle intimidating. She had no bit for the occasion, but her signature leather mask over her eyes left no doubt about her identity. Tremendous power and charisma emanated from her.
The champion athlete crouched in front of the young girl and placed her two hands on her arms before sliding them down to her wrists, sending a child down her visitor's spine.
"Hey, how are you doing? I'm Stardust."
"..."
"The cat got your tongue?"
Cassy giggled, used to see young girls rendered speechless by Stardust's menacing look. She had become an expert at defusing those situations.
"Stardust, you wouldn't believe how fast this girl is... She kept up with me while I was sprinting."
"Oh, really? Do you want to become a racing pony?"
"... Yes..."
"Good... Do you have a ponygirl name yet?"
"... I don't."
"Alright, so, I'll give you one. If you like it, you can keep it. It was the name of one of my best friends. She was blonde like you, and she was also very very fast. I'll call you Hemlock. You will be fearless and resilient. You'll never give up, no matter what. Do you like it?"
"... Yes!"
"Good. You must tell everybody that it's your name now! You will become famous! Cassy, give me a picture and a pen, please."
Knowing the drill, Cassy already had gathered what Stardust needed and handed it over to her.
"Here is a little gift for you so that you can show all your friends."
"Thank you, Stardust!"
"You are welcome, Hemlock. I have to go now, but give me a big hug before I leave."
"Eep!"
After the firm embrace, Stardust stood up and dropped a few more words.
"Hemlock, we will meet again! I promise!"
***
Hemlock unpinned the picture from the wall and read the faded message from Stardust.
"Never give up. Always take care of your friends. Those are the only things that will make you a true champion. Stardust!"
"Never give up..."
While gazing at her most precious treasure and repeating Stardust's words over and over, she remembered something else. On that day, her father had not managed to arrange this meeting by chance. He had insisted on talking to a member of Stardust's crew. At the time, Stardust had a foundation to help sick kids, and her father had committed to donate a thousand dollars to it in exchange for providing his daughter with an opportunity to meet Stardust.
"That's it... Fans are ready to spend money to meet... me!"
She pinned the picture back to the wall and ran to the kitchen to pull out a paper map from the drawer and unfolded it on the table. Paul's stable was pretty much in the middle of nowhere, and Hemlock didn't know how to drive. She could run, but she had limited time to set her plan into motion.
"This small village isn't too far. I'm sure I can make it if I cut across the land. It's scorching outside, though."
Hemlock bolted out of the house and ran to the barn. She flew past Nightshade's stall and entered hers...
"Sorry, Night, I have to do something to fix this mess. I don't have time to explain."
She quickly put her pony boots on and laced them tightly around her feet and ankles. A few minutes later, she stood up and jogged in place to make sure they were correctly attached to her feet. Not used to putting them on herself, it felt much better when Brittany was the one doing it for her.
"Mmph!"
"I'm going to the nearest village. I need some money, but Paul didn't want to give me any. I'll be back as soon as I can."
Nightshade watched Hemlock run out of the barn, leaving her puzzled inside her stall. The main question she was asking herself was, "Money? Ponies didn't use money!?" She had never seen Hemlock behaving so erratically before. In all cases, confined like this, she could do nothing about anything, so she just decided to place her faith in her girlfriend instead.
***
"Sorry about that, Morning Star... We are just not used to having such famous people around here."
"It's okay. I'm used to it."
"You still have some lipstick there... They really liked you."
Ivory apologized profusely to Morning Star while Moonlight used her long sleeve to wipe a red mark from her neck.
"They will be gone for most of the day for carriage training, so don't worry. We will be able to focus on your training now."
"Carriage training?"
"Yes, we are regularly hired for weddings and formal events. We have to pull all kinds of vehicles ranging from small carts to large carriages with multiple passengers... It's so fun. People love it so much."
Moonlight cocked her head to the side, a bit confused... How could those weak little ponies pull anything bigger than a cart? Her ignorance of the pony world was showing in her face.
"Moonlight? Are you okay?"
"Well... Yes, sorry, Ivory. I was just wondering... I mean... you are small... and..."
"Oh, yes. You racers are much bigger than us. Look at those legs."
Of course, Ivory took the opportunity to walk up to Morning Star, just to touch her a bit more.
"So, you are wondering how we can pull those big things, right?"
"Yes..."
"Teamwork! And that's why you are here, actually. Sophie said that you never pulled anything together, so she asked for my help to show you the ropes."
"Well, we do pull carts already. How is this any different? Two runners pulling one cart will be even easier."
Moonlight was polite, but her questions could easily be interpreted as impatience, so it made Ivory a bit uneasy.
"Look, I know I'm just a small show pony, but I'm also a trainer. I just don't do discipline and stuff like that. I hear it is less common in the racing pony world, but it's common enough for the show ponies. Just let me get you started, okay? It will all make sense very soon. Sophie had a reason to bring you here."
"I'm sorry... I didn't mean to argue. So, what are we doing?"
"Well, first, I want to see your style. Since it's beautiful today, we will work in the outside paddock. Follow me."
The three girls headed to a side door leading outside. Morning Star and Moonlight picked at each other using low voice; they looked quite funny wearing those thigh-high boots. Morning Star had nice black ones, but Moonlight could only fit a pair of pink ones, which was rather embarrassing.
"There, Moonlight, you go first. Give me one lap, and it will give me an idea of how you run."
"Okay!"
There was no need to ask her twice. Moonlight was more than happy to get her legs moving. She initiated an effortless sprint, showing off her unlimited power. But immediately, Ivory arm-waved and started screaming!
"Heeey! Cooome back! That's not how I want you to do it! Come baaack!"
"What? Why?"
Moonlight aborted her run and walked back to Ivory.
"What did I do?"
"Nothing, we are just not here to sprint... just a slow trot will do. Try again."
"... Okay."
This time, Moonlight just trotted lightly, in an under challenging way. To her, this wouldn't even qualify as a warm-up session. As she slowly progressed around the paddock, Ivory observed her and took some mental notes, and also let out a surprised noise.
"Oh! I see. Okay, your turn Morning Star!"
"Sure..."
Once more, Ivory analyzed the second runner's gait while Moonlight came back from her turtle-slow lap, inquiring about her performance.
"So, how was I?"
"She is so amazing..."
"Ivory! How was my run?"
"Oh... It was okay, I suppose..."
"You suppose?"
"Well, I didn't expect any of you two to be as gracious as trained show ponies, but you were very heavy... Morning Star is floating around in comparison."
"... Very heavy?"
"Okay, Morning Star, come back!"
Moonlight had the same expression on her face as Morning Star, who was walking back, and it was saying, "what are we doing here?" But before they had an opportunity to voice their opinion, Ivory presented them with the next weird exercise.
"Good, now hold each other's hand and do another lap at the same pace."
"..."
"..."
Ivory frowned at the lack of enthusiasm from the two racing ponies. She grabbed their wrists and forced their hands together.
"I thought you two were friends. Come on! Trot now! Don't be childish."
Moonlight didn't like being called childish, so she initiated the trot, not even asking Morning Star if was ready, which made her jerk sideways uncomfortably.
"Heeey, Moon! Relax! You almost dislocated my shoulder."
"Well, you just had to be ready!"
"Ah yeah? Are you ready for this, then?"
Morning Star easily bounced ahead of Moonlight; it was her turn to be in the lead and tug the young pony awkwardly. Ivory, watching this scene of horror, placed her two hands on her head and yelled at them with her little voice.
"Guuuys! What are you doiiing? Stooop! That's not the exercise! This is not a competition!"
It turned out that Morning Star won the lap by a nose length because she pulled on Moonlight's arm in a way to make her lose balance just at the right moment, which made her land face first in the dirt. Morning Star, victorious, lifted her arms in the air.
"I won! Ah!"
"Let's do this again! This time you'll see!"
"Guys! It was not supposed to be a race! Haven't you ever worked together before?"
"Uh? No, but I won."
"I didn't win only because of those weird pink boots."
"Oh, my... Okay, come back here. We will try something else."
It must have been the first time that poor Ivory faced two students who had no interest in show ponies. They had no teamwork basis at all and turned everything into a competition.
"Okay, this time, you will be arm in arm, and you'll TROT. It's not a race, so stop running like maniacs. The goal is to learn to work together. I want you to trot around the paddock and stay side by side as much as possible."
"..."
"..."
"Ah, come on. Not again!"
Ivory walked to Moonlight and grabbed her wrist. She led her to Morning Star, who was still not sure about all of this.
"There, Moonlight. You'll be the outside runner and Morning Star the inside one. Come on, arm in arm... And if you turn this into a competition this time, I'll tell Sophie!"
"She is not here..."
"Come on, trot now! Don't make my life more difficult than it is."
For a ponygirl who claimed not to be a bossy trainer, she had a way to say things to show her irritation. Her two little hands pushed the two tall ponygirls' back.
"Go!"
Moon and Star started trotting, but it only took a second before they began whining at each other.
"Stop yanking!"
"I'm not! You are!"
"You are kicking me with your hoof."
"Well, if you were running straight, it wouldn't happen."
Ivory returned her hands on top of her bleached hair, shaking her head in disbelief. The regrets of accepting this job for her friend Sophie started to grow. Maybe it had not been her wisest decision to try to help with this.
The thing with Sophie was that she had an authority position. She would have never allowed this kind of tug of war between her two ponies and would have quickly resolved the matter either with direct words or her riding crop. Ivory had no such tools that she could use to coerce them to listen.
She frowned her white brows and called them back. She would need to use a different approach.
"Okay, that's enough, come back!"
"Let my arm go! Ivory said to come back!"
"Don't tell me what to do! You are the one holding me!"
When the two ponies finally approached, pushing each other, Ivory interposed her small body between the two frustrated ponies and separated them.
"Okay, that's enough! This is ridiculous. Moonlight, go sit over there for now."
"What? She was the one making this impossible, and I'm the one getting punished?"
"You are not punished. I can only work with one of you at a time. I need to make you experience something that, clearly, you have never learned, and I would go as far as saying that you don't even know existed. Go sit. I'll start with Morning Star, and then I'll do the same exercise with you. I promise."
"Mmm! Whatever."
Reluctantly, Moonlight went to sit on top of the wooden fence and just stayed silent while Ivory, who slid an arm around Morning Star's elbow, explained what they were going to do next. However, that instruction set was undoubtedly the shortest one ever.
"Just run..."
"What?"
"Just run the way you want... Don't worry about me. Just don't sprint. I can't go as fast as you, but for the rest, I don't care. Just run. It's up to you. Choose the pace and style."
"O... Okay..."
Morning Star felt very strange having this little white ponygirl holding on to her arm. Ivory looked much more fragile than Moonlight, so she didn't want to do anything that could potentially hurt her. A light trot would probably be a good start.
The elite pony got her hooves moving, slowly, and Ivory started to giggle almost immediately.
"What's funny?"
"Hehe. Nothing. It's silly... I just didn't think I would ever get to do this children's exercise with the best pony in the world."
"That was before my accident. Who knows what I'll be able to accomplish now..."
"I'm sure you'll be fine, and you'll win everything again! Go a bit faster if you want. Change your speed as you like. Let's do a couple of laps together."
Picking up the pace, Morning Star was wondering if Ivory was just doing this to spend intimate time with her. The white show pony was a big fan of her, and running arm in arm like this was probably a nice fantasy fulfilled.
But then, she realized something odd. There was no pulling, tugging, pushing around her arm. She looked at Ivory, who was just there, all relaxed, matching her gait perfectly as if it was an innate thing to do. On top of that, she continued chatting as if there were nothing special going on.
"So, do you really think you can win the Triple Crown? It's very different from what you are used to."
"I... I think I can win everything I want to win, or else I would not be a good racing pony. With Sophie, I feel I can do anything! But... How... How are you doing this? How can you follow me so perfectly?"
"Just run, Morning Star, and don't worry about me. Just go as fast as you feel like going."
A bit mesmerized by what was happening, Morning Star brusquely accelerated as if to test something. She attempted to throw Ivory off-balance, but it didn't work at all. The little white pony was still clinging to her arm, and it felt as if she wasn't running at all.
"So, how fast is this compared to your top speed?"
"I'm not sure... Fifty percent, maybe?"
"What? Really? How can you go that fast? You are so amazing! I'm so jealous."
"Ivory ... How are you doing this?"
"Shhh... Let's just do two more laps, as I said, keep changing your speed as you want."
The small pony leaned her head on Morning Star's shoulder, enjoying the moment tremendously. This exercise was for learning, but to get to do this with her heroine was surely going to make her show pony friends dead jealous.
Morning star alternated from a walk to trot to gallop, and there was nothing she could do to shake off the alabaster-colored creature at her side. After their last lap, they stopped not far from where Moonlight was sitting. Ivory was all smiles and asked for feedback, visibly happy to have finally managed to demonstrate what teamwork was all about.
"So? How did it feel?"
"Incredible... You matched everything I did so perfectly."
"Good. Go sit and tell Moonlight to come here."
"Sure..."
Still baffled by what had happened, Morning Star went to fetch her racing friend, who was staring back at her in disbelief.
"What was that about? Are you a couple or what?"
"Hehe. It's your turn, Moon. Did we look good?"
"You looked like you two did this all your life. Are you sure you didn't know her before coming here?"
"I swear... I knew her name because she is Sophie's friend, but I've never met her before. She did all the work... Go try, you'll see. It's nuts."
"I don't think it's gonna go that well for me..."
***
After jogging for the past hour through the arid barren land to save time, Hemlock finally arrived at the nearest village. It was such a warm day; she was panting heavily, trying to get more air inside her exerted lungs. None of the few people that had crossed her path so far had recognized her, so she started wondering if she should have put her suit and harness on before leaving the stable to be more recognizable. It certainly would have been the nail in the coffin if Brittany had found out; no, not to touch that harness without permission again was the right thing to do.
Her cheap sweat-drenched t-shirt and shorts didn't make her look too attractive, but surely some people would recognize her and give her money in exchange for a picture or a signature; that was the goal of this stunt. She entered the small village, and there were not a lot of people outside. The extreme heat forced people to stay inside their homes today.
There was a little fountain in the middle of the place, so Hemlock trotted to it; her thirst couldn't really wait anymore. She cupped some cool water with her hands and splashed her boiling face with it. After drinking enough to quench her thirst and repeating the face-splashing a few more times, she sat on the fountain's ledge to assess her situation.
"What now? Brittany would know what to do to attract a crowd. Why are they not recognizing me? The last time we did this with Nightshade, we got swarmed by a huge crowd of fans. This place is much smaller, but still. Don't they watch ponygirl races?"
This was not the same, indeed. People were sparsely walking around her, sometimes looking at her out of curiosity, but nobody noticeably reacted to her presence. After fifteen minutes of nothing, she decided to be a bit more forthcoming and went to talk to people around the village. Perhaps if she explained who she was, it would trigger the expected mass hysteria. News traveled fast in small towns after all.
She walked around in search of potential fans. Four men were drinking at a table in front of a tavern, so she chose them as her first target.
"Hello!"
"Yes?"
"I'm Hemlock."
"I'm John, nice meeting you. You are all sweaty. Do you need a drink?"
"..."
They just stared at her, waiting for her next move. She didn't think of hitting a dead end so quickly. They had no idea who she was; at least it didn't look like it.
"I'm... a famous ponygirl."
Self-promotion was not Hemlock's strong point.
"... okay? Yes, the horseshoes gave, you know. Can we help you with something?"
"I... I need a hundred dollars."
"Well, there is a bank over there... It's the second street on your right."
"... T... Thank you."
She turned around in shame and looked at the ground while walking away. Why did asking for money feel so awkward? Paul and Brittany did it all the time, and they didn't seem to feel bad about it; it even made them happy. Why did she feel like shit while doing the same?
A bit farther, Hemlock spotted a small group of women chit-chatting in the street while trying hats from a stand in front of a store. She walked up to them with her best smile.



"Hi!"
"Hello... oh... Poor you, did you fall in the water?"
"... Uh? What? Oh... No, this is just sweat!"
"Eww!"
The women frowned and stepped back, repulsed. Hemlock was indeed not looking too fresh, and their reaction made her feel self-conscious about it. Brittany had always been the one making sure she looked good and appealing, it was a bit shameful for Hemlock to understand that a lot of her attraction power came from it.
She tried to go back to her topic, knowing it would probably not go too well after such a first impression.
"I... I am Hemlock..."
"The racing pony?"
"YES!... I mean... yes... It's me."
"Are you lost?"
"Heee... No, but ... I wondered if you'd like an autograph... or a picture?"
"That's something our husbands would like, but without the pony outfit, I'm pretty sure they wouldn't care that much."
"Well, if you give me a few dollars, I could—"
"What? Are you asking for money on top of that? If you want to get paid, at least make an effort to look presentable! Alright, girls, let's go. There is a strange smell around here."
"But... wait!"
The women just ignored Hemlock's plea and walked away. They were not entirely wrong; who would like a picture of a ponygirl who wasn't looking like one.
Depressed, she walked back to the fountain and sat back on the ledge, trying to think of a solution to gather the money she needed for her secret plan.
"Dad! Look... Look... Is that... Hemlock?"
"I think you may be right... It looks like her."
"..."
Hemlock lifted her chin to look at the people who had seemingly identified her. It was a father and a daughter of ten or twelve years old. The young girl had such a happy expression on her face. Hemlock recognized that emotion as she has seen it on so many young girls since she became famous.
"What are you waiting for, go see her, hehe."
"Yes, one sec ..."
Encouraged by her father, the young girl placed her backpack on the ground and unzipped it. She dug out a colorful pen and a magazine... a racing magazine. The girl jogged toward Hemlock with a shy look on her face.
"You... You are Hemlock, right?"
"Yes, I am!"
"I .. I am... a HUGE fan of you and Nightshade. You are the best. You are so pretty."
"Thank you. You are beautiful too... Nice meeting you."
"Aww! Can... Can you sign my magazine?"
This was the one scene that was supposed to happen from the get go. Fans were supposed to converge to her, and it was a relief to see that the magic, even if weaker, had not entirely vanished. A young kid like this was one of the targets that Paul and Brittany would dive on like falcons to strip it from its money.
"Do you have any money?"
"... You... You need money for your autograph?"
"..."
"... I don't have money... but... I will go ask my dad... but I'm not sure he has any either because he lost his job last month."
The young girl placed her magazine and pen on the ground in front of Hemlock's hooves and started to walk back to her father to obtain currency.
Hemlock's heart sank. Her eyes landed on the magazine resting at her feet, and on its cover, was a photo of Nightshade and her sitting on a haystack. This image came from their latest photoshoot, and they looked stunning and inspiring. In bold, the big title was burning her eyes with the flames of shame.
"Hemlock and Nightshade: Role models of a generation."
"How girls and women of all ages felt empowered by the success of the two beautiful ponygirls and took back ownership of their body!"
Hemlock got hit by a wave of pain. Inside her head, the words from Stardust resonated like the bell of good luck. "You'll be fearless and resilient. You'll never give up!" She remembered those words that had changed her life. The name she had received on that day turned her into something extraordinary.
What would this small girl remember from this special day? What words would be engraved in her soul for the rest of her life? "Do you have any money?" That was so wrong and disgusting. What was this? Why did she even think this would be a good idea?
What Brittany and Paul did during all those years was to shield Hemlock from this dark side of the business. They accepted the devil's role to allow her to act genuinely with her fans without carrying the burden of shame. Now that Hemlock had tried to wear the devil's hat, it was not feeling good at all. It was a huge mistake.
"WAIT! Come back!"
"... But... The money..."
"No, no. I misspoke. I'm sorry about that, come here, can you show me this magazine? I haven't read it and would like to see it."
"Sure! Haha! That's so great!"
The young girl rushed back to Hemlock, picked up the magazine, and sat on the fountain's ledge close to her idol. She flipped a couple of pages, showing her the pictures she liked best.
"See, this one is my favorite. It's you and Nightshade hugging Brittany. Brittany is so awesome, I think."
"She can have some good moments, yes."
"I mean... What she said to Tiantang Zhi Ma was not okay, right? And they banned her for it, right? But I'm sure she regrets it very much. I'm sure she is not a bad person, right?"
"Yes, you are right. Brittany is not a bad person. But she makes very big mistakes sometimes."
"I wish I could meet her, and Nightshade too."
This discussion was full of innocence, of course. The young girl had no idea who Brittany was or how nasty she could be, nor knew anything about Nightshade. But in her heart, it was real, and it fuelled her passion.
"I'll tell you what. Do you want to become a ponygirl?"
"Yes. I train hard already."
"Oh, you do? Hehe. Do you have a ponygirl name?"
"No... I can't choose one."
"I'll give you a name then. You can keep it if you like it. Then, when you are old enough to race, I'll go watch you. So make sure you send me letters to tell me."
"... You... You are going to give me a name?"
"Yes... Athena. You'll be intelligent and full of wisdom. You will win because of this."
"A... Athena?... I LOVE IT! THANK YOU!"
"Hehe... Let me sign this magazine now."
Hemlock felt good. She had corrected her wrongdoing and provided someone with the same goodness that she once had received.
She signed the magazine, taking one last good look at the beautiful picture of her and her lover, and gave it back to Athena.
"Thank you so much, Hemlock, you are the best!"
"Athena, can you give me a big hug before leaving!"
"YES!"
She didn't have to ask twice. The small girl jumped in her arm and squeezed her really hard and long... until...
Flash!
Hemlock looked at the person who just took the picture, and it was not the girl's father. She let Athena go and sent her away.
"Goodbye, Athena, we will see each other again soon. I'm sure of it."
"Byyye, Hemlock! I love you!"
Hemlock stood up and turned to the man.
"You are a reporter, aren't you?"
"Yes... I didn't know it was okay for ponies to beg for money in exchange for hugs."
"That's not what happened..."
"Well, someone from the village gave me a quick call saying that a famous ponygirl was walking around asking for money. I was around and found you here, Hemlock. This is going to be one juicy headline."
"... What do you want from me?"
"Well, do you still need money?"
"..."
"I can help... I'm a huge fan of ponygirls, you know. How much do you need?"
"... a hundred dollars."
"Oh, a nice sum for a ponygirl... I'll tell you what. We can rent a hotel room, and if you are acting nice, I'll give you your hundred bucks."
"You know I can reach your head with my hoof. Would you like to have a horseshoe embossed in your forehead for the rest of your life?"
Hemlock had a lover, Nightshade. Since they were together, she was not remotely open to having sex with anybody else, and clearly, that offer was abusive. Blackmailing her wouldn't be enough to abandon her principles.
"Alright, alright, no need for violence. Don't blame a man for trying. Alternatively, I think you own something that I would love to have, and it's probably worth a hundred dollars."
"What is it?"
"Something rather exclusive... and it's even more valuable since you ran from Paul's stable all the way here on a very hot day."
"What are you talking about? What do you want from me? I have nothing."
"Ah, Hemlock... Think hard before you say no. For the hundred dollars, and my silence about all of this, well... I want your sweaty panties."
Hemlock developed a new trauma.
***
"That's it, Moonlight! You got it. Listen to Morning Star's hooves. Stay with her! Perfect!"
All day, Ivory showed Morning Star and Moonlight how to work as a team. After her little demonstration, which had been a game-changer, the two racers had acquired enough conviction to start listening and take the class seriously.
Ivory had made them do many beginner exercises to learn the basics, and now, they knew enough that they were both wearing a training harness and pulling a small cart together. A hay bale acted as a fictional driver for weight purposes. Sitting on the fence, Ivory directed them around, but she didn't have much more to say. The two ponies had learned quickly and were doing great.
Some trials and errors had helped Ivory determine the best configuration for them to practice with; Morning Star would be the leader, meaning that she would be the left pony who would dictate the pace. On her side, Moonlight would be the right pony who would focus on matching the gait and providing extra power.
Neither one of those roles was easy to fulfill, but practice would make it more comfortable over time. After a few hours with Ivory, they had made immense progress already, and their hooves pretty much hit the dirt in sync most of the time. The cart didn't jerk around anymore and didn't pull awkwardly on their harness either. Racing as a team was so much more fun than before.
Ivory, very satisfied with the training session, jumped down the fence and clapped her hands a few times to put an end to it.
"Alright! You got it! Let's call it a day. Anyway, we have to clear the way because the carriages are coming back. They are so big that they have to go through the paddock's gate. Come this way."
"Can we stay a bit longer and watch them?"
"Absolutely. I don't think Sophie is back yet. We have all the time in the world."
***
After putting the equipment away, Morning Star, Moonlight, and Ivory went back to the paddock to open the large gate. In the distance, the two large carriages, pulled by six show ponies each, were coming back from their trip. Six identical blue ponies pulled the first one, and the second one was taken care of by ponies of all colors.
"That's so cool! Why are they not all the same color, though?"
"Just variety. Some clients prefer to have identical ponies, while others want something different. I have to admit that we, show ponies, like playing with our looks a lot. It's really fun."
"Ah, that's neat. We have a limited color choice, and we have to keep it until we stop racing. Morning Star got black, so we are wearing black all the time. Under the sun, it's very hot."
Morning Star looked at Moonlight with a smile.
"It didn't prevent me from winning three Super Cups in a row."
"True..."
"Alright, look at how synchronized they all are. If they had not been, it would have been impossible for them to pull big carriages like this."
As the two vehicles were approaching, the beauty of the scene hypnotized Star and Moon. All those small hooves beating the dirt road at the same time were so entertaining to watch. Never in a thousand years, the two powerful racers had expected to get a lesson from those small and delicate creatures. Working together as one was a winning formula; there was no doubt about it anymore.
After the two carriages passed in front of them and entered the barn, Morning Star whispered something in Moonlight's ear and got a nod back along with a smile.
Ivory was about to close the gate when Morning Star stopped her.
"Wait, Ivory! There is a little something we would like to give you. A thank you gift for all your help today."
"A little something?"
"Yes, bring one of the carriages back here."
"Uh? Why?"
"We want to pull it around with all of you inside it."
"Hahaha! A carriage with a dozen passengers in it? Forget it, Star, you two alone won't be able to do it."
"Oh, no. I'm not going to try to. My ankle is still recovering. Sophie would never let me tax it that much. So, Moonlight will pull it alone."
"..."
"Yup!"
What Ivory had just heard was hard to believe; this proposition was madness. But Moonlight confidently confirmed that it was what she was going to do. Ivory walked to Morning Star and looked into her eyes. Their height difference was obvious; Morning Star was a head taller.
"You're joking, right?"
"No. We thought you would like a little demonstration of what we can do. Pulling heavy things is part of our training."
"I bet Moonlight can't! I know she is strong, but a single pony cannot pull a carriage with a dozen passengers. It's way too heavy."
"Okay, what do you want to bet?"
"If you do it, I'll give you free tickets to our show tonight."
"And what if we can't do it then?"
Having smelled a good opportunity to cause chaos, Moonlight jumped into the conversation with a firm proposal.
"Ivory, if I can't do it, Morning Star will go on a date with you!"
"DEAL! DEAL! DEAL!"
"WHAT!? Moonlight! Come on! You can't offer me as a price."
Ivory didn't waste a single fraction of a second before accepting that bet, leaving Morning Star in the dust.
***
BAM! BAM! BAM!
"Brittany, open the door!"
"Go away!"
"Come on, please. I need to talk to you! It's important."
Hemlock just got back from the village and rushed upstairs to Brittany's bedroom. Her insistence had paid off. The door handle unlocked, turned, and the door cracked open just enough to see half of Brittany's face.
"What do you want? Insult me some more?"
"No, I want to fix this mess. Let me in! We need to talk."
"You are such a pain, Hemlock. Alright, make it quick."
The small trainer let Hemlock push the door open and went back to her bed on which she sat, hugging a pillow. Her elite pony stood in front of her bed with a determined look, but Brittany couldn't do anything else than frown when she noticed how dirty she was.
"Here, this is for you!"
Hemlock tossed five twenty dollars bills on the mattress, puzzling Brittany to a great extent.
"Money? What do you want me to do with money? And where did you get it?"
"No! It's not money!"
"It's not money?"
"Well, it is, but that's not what I want to give you. Oh!...Right!...I forgot to show you this too."
She pulled a pamphlet from the back of her shorts; it was all flimsy because it had absorbed so much sweat.
"Ew! Gross... Why are you all sweaty anyway? What's the big deal?"
"Look... Read!"
Brittany pulled open the moistened document from the tip of her nails and attempted to read it.
"A Chinese buffet? Is this a bad joke? I think I'm banned from that restaurant too."
"What!? No! Not that! Look at the bottom... the ad."
"A show?"
"Yes! Show ponies! It's tonight. You love those, right? I found some money, but I don't know how to buy tickets. You always buy everything for us. So I give you the money, and we can go together! You can get us tickets with the money, right?"
The innocence of the ponygirl forced Brittany to take a long breath in and exhale slowly, appreciating the gesture but not its purpose.
"... Hemlock... Why are you doing this?"
"Because I care, and I don't want to leave Paul's stable. Nightshade will leave tomorrow if you don't let her be with me. I don't want that to happen. I will follow her if that's what it takes, but I don't want to lose you. That's not what I want! So, I'm trying to fix this! Nightshade gave me twenty-four hours."
"Hemlock..."
"I know you love show ponies! Please! Just drive us there and buy us tickets. I know I hurt you badly with the harness thing, but I didn't mean to. I'm sorry. I want you to give me a chance to apologize. I care about you."
Brittany let another long sigh out in her pillow. Hemlock could be so stubborn sometimes. She looked back at the sweaty pamphlet; she did like show ponies a lot more than she cared to admit. When she was little, she wanted to become one, but it never worked out. She was way too bossy to listen to anybody, and probably not pretty enough, at least that's what she told herself at that time.
"Fine, let's go watch a show."
"REALLY!? YAY!"
Hemlock jumped on the bed and started hugging Brittany, who couldn't fight back!
"Get off me! Get off me! You are all sweaty! Let's go clean you a bit first. I don't know what you did to get that money, but you reek!"
***
"Sorry I can't do it! It's too heavy!"
"AH! Morning Star, we are going on a date!"
"..."
"Hey! A bet is a bet!"
"Mmm... It seems fishy..."
"Hey! We had a deal! You can't say no!"
Ivory was ecstatic when Moonlight announced that she couldn't pull the carriage containing the twelve small show ponies despite a series of attempts. But something was off... Morning Star didn't believe Moonlight gave her all.
"Moon... You are going to pay for this. You failed on purpose."
"What? It's too heavy. What do you want me to do? Maybe if I had my real pony boots with my horseshoes, but those pink thigh-high boots are just not made for that."
Morning Star grumbled and looked back at Ivory, who had constellations in her eyes, and her hands cutely squeezed up to her chest.
"Fine, Ivory, deal. You have my word. We will go on a date."
"YAY! It's going to be so fun!"
"Alright, ponies! Did you all hear them? They are going on a date. Now hang on to your hat!"
"... wait ... what? MOON! I KNEW IT!"
As soon as Morning Star promised to honor her lost bet, Moonlight had a mysterious surge of energy and got in position to pull on the large carriage again. Morning Star had apprehended this; she knew Moonlight was full of shit and had been playing her. She had that gut feeling that she should have listened to.
"Mmmph!"
The powerful ponygirl engaged her massive leg muscles, and immediately, the cart got moving as if it was not even that hard. The cute pony passengers who were sitting on top of each other all started cheering in awe in the face of this feat of strength.
"Gooo! Moonlight!"
"You are amazing!"
"Moonlight, you are so strong!"
"We love you, Moon!"
"Are you single, Moonlight?"
"I hate you so much, Moonlight!"
Among the cheers, there was only one dissonant voice, and nobody wondered who it belonged to.
***
"This place is packed!"
"Yes, but we have money, so we will get good seats, right?"
"It doesn't work that way, Hemlock. If there are no seats available, we won't be able to buy tickets. From what I see, it's a full house."
Brittany and Hemlock were waiting in line at the tent entrance, where the show ponies would perform, in an attempt to buy their tickets. As promised, Brittany gave her pony a good bath and then disguised her with a hoodie and sunglasses; if the crowd were to find out that Hemlock was here, it would be enough to turn this place upside down. If that were to happen, that would be yet another building from which Brittany would be banned.
It didn't look good. The line up was slow-moving, and everybody who had talked to the cashier so far had retreated, either angry or disappointed. Show ponies enjoyed a regain of popularity recently, mainly because of ponies like Hemlock and Nightshade, who were teaching people that it was not a crime to be beautiful and good at the same time. Most girls couldn't become racers because it required a particular genetic, but they could still have fun being show ponies. Only the best ones were able to perform in front of a big crowd, though.



With a bit of patience, Brittany and Hemlock finally reached the ticket booth and were greeted by the friendly cashier. The rumbling of the excited crowd almost made it hard to understand her.
"Welcome! Do you have a ticket reservation?"
"No, but do you have two seats available? Any sections would be okay."
"Sorry we are full. I can put your name on a list, and if some people are not showing up, we can reassign the seats to you. That said, we already have twenty-five people in the queue, and only seven people didn't show up so far."
"Aaah... Too bad. Thanks!"
Hemlock pulled her hood off, revealing her bright blond hair, and took off her sunglasses... and got closer to the employee!
"I'm Hemlock! Surely you have seats for us, right?"
"Sorry, I don't know who you are... but there is nothing I can do. I'd love to give you tickets, but we have none!"
"Hemlock, hide your face right now! If someone recognizes you, it's going to turn into a riot. I told you already."
After groaning in disapproval, Hemlock put her cheap disguise back on, and the two girls walked away, heading toward the exit.
"I'm so disappointed... I really wanted to take you to this show."
"It's okay... Let's go back ho... OWW!"
Looking down because of her disappointment, Brittany wasn't looking where she was going and headbutted a girl about her size; they both fell to the ground. Of course, having a very short fuse, Brittany started yelling at her victim.
"YOU MORON! WATCH WHERE YOU ARE GOING!"
"... BRITTANY!?"
"What the ... SOPHIE? What are you doing here?"
"What do you think, dumbass? We are here to watch the show! Morning Star won free tickets today."
"You... You have tickets?"
While the two enemy trainers were busy insulting each other, Hemlock still had her mind set on obtaining tickets at all cost.
"If we give you a hundred dollars, can you give us your tickets?"
"Hemlock, stop it! We are not buying anything from this rat face."
"But... we need to get in... It's important."
"Shut up, Hemlock! Let's go home! This place smells!"
"You are the one who smells, Britt the turd!"
The invectives fused from each side, and people started to mass around the three women. Then a small show pony entirely covered in white latex and leather pierced the human wall to inquire about the chaos.
"Hey! What's going on here? Why is everybody screaming? Hey! Sophie!? I was looking for you! Morning Star and Moonlight are seated already. You can't sit with them, but we got you a seat at the top. You'll see well."
"Sure. That works. Let's get out of here before I punch that turkey brain on the nose."
Sophie attempted to walk away from the scene, but Ivory refused to follow after recognizing the other girl who was still rubbing her forehead.
"Wait... Aren't you... Brittany?"
"Yeah! So what? If you are Sophie's friends, it means you are stupid, and I don't want to talk to you."
"Aww, you came here to watch our show?"
"Yes, but now we go home because we can't get in."
"We... Oh... my... God! That girl with you... is she...?"
"Ivory, come! They are not worth it! Let's go!"
As Sophie tried to drag Ivory out of there, but the white pony had a strong suspicion about the identity of the weirdly dressed woman who accompanied Brittany. She approached her and pushed the sunglasses hiding her eyes up with her delicate finger, revealing the famous elite pony.
"Oh my god! You... you are... HEMmmpph!"
"Would you shut up! Are you an idiot or what? You are going to get us in trouble. And yes, it's her."
Brittany had slapped her hand on Ivory's mouth to shut her up. When she removed her hand, the white pony was seriously pumping air.
"Oh... my... God! What a day! I'm so happy right now!"
"Ivory, let's go!"
"No, no! Sophie, wait! Brittany, you guys didn't get tickets?"
Brittany just looked away, not wanting to discuss this anymore by fear to grow her disappointment, but Hemlock was still determined to get in.
"We have a lot of money, but we have no tickets. Can you find a seat for Brittany? Even if you don't have one for me, it's okay. I can just wait outside."
"No way I would allow you to miss the show, Hem... Oops... Sorry. I mean, of course, I'll accommodate the two of you! Follow me!"
"Ivory, you can't be serious?"
"Why? Sophie! They did nothing wrong to me. All the show ponies are huge fans of Brittany and Hemlock. If they can get a chance to meet them, it would mean so much to them. Here, Sophie. This is your ticket and seat number. I will let you go there by yourself. I need to take care of those two, okay?"
"Whatever. It's your show, so suit yourself. All I'm saying is that you should take the garbage out instead of bringing it in."
Brittany started to have some remorse for having insulted Ivory just because she was Sophie's friend. The little white pony seemed to be determined to accommodate them so that they could watch the show.
"Okay, sorry about Sophie. You two have a fun history."
"Yeah... That's pretty obvious."
"So, it's full house tonight. There is not a single seat left for you, and there is nothing I can do about that."
"Awww, but you just said you would accommodate us."
"Oh, sorry, Hemlock... What I was about to ask was... Would you mind watching the show backstage?"
"Backstage!?"
Hemlock clapped her hands frantically, and Brittany's shell cracked... She did love show ponies A LOT, even if it was hard for her to admit. The thought of watching a professional performance from backstage was not something she had ever expected to experience one day.
"Okay, then. Follow me!"
"..."
Ivory grabbed Brittany's arm and pulled her through the crowd. They reached a locked door, and after punching the code, they entered the restricted area, destination backstage. Brittany couldn't utter a word so much she had conflicting emotions about what was happening to her. While walking, Ivory turned to them and asked for a favor.
"Hey... You don't have to, but... Do you think you could meet the girls in the dressing room?"
"Sure, Hemlock can go meet them. It's not a problem. We do social events all the time."
"Well... That's nice, but I meant you, as in the two of you. Many of my friends are huge fans of you, Brittany."
"... What!? Nobody is a fan of mine."
"Yes, they are silly. You make Hemlock and Nightshade look so good, and your photoshoots are the best. We are big fans of you here. Well, outside our Asian ponies... they are a bit sad. They loved you so much, but after what you said to Tiantang Zhi Ma... you know."
"... yeah... I know."
The discussion took an awkward turn. Brittany was well aware of the racist comments against Asian competitors that got her banned from the NRPA. This topic quickly turned this special night into something uncomfortable.
Ivory then suggested something troubling.
"... Maybe you could just apologize? That would make them feel better. Three of our performers are Asian. They would love to continue to be your fans, you know."
"Wait, Ivory, give us a minute, would you?"
"Oh... okay... but hurry, the show is about to start."
Hemlock pulled Brittany aside for a quick chat. This situation was getting a bit too heavy, and she knew her trainer. If she weren't taking a step back, she would blow a gasket and leave while insulting everybody. Hemlock needed to calm her down.
"Hey, Brittany. Everything is fine, okay."
"..."
"Stop thinking. Tonight you are not a trainer. You don't have to be in control. Ivory seems smart, so let me talk to her. She needs to go easy on you."
"Is... is there a way to make it easier? Apparently, what I told Tiang was racist, but I'm still not sure I understand what was offensive. And now this ice cream pony wants me to face three more yellow people and apologize. I'll mess up."
"First, don't call them yellow people. That won't fly. And don't call Ivory ice cream pony either. Okay, let me chat with her. I will fix this for you. Then we will watch the show from backstage! Is it not amazing?"
"... okay... yeah! Whatever."
***
Ivory led her three Asian friends to the small lounge. They were very puzzled as to why their friend had interrupted their preparation minutes before the show. The white pony stopped in front of the door and turned to them to explain what would happen next.
"Okay, we have a surprise guest who really wanted to meet you personally. I'm freaking out myself. We are so lucky!"
"Really? Who is it? Why just the three of us?"
"You'll see, but before we go in, just understand that it is tough for her to be here, and you have to let her talk first, okay? She has something she would like to tell you."
"Okay, but this is weird. Ivory. You always make us do strange things."
"I know, sorry. But you are going to be so happy in a second. Ready?"
The white pony pushed the door open and walked in.
"Hello! We're here!"
The three Asian ponies wearing sparkling blue tack froze as soon as they saw who was in the room.
"Hehe, Hemlock, this is Lee, Ushi, and Emma. They are huge fans."
"Nice meeting you, but someone else would like to meet you as well."
Hemlock slowly stepped aside, revealing a Brittany who had a face red as a tomato and on the verge of a panic attack. She had accepted to do this only because Hemlock and Ivory had insisted so much.
"..."
The three blue ponies immediately understood what was going on. Their role model was in front of them, carrying a humiliating burden that was way too heavy. Ushi was the first to say something.
"Brit... Brittany... We are huge fans... but... Is... Is it true, what you said to Tiantang?"
"..."
Hemlock poked Brittany in the ribs, making her sway a little, like a young tree that hadn't yet developed strong roots.
"... Yeah... I mean... I... I said things..."
"What she is trying to say is that she is very sorry, and she wanted to tell you that in person. Right, Brittany?"
"Yes... I am very sorry... and I wanted to tell you... personally..."
Ivory happily clapped after Brittany parroted the words Hemlock had put in her mouth. It was not the most gracious way to express remorse, but it had seemed to be enough. The three Asian ponies rushed to her and hugged her.
"Hey! Wait... What are you... Get off me!"
"Brittany... endure your punishment!"
"We knew you were nice!"
"We love you, Brittany! You are so amazing!"
"It's okay to make mistakes, Brittany! Just learn from them, okay?"
"O... okay..."
It was a very odd scene to witness. A rude little girl who barely understood the meaning of the word racism was now surrounded by three adorable Asian ponygirls, who had decided to give her a path to redemption despite their awareness of the gravity of what had been spoken in the past. There was not a chance in the world that this would be sufficient to rehabilitate Brittany, but it was surely one good step in the right direction.
Then it was Hemlock's turn to face the challenge of popularity. Ivory led everybody back to the main dressing room where all the other girls were getting ready for the show. There was no time for introduction before Hemlock got swallowed by a rogue wave of cute screaming ponies!
***
"Think about it, Brittany!"
"... I will... Thanks."
To avoid the crowd, Ivory let Brittany and Hemlock out through the back door; it was safer that way. Hemlock was grinning from ear to ear after such an amazing evening, but Brittany was still struggling to do the same.
"Ah, come on, Brittany. The show was fantastic, the small ponies were incredible, and we got to watch everything from backstage. What else do you need to be happy?"
"Love?"
"What? Love? You know we love you..."
"Mmm. You told me that I was unable to love."
"Aaaah... Yes... I did... I was angry. I didn't mean it, and I'm sorry."
"You didn't mean it, but you were right. Everybody hates me. I hurt people like Nightshade all the time because I'm heartless."
"Nah... You are rough on the edge, but you are not heartless. When you take care of us in the morning, you are always so nice. We know you like us."
"Yeah, but Nightshade hates me now..."
"She doesn't like what you've done, but you can fix it. You have to. She is not as patient as I am."
"Yeah..."
Brittany's current thoughtfulness was unusual. The love bath she had received tonight had managed to reach her little heart somehow. She was ready to fix her big mistake by freeing Nightshade from her prison and apologize properly.
But Hemlock knew this wouldn't be enough; deep down, she knew Brittany had a root problem more significant than just being an occasional bitch. There was a reason why she did horrible things, and tonight while the small driver was vulnerable, it was a good opportunity to dig a bit deeper.
"Why did you do it?"
"Uh? Do what?"
"You know, separate me from Nightshade like that? It was beyond cruel."
"I said I was sorry."
"I know, I'm just asking why you did it in the first place. I know it was not just because I took her harness off without permission. You can tell me."
"..."
'Come on, Brittany, you'll feel better if you talk to me."
Brittany stopped in her tracks. Her fists tightened, and she looked at the ground. Hemlock, facing away from her, just looked up at the night sky, waiting to hear something that would certainly hurt.
"I loved you, you know!"
"I know."
"You choose someone else over me."
"Love is not something we choose, Brittany. We talked about this."
"Still, it really hurts."
"I guess wounds like these never really heal. But trying to hurt me back won't make you feel any better."
"I know. I know that now. I stabbed you in the heart, and you just showed me more love. I made myself feel even worse."
"The fact that you understand this means that you'll be able to heal faster."
With her eyes fixated on the full moon, Hemlock could hear Brittany sobbing and suffering behind her. Back when Nightshade was not around, Brittany and she had slept together. Brittany had developed feelings behind friendship back then, one-way feelings. But what was done was done. There was no way to go back to the past and change it. They could only move forward and try to make things better.
"Hemlock... You really want to be my ponygirl, right?"
"Yes, very much so. I would be very sad to lose you as a trainer."
"... and Nightshade too?"
"Nightshade will stick around as long as you don't pull the same crap again. She thinks you are a great trainer, but she won't tolerate it if you try to separate us again. She wants this to work. We know you are a winner, Brittany, and we want to win with you."
"... Okay... Then I will try to endure a bit longer..."
"I told you, you'll learn to love me as a friend, as your dedicated ponygirl..."
"..."
"Britt?"
"..."
"Wait... You were not referring to our relationship just now, right?"
"... no."
Hemlock turned around and found Brittany kneeling in the grass, with rivers of tears flowing down her cheeks. Something was hurting her, something much more painful than a broken heart.
"Brittany!? What were you referring to? What do you have to endure in order to stay with us?"
"I... I..."
***
"Wait, Star, wait!"
"Ivory?"
"Morning Star! Can I talk to you before you go?"
"Sure, what's up?"
As Sophie and Moonlight climbed in the pickup truck, Ivory, who was glowing in the dark because of her white latex suit, pulled Morning Star aside and brought her two delicate hands on her chest; she smiled quite a bit.
"I just wanted to say thank you for today."
"No, no. Thanks to you, Ivory. What you taught us will definitely get us started and make us better runners."
"Right! And you'll come back for more training, right?"
Morning Star scratched the back of her head while looking sideways.
"Aaah, I really don't know about that. Sophie is the one managing our activities. We don't have a word to say."
"Okay... But... Will she still let you go out for our date?"
"Oh, right... About that..."
"If you don't want to, that's fine. Moonlight kind of tricked you, after all. But I think we should go on a date anyway."
"I...I'll think about it... I never really considered... well... you know."
"I don't, but I'm good with the, I'll think about it, part. And if you are not sure, I have a great trick to help you figure it out."
"A trick? What is it?"
The cute ponygirl wrapped her arms around Morning Star's neck and tiptoed herself up just high enough to plant a small kiss on her favorite ponygirl!
"Mmm! That was good! Did you like my trick?"
"I... It was... unexpected."
"Alright! Goodnight, Morning Star! Let me know about our date, okay?."
"Good... night... Ivo... ry."
Ivory ran back toward the arena, giggling and leaving Morning Star in a confused state and waving like an idiot behind her.
Honk!
"Hey, Star! I like your new girlfriend!"
Sophie poked her head out of the car as she threw an embarrassing comment at her flustered elite pony, just for fun.
***
Brittany entered the dark barn alone and headed toward Nightshade's stall with her noisy keyset in hand. She stopped in front of the dented metal door.
"Hey, Nightsh..."
BAM!
Brittany's heart skipped a beat, and she jumped away from the door as her prisoner ponygirl added a new dent to it.
"I'm... I'm sorry. I'm truly sorry, okay. I had a long chat with Hemlock tonight, and everything is good. I understand that what I did was very wrong. I'm here to set you free. Just let me do that, okay?"
"MMMMPH!"
"I know, I know... Just don't attack me, okay. I'm leaving tonight."
"Mmmph!?"
"Give me a sec here. I'll open the door. But, please, don't hurt me, okay?"
Laboriously, in the darkness, she inserted her key in the big padlock, and it clicked open. After throwing the metal piece on the ground, she used all her strength to slide the damaged door open.
"You really bent it bad. If you hit me like that, you'll kill me."
Nightshade stepped back in the darkest corner of her stall, eyes almost glowing red of anger, not sure what to do. Knocking Brittany off and running away to reunite with Hemlock sounded like a good plan, but she had a gut feeling not to do that. Brittany said she was leaving the stable? How was this even possible?
"Come, Nightshade. I'll take your tack off. Trust me. It's over. You won't have to deal with me anymore."
"Mmph!"
"Turn around."
Brittany removed all the small padlocks she had added to Nightshade's bridle and body harness. One by one, she just let them fall to the ground, which was unlike her to be sloppy like this, another sign that something was going on. The first gear to go was the bridle and bit, and after a good jaw stretch, Nightshade spat some harsh words.
"You are insane, Brittany! You had no right to do this to us!"
"I know. I'm sorry."
"Well, being sorry won't cut it. You were lucky that Hemlock convinced me to stay until now."
"I know. Give me your wrist."
"What is your problem anyway? Why are you doing such mean things?"
"You should have a chat with your girlfriend. I don't have any good answers to give you. Every time I open my mouth, I mess things up. I'm done talking."
"Seriously?"
"Yes... and I'm sorry. Roll your shoulders for me, please. The harness can come off now."
"Where is Hemlock?"
"I suppose she is having a chat with Paul... Come, we need to go to the car."
"What? We?"
"Yes."
"Why?"
"Because... Because Hemlock said so. Come."
"Brittany? Why... why are you crying? What's going on here?"
***
SLAM!
Hemlock rammed her powerful foot in the door, which slammed open upon impact.
"WHAT THE HELL? Who's there?"
"Get up, you piece of shit."
"HEMLOCK? WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOU? GET OUT OF MY ROOM!"



Paul jumped out of his bed and walked up to Hemlock, who had irrupted savagely into his room in the middle of the night.
"What are you doing here? Is that about the money again? ... OOF!"
Just as he was about to put his hand on her, she struck him hard in the chest, which sent him flying across the room and crashing into the dresser before falling on his butt. It really hurt.
"A fist holding a horseshoe is quite efficient. If you dare stand back up, I'll make sure to hit your face with it next time."
"What... What the hell! Are you nuts? That's it! YOU ARE FIRED! And I'll make sure nobody else hires you again! EVER!"
"Listen to me, attentively, and don't make me repeat, you piece of crap. I know you only care about your own words, but try to make an effort this time."
"Would you shut up and get the hell out of my... AAaagh!"
Hemlock placed the blade of her foot on Paul's throat and pressed hard enough to make him stop talking for once. There were enough muscles in that pony leg to prevent him from doing anything about it, no matter how hard he tried to get her foot off his neck.
"Brittany told me everything! You are the worst! What did she do to you to deserve this? You blackmailed her! You forced her to have disgusting sex in exchange for letting her train us. You KNEW she would never abandon us, and you took advantage of that. You are a criminal of the worse kind! Brittany is not an angel, far from it, but she is still a human being. And you, in a position of power, what do you do? You abused her vulnerabilities for your benefit. What is it? Are you too socially incompetent to get a woman who would tolerate your ugly and selfish behaviors? You abused Brittany during all that time, making us believe that you two had some sort of consensual relationship. YOU MAKE ME SICK!"
"Aarrr! She could have left a long time ago!"
"And she stayed to take care of us, you moron! Unlike you, she has a heart! Tonight, we are all leaving. Think long and hard about what you have done, because tomorrow, I don't know what Britt will decide to do. She could send you to jail for what you've done to her."
"She has no proof! Aarrr... Let me go!"
"She has me... and you have nobody. It's going to be our word against yours if it comes down to it. Anyway, it's up to her now. I hope she won't have a glimpse of feeling left for the pathetic person that you are."
Hemlock got her foot off Paul's throat and tossed the horseshoe on him before turning around and leaving.
On her way out of the house, she stopped by her bedroom and unpinned a few pictures from the wall, including the one she got from her idol, Stardust.
"I'll be fearless and resilient."
Once she had collected her most precious belongings, she ran out and got to the car where Brittany and Nightshade were waiting for her; the engine was already running.
Hemlock opened the rear door and sat next to Nightshade.
"Go, Brittany! Let's leave this place!"
"Are... are you sure about this? You are abandoning everything... because ... of me?"
"Not BECAUSE of you... FOR you. I have Nightshade, and I have you. That's all I need. Now, let's put some distance with this cursed stable."
"Okay."
***
"Aaaanh! Finally, being able to cum with you is such a relief!"
"... to cum ten times."
"Hehe... Maybe more if you keep licking me like this."
"I missed you so much! I'll lick you for as long as you want!"
Hemlock and Nightshade were laying down on a haystack in Tiantang Zhi Ma's stable. Late last night, they had managed to reach Xiuying on the phone and had asked for hospitality, just for one night. After flatly refusing at first because Brittany was with them, Hemlock explained what had happened exactly and, out of pity, Xiuying accepted to accommodate them for a single night. Brittany was a bitch and a racist, but Paul was even worse than her. Knowing what he had done to Brittany officially classified him as a dishonorable lifeform.
While Tiang and Xiu slept inside the house, Hemlock and Nightshade were in one of the barn stalls, and at the far end of the interior paddock, Brittany was to stay out of sight. Xiu made sure that Brittany wouldn't have any visual contact with Tiantang.
Despite all the drama, the two ponies were extremely happy to be reunited. They didn't sleep at all, too busy kissing as deeply as they could and spending a lot of time having sex after being denied for so long.
"Aaanh! I love when you do long, slow licks like this... It's almost burning!"
"Like this?"
"AAAH! Yes! Keep... Keep going... MMmm!"
Nightshade squeezed her legs around Hemlock's head to keep her in the right position, making the victim giggle. Hemlock wouldn't have gone anywhere anyway, but this instinctive reflex from her lover was very cute.
"I'm close... again... slow... slow down... AAah!"
"Nope!"
"Please... I... I don't want to cum again just now... It feels too good."
"Nope!"
"Hemlock! AAAAH! Don't nibble on my clit! AAanh! Oh, my God! Aaah"
"It's mine!"
"Hehe. Yes... AAah! Mmm... Aahh! Don't stop!"
"So now, you want me to continue?"
"Y... yes! I'm... so close... It feels... different... Aaaah... Go, go! Make me cum now!"
Happy to oblige, Hemlock pressed her tongue much harder on the throbbing clitoris, alternating with some powerful sucking.
"AAAH... Oh YES! YES! AAAAANH!"
Nightshade started thrashing around again as her climax enveloped her with ecstasy. Her crotch uncontrollably convulsed as she bounced around in her haystack. After being forced out of sex for so long, cumming so often in one night was just what she needed.
Hemlock pulled her face away from Nightshade's pussy and crawled back on top of her to collect her reward, another deep kiss.
"Mmmph!"
"Nightshade, you came so hard."
"I... I know... I missed you SO much!"
As they celebrated love with more little kisses, a familiar voice interrupted them.
"You really never stop, do you?"
"Brittany! You shouldn't be here! If Xiu sees you, they will kick us out!"
"So what? It's morning already, and I want to leave."
Hemlock got off Nightshade and grabbed Brittany's arm.
"Come, let's go back to the paddock. Nightshade, go see if Xiu is up already, maybe bring back some food for Britt."
"Sure..."
"Hey, I'm the trainer here, not you!"
"Come on, Brittany, you know we all left the stable last night. We were officially fired. Come, I'll stay with you until we figure out what our next move will be. You have an important decision to make."
What Hemlock was referring to was whether or not Brittany would press charges against Paul. If she did, the pony racing world would catch fire, and things would never be the same. On top of that, there was no guarantee that Paul would be convicted due to a lack of evidence. There were risks involved; it could be a long and bloody battle.
Hemlock and Brittany walked together all the way to the back of the paddock where the latter had installed her pillow and blankets; there was no doubt about it, Xiu wanted Brittany to keep as much distance as possible from her pony. They were there out of pity more than hospitality.
"My career is over, right?"
"I don't know, Brittany. But you are the victim here. You did nothing wrong."
"It doesn't matter what I am... He could very well sue me for defamation, plus we stole his car."
"... That was his car?"
"One of his cars, yes. But it's okay. We could just abandon it in a ditch."
"Hehe... We could do that."
Nightshade came back a little bit later with a basket filled with bread and fresh fruits and a plan. Xiuying and her would go to town and try to figure out if Paul had taken any actions yet. Perhaps they would also try to meet with a lawyer to figure out what to do about all this. It was a unique situation, and they would need as much advice as possible. Until they returned, Brittany would be confined to the paddock, and Hemlock would have to keep an eye on her, not only to keep her company but also to prevent her from doing something stupid.
***
"Xiuying, the lawyer said he could meet with us in an hour or so."
"Good. Let's go wait at the coffee shop then. Nobody will care about us over there."
"Sure. Oh, hey! What's this?"
Nightshade pointed at a pile of newspaper sitting on top of a magazine stand.
"It's called a newspaper..."
"I know that... but look at the picture."
She grabbed the one at the top of the pile and walked away. The merchant gave her a suspicious stare, so Xiu immediately pulled a dollar out of her pocket and gave it to him. It was not evident to Nightshade that she had to pay for things since ponygirls never handled money.
Nightshade turned around so the sun would hit the front page better, and when she understood what it was, she gasped. It was a picture of Hemlock hugging a small girl.
"That's... That's Hemlock! ... What the hell was she wearing? And look at the title!"
"Is the NRPA suspending the right ponies? Superstar Hemlock caught hugging a young fan after naming her. Athena, of her new name, runs from door to door to collect signatures for a petition demanding the NRPA to revert Hemlock and Nightshade's suspension."
"No waaay! Xiu... That's amazing! I have to show this to Hemlock!"
"That little girl probably doesn't realize you attempted to murder Morning Star."
"HEY! I'm just a pony. I just did what I was told."
"Whatever... Let's go get a coffee while we are waiting for the lawyer. And put that hoodie back on before people recognize you."
The blonde ponygirl was not Xiuying's pony, but it almost felt like it; paying for things, bossing her around, reprimanding her... Clearly, it wouldn't be a good idea to leave Nightshade on her own; she wouldn't be functional in society by herself.
They walked alongside a row of small shops when Xiu suddenly pushed Nightshade against the wooden wall. Out of the blue, she kissed her while hiding the side of her face with the newspaper.
Nightshade's eyes became big and round, and she didn't know what to do. Why was she kissed by this trainer from the competitor stable all of a sudden? She always thought Xiu was nice, but she was the enemy, therefore being friends with her wasn't supposed to be an option, let alone kissing each other.
The ponygirl wasn't very smart about relationships, though. What she knew was that Xiuying had been nice enough to let them sleep at her stable last night, and now she was trying to help with their conflict with Paul. Nightshade had no right to be rude or ungrateful, and if Xiu wanted a reward for all she did, and that a kiss was what she had chosen, she would let her have it.
Based on her extensive kissing experience accumulated with Hemlock, she knew what was pleasant during a makeout session. It wouldn't take a lot of effort to give Xiu a bit more since that was what she apparently wanted.
So, Nightshade placed her hand behind Xiu's head, pulled her closer with the clear goal to insert her unusually long tongue inside her mouth, and provide the Asian trainer with some extreme sensation. Since her spontaneous partner was much smaller than her, Hemlock managed to reach much deeper inside her mouth, making sure to rub her wet tongue everywhere.
"MMPHH!"
"Mmmm!"
Xiu started to fight back and whacked Nightshade on the head with the newspaper until she managed to push herself away from the drooly pony. She then began to scold her.
"STUPID PONY! WHAT THE HELL WAS THAT? Are you nuts?"
"... but..."
"Why would you do such a thing? Bleeeeeh!"
"But ... you kissed me... so... I kissed you back..."
"YEAH! Because PAUL was right there, and I had to find a quick way to hide you, stupid equine girl!"
"Oh... Really? I thought you just wanted to kiss me."
"What? NO! Why would I want to do that? Anyway, is that how you kiss people? Plunging your snaky tongue inside people's throats?"
"Hemlock likes it a lot."
"God... You two are gross. Come on, throat licker, let's find out where Paul is going."
The two girls began following Paul from a distance, and Xiu kept rubbing her tongue with her sleeve, still disturbed by how deep Nightshade went inside her skull. She had almost licked her brain.
It didn't take long for Paul to arrive at his destination. He sat at a picnic table next to the coffee shop. He placed his briefcase on the bench and clicked the locks open before laying down some documents in front of him.
"What is he doing?"
"Shhh! Nightshade, keep pretending to read your newspaper..."
"I'm not pretending. Look at this. They say my favorite oat is half price. Can we go buy a few bags after? You have money, right? Brittany always has money."
"Don't believe all you read. Oat is always that price."
"Oh, but they say it's my favorite oat."
"Is it?"
"I don't know... That's what the newspaper says, so it must be true."
"Stop it, Nightshade! Wait... Who is this woman over there?"
"I don't know. His wife, maybe?"
"Seriously? Nightshade, you need a brain scan."
It was indeed suspicious. The woman sat at the same table as Paul and even shook his hand. For the next little while, they looked at different documents and even signed some of them. Xiu frowned, having a bad feeling about this.
"This is not a coincidence... not after you ran away from his stable last night."
"What do you think they are doing?"
"I'm not sure. I think she might be his lawyer... Maybe he is taking action against the three of you."
"Well, that's not good. What do we do?"
"Nothing for now. I think they are done. They are shaking hands again."
Paul put about half of the documents back inside his briefcase, and the woman gathered the other half and placed it in a binder. Then, just as they were about to part ways, Paul dropped a huge keyset on the table before turning heels and walking away. He didn't look happy at all.
When the woman picked up the keys, she threw them in the air just to catch them back while smiling in a way that betrayed a certain satisfaction.
"Okay... I'll go ask her what this was about."
"WHAT? No! Nightshade! Come back! It's a terrible idea!"
"She looks friendly. She won't recognize me with my hoodie."
"Come back here, stupid pony! Of course she is going to recognize you if you talk to her."
Nightshade had decided it was a good idea, so it must have been a good idea. Xiuying wasn't her trainer or owner, so there were no obedience reflexes imprinted in her brain. To her, Paul was not around anymore, so it was safe to talk to the strange lady. She waved her arm in the air.
"Excuse me! Lady!"
"Mmm?... Oh, Nightshade! What a good coincidence. That's going to make my life so much easier."
That comment stopped Nightshade right in her tracks. How did she recognize her so quickly with that hoodie on? She was still 10 meters away from her.
"Nightshade, come back here, you pink moron!"
"Oh, Xiuying? That's unexpected. I didn't know you two were friends?"
That stopped Xiuying in her tracks as well.
The mysterious woman smiled some more and walked up to the paralyzed duo. They both had no clue who that woman was and how she had found out who they were so quickly. There was something special about her; she emanated such charisma, so much self-confidence, and she was stunning too. With her long jet black hair trying to resist the light wind and those piercing eyes reflecting the light of the sun, she was no ordinary citizen.
Nightshade squinted her eyes... something looked very familiar... She reminded her of... a picture... Hemlock's favorite photo, to be precise. The one pinned on the wall of the bedroom where they had so much hot sex together. Then she gasped...
"That's right, Nightshade, you know who I am, don't you? My name is Stardust, and I'm your new owner. Now, be an angel and tell me where your two little friends are hiding."
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"So, what do you want to do, Clara?"
"I don't know, Asha. Lucy didn't say anything about that."
"Hehe, you are funny. Lucy is not going to choose which bed you are going to sleep in."
Today was a huge day. I was officially moving to the pethouse, this luxurious penthouse perched atop a tall insurance building in the middle of the downtown business area. Asha and Vix were supposed to welcome me, but the small fox girl wasn't around. Apparently, Lucy had decided to keep her an extra day at the café, possibly because she didn't want to overwhelm me on my first day in my new home.
It was okay since Asha was my friend, and I didn't mind spending the day alone with her while she showed me around the place. I've been here before, so I was somewhat familiar with the apartment's layout, but there was one room I had not seen yet, the second bedroom, and it raised an unexpected issue.
From what Asha told me, whoever came back to the pethouse on any given day slept together in the same bed. As an example, if Trixie and Misti were to be off, they would share the same bed just because it was more fun that way. The other bedroom was only used when one of them was ill or desired to be alone for whatever reason, but that was relatively rare.
This arrangement was convenient for them due to their erratic work schedule and because they got to sleep with whoever was off at the same time. As far as I knew, all the petgirls were good friends and loved to cuddle with each other... and more. Asha said that spending intimate time with one of two different friends each week was something they all appreciated a lot.
That said, my presence would introduce a slightly different dynamic. Whenever a pet would be off work, it would come back to the pethouse, and I would always be there. This could become problematic for petgirls who liked the variety. Asha said it wouldn't be an issue, but my confidence level was not that high, I didn't want to feel like I was in the way, disrupting a lifestyle they loved.
So I had two options. I could sleep in the same bed with whatever pets would be at the pethouse on any given night, or I could use the second bedroom to make sure I didn't impose myself on them. It was not an easy choice.
Asha wrapped her arms around me. To her, there was only one right choice.
"I prefer that you sleep with us all the time."
"Are... are you sure?"
"Of course, I am."
"What if... you want to sleep with someone else... without me?"
"Oh, I don't think I want that, Clara! The way you licked my crotch a while ago, I want more of that."
Instantaneously, my face turned beet red, and some steam came out of my ears. Of course, Asha wasn't going to forget the time when I gave her a big orgasm thinking she was Trixie. I opened up a bit more about sex since seeing a therapist, but I was still not as comfortable as the other girls when it came the time to talk about it.
"Haha. Poor Clara. Sorry, I shouldn't tease you like this on your first day. Tonight it's just the two of us here. Vix will only come back tomorrow, so you have plenty of time to think about what you want to do. Come with me. I need to tell you about another rule of the pethouse."
"Okay."
So far, the rules Asha explained to me were just plain common sense; not to break anything because none of the furniture in the pethouse belonged to us, not communicate with the building staff unless necessary, going out for a few hours on Wednesday afternoon because people would come to clean the place and restock the fridge, and not ask Lucy questions about the pethouse, or at the very least not insist if she doesn't want to talk about it. There was nothing complicated about any of this.
As I followed Asha downstairs, I realized something funny that made me giggle.
"Pffhaha!"
"Hey, what!? What's funny?"
"You walk like... Asha the rubber snow leopard! Haha."
"I... I do?"
"Yes. It's like you still have a tail and cushy paws."
"Mmm... I guess I built a bad habit..."
"Haha... No. It's very cute."
"Awww! Stop it, Clara! Now I feel self-conscious!"
After she poked me in the stomach, we went to the living room with the big window wall. It was still as impressive as when I came here the first time. Our view of the city was as beautiful as it was dizzying. I still had a tough time believing I would live here with all my friends.
Asha wanted to show me the dresser in the corner, the one from which I saw the pets getting their money. She pulled out one of the unlabeled drawers and placed it on top of the desk.
"So, each of us has a drawer like this. That's where we keep our personal items like our keys, phone, and money. We don't need any of this when we go work at the café, so we just leave it here."
"Why... are you doing it like that? Aren't you scared that someone would... steal?"
'Steal!? No! We all trust each other very much. The worst that ever happened was when Oreo forgot a half-eaten yogurt inside her drawer and went to work for five days."
"A yogurt?"
"Haha. Yes... It's a long story. Anyway, let's make you a personal drawer."
She pulled a stack of blank labels from another drawer and detached one of them. She then grabbed a bunch of markers of different colors and showed them to me.
"What color do you want for your name? I think blue suits you. It was the color of your face when you first showed up at the café."
"Ashaaa! That's mean!"
"Haha. Okay, let's just use black. It's easy to read."
I nodded.
After writing my name on the label, she slid it in the plastic sheath in front of the drawer and placed it back in the dresser.
"There. It's yours. You can put your stuff in it."
"Thank you."
I didn't have much on me; some keys, a few dollars, and a couple of ID cards. My unemployment was deposited in my bank account directly, so I had no cash on me.
"You don't use a bank, Asha?"
"Oh yeah, we all have a bank account. Lucy is trying to educate us because some of the pets are pretty bad with money."
"... Like Trixie?"
"Oh my God, yes. Trixie is the worst with money. Lucy said that we could only spend part of our income from the café, and the rest is going to our savings accounts for when we are ready to move on. When it's payday, a sum is deposited automatically in our bank, but she gives us a portion of it in cash to enjoy life outside the café. She also said that if we spent more than our cash amount, she would fire us."
"Hehe. She would not do that."
"I know, but it's better not to take the risk. You'll have to talk to her about this. You are not one of her pets, so I can't see her controlling your finances."
I scratched my head. Asha just said something that made me think. Now that I moved into the pethouse, I didn't need to pay rent anymore, and I didn't need to pay for food either, so money kind of lost its relevance.
"I... I don't need money."
"What? What do you mean?"
"I have no rent, and you said there is always food here."
"Yes, but don't you want to spend money on fun stuff?"
"... Fun stuff?"
"Clara! Don't you have hobbies or something?"
"I... don't. I like going to the café, but Lucy doesn't want me to give her money for my cakes."
"No, I meant things you like outside the café. Things that you spend money on for fun."
"Oh! I know. Remember when you saw me at the mall, Asha?"
"Yes. I can't forget that. You were too shy to look at me out of costume."
"So, when I was there, I bought a pair of shoes."
"... Clara, buying a pair of shoes is not a hobby. And that was months ago too."
"..."
It was not easy to come up with an answer to her question. Outside spending a few dollars on used books, I never had any money to spend on anything. I lowered my head in shame, realizing how uninteresting my life was.
Asha pulled me in her arms again.
"Awww, sorry. It's okay, Clara. I'm too hard on you on your first day here. I'm just a bit excited that you moved in with us. We will do fun activities together, and we will find things that you like to do."
"It's okay..."
"Come, I know what will cheer you up."
Asha held my hand and pulled me to the oversized leather couch, so big that we could both lay down side by side on it. It was the same couch where I saw Trixie and Misti make love during my first visit.
For the next little while, we cuddled quietly. Asha was right; it made me very happy. I remembered feeling guilty about wanting to pet her beautiful hair back when I was in crisis, but I no longer felt that way. She let me pet her as much as I wanted, causing me to almost abuse that privilege.
Thinking that, not that long ago, I had considered walking away from all the petgirls that I loved so much made me feel like a fool. I squeezed her in my arms and held her until we fell asleep for a little nap. She was not wearing her snow leopard costume, but it was almost as good.
***
A bit later, after we woke up, Asha made me a sandwich and explained the fridge system.
"See that touchscreen on the door?"
"I never had a fridge... with a screen."
"Hehe... The pethouse is kind of luxurious, isn't it? Don't worry. I never had a screen on my fridge either before moving here. So, if you want some specific food or item, you just add it to this list here, and if you enter it before Tuesday, you'll have it when they restock the fridge on Wednesday."
"Really?"
"Yes, but Lucy said not to abuse. She said that mostly because of Trixie, who would undoubtedly order the whole grocery store, but she also doesn't want us to act like spoiled brats when we return to the café."
"Hehe. Trixie is funny."
"Yes, she can be. So, we also receive those meal kits. Each one comes in a separate bag. So if you are hungry, you just grab one and cook it following the recipe card."
"Oh... That's nice."
I loved the pethouse so far. Lucy seemed to keep reasonable control of what was happening here. She didn't want her pets to develop bad habits outside the café, so she kept them on a tight leash even when they were not at work. It was definitely more a way to help them grow in life and teach them good values rather than just controlling them. Knowing that I would get to enjoy the same motherly love that Lucy provided to her pets made me very happy and safe and made me feel part of the café family a bit more.
Asha used her two hands to pull the large fridge door open and leaned into it to see what kind of meal kit they had received this time around.
"AAAH!"
"Eep!"
"Oh, sorry. I scared you. But... LOOK!"
Asha pulled one of the food bags out and brought it up to my face, almost too close for me to read the label.
"Ch... Chicken... tikka... masala?"
"YES! YUM! Can we eat that tonight? Please, Clara!"
"... What... what is it?"
"WHAT!? Don't you know what chicken tikka masala is? CLARA! I must cook it for you then!"
I obviously didn't have extensive culinary knowledge.
"Okay, but what is it?"
"My favorite Indian food!"
"Asha... Are you Indian?"
"Yes, I am. But I moved here when I was two years old, so I don't know anything about India. I only know the food because I grew up on that delicious stuff. I know Vix is not a fan, so we must eat it tonight. Tomorrow she won't want to eat that."
"I can try it."
"YAAAY! Clara! I'm so happy you moved in!"
After agreeing to try Asha's Indian food and the neck-breaking hug that ensued, we went back upstairs to look at more things.
She assigned me a shelf in the giant walk-in closet along with a section to hang my clothes. I didn't have many clothes, and none of them looked better than the ones the petgirls possessed. She said that all the pets frequently borrowed clothes from each other since they were all roughly the same size, but I was pretty sure nobody would borrow mine; I didn't own any good looking ones.
Following that, we headed to the big bathroom. I had taken a quick shower in there once, but I was in a hurry because I had to run to work. Asha took the time to show me all the nice features this time.
"So, there is a big rain shower that can fit three people... and yes, we tried. Hehe. And here you have the closet with all our towels. Just grab any of them when you need it, but do NOT take the towel with the fox on it. It's Vix's, and she won't share it with anybody. When Accalia moved in, she didn't know and used it. There was a big drama."
"Okay. I don't want to make Vix sad. This big door over there... It's strange. Is it another closet?"
"Ha! WAY better than that... It's a steam room!"
"A steam room!?"
"Yes... A sauna full of steam!"
"I don't think I know what it is."
"Oh, hehe. Want to try it, Clara?"
"Like... now?"
"Yes. It's as simple as turning it on and taking off our clothes."
"..."
I had never tried a steam room before, so I didn't know what it felt like to be in one. But was this really the source of my hesitation? Asha stared at me, waiting for my answer. I've seen her naked before, so it wouldn't be a big deal to undress in front of her. So what was it?
Asha was very pretty. Her coffee-colored skin was just fascinating to me, and her jet black hair was so silky. I didn't feel anywhere near this level of cuteness. Everything about me seemed dull. Was that it? Was this why I was a bit scared? I would get to see a naked girl I was very attracted to, and in return, I had nothing to offer.
My eyes welled up a little as my stomach cramped due to my anxiety.
"Asha..."
"Clara? What is it? Are you okay?"
"You... You are very pretty."
"What!? AWWW! Don't say things like that! You make me blush."
That was it. Asha didn't say it in return. She didn't say what I would have liked to hear. Lowering my head seemed to be the only thing to do.
"Do you really mean it, Clara?"
"Yes..."
"Well... What would you say if we get in the steam room, I'll let you explore my body as much as you want. You know... Since you like it that much."
"..."
"But there's one condition! You must let me explore your body too... because I... I always thought you were pretty too... but I didn't have the guts to say it out loud as you did. I'm not that brave."
"R... really?"
"Yeah... I really like your... your..."
"... my what?"
"Aaaah! Enough! I'll show you in the steam room! There is too much light here! Aaah! Why is it so much easier when I'm wearing my pet costume!?"
I didn't expect to see this shy side from Asha, but what she said cheered me up a little. Her comment about my prettiness came out of nowhere, and even if I was not sure I truly believed it, it made me feel warm and fuzzy anyway.
After pressing a few buttons on the control panel to turn on the steam room, Asha and I slowly stripped down, not looking at each other too much. It was easier to be naked in a bed or a capsule room, but standing in a bright bathroom like this made me feel very exposed.
Asha turned on some glowing red light in the dark steam room and entered it first.
"Come, Clara. It will get warmer quickly. Close the door behind you."
"Alright."
It was my turn to step into the small room, which was already very humid and hot. As requested, I closed the door behind me, sealing us inside this strange new world.
Right off the bat, it felt comfortable. The soft red light barely illuminated the place, and a veil of vapor made everything look blurry. All the walls were made of big glossy black tiles, promoting a very dark and intimate ambiance. A dark-skinned woman sitting on a small wooden bench extended her arms in my direction through the rising steam.
"Come sit with me, Clara! Hugging when it's hot... well... it's hot."
"Hehe."
I joined her on the bench, and it didn't take long for us to start touching each other. Something about this atmosphere made us stop questioning each other and turned us into two romantic explorers. Asha grabbed my waist, and I rested my arms on top of her shoulders and pressed my forehead on hers. Being this close to her meant that she wouldn't be able to look at my naked body; it was a cheap strategy to keep my embarrassment in check.
"Asha? Did... Did you mean it?"
"Mean what? That you are cute?"
"Yes."
"Of course, I meant it, silly. Guess why all the pets were after you at the café when you showed up. Hehe. You have pretty eyes, a little nose, and lovely lips. The only thing I would change would be your hair. Why do you keep it like that? Look, if I put it sideways like this, it looks ten times better.
"I... I have never learned. Nobody ever helped me with my hair."
"Awww... Well, that's going to change. See, we just found the first thing we can do with your money. We can go for a haircut if you want."
"Misti said I should dye my hair blonde. And get the same haircut as her and Trixie."
"Don't be ridiculous... well... Wait a minute... Actually, even if I'm certain she said that because she wants a threesome with two hot blonde girls, that might not be a bad idea. Outside the hair color, you kind of look like them. Your face has the same shape. Yeah, let's do that. When Misti is off next, let her take you to the hairdresser. She knows what she is doing better than I do."
There was no reason not to be happy right now. I was with Asha in a hot steamy room, and she was amicably playing with my hair. It may have been a tiny detail, but it was what Lucy and the therapist had tried to explain to me. Life would be easier if I had friends surrounding me. At this very moment, even if I had not asked for anything, Asha was ready to take over my hairstyle, something I had always struggled with.
The heat was still rising, and the steam got denser. It was almost hard to breathe, but it also felt amazing. I couldn't tell my sweat apart from the moisture pearling on my skin.
"So, Clara... Do you remember when you wore Trixie's costume at the café?"
"Yes..."
"You know that time when we turned you into a delicious bunny cake?"
"..."
"Hehe... of course, you remember. It was a lot of fun. Lucy almost caught me playing with you. Good thing the clients said nothing. Haha."
"It... it was fun. Yes."
"But you know... I was jealous."
"Jealous? Why?"
"Because... Because I really wanted to do what the girl did to you back then. So I'm going to do it now!"
"..."
Asha gently lifted my arm, looking at me in the eyes to make sure I was okay with what she was doing. Then, she gave me a very long sensual lick from my lower ribs all the way up to my armpit, one of my most sensitive spots that she had discovered while I was helpless at the café.
"Aaashaaa! It... It tickles."
"Hehe. I waited for this moment for so long. I'll do it again!"
"Aaah!"
It was ridiculous. Defenseless, I couldn't do anything else other than letting Asha do whatever she wished to me. The irrelevance of my thoughts was incomprehensible; instead of fully appreciating what was happening to me, I wondered if this dizziness I felt was due to the hot steam or the very soft tongue that slowly dragged along my skin.
"I didn't tell anybody when I discovered that it was one of your favorite spots because I wanted to be the only one who knew about it. It's going to be our little secret, right?"
"Mmmph! Mmmph!"
"I'll take that as a yes. Hehe."
Thankfully, she didn't abuse her findings since I could have easily passed out in a room hot like this. She calmed me down with some sweet kisses instead. Her tongue definitely had a soothing effect when it delicately caressed mine.



I felt privileged to have a good friend like Asha, who took the time to get to know me.
***
Meanwhile, at the café...
"Vix, for the tenth time, get away from the door!"
Vix, the adorable rubber fox, gesticulated randomly at Lucy in a distressed manner.
"Because I have a tray full of food bottles in my hands, and you almost made me drop them. You wouldn't like your food to end up on the floor, would you?"
Vix gesticulated some more while blocking Lucy's path semi-voluntarily.
"I know you are upset because I didn't want you to go to the pethouse with Clara, but I told you why. I don't want to overwhelm her on her first day. You'll sleep here tonight, and tomorrow morning I will let you join Asha and her."
Vix shook her head, no. She wanted to go now, not tomorrow. She went to the door and tried to open it again, but her cushy paws prevented her from doing so.
"Vix, don't test my patience, okay? If you don't calm down, I won't let you see her all week. Is that what you want?"
Vix ignored Lucy and kept pulling uselessly on the door handle.
Trixie, the white bunny who was nearby, walked to Vix and wrapped her arm around her waist to pull her away from the door before Lucy truly lost her cool. Perhaps cuddling for a while with the agitated fox would calm her down. It was unlike Vix to be this restless.
"Careful, Trixie, don't rip her suit. It would just make things worse."
Trixie shook her head and kept pulling the angry fox girl backward as carefully as possible, but things quickly took an ugly turn. As soon as the fox girl got in range, the red fox high-kicked Lucy's tray off her hands, sending all the food bottles flying.
Oreo managed to catch one in her arms, but all the other soft plastic bottles crashed to the floor, exploded, and made a huge mess.
Lucy's face turned as red as Vix's latex suit.
"VIX! THAT'S IT! You've done it. I'm taking your costume away for a full week!"
Vix crossed her arms and looked sideways as if to say, "I don't care!" Receiving this expected punishment had been premeditated and would allow her to go see Clara early. But things didn't turn out the way she had anticipated.
"Oh, I'm not stupid, you know. I know what you think, Vix. But I have news for you, little devil. You are not allowed to go to the pethouse anymore until next week. You are going to stay in my apartment until your punishment is over."
Vix gesticulated frantically, disagreeing with the unexpected catastrophic sentence. Lucy had never done this before.
"I don't care. Look around you, foxy. Your friends were starving, but now they can't eat because of you. Do you think it was nice to do that to them? That's right! It was mean."
Vix looked around for the first time, just to see all the squeeze bottles with their cap popped and leaking food everywhere on the floor. Only then she realized that she had messed up big time. A rumbling noise sliced the lounge's awkward silence. She looked to her side and saw the white bunny holding her belly with her two paws; it was Trixie's stomach that had made that loud noise. Feeling sorry, Vix lowered her head in shame.
"Aaah! You get it now? Good. Go sit in the corner until I finish cleaning this mess, and then we will take you out of that suit. You'll help me cook their meals all over again. Did you hear me?"
Vix nodded.
"Are you sure?"
Vix nodded once more, turned around, and dragged her feet to the nearest booth, adopting a collapsed posture. Her punishment had not even begun that she had already learned her lesson. It would be a long miserable week, and she wouldn't get to see Clara.
"What a mess! Trixie, make sure nobody walks in this slosh."
Trixie nodded.
As Lucy was on her way out to fetch a mop, Oreo looked at the bottle she had caught in her arms during the incident. On the label, there was a name... hers. She couldn't believe that her meal was the only one that had survived this great food extinction.
Starving as much as the others, she ran to Lucy and pulled on her arm.
"Oreo! Now is not the time to play. I have to clean this and prepare your meals all over again."
Oreo shook her head. She just wanted to be fed quickly since her bottle was intact, so she pulled on Lucy's arm again and pointed in the direction of the table where her bottle was sitting.
"Okay, that's enough, Oreo! Bug me one more time tonight, and you'll join Vix. Is that what you want?"
Oreo shook her head, no, and returned to her seat. She was starving, and in front of her was her food bottle that Lucy hadn't noticed. There was nothing she could do about it. This was pure pet torture.
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Cats of the Caribbean
Part 1
"Erika, slow down... We have plenty of time. You're always driving too fast."
"I'm not driving that fast. I just don't want us to miss our plane."
"We still have three hours before it takes off, and we're fifteen minutes away from the airport. I'm pretty sure we will be okay."
Our SUV flew down the highway at an excessive speed, but I couldn't blame Erika for being this excited about our trip. We were all thrilled at the perspective of spending a full week on a sandy beach in the Caribbean.
Syr's aunt had recently purchased a small Inn on one of the countless islands and apparently needed help to get the business started. From what I understood, the plan wasn't to make millions out of it; it was merely a fun way to change her lifestyle as she was heading toward retirement. No matter what, for a bunch of northern people like us, it was worth going to take a look.
I opened my laptop case sitting at my feet and pulled out some important papers and distributed them; our passports.
"Here, Kitty. This one is yours! It's a cute pic, but I think you've gained some weight."
"WHAT!? You must not say things like this to a cute girl! You must not!"
"Hehe! You are enjoying Syr's cooking a bit too much, I think, and you are lazy as fuck. Sooo..."
"I have a cheese sandwich addiction. Is it that much of a problem?"
"Nah! You are still our cute beloved Kitty. Syr, this is yours."
"Thank you."
"And this is yours, Erika. Oh, look at that birthdate!"
"I'll gut you, Mark! I swear."
"Haha! I'm just kidding. I can't wait to get there and have fun with all of you."
"Master Mark, you only say this because you want to see us wearing our new swimsuits."
"Guiiilty as charged! But I live well with those thoughts."
Going to a beach with three sexy girls had its perks, none of them that I would exchange for anything. Girls being girls, they refused to show me what sexy dresses and swimsuits they had purchased for this trip, but they made sure to buy me some clothes to replace my existing ones; I certainly felt like their Ken doll at times.
When we reached the airport, we parked our car in the long-term lot and took our luggage out. Kitty and Erika were tiny five foot two ladies, and seeing them dragging suitcases half their size was immensely entertaining.
After checking in and dropping our baggage off, we headed to the security checkpoint; I should have known that Kitty was about to cause all kinds of trouble with her distorted vision of world.
"What's this, Mark?"
"What?"
"The big machine scanning people."
"Oh, that is the new radio scanner. It sees through your clothes to detect weapons and drugs."
"They don't pat you down anymore?"
"Not always, no. Unless you tell the agents that you don't want to go through the scanner, but it's safe, so don't worry about it. Go. It's your turn."
The security lady signaled Kitty to enter the scanner, but she stopped walking when she got near it. She turned to the lady and told her something I couldn't hear. They took Kitty aside and patted her down.
I couldn't see the whole thing because it was my turn to be called to the scanner, which only took a few seconds to go through.
Once on the other side, I rejoined with Syr and Erika.
"Where's Cathead?"
"They took her aside for a manual search. I'm not too sure what happened."
"She always causes trouble. Unbelievable."
"Well, that's Kitty for you. But I'm sure she is fine. She took the plane more often than I did to go visit her family in Japan."
"I'm still not surprised that she caused trouble."
"Master Mark... There she is."
Carrying her little backpack and passport, Kitty exited the security checkpoint, looking happy and unphased.
"Kitty? What happened?"
"Nothing? Why?"
"Why didn't you go through the scanner? It scared you?"
"No. Why would it scare me? I'm not a child."
"But... They took you aside for a manual search."
"Oh, that? The female agent was pretty. So I wanted her to pat me down."
"..."
"What? You said I had a choice. So I asked her, and she said yes."
"Kitty... Aaah! Nevermind!"
"Whaaaat?"
Overlooking Kitty's uncorrectable behavior was the best thing to do to avoid an early burnout during our vacation. Airport security was a serious business, yet she found a way to pervert it into something sexual.
We all headed to a small pub near our gate as we did have a good two hours to kill before boarding. A beer or two and some snacks wouldn't hurt before our long flight.
Sitting in a comfy booth, we discussed our destination. Syr didn't have any concrete info for us. All she knew was that we would need to help refresh the place and set things up, but we had no idea what it would look like; she didn't even have any pictures to share with us.
Syr didn't have much to say about her aunt either outside that she was nice and friendly. After Syr's parents passed away, she was the one who had taken care of her. Raising an orphan child was proof of character.
For a full hour, we asked Syr many questions to which she didn't have answers, but it was all in good fun. We would soon discover everything firsthand once we would land on the Island.
As Kitty and Erika fought for the last deep-fried cheese curd, I felt something pulling shyly on my elbow. I turned to Syr, who had a cute flushed face.
"What's up, Syr?"
She brought her lips to my ear and whispered something.
"May... May I speak to you?... In private."
"Sure. Kitty, Erika, we will be back in a sec. And stop fighting. We are in an airport. What are you? Children?"
They were not even listening to me; it was a lost cause. Whatever. It allowed Syr and I to slide off the booth discreetly, and walk up to the large window giving on the runway. She grabbed my arm and pressed her cheek on my shoulder.
"Hey? What's up? Do airplanes scare you?"
"No... No. That's not it. I have something embarrassing to say. I should have discussed this earlier, but I was too uncomfortable."
"What is it?"
"..."
"Tell me... I'm not going to judge you."
"I... I didn't tell my aunt."
"What? You didn't tell her we were coming?"
"No... Not that! You know... I didn't tell her..."
"Syr, what are you talking about? What didn't you tell her?"
"Well... about... us."
"Ooooh... I see. THAT."
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be sorry, we should have brought the topic up sooner. So, you think it's going to be a problem?"
"I... I don't know. Maybe. My aunt knows I'm living with Erika, and I told her that you were my boyfriend... but she doesn't know you have two other girlfriends."
"Let me guess, she doesn't know you are playing maid and that we call you Syr either."
"Correct."
We were not even on the airplane that things suddenly got more interesting. We should have discussed this waaay earlier, but in all fairness, I was pretty sure all of us thought about it at one point or another but didn't have the guts to bring the sensitive topic up.
It didn't take a genius to understand Syr's delicate position in all of this. Telling her family that she was living with a boyfriend who had two other girlfriends was a recipe for disaster. Syr had zero interest in dating girls, but she was open-minded and generous enough to be happy in a relationship where she had to share her male. But telling that to people close to her was not as easy as it sounded.
It could be compared to a young adult admitting he was gay and wanted to tell his family. It's not a matter of not being comfy as a gay person; it was a matter of being ready to share this portion of his private life with the entire world. A person couldn't be forced to be ready to get out of the closet, or else it could seriously harm his relationships.
In this case, Syr wasn't only worried about herself. As the group's male, it was pretty evident that I would end up looking like the bad guy abusing all those cute girls. Her aunt would never believe me if I were to tell her that it was, in fact, the girls who had decided on this strange polyamory arrangement.
Syr, clinging to my arm, showed that she was not ready to open up on that level with her family just yet, and I took no offense. I haven't even told my own family about our fantastic little group.
"Listen Syr, you'll be my only girlfriend this week."
"..."
"Don't worry, Kitty and Erika will understand. I'd not be surprised if they even like it. You know how much Erika is into Kitty."
"You...you think so?"
"Absolutely! And Syr, the cute maid, won't be around either. It's going to be the real Elizabeth."
"That...That's going to be hard."
"Well, think about it as a great opportunity to show me the real you."
"Yes...That's the hardest part."
"I know you better than you think, Syr. Everything will be fine. Let's go tell Erika and Cathead about it."
"O...okay."
My reward for being understanding was a kiss on the neck. Hand in hand, we walked back to the restaurant where Kitty and Erika were digging in a fresh basket of cheese curds.
"Seriously, more cheese?"
"Always more cheese! Where did you go?"
"Well, I have an announcement to make. Kitty, Erika, I'm dumping you!"
"Meow! Does that mean I can have sex with Erika all the time?"
"Oh, Kitty, we can get married too!"
"Let's kick them out of our house, and we will turn Syr's workshop into a dungeon!"
"Deal!"
As I pinched my nose's bridge, Syr rubbed my back, knowing all the sarcasm I had to endure in my daily life. Of course, those two were going to react like that to prevent my joke from being successful. If they had an opportunity to turn anything I said against me, they would.
I sat back down in the booth with Syr and clarified my train of thought.
"All those cheese curds got to your brain. Seriously, for the next week, Syr and I will be a traditional couple. Her aunt is not aware of our crazy relationship, and Syr isn't quite ready to come out with it. I can understand why. It's not like we've been together for years, right."
"So, what does that mean? What do you want us to do?"
"That means that I'm Syr's exclusive boyfriend and probably will have to sleep in a separate room. Kitty and you, Erika, won't jump in my arms when you see me."
"Pfff... I never do that anyway. Kitty does."
"Meow! I don't mind. It sounds like a fun game, actually. But, what about us?"
"What about you?"
"Yeah... Can Erika and I be a lesbian couple and have sex everywhere in the inn?"
Scratching the back of my head, I turned to Syr for that one. That was a good question. I mean, going there pretending Syr was my only girlfriend was one thing, but preventing Kitty and Erika to act as a couple just because they were two girls was not really acceptable.
But Syr put our mind at ease.
"My aunt is very nice. She is not homophobic at all. You...you are doing this for me more than for her. I'm just not ready to tell her everything yet."
"Then Erika and I will be a super lesbian couple! Yay! Mark! You are not allowed to come to our room, and you can't touch us when we will be wearing our new sexy swimsuits and rubbing our sunscreen oiled bodies together!"
Ugh! Why did Kitty have to say that! I knew it would be hard for me to keep my hands off them, but if they were wearing sexy bikinis around me, that was going to be a different ball game. Knowing them, they would probably do everything they could to tease me.
"Kitty... You are evil!"
"I know! And it's going to be a lot more fun than I thought. See, Syr? Things are PERFECT!"
"Yes, but there is one more thing. You cannot call me Syr. And I cannot act as a maid either..."
"Oh... Making Mark suffer is easy, but that will be hard. What will you do if you are not a maid? You'll be super boring and all."
"Kitty! Be polite! Syr, I mean, Elizabeth will do just fine without her maid uniform. It's only for a week."
"We will see about that. Erika, now that we are a lesbian couple, can I grab your boobs?"
"No! Not here!"
"Aaah, come on! Just a little bit!"
"Kittyyyy! Stop!"
Oh boy! Would this really be a vacation?
Half an hour later, we boarded our big plane. Syr and I sat side by side, and the two nutjobs occupied the seats in front of us. Maybe I should have separated them to avoid an unwanted emergency landing.
Our aircraft finally took off, and we were on our way to a very warm island. We should have done that a long time ago. Working all the time wasn't fun, and a vacation at home was not a real vacation. There is nothing like being out of cellular range while digging toes in the burning sand.
After an hour of flight, Kitty got off her seat and headed toward the back, for a bathroom break, at least that was what I had supposed before Erika stood up as well. She stopped next to me and whispered something nasty in my ear.
"I'm going to have hot sex with Kitty in the bathroom... You can't follow us because you are not our boyfriend."
She ended her teasing with a lick on my ear. What a pest.
Syr was asleep on my shoulder, so there wasn't much I could do about this mental image that took shape in my mind, at least until we reached our destination.
***
"Where is my luggage?"
"Mine is not there either."
"Syr and I got ours already. Let's wait a bit longer. I'm sure it will come out."
"There is no more coming out from the conveyor... I need my luggage. All my clothes are in it!"
"Mine too!"
Well, I refrained not to laugh, but this made me smile. It looked like Erika and Kitty would have to adopt a minimalist lifestyle for a while because their belongings didn't make it. There were a bunch of other people in the same boat.
"Come on, let's go to the service desk and ask. Maybe they can help you. Kitty, stay here in case they come out."
"Okay... But watching this treadmill spinning around is making me dizzy."
"Hehe. We will be back."
The service desk staff was actually helpful. They managed to confirm that our missing suitcases were still in Canada. Apparently, the plane was too heavy, and they couldn't load them all. If there were no other problems, they should arrive tomorrow or the day after, even though they couldn't guarantee it.
Interestingly enough, Erika took it well. Because she spent her career managing supply chains for the different companies she worked for, to her, this was just a technical problem, and being emotional about this would be counterproductive.
Kitty, her, had a solution to everything.
"Meow! Does that mean I can walk around naked?"
The good news was that they had their essential items in their carry-on. They would be able to brush their teeth and clean themselves, which would be enough for now.
Resigned to our faith, we walked out of the airport and waited for Syr's aunt, who was supposed to come to pick us up. Right off the bat, I was happy. The warm wind brushing against my skin made me feel in paradise already, and the swaying palm tree leaves were always a comforting sight.
"Hey, Syr... What's her name, by the way?"
"My aunt? Michelle."
"Good to know."
"Oh, that's her over there in the little white van."
Syr immediately jogged ahead of us to meet her aunt. Kitty and Erika did the same right after, but it was mostly to ensure I would be stuck behind with the ungrateful task to carry the two suitcases.
There was a long hug between Syr and Michelle, followed by friendly ones with Kitty and Erika. When I got close enough, Syr could finally introduce me.
"Auntie Michelle, this is my boyfriend Mark."
"... Hi."
"Nice meeting you..."
No hug for me? Just a hesitant "Hi." That was not a very warm welcome.
Michelle was mid-forty, pretty, and lightly dressed to match the fantastic weather. Her tank top and white shorts allowed me to witness how tanned her skin was; compared to her, we all looked like canadian ghosts.
"Okay, let's go home, guys! You. Put the luggage in the trunk, and let's get going. I can't wait to show you my new Inn!"
"..."
Did she just address me as "you?" What did I do to her? I didn't like judging people by the cover, but her attitude was borderline rude. I hoped this was just a false start. Perhaps it was just a matter of getting to know her better.
A minute after I loaded the suitcases in the trunk, we were on our way to the inn, and auntie Michelle told us a bit more about it and what her plan was.
"I'm so glad you guys came. I bought that inn for cheap because the last hurricane slightly damaged it. I moved here a little while ago, and I waited for such an opportunity to present itself. It has ten rooms and a very nice terrace with an amazing view of the beach! You'll love it! It's not open yet, but maybe we will be able to before you leave."
"Mark, Theresa, Erika, and I will help you get started, for sure."
"Yes, I'm sure you, girls, will make a difference."
"You, girls?" What the hell? This time I didn't dream it; Michelle had totally dismissed me from the conversation. I turned to Syr, who was sitting next to me, and she just shrugged. She heard the same thing and didn't look too sure what to think of her aunt's behavior either.
Kitty was happy, though, and didn't worry about these kinds of interpersonal relationships issues. Sitting behind Michelle, she tapped her on the shoulder.
"By the way, auntie Michelle, my name is Theresa, but everybody calls me Kitty. I prefer Kitty."
"Kitty?"
"Yes, like the cat! Meow!"
"Haha. Okay. Somehow it fits you well. Theresa is kind of an odd name for a girl your age."
"I knooow! That's what I tell everyone!"
At least someone got along well with the aunt. I didn't care too much if Michelle wanted me to remain silent or not because I would express my ideas whether she liked it or not. It was not my usual character, but she pissed me off.
"You know, Michelle, it's your lucky day. Erika, here, is a wicked businesswoman. I'm sure she can help you get started with accounting and all."
"Absolutely! Mark's right. I've seen the scariest ledgers ever, and I always managed to fix them. For a small business like yours, it's going to be a breeze."
"I... I would like that, Erika. I never managed a business before."
"No worries! While S...Elizabeth has fun with the cooking, I will teach you the ropes of a successful business."
"Elizabeth always loved cooking. So...she still lives at your place?"
"Of course she does! I'll never let her go. Same with Kitty and Mark."
I poked Erika in the flank with my finger; she gave away too much detail for my taste. Syr's aunt already had a problem with me, and now that she heard we were all living together, it probably wasn't the best thing to comfort her.
"Hum.. okay."
"Err... Don't worry, Michelle! I have a huge house. We...we barely see each other."
Something tells me that Erika shouldn't have claimed the front seat of the car this time around.
***
About an hour later, Michelle announced that we were close to our final destination.
"Sooo, we turn right here, drive through this little jungle, and it will be right there, at the end of the path."
Spooky. That was pretty much the only word that came to my mind. No welcoming signs indicated the existence of an inn, the path was barely wide enough for one car to plow through the branches, and all sorts of debris completely covered the ground. The van was bouncing so much that Kitty had to grip Syr and Syr had to grip me; Erika tried to hold the handle above her window with her short arm.



After a minute of that, Michelle stopped the van and welcomed us to her new place.
"Welcome to the Admiral Lobster!"
"Admiral... Lobster?"
I poked Erika in the ribs again to stop her from speaking her mind. It was probably the most terrible name for an inn, but we were not here to judge. Syr and Kitty, next to me, were trying hard not to laugh by covering each other's mouths.
We all got out of the car and witnessed what appeared to have more in common with antic ruins than an inn. The state of the place was not inspiring. Sure, it was probably neat looking in the past, but now it looked quite pitiful. It was a big rectangular building made of wood that faced the sea and featured a wide balcony in front of the second floor. It definitely needed some TLC... or a lot of it.
Michelle lived in a dream and was ecstatic about her new acquisition, seemingly blind to anything that would have been an obvious deal-breaker.
"See! See! Is it amazing! Okay, the last hurricane left some palm tree leaves here and there, but nothing that a broom cannot take care of."
"..."
"..."
"..."
"..."
"What? Why are you all silent? Okay, maybe it needs a fresh coat of paint, but it's not too bad, right? Come! I'll show you the interior."
Oblivious to the reality, she led us to the front double door, which again would have been a nice touch if both of them could actually be opened. As we entered the place, we all stared at each other while Michelle attempted to turn on the light by flicking the switch up and down repeatedly.
"Aaah, it's still not working today. I called the electricity company, and they said my account was active... I don't understand. I'm probably doing something wrong."
Erika wrapped her arms around Kitty, who seemed a bit scared. I was not an electrician, but I could tell that the electricity was not reaching the building. Or if it were, the more she played with that light switch, the more chances her investment had to catch fire and burn down to ashes.
"It's okay. There is enough daylight... Follow me upstairs. I'll show you the rooms. The view is incredible."
Oh, I was sure the view was incredible, but it was doubtful that it would be enough to attract any customers unless she paid them to stay.
"Don't walk on that step... It's a bit wobbly... I'll fix it later."
"Auntie..."
"Later, Elizabeth... Come see this! It's the biggest bedroom."
Not saying a word was my decision since we arrived. Kitty was scared, Erika was speechless, and Syr felt overly bad for her aunt who got pulled into this fiasco. The bedroom she showed us had nothing attractive. The water damage was evident, and the plywood in one of the windows explained the story; a strong wind had made it explode, and a lot of rain had got in.
The next few rooms were not as bad, but that was until I looked at the ceiling; in one of them, I could see the sky, which would just be a quick fix as per our host. Then Kitty screamed when I pointed at the massive dead insect in one of the corners, but it was all good because Michelle pushed an old newspaper over it using her foot.
At least the shared bathrooms were in reasonably good shape. One side was the women's, the other the men's. Too bad, there was no running water yet. Again, Michelle was in absolute denial.
"I was told it's a minor problem... There must be a valve somewhere that I didn't find yet. I bought a flashlight today. I'm sure I'll find it."
"Auntie Michelle..."
"Yes, Elizabeth... I'll show you the kitchen now."
"That... that's not it..."
"Then it can wait... You'll love the kitchen's layout."
Syr's distress grew after having tried several times to interrupt her aunt to discuss this madness, but her attempts had been brushed away, more than likely on purpose.
I wrapped an arm around Syr's neck and whispered to her to relax.
"Let her finish, Syr... I know how you feel, but there will be plenty of time to talk to her after the tour."
"But... But, it's terrible... Why did she buy this?"
"That's not an answer you'll get right now. Just be there for her later, okay?"
"O... okay."
I kissed her on the cheek before resuming this entertaining visit. We went back down the crackling stairs and Michelle showed us this "lovable" kitchen. Located in a small annex at the back of the inn, we had not noticed it due to the overgrown jungle outside. The size was good, and the windows were filling up the walls nicely; they were the type that you could lift and hold open with a stick, very charming.
However, the cleanliness level of it was a different matter. I could hear Syr screaming internally, her, who loved a shiny and clean environment more than anything else. This sight must have been the equivalent of a horror movie.
Two small arms wrapped around my waist. Good thing Michelle was not looking in our direction.
"Kitty! Stop this! Remember what we said... You are not my girlfriend."
"I knooow... but I think I saw something moving in the corner. I'm scared!"
"Move away from me right now! You'll get Syr in trouble. Go cling to Erika!"
"But she is scared tooo! And that scares me mooore!"
With a hand on Kitty's forehead, I kept her at arm's length while whisper-fighting her childish behavior. Erika was indeed paralyzed by what she saw so far, and Syr's face was redder and redder; she desperately needed to vent.
"Auntie..."
"See, Elizabeth... How awesome is this place! There is no gas for the stove, but they told me I just had to fill up the tank outside. They came to deliver, but the truck couldn't come down here because the path was too narrow... I just have to cut a few branches and..."
"Auntie..."
"Perhaps you can help me to clean the yard later. Did you know there was a garden around here before? I plan on growing some herbs and veggies and.."
"AUNTIE! STOP!"
That was the first time ever that I heard Syr raising her voice at someone like that, and she did it to the person she loved the most. The cold shower effect was instant, and a heavy silence took all the space. It didn't take a lot of brainpower to understand that we were better to leave Syr and her aunt Michelle alone for a moment.
"Kitty, Erika... Let's go wait outside."
I supportively rubbed Syr's shoulder and followed the girls outside.
We all walked toward the beach, avoiding stepping on a sharp piece of wood, and then we turned around to look at the building. Erika was the first to state what we were all dying to say.
"This place is a fucking dump!"
"Yup!"
"I swear, I saw something moving in the corner of the kitchen."
And that was the extent of our assessment. No other words could have described what we were dealing with here. All that was left for us to figure out was what to do next.
"So, where do we go from here, Mark?"
"I have no clue, Erika... I have no clue. Right now, I'm just worried about Syr... She was furious. I've never seen her like that."
"For good reason, her delusional aunt pulled a nasty one on her."
"Why don't you go take a walk on the beach with Kitty to see what is around. I'll stay here and try to handle this."
"You sure?"
"Yeah... I'll be fine."
After letting the girls go, I pulled a rusty metal barrel to use as a makeshift chair, and waited. My desire to admire sexy bikinis while relaxing on a warm beach seemed pretty far away now. As the sun lowered on the horizon, I listened to the constant waves stream, softly crashing on the beach. The air was warm and pleasant, and the smells were so different from home. To be honest with myself I liked this place.
The building in front of me was once lovely; there was no doubt about it. I tried to picture in my head what it could have been like before being massacred by a hurricane. Using my imagination, I removed the trees, repainted it, fixed the windows, repaired the roof, cleaned the land... I could see tourists sitting on the nice balcony, drinking a cold one with friends. Yes, Admiral Lobster was once lovely, but it was no longer that happy place.
Twenty minutes later, Syr exited the decrepit building and walked toward me, carrying a sad face.
"They tricked her. She had not visited the place before buying. She only saw pictures from when it was in good shape."
"Yeah, I thought so..."
"It was hard for her to admit, but now she is stuck with it and knows it's unfixable. This inn was her early retirement plan... and now it's gone. She probably will have to return to Canada and work much longer than she had anticipated."
"And you? Are you okay, Syr?"
"Maybe... I don't know. This is not fun. And she lashed at you too... For some reason, she doesn't like you even if I told her you were a nice person, but she didn't want to hear about it. I'm very sad right now and I'm so sorry."
"I love you, Syr... Always will. So don't worry about what she thinks of me. It doesn't change anything."
"I know... but I... I don't understand. I've never seen her acting like that before... She is like a different person."
I pulled Syr in a hug. This whole chaos must have been very disappointing to her, and I knew she felt guilty for having dragged us down here just to face such a situation.
"Stay here..."
"... Master Mark?"
"Hehe... Don't forget, this week I'm just Mark. Stay here. I'll be back."
"But... where... where are you going?"
"To have a chat with your aunt."
"But... I don't think she is in a state..."
"Trust me and wait for me here. I'm going to rattle your aunt's cage a little. I think that's what she needs."
"O... Okay."
Erika often said I was an idiot and an imbecile. Of course, it was just her dark sense of humor, and I knew we loved each other very much. But at the root, she was right. I wasn't always the smartest person, I often lacked spine and did things to her that were odd but still fun. Yes, I could act like a real idiot sometimes.
But this natural stupidity combined with my desire to make everybody happy was really something useful. It drove me. I moved forward because I strived to make the world a better place.
I could have only dated Kitty, for the rest of my life, but when Erika showed up, I felt that I could make her happy too. Then Syr showed up, and I wanted to make her joyful as well.
But today... They were all sad.
This simple fact hurt me to my core; I didn't want them to be sad and distressed; I didn't want them to feel bad. I loved them all and wanted the best for them; not this.
I could change today's unbelievable turn of events for their sake.
One thing I was good at was to take bullets for other people. And that is what I intended to do to fix this mess. Auntie Michelle already disliked me, so whatever I would do from this point on wouldn't make things worse.
I walked through the inn and headed straight to the kitchen, where I assumed Michelle still was but once there, there was no one around. Some discreet sobbings brought my attention to one of the corners; and there she was, sitting on the slippery floor, her knees up to her chest and face hidden behind her arms.
"Hey... You okay?"
"... Errr... You... Great!"
"Elizabeth told me what happened."
"Whatever, I don't need you to moralize me further. I know I messed up."
"Oh, no... I'm not here to moralize you. I'm here to tell you that you did the right thing."
"AH! What the hell? Look at this place! It's hopeless! I wasted all my money on this disaster. And you, the guy who only dates my daughter for her good look, you tell me that I did the right thing! What a joke!"
"First, I don't care what you think of me. I love Elizabeth, and there is nothing you can do about it. Second, I was not referring to the inn. This place is a mess."
"What are you talking about then?"
"You did the right thing by inviting us over. You hoped that we would help you because it was your only hope."
"Yeah, but Elizabeth made it clear that it was a horrible mistake."
"Stand up!"
"Leave me alone!"
"Shut up. I said, stand up, Michelle. I want to tell you this in your face."
I grabbed her arm and pulled her up against her will. As soon as she was on her feet, she pulled her arm off of my grip.
"What do you want from me!?"
"I want you to act like an adult. You scared Kitty, you traumatized Erika, and you disappointed Elizabeth. You should have been honest about all of this."
"I said I messed up... I don't need to be moralized by you."
"Yes, you need to. You made us come all the way here because you needed help, so you are going to put your grown-up pants on and ask for that damn help."
"..."
"I know you dislike me, but you are going to stop hiding and walk out of here, you are going to talk to the girls, apologize, and then ask for their help."
"Help for what? This place is a lost cause."
"If you take care of it yourself, I'm sure it will be a catastrophe, yes. You seem to be the less skilled person I know. But the girls, they are resourceful and can help you if you ask nicely. Anyway, just do as I say! You need to apologize Come on... walk... walk!"
"Heeey... Don't push me..."
Pressing my finger in the middle of her back made it unpleasant enough for Michelle that she had no other option but to obey. She went straight to the front door and almost jumped outside to escape my relentless harassment.
She kept looking back at me hatefully, but at least she was going in the right direction. Kitty and Erika were back from their walk, and Syr undoubtedly explained this whole mess to them. When they saw me coming, occasionally pushing Michelle, they probably thought I was out of my mind.
"Come on, Michelle... Do as I said."
"Stop touching me!"
"I'll touch you until you talk to them."
"Fiiine! Fiiine! Take your hand off my shoulder. It's unpleasant."
Michelle looked at the three girls and sighed. The embarrassment was evident, and her words didn't come easily.
"I... Well.. Listen... I'm... I'm sorry."
"... Auntie... It's not your fault... They tricked you..."
"No, not about that... I should have been more careful. I'm the one to blame for that. But I should have told you the truth before inviting you over here. I thought... I don't know what I thought. Maybe if I had convinced you that it was not that bad, you would have found a solution... I don't know... It was stupid."
"... Auntie..."
Erika, Kitty, and Syr had no words for her and were a bit shocked when I pushed on Michelle's shoulder again, not so tenderly.
"Hey! Stop pushing me, I said!"
"Ask them!"
"Alright, alright... Well... Now that you are here... Do you think... that you can help me? I know it's pretty bad... But do you think there is something that can be done about this place?"
From behind Michelle, I specifically made eye contact with Erika and made a little "go ahead" gesture with my head. She was the smart one. If someone could do something about this, it would be her. The loud grunt she emitted was proof that she fully understood the magnitude of what I asked from her.
"Aaaarr! Sure, why not!?... I came here to relax on a beach and drink the local booze. So why not waste my time on trying to fix this ruin? Right? That's what I do! My job is to turn big failing businesses into profitable ones. I can do that during my vacations as well... Who needs rest, after all?"
Erika made a public display of her real thoughts about that plan, making Michelle feel bad for even daring to ask.
"I'm... I'm sorry Erika... I... I understand..."
"Nah! We will fix this place! We have the skills. Right S... Elizabeth?"
"I... I suppose we could... try..."
"Ah, come on... You are a cleaning machine. This is barely worse than folding Mark's socks. And Mark, you know how to use a hammer, so you can be somewhat useful too."
"Sure can."
"Good, we are all set then... And Kitty will be our support agent."
"Meow! I don't know what that is, but I'm in! I just don't want to deal with the creature in the kitchen."
Michelle didn't know what to do with herself anymore. Her legs gave up, and she landed in the sand, sobbing again.
"You... you really think you can fix my inn?"
"If you'd let us, yes."
"... Yes... YES! Thank you... Thank you so much!"
I probably didn't make a new friend tonight, but I did what I promised to do. Make my three girls happy. Erika always liked a challenge, Syr wanted to save her aunt's retiring plan, and Kitty just followed the general mood.
It would be a lot of work, this would be a lot of pain, this would probably be a lot of frustration, but at the end of the day, it would be worth it if everybody was happy. That was all I was hoping for. There certainly wouldn't be a lot of lying around on the beach, that's for sure.
***
"Oooh, that's nice!"
"Mmm..."
It was way too early, Syr's type of early, but I didn't care too much. As soon as my cute maid woke up, she pulled me out of slumber by giving me a fantastic morning blowjob. I didn't manage to open my eyes yet, but running my fingers in her short blond hair and feeling how deep she was going on me was all I needed.
She wasn't making any noise; gently sucking and licking was her technique and perhaps my favorite.
More than once, my three women tried to bring me on the slippery slope of telling who was the best at it, but I always refused to answer to avoid being murdered. The downside was that they all still tried to convince me to admit it by trying to pleasure me harder. As good as it sounded, it was dangerous because if I were to tell them that I didn't like what they were doing, they would read too much into it and claim that I liked another girl better.
But on a morning like this one, when Syr sucked my cock so nicely and in absolute silence, it wasn't raising any concerns. I could just lay down and enjoy the depth of her warm throat.
Another thing I enjoyed when having sex with Syr was that she didn't want me to tell her when I was about to cum. It was all tied to her desire to be this submissive maid and let her master use her as he saw fit. Just making me cum was rewarding enough, no matter how it happened; I just had to be careful not to carry this behavior with Erika because she didn't have quite the same personality.
I didn't want this to end, but I couldn't hold it anymore. My dick started pulsing and shooting sperm uncontrollably. Syr just continued what she was doing, quietly, without even reacting. Even her swallowing throat was delicate. She kept sucking for a little while longer to make sure I wouldn't make a post-sex mess in the bedsheets.
"Mmm, what did I do to deserve you, Syr?"
"Yesterday, you were very manly when you handled my aunt."
"Yes, she needed a little push... But now that I slept on it, it was a terrible idea... Fixing this place will be tough."
"Then, sleep more, Master Mark... it's only 5 am."
"Hurgh! 5 am!? Why did you wake up so early?"
"I have a lot of cleaning to do and like starting early. Please, sleep more."
"Okay... I can definitely do that."
Syr gave me a gentle kiss and got off the bed, one of the rare ones that were not infested with vermin; we had survived our first night at the inn.
***
"Mmm?"
"Mmm!"
"... What the... hell!?"
I just woke up because of a strange sensation between my legs. When I lifted the blanket to see what was going on, I found Kitty happily giving me a blowjob. That was totally breaking the rules. Syr's aunt already hated me. If she saw me having sex with another girl, I would end up dead and buried in the inn's garden.
Using my hand, I pressed on Kitty's forehead and tried to get her away from me while whispering her to stop.
"Kitty! What the hell... Stop! What did we say about our vacations? Erika is your girlfriend, and I'm with Syr only. Do you realize what Michelle will do to us if she discovers you are in my room?"



"Erika doesn't have a cock. And she is sleeping like a rock. I wanted to give you a blowjob!"
"Aaah! I understand that, but..."
"Let me have this, okay. Because of you, we have to stay in this inn of hell."
"Aaah! Fine! But don't take too long."
"I'll be quick."
I looked at the time; it was only 5:45 am. Why were they all up so early today? I guess Kitty was very afraid last night when we decided to sleep on site. There was no electricity, no water outside a few bottles, and she kept going on about the creature that moved in the kitchen. I kind of felt guilty to let her sleep alone with Erika, who was almost equally scared; those two probably didn't find sleep easily.
Kitty's blowjobs were always fun. For lack of better terms, she was more slutty than Syr or Erika. It was as if there were nothing to hold her back, and she wasn't trying to use a particular technique on me. Doing it right or wrong didn't matter to her as long as it was fun. It turned out that she liked going all the way down and staying there for a while. She was even happier if I held her down by force.
Her loss of control kink reflected even in her blowjobs. If she wanted to pull out, and I prevented her from doing so, that was her thing.
"Grrbll!"
"Ssshh! Don't get us in trouble."
"Grrrlll!"
However, breathing while having a cock deep down her throat was not easy, so I had to give her some slack occasionally.
For the next little while, Kitty did a great job and extracted another load from me.
"Meow! You made me hungry! Did Syr go cooking already?"
"Hehe. She said she was going to clean. I bet she is trying to figure out how to restore that kitchen."
"I'll go talk to her... But if I see the kitchen creature again, I'm out of here."
"There was no creature, Kitty. It was all in your head."
"No, it wasn't! I'm sure of it!"
Kitty got off the bed and tiptoed to the door. She slowly opened it and looked both ways before exiting to make sure a certain aunt wasn't around.
"Err! I hope they won't do that all week, or else we will get caught for sure."
I closed my eyes again and attempted to steal an extra hour from this night.
***
"... Mmm! Oh, what the... Not again!"
"Uh? What do you mean by not again? That's rude."
"Erika! What are you doing in my bed?"
"Giving you a head... What else?"
"Did they tell you to do that?"
"What are you talking about? I woke up, Kitty was gone, and I was horny. You know me, I'm more active in the morning. I looked in your room, and Syr was gone too, so I'm taking advantage of your morning wood."
I couldn't believe this! She really wasn't aware of what the other two did to me earlier.
With Erika, it was always the same. I was hers, and she used me for her pleasure whenever and however she wanted. I loved that relationship with her because I didn't have to think; she either took charge or told me directly what she would like to do. This morning was the former.
"E... Erika! You'll get us in trouble."
"Nah... If Michelle comes in, we will just tell her that we are working on a renovation schedule."
"... not if my dick is in your mouth."
"... details."
"Aaaah!"
When she wanted me to shut up, she used her teeth. Erika was not a deepthroater; she could do it if the situation required it, but otherwise, her preference was not to force anything. She was aware that Kitty was more than happy to provide me with that kind of action. I guess they somehow made sure to have their own specialties.
The fact that Kitty, Erika, and I slept together in one bed created a different dynamic than when I was alone with Syr. Kitty and Erika had to learn how not to walk on each other's tails, and they were doing an excellent job at it.
But that third blowjob in a row this morning was getting rougher; Erika noticed that it took me quite a bit longer than usual, so she put a lot of energy into it.
"You have to cum, because I'm not stopping until you do!"
"Aaah..."
Her perseverance was rewarded and she gave me this mind-blowing orgasm even though I didn't have much more to shoot.
"Hehe... that was an odd one, Mark... Take a break! I'll go see what Kitty and Syr are doing."
"..."
Pretty much the same way Kitty left the room, Erika tiptoed to the door, and after cautiously making sure nobody was in the hallway, she exited the room.
"Oy! What's the point of making rules if they break them shamelessly."
I slapped a pillow over my face and passed out... again.
***
"Master Mark?"
"..."
"Wake up... I need to talk to you about... something."
"Mmm... What is it?"
When Syr wasn't wearing her maid uniform, it always felt a bit odd, but I liked it. She was sitting on the edge of my bed, caressing my chest gently while trying to wake me up. I grabbed her hand and nibbled on her fingertips.
"You... you know. Since we are acting like a normal couple this week, I want to enjoy it as much as possible. It's not that I'm unhappy at home when I share you with Kitty and Erika, but this is special to me."
"I understand, Syr. Don't worry. I'll spend plenty of time with you this week."
"Yes, but... We will be very busy. As soon as you get out of bed, things will get crazy."
"Hehe, yes. Is that why you attacked me at 5 am?"
Syr blushed a bit and smiled.
".. Yes... and I'll do that every morning. And more..."
"More? That sounds like fun..."
"Yes, very fun. And I'll give you a taste of it right now..."
"Right... right now?"
Oh crap... Her head lowered toward my crotch, and her hand grabbed the base of my cock.
Seriously?
***
"Geez, Mark. About time you get out of bed. It was your idea to fix this inn. You have to lead by example, or else it's not going to happen. I played your game yesterday, but now this is serious stuff. We have to get started."
Erika was sitting at one of the tables in the small dining room. She was already playing on her laptop and her cellular dongle for the internet was plugged in, probably trying to figure out her luggage situation.
"I know, Erika, I know! I'm here now. So, how is the internet link?"
"Fine. I guess we are not as isolated from the world as I thought. So, where do we start? S... Elizabeth is cleaning the kitchen, but she said it will be a big job. She gave me a long list of cleaning products and tools she needs. She is using seawater right now, which is far from ideal. At least it's killing some bacterias."
"Yeah, I figured as much. The local stores will make a fortune with us. The first thing I can think of, we need fresh water and electricity. I can take a look at that right away. Where is Kitty?"
"Outside. She said she refuses to work inside because of what she saw moving in the kitchen."
"She is obsessed with that. She keeps repeating it to whoever wants to hear. Okay, well, there is plenty for her to do outside. Anyway, I'll go take a look at the breakers. If we are lucky, that's all there is to it. Maybe the water pump will even kick in if the power is restored."
I turned around to exit the inn, but noticed Michelle walking down the stairs. The state of her hair left no doubt that she had a rough night too. That opened the door to some misplaced sarcasm from my part.
"Hey, Michelle... It looks like you had a great refreshing night."
"Herr! Where is Elizabeth? I need to talk to her."
"Having fun in the kitchen."
"... Right."
"Good morning to you as well, Michelle."
Not replying and rolling her eyes, she just walked past us and headed toward the kitchen area. This attitude of mine earned me a nasty stare from Erika.
"Mark... Why are you doing this to her?"
"She made it clear that she hates me, so I'm playing on her ground."
"Think about S...Elizabeth, okay? Don't make her sad."
"It's all good. I didn't start this, remember? Alright, let's get to work."
As soon as I set foot outside, I noticed Kitty drawing something in the sand using a big stick. She could be either bored to death or having the time of her life.
"Hey, Cathead. What are you drawing?"
"My crate... I miss my crate."
"Don't draw a crate in the sand! Michelle will think you are crazy if she sees that."
"Aaaah! But I don't like it here. I even had to pee in the jungle. Also, I saw something moving..."
"... in the kitchen. I know, I know. Why don't you come work with me then? We need just that, water and electricity. I think the outdoor electrical panel is over on this side. Yesterday, I had time to confirm that the wires from the street reached the inn, so there is no reason for having no power. I think Michelle is just clueless about how it works."
"Okay. I'll bring my stick just in case I have to protect us from a monster."
"Hehe... You do that."
Kitty and I walked through the overgrown vegetation leading to the side of the inn. How long had this place been abandoned for? I had no idea. But with this tropical weather, it probably didn't take much time for nature to take back ownership of the place.
"Gah!"
"Sorry, Kitty, you have to pay attention to the flying branches. Oh... There is it. Yeah, I bet Michelle never came here."
"What is this thing?"
"The outdoor electric panel. At home, ours is inside, which is certainly more convenient. Oh, good, there is no lock either. Remind me to add that to our shopping list."
I pried the cover open and inspected the panel. The first good news was that they were breakers and not fuses, and the second good news was that, as I suspected, something had caused the main one to trip, or someone switched it off on purpose. Considering the box's rusty state, I would not be surprised if some water infiltrated it during the last hurricane.
Two things could happen at this point; we would have power, or the inn would catch fire. I secretly hoped for the latter as I took a deep breath and flicked the switch up.
"So... Did it work?"
"No idea, Kitty... But the breakers didn't trip. That's a good sign."
I looked past the back corner of the building and noticed that the Kitchen windows were open to air it, so I asked Syr.
"Hey, SYR! SYR? Do you have electricity now? OW! Owww! HEY! Why are you hitting me with your stick, Kitty? Are you nuts?"
"No, you called her Syr... So I hit you with my stick to punish your grave mistake."
"Oh, shit... That's right. ELIZABETH, are you there?"
Syr peeked through the open window with a big grin on her face.
"Yes, Mark? I was wondering who you were talking to."
"Err... I know... Sorry... So, do you have power in the kitchen?"
"Yes, the fridge turned on and the lights are working."
"Great! I'll go check the water pump now... If I can find it."
"No need! I have water too. But it's running all brown..."
"Oh, nice. Let it run for a while. Tell everybody not to drink it."
I slammed the panel cover close, and we returned to the inn's lobby.
Erika had already received the good news and had plugged her laptop in the outlet already. It was quite interesting to see her so focused on what she was doing.
Since I met Erika, she had not been working. Her sabbatical year had for purpose to keep her away from stress so she could replenish her batteries before returning to work. As odd as it sounded to most of us, seeing her focus on her task made me realize how much she missed having a real job. I could tell she missed the challenge of managing a big company like she was doing before. Her expertise was to take over the management of sinking businesses and turn them into gold mines. This little inn adventure reignited that passion, and her intensity commanded admiration. I had full confidence that she would solve all our problems one way or another.
"Thanks for the power, Mark. That's going to make things much easier."
"Sure... We have water too, but don't drink it."
"No, I'll call the city for water analysis. I need you, Kitty and Michelle to go to the village. We are short on time and need supplies right away."
"Sure.. But... Can we go without Michelle?"
"No, because you are not coming back with her. I need you to find a used pickup truck. Try to find something reliable that we can easily resell later."
"Okay... Cleaning product for Elizabeth and a pickup truck... Noooo problems!"
"Ditch the sarcasm, will you! You'll spend your week traveling back and forth to the town to pick up construction material; you'll need it. Buying and selling a truck will be cheaper than renting it. Oh, and bring me ALL the bills. It's going to her business expenses. We will make sure Michelle won't pay a single dollar in taxes this year."
"So serious..."
That was a new version of Erika I had not seen yet. She had accepted an important mission and failure was not an option. Her solution solving mode activated, and she put her plan in motion; this inn would be revived.
***
"That's a lot of cleaning products and tools. Elizabeth is needy."
"Kitty, this inn is a big filthy place."
"Yeah, but still. We almost emptied the whole store."
"Hehe... Yeah, we bought a lot of stuff."
Kitty and I had fun, but our driver, Michelle, not so much. Her face changed when Erika had told her that she would have to spend some quality time with me in the van. And it was far to be over because we were on our way to our third car dealership because I hadn't found any truck at a reasonable price yet.
That gave me some extra time to poke the sleeping dragon.
"So, Michelle. Having fun?"
"Herr!"
"That much!? Did you sleep well last night? I think you could see the stars from your room, lucky you. I mean, through the hole in the roof."
"... Do we have to talk?"
"Sure... We are trying to fix your inn. We need to know how you feel about the place so that we can personalize it for you."
"Very funny. So, if we can't find your pickup truck, we go back home?"
"Yeah. Those were the only three places nearby and... STOP! STOP THE VAN!"
In panic, Michelle slammed on the brakes and pulled to the side of the road. Then she screamed at me.
"WHAT WAS THAT FOR? Why did you yell at me? You scared me!"
"Hey, calm down, auntie. Look over there. THAT is what I need."
Parked on the grass of a random house in between two villages, a beautiful brown pickup truck from the eighties with a very appealing "for sale" sign in the windshield. And on the house's porch, an older man in a rocking chair.
"Mark, Erika said you needed something reliable and resellable."
"This one has been around for forty years... I would call that reliable."
"..."
"Kitty, come. I need you."
"I don't know why, but okay."
***
An hour later, Michelle parked her small van next to the inn, and I did the same with my brand new acquisition. Erika and Syr walked out to assess the success of our trip. But before they could say anything, Michelle walked past them with flailing arms, dissatisfied with my truck choice.
"Elizabeth, I HATE your new boyfriend! I hate him! Raaah!"
"... Auntie?"
Michelle's reaction wasn't a surprise, but I was mostly curious to see how Erika would react. If one person were able to murder me in public, it would be her.
As Kitty climbed on the giant hood of the old brown pickup truck, Erika approached it with a smile.
"Mark!? You bought that?"
"Yep! Well, with Kitty's help. When she hugged the old man, the price suddenly went down."
"Haha... Mark... That is PERFECT!"
I kind of expected this; back at home, Erika always drove her big SUV. It was overkill for the city, but she liked her big car. Because I bought something bigger than what she was usually driving, I knew there was a good chance that she would be envious and approve of my choice.
So from a functional perspective, it was a great find, but it was even better from a relationship perspective.
I extended my arm, and dangling from my fingertips was the key.
"So, Erika... Wanna drive it?"
"YES!"
"Wanna come, Elizabeth?"
"No, thank you. I will empty the van and continue the house cleaning. This is more appealing to me."
"Sounds good. And you, Kitty?"
"I'll help Elizabeth. Go have fun with Erika."
"Alright, carrot. It's just the two of us then."
"Don't call me carrot! But, yes... Let's go to the hardware store!"
And just like that, our first few steps toward turning this place into a little paradise were completed. Michelle was permanently angry at me, Syr was in her cleaning heaven, Kitty was having fun following the flow, and Erika was thrilled to drive something this heavy and squeaky.
I would call this a successful first day of vacation.
Part 2
"Aaah! Aaaahn! Mmmm! More! Mooore!"
"Shhh! They will hear us!"
"Aaahn! But... I want... mooore! aaah!"
As I had my beautiful Syr pinned under me on the mattress and accepting my love and begging for more pleasure, I couldn't ask for a better vacation so far. What had started as a fiasco had turned into a very enjoyable adventure. We had so much fun that we even decided to extend our stay by an additional week.
"Aaahn! Dee... Deeper!"
Our first week had been as exhausting as rewarding. We figuratively took ownership of the dilapidated inn that Syr's aunt had foolishly purchased for her retirement. Erika had been working hard on planning the restoration project and scheduling all the appointments with different contractors and officials to obtain permits. I have spent my days driving my iconic old pickup truck back and forth to the hardware store and working hard at renovating the inn with the help of a few cheaply hired locals. Syr had been our dedicated cleaning machine who had given a new life to the kitchen and the bathrooms, and she had even started working on side projects like crafting curtains for the few functional bedrooms. Kitty had also been surprisingly useful; she was slowly shattering our perception that she was our lazy house cat by cleaning the beach and the inn's surrounding from all its trash. Who would have thought?
"Ma... Master Mark... I'm about to... aaaaah!"
"Me too... You are so hot, Syr!"
And then, there was aunt Michelle, who was visibly doing her best but couldn't keep up with any of us. By deciding to help, we had partly robbed her of her will to steer the project exactly where she wanted. That said, it was a good thing. Her initial mistake had been to purchase something without prior knowledge about how to run it, so our priority was to leave her something functional and a good plan of action to make some money out of it once we go back home. She spent a lot of her time working with Syr, which was good to see; they were family after all.
It was still annoying, that Michelle still didn't like me, and her avoidance was getting childish. I didn't need recognition for my hard work, but I would have loved to leave the island on good terms. I loved her niece, and there was nothing she could do but accept it.
"Aaaah! Aaaah! Aaaaaah! I'm... I'm cumming! aaaaah!""
"Shhh! Quiet!"
"Aaahn! Mmmphh!"
Trying to quiet Syr with my hand over her mouth as I was cumming deep inside her was quite a challenge. Her burning hot spasming vagina was just way too amazing. I had no idea what went so right in my life to deserve someone so exciting.
We kissed for a while longer as we slowly reconnected with reality. After rolling to my back, Syr just wrapped herself around me. Her perfectly flushed face and soft skin made me feel like the luckiest guy in the world.
"Syr, I'm so glad we get to spend every morning together like this."
"Me too, Master Mark. This is very special to me."
The first morning we spent at the inn, Kitty and Erika visited my bedroom to get some extra sex, but they had not done it again since then. I only had sex with Syr since that day. There was no way for me to know for sure, but I thought Kitty and Erika had discussed what they had done and had decided to play along with the rules we had set. If Michelle was to learn that I had three girlfriends, it would be very upsetting to find out that her niece had lied to her. Nobody wanted to create this kind of family conflict. Syr, above all else, didn't deserve this.



Perhaps they had also decided to allow Syr this special time alone with me, or maybe they had realized that they, too, had an opportunity to spend two special weeks exclusively with each other. It was not a secret that Erika was really into Kitty, probably more than she was into me, so these two weeks was a chance for her to experience what being a lesbian full-time meant.
Kitty and I weren't jealous one bit. She missed sleeping with me, and I missed sleeping with her, but we were okay with that, knowing it wouldn't change our relationship at all. After this trip, I would take great care of my catgirl, and she knew it.
For now, my time with Syr was priceless. This dream girl gave me a run for my money by making sure we had fantastic sex at least twice a day, either in the bedroom or on the beach under the night sky. It was my reward for having rescued her aunt from a devastating retirement plan.
But sex was not all that was great. Because Syr couldn't act as a submissive maid during the day due to her aunt's presence, she was forced to show me her real personality a bit more. It made me fall in love all over again; she was cutely shy and a romantic daydreamer. I could tell that she was a good artist because her mind always wandered elsewhere, searching for new creative ideas even though she wasn't doing it on purpose.
"I love our vacation! I don't want them to end."
"Haha. One week to go, Syr. Can you believe how much work we have done so far?"
"Yes, Erika is amazing. She thought about every single detail and priority, and now my aunt almost has a functional inn. You did so much work on the roof and bedrooms too."
"We all worked hard, even Kitty. Have you ever imagined she would spend so much time cutting branches and cleaning the garden area?"
"Oh? You don't know?"
"...? Don't know what?"
"Erika blackmailed her. She told Kitty that if she didn't work hard, she wouldn't have sex with her."
"... Seriously? Doing that to Kitty is like a crime."
"Yes, Master Mark... I fear that Kitty is still lazy. She wouldn't do anything useful unless there was a kinky reward at the end. A perverted carrot and stick."
Why was I not surprised? Well, I didn't know if I was more unimpressed by Kitty for only moving her butt if she could get something sexual out of it, or by Erika, who had shamelessly abused her powers.
"As usual, those two like having fun in their own weird way. Alright, let's get out of bed. Let's go prepare breakfast for everybody."
"..."
"Don't make that face. You are not my maid while we are here. Remember? I'll prepare breakfast with you."
Syr returned her head to my chest and grumbled a little. Not being allowed to fulfill her maid duty while we were on vacation was slowly chewing at her. She was happier when I let her serve me, so being robbed of that feeling of pride and accomplishment was not easy to endure.
Despite that, I gave her a good slap on the butt, and we got ready for a trip to the now squeaky clean bathroom for a quick shower.
***
A bit later, Erika was the first one to show up for breakfast. Syr and I had already prepared a continental breakfast for them to choose from. Erika grabbed a croissant and came to see me while adorably chewing on it.
"Good morning, Erika. Oh, boy. You look tired."
"Yeah... I understand why you were exhausted when I first met you. Handling Kitty alone is a lot of work for one person. She is a nymphomaniac."
"Haha. That's Kitty for you. She is an endless reservoir of sex."
"That's an understatement. But, hey, I wanted to ask you... Kitty is missing being tied up and all. She is getting restless. We didn't bring anything BDSM related to play with her, and now I realize it was a mistake. I'm not sure what I can do to cheer her up."
"I thought it would happen. You should have brought her latex suit."
"Ah, yes, Mark. It would have gone down well with Michelle around. Seriously? Do you have any idea about what would make her happy?"
That was a first; Erika coming to me for sex advice about Kitty. Without their latex costumes and bondage equipment, they were a bit lost. That told quite a bit about their sexlife. Fortunately, this unexpected question reminded me of something special.
Since Syr was around and I didn't want her to hear what I was going to tell Erika, I leaned forward and whispered something in her ear.
"... What? Really?"
"Yup. Trust me, Erika."
"It's such a weird idea."
"I tell you, Kitty is going to love it."
"Mark, you are sick in the head."
"Ah well, you do whatever you want, Miss red-hair."
Erika shook her head and mumbled a few faint words...
"I am dating a bunch of weirdos!"
Kitty and Michelle joined us at one of the dining room tables shortly after. The small catgirl went straight to Erika, her assigned vacation girlfriend, and Michelle sat in front of Syr and me. As usual, I had to be the one breaking through her ice-cold attitude toward me.
"Good morning to you too, Michelle."
"Mmm... Yeah. So what's the plan for today?"
Syr elbowed me in the ribs to stop my sarcasm, still fearing I was just making things worse, but Erika was the one who replied to Michelle's question.
"We prepare the grand opening."
"Uh? We can't open it. My inn doesn't even have all the rooms ready. There is still so much work to do to fix the place."
"Well, Michelle, we need cash flow. We can't keep burning through your savings like this. We need customers. The kitchen is good to go, the dining room is ready, and we even have some tables outside. You'd be surprised how much money you can make by only beers and snacks. You and S...Elizabeth can cook, Kitty and I can serve, and Mark... Well... You can keep working on the renovation, I guess."
'Oh... fun!"
For once, I was with Michelle. It seemed a bit early to open the inn for clients. Sure, it was way cleaner than before, but our to-do list was still extensive. Also, Kitty serving customers? She would do it because she had been blackmailed, but she had no such skills.
I preferred to check with Kitty directly to determine if she was willing to act as a waitress.
"Kitty, are you okay with this, or do you prefer to keep working on the inn with me? Ooch!"
Syr slammed her elbow into my rib cage again and gave me another funny stare, meaning that the way I talked to Kitty in front of Michelle was probably inappropriate to keep suspicions at bay. And the small catgirl reacted accordingly.
"No! I prefer to work with my lovely girlfriend."
Of course, saying that was not enough, so she engaged Erika in a deep kiss, making sure she used a lot of tongue and slurpy noises to convince Michelle that she was only dating the red-haired girl, the one who was trying not to laugh under the silly sexual assault.
Michelle rolled her eyes at the sloppy lesbian show and asked a more practical question.
"So, if we want to open Admiral Lobster and serve snacks and beers, we need to go to the grocery store, I guess."
Hearing that caused Erika to detach her lips from Kitty's and angrily protest.
"Absolutely NOT! Michelle, Admiral Lobster is a terrible name for an inn. We need a new name."
"You... you don't like Admiral Lobster?"
"God, no! It's awful! This is not a seafood restaurant."
Taken aback by Erika's straightforwardness, Michelle looked at Kitty, Syr, and even me, hoping to get a different opinion. Unfortunately for her, she was the only one who thought Admiral Lobster was a good name.
"S... so... What name do you propose then?"
"I'm not sure... But we have to come up with something else."
"I know a great name."
Everybody turned toward Syr, who had her eyes closed while sipping her coffee. After a moment, as if she were done confirming within herself that she was ready to share her idea, a beautiful smile appeared on her lips, and she parted them to let the words out.
"Cats of the Caribbean!"
"..."
"..."
"..."
"..."
For various reasons, nobody had expected Syr to pick such a name, which left us speechless.
Five seconds was enough for Kitty to process what had been said and jump on her two feet while raising an arm high up in the air.
"YES!"
Erika followed her immediately by standing as well and wrapping an arm around Kitty's waist.
"Sounds good to me!"
My three girls had made their choice, and going against them would mean my death, so...
"Great name! What do you think, Michelle?"
Syr's aunt looked at all of us over and over, trying to figure out what had just happened to her inn. Having possibly convinced herself that Admiral Lobster would be her retirement project, this sudden change of nomenclature shook her to her core.
But after receiving so much help from all of us, did she really have the decisional weight to go against our proposal? She had been the one who had displayed terrifyingly poor judgment, and we had been the one rescuing her from an inevitable catastrophe.
Michelle scratched the back of her neck and...
"Cats of the Caribbean, uh? It has a nice ring to it."
"YAY!"
Kitty jumped over the table and wrapped her arms around Michelle's neck. Apparently, there was a new inn in the Caribbean... one that had drawn its name from an unusual source.
***
"She is so pretty."
"Kitty! Focus on our task instead of flirting."
"Why is it for us to buy the food if we are not the ones that are going to cook it!"
"The others stayed behind to prepare the inn for the grand opening tomorrow. You still refuse to work inside it because of the creature you saw in the kitchen. So, that's why you are here with me. Anyway, it doesn't matter. Syr had made us a good list. Let's try not to miss anything, okay?"
"Okay, but still... The girl over there is so pretty, the one picking up the cauliflower."
"Are you that dissatisfied with Erika?"
"Yes. She forced me to work in exchange for sex. It's inhumane."
"Ah, come on. Aren't you proud of all the cleanup you did outside the inn?"
"It wouldn't have been done nearly as well by someone else."
"There you go. That's the spirit. Come, cathead. We need shrimp."
It was good to spend some time alone with Kitty. As much as I loved being around Syr, I was not used to keeping my hands away from my small catgirl. Her sense of humor, even if exhausting at times, always made me happy. She was way smarter than she would make it look and had an innate talent to cheer me up and make me look at things from a different angle.
Little things like her being vocal about a random cute girl in a grocery store have always been a life lesson. Kitty never cared about what people would think of her or what she liked. I remembered the first few months when I started dating her; I was so sheltered and scared about what people would think of me if they had discovered that I lived with a girl who was wearing a latex catsuit permanently.
Kitty had changed the way my brain was wired. Her patience with me had been legendary, and she slowly, and sometimes not so gently, pushed me in the right direction, one of happiness. I didn't hesitate nearly as much anymore before doing the things I wanted to do.
If she had not transformed me, I didn't think this inn vacation project would have happened. I would have never allowed myself to rattle Michelle's cage the way I did.
I needed Kitty in my life.
"Eww! What are those?"
"Seriously, Kitty? Don't you know what a scallop is? Syr made some at home more than once. You just don't remember."
"They are like small animals without eyes."
"That's a way to look at it. Alright, we have the shrimp. We need the frozen chicken wings, and then we are all set."
"Meow!"
Our cart was full and heavy. There better be many clients tomorrow, or else there would be a lot of extra food for us to eat before it spoiled.
As we headed toward the meat freezers, Kitty placed her body in front of my cart and slowed me down on purpose. Why was she doing that?
"Hey, cathead... What are you doing?"
"Shhh... wait!"
"What do you mean, wait? Wait for what?"
"This..."
Suddenly, Kitty began fast walking, almost jogging, toward the end of an alley, leaving me very confused, as only she could make me feel. But then, I got it...
"Kitty! DON'T...!"
The pretty cauliflower girl from earlier unsuspectingly appeared from around the corner, and Kitty "accidentally" rammed into her, making her trip. It was so well staged that Kitty ended up on the floor on top of the cute young girl, with her face jammed in her chest.
"Oof!"
"Ack!"
Kitty lifted her head to end up nose to nose with the shocked girl who was wondering what had just happened.
At this point, I had a strong urge to grab Kitty by the collar and give her a severe spanking for having done something so abusive to an unsuspecting person. But before I could react, she started apologizing profusely... and lying.
"I'm... I'm so sorry! I didn't see you at all... and..."
"Haha! It's okay. I didn't see you either. Good thing that you are not very heavy."
"I know, right! Haha. I'm very small."
"Can... can you get off me? So I can stand?"
"Oh, yes! Sorry!"
Of course, Kitty had to sit on the girl's hips and grab her waist before finally standing and help the girl up.
"Sorry again! Are you hurt? I'm Kitty, by the way."
"No, I'm fine. Kitty? I'm Mae! Nice meeting you!"
Only Kitty could do these awkward things and managed to make friends out of it. That said, she had good taste. That Mae girl was very pretty, and somewhere in my heart, I understood why Kitty attempted this stunt, no matter how inappropriate it was. Maybe having three girlfriends had conditioned me to think that I could eventually add more if I ever wanted to. Kissing Mae would probably be a pleasant experience.
I shook my head like an Etch A Sketch, to erase that temporary image that had formed in my mind, and returned my attention to Kitty.
"Hey! You are pretty cute, Mae. We are opening our new inn tomorrow. Would you like to come working with us?"
WHAT? Was Kitty trying to hire a random girl to work at our inn? I didn't hear Erika mentioning anything about getting new staff yet. We didn't even know if we were going to have any customers when we opened. Kitty and Erika acting as temporary waitresses were certainly going to be enough to start with.
But Mae reacted positively to the spontaneous request.
"Oh? Really? I'm actually a waitress, and I'm out of work since the last hurricane. I'm sure I could help you get started. What is the name of the place?"
"Cats of the Caribbean!"
"Never heard of it. Where is it?"
Kitty turned to me with a big childish smile, knowing very well how much she had irritated me...
"MARK? Where's our inn?"
***
After putting all our food in the pickup truck's bed, I climbed in the driver seat, ready to have a good chat with Kitty.
"Did you just hire somebody without asking permission?"
"Yes. And I even got to hug her. Her boobs were amazing!"
"Do you realize how furious Erika will be?"
"It was totally worth it! And Michelle will need an employee when we leave anyway."
"And you couldn't find a better way other than assaulting an innocent girl to introduce yourself."
"Meow! It worked and I got to caress her perfect waist too!"
"Okay, well. Since you think it's right to do whatever you want, I'm sure you won't mind if I do what I want now."
"Uh? What do you mean?"
Without warning, I easily pulled the muscleless catgirl toward me and placed a hand behind her back to keep her pinned belly down over my lap.
"Hey! What are you doing? Let go of me!"
"I'm giving you something you deserve."
I lifted her skirt to expose her cute cat butt, and then...
SLAP!
"Owwwww!"
SLAP!
SLAP!
SLAP!
"Aaaanh!"
For some reason, spanking her while parked in the middle of a grocery store lot felt immensely satisfying.
***
"You did WHAT?"
"Why are you all mad at me? She is super pretty."
It was Erika's turn to be frustrated at Kitty for hiring someone without having discussed it beforehand.
"Being pretty doesn't mean we have money to pay her salary! What will happen if we get no clients this week?"
"You worry too much. You always find solutions."
"Is that your plan, Kitty? You get us into trouble and ask me to fix it?"
"Yes!"
My hand was still numb from having punished Kitty earlier, but it didn't change her good mood. She had decided that this new girl would work at the inn, and that was the end of it. To her, it was a good thing, and nobody could convince her otherwise.
Syr had spent the last few hours in a temporary craft room that she had set up to confection the various items needed to furnish the inn, such as curtains, pillows, towels, and more. She was coming back from it, holding a small cardbox.
"So, does it mean I have to craft an additional uniform?"
"Uniform? S...Elizabeth? What are you talking about?"
"The Cats of the Caribbean needs a good reputation, so I made you uniforms that people would like and remember."
"And... you crafted those today?"
"Yes. Here. They were rather simple to make."
Erika, extremely apprehensive, looked inside the box that had been handed to her, and her jaw clenched.
"... You got to be fucking me!"
"A more elaborate costume would have taken too much of my time. These will do just fine."
"No way I'm wearing this in public!"
"What is it?"
Erika's adverse reaction made Kitty curious, so she looked inside the box too, but unsurprisingly adopted a drastically different stance.
"MEOW! Erika! Come! We must wear them now!"
"NO WAY! Forget it!"
"You must come with me!"
"Stop pulling on my arm!"
"No! Come! We must wear them!"
It was unclear why Erika decided to comply at that moment, but she finally followed Kitty upstairs without even showing me what those secret uniforms were. As usual, I couldn't count on Syr to explain it to me. Instead, she just went back to the kitchen to assist Michelle with the food preparation for tomorrow's opening. They came up with a short menu that people would order from, but everything needed to be prepared in advance to serve the clients quickly and efficiently.
Since we brought back beers from the store, I grabbed one and went to sit at one of the tables outside. The inn looked so much better than it was just a week ago. With a fixed roof, replaced broken windows, and a fresh coat of paint, the place looked much more like what I had envisioned when I had decided to take on that challenge.
Kitty had done a fantastic job of getting rid of all the debris and extra vegetation, which made a world of difference in terms of attractiveness. At night, we had burned so much of what she had collected on the moonlit beach that it made it look like we were in a movie. Yes, this place was welcoming again.
For the next little while, I enjoyed the noise of the crashing waves while sipping on my cold beer. I was pretty sure nobody would call me lazy after all that energy I had spent under the burning sun repairing the building with the help of a few workers. A twenty minutes break wasn't too much to ask.
But then my peace and quiet came to a halt when a certain sexy Asian girl with black hair trotted out of the inn wearing her new... uniform.
"What the..."
"Look! Mark! I'm so cute!"
Kitty raised her arms in the air and spun on herself to show me what she was wearing... or what she wasn't wearing.
It turned out that her uniform was a minimalist black bikini, similar to what she wore at home when playing in the pool, but Syr had attached a fluffy cat tail to her barely covered butt. Of course, on top of her head was a matching pair of cat ears. I got the concept with the new inn's name, but were those wrist and ankle cuffs along with the collar really necessary?
While she knew I was distracted trying to keep my boner in check and comprehending how what she was wearing could be appropriate, Kitty turned around and called Erika over.



"Erika! He is here! Come show him yours!"
"No! I hate him! He should die!"
Why would she hate me? I had nothing to do with any of this.
"Come on! Don't be like that. You are super cute!"
"Raaaaah!"
Not able to resist Kitty's insistence, Erika walked out, wearing the same sexy cat kit, but hers was as red as her face, which made me smile. What crossed Syr's head when she thought those kits would be proper waitress uniforms was a mystery... but I loved it and smiled.
"Why are you smiling, Mark? You want me to gut you like a fish?"
"I think you two are adorable. I can't wait to see all those clients touching you everywhere with their greasy fingers."
"Is that so?"
Oops! Did I speak too much?
Erika grabbed Kitty's arm and yanked her toward me. They were both standing in front of me, with Erika in control.
"You like how sexy we look?"
"Absolutely!"
"Good... Because if you remember, while we are here, you are not our boyfriend!"
"Meow! Erika speaks the truth!"
Aww crap!
It was always the same wherever we were going. If they found an opportunity to tease me, they used it, and this was an obvious one that I should have seen coming from miles away.
They pushed their almost naked body together and ran their hands slowly on their soft skin in the sexiest way they could think of. Unsurprisingly, they started making out while ensuring to show me their drooly tongue rubbing on each other, and they even added poorly acted moans that were still too credible for my own good.
They turned to me, just to gut me a bit more.
"Aaahn! Master Mark... Would.. Would you like to have sex with us... we are so wet and in heat."
"N... No... Erika... If you push your finger there... it.. it will go in..."
"AAAAAAH! ELIZABETH! WHAT HAVE YOU DONE!?"
***
All day long, when they had a window of opportunity, Erika and Kitty teased me. Some of their attempts were very risky as Michelle was nearby, which could have gotten us in trouble.
Michelle was also struggling with those sexy cat uniforms. I wasn't too sure if it was too sexy for her taste or because her niece had made such costumes for her friends.
But Syr didn't make it sound like there was anything inappropriate or special. She kept saying that it was a fitting outfit for the Caribbean's warm temperature and beach ambiance and that it would attract more customers.
One of my worries was that Kitty's new friend, Mae, would show up tomorrow to help as a waitress. Would she turn around and leave once she would see the sexy cats? The girls seemed to think she would be fine with it, even though they didn't know her at all. I was not too convinced it would go down well.
Ah well, not much I could do about it. I was a mere victim in all of this and would be until the end of our vacation. It was my destiny.
After another hard workday, we were sitting around a campfire on the beach, ready to hit the sack. Michelle had already gone to bed, exhausted, and Syr and I were about to do the same.
"Alright, Syr. Let's go. I'm dead tired, and tomorrow will be tough."
"Yes. But I'm looking forward to it. It would mean a lot to my aunt if we were to have a profitable day."
"Does she still hate me as much?"
"She is just a bit overprotective. You keep teasing her too. It doesn't help."
"As I said, I want a good vacation. I won't keep silent just because it's convenient for her. Plus, it seems to work. Did you see how we turned this doomed place around? It wouldn't have been possible without pushing Michelle a bit."
"I know. Just be nice. She will end up liking you. I'm sure."
"Maybe... Alright. Let's go. Erika, Kitty? Are you going to bed too?"
"Yes."
"No."
Kitty turned to Erika after being denied her bedtime, wondering what that was about. Erika extended her arm and pressed on Kitty's nose with her finger.
"I have a little surprise for you."
"You do?"
"Yes."
I had an idea of what Erika had on her mind, but I would not get involved. Arm in arm with my beautiful Syr, we headed toward the inn, leaving the girls behind.
***
"Why are we not going to bed, Erika?"
"You kept whining that there was nothing kinky to do at the inn, and it was driving you nuts."
"Yes. It's boring here. Normal sex is boring. I miss my rubber suit. I miss my collar. I miss my crate. I miss being tied up. Why don't we just tell Michelle that I'm a sadomasochist and stop hiding."
"You know we can't do that. But come with me if you want to have your surprise."
"Where are we going?"
"I'm not telling you."
The two girls got off their seat, interlaced fingers, and headed toward the beach for a walk under the stars. Wearing only their cat bikini, it probably was not the best thing that two cute girls dressed like this could have done safety-wise, but there was really nothing around, making it very unlikely to bump into bad people.
"You know, Kitty. I love you."
"Meow! I know! You are all over me all the time."
"As much as I like Mark, you are my favorite one to toy with. This vacation made crystal clear to me that if we were to be together, only the two of us, I would still be very happy."
"I would be happy too. But Mark means so much to me. I'm going to follow him forever."
"Hehe. I know that. I'm damn glad he is around. It adds variety to our sex life, and I like to torture him, but I'm saying that you are very special to me. It's really you who allowed me to turn my life around and have so much fun."
"Being a perv is good. I keep telling everybody!"
Erika stopped and dug her toes into the sand, adopting a different tone, transpiring sadness and doubt. Showing her vulnerable side was not something she was used to, but tonight it felt like the right time to let her guard down.
"You... you don't say that you love me often, you know."
"I love you!"
"No, Kitty... you can't just say it when I ask for it."
"I love you."
"Kitty... You have to mean it."
"I love you, and I mean it... You are just not listening when I say it."
"I... I'm not?"
"No, you are not. We have tons of fun all the time. You should know by now that I love you, yet, you still doubt it."
"But, I know you are Mark's favorite girlfriend. That you'd choose him over me."
"Why choose? He has nothing to do with us. Even if you were to break up with him, he wouldn't decide who else I'm dating. He is not like that, and you know it."
"I don't want to break up with him... I just... I just feel like the third wheel of the wagon sometimes. I feel like an extra."
"You make yourself feel that way. I tell you. Mark loves you, Syr loves you in her own way, and I love you a lot too. You know what? You are too confident."
"Uh? Too confident?"
Kitty dropped her butt in the sand, spun around to face the waves breaking on the beach, and pulled Erika down next to her.
"You've always been super smart, super in control, super autonomous, super powerful."
"I do like all of those qualities. It's not a bad thing, right?"
"It's good, but you rely on them too much."
"What do you mean?"
"Why do you like me?"
"Uh? Well... You are a perv, you are funny, you are childish, so it gives me many opportunities to play with you and have fun. There's just no dull moments around you."
"Is being childish a quality?"
"I... I don't know... probably not. But I find it fun."
"See... Quality, flaws... it doesn't matter. You remind me of Mark when I first met him. You guys are so smart that you let your intelligence get in the way of your emotions. You are so used to thinking ahead of time and plan everything that you forget living in the present moment."
"Mmm... you think?"
"Yes. What's the point of me saying that I love you if, instead of absorbing what I said, you ask yourself tons of questions. Do I really mean it? What does it mean for our future? Do I like Mark more than you? You see? It's getting in the way of the moment."
"Mmm... I've never looked at it that way."
"I love you!"
"..."
"Come on... stop thinking that I'm playing with your head. Just take it. I love you."
"I'm... I'm not sure what to do..."
"I love you, Erika!"
Kitty rolled on top of Erika, pushed her back flat in the sand, and sat on her belly. She leaned forward to kiss the red catgirl.
"I love you!"
"Mmm..."
"Hehe... do you believe me, now?"
"Yes... I think I do. Come!"
"Eeek!"
Not expecting that reaction at all, Kitty jerked back when Erika tossed her aside and stood up before running away.
"Hey! Wait! It's dark! Don't leave me alone! Where are you going?"
Tails flying in every direction, the two catgirls chased each other in the sand for a little while. Then Erika entered a strange part of the jungle. Kitty followed her in reluctantly, protecting her face from the leaves with her arm.
"Erika? Where did you go? It's not funny! You know I'm scared of the creatuuuu... Aaaah!"
Kitty put her foot on something slimy, causing her to trip and land face-first into a mud pit. Erika, who had avoided the trap knowing it was there, burst into laughter.
"Bahaha! Even better than I expected. I found this place this morning while you were grocery shopping with Mark."
"..."
Kitty turned to her back, coating her sexy little body even more with mud, and looked at Erika, who was way happier than usual.
"I learned your little secret, kitkat. Since you were missing so much of your kinky activities, I thought this would cheer you up."
"Mud... There is mud near the inn?... This is...so hot!"
"Haha... Apparently, it is! A mud bath would be a first for me, and probably a stupid thing to do. But as you said, I will leave my intelligence aside and enjoy the moment."
Without hesitation, Erika stepped into the small mud pit to join her cat friend. She quickly sank up to her thigh but just found it funny. As soon as she reached Kitty, she let herself fall over her to share the fun.
Splotch!
"Haha! This is perfect. Want to wrestle a bit?"
"Meow! I'll win!"
Of course, Kitty, who was barely strong enough to lift cutlery, had no chance of winning. But rolling around and coating themself in slippery mud was the ultimate goal—that and sexily rubbing their bodies together to experience the dirty sensation of such an erotic bath without any judgment.
Kitty remembered her night in the mud on the first day she had met Mark, but this was different. It was deeper, less cold, and she wasn't wearing her full rubber catsuit.
"Aaaanh! Aaabblrrrr!"
"It's quieter if I play with your clit while I push your head under the mud."
Erika wanted to have sex, so was Kitty, and she knew how much Kitty loved breathplay. All the elements were there for a fun night. The mud was deep, creamy, and slippery, as if the Gods had created this small piece of paradise just for them tonight.
"Pffaaa! Pffaaa!"
"Hehe! Enjoying yourself?"
"Pfaa... Oh my God. YES! Push me under more... longer!"
"Such a pervy cat. Let's take our outfits off before we lose them. We will rinse them later, or else Syr is going to be super mad at us."
That was the signal meaning they were going to stay here for a while longer. Clumsily, the two girls took off their sexy cat attire and put them aside near a bush. Cuddling was now even better. They could explore their flawless curves and massage their breast without a layer of interfering fabric.
"Bbrrrlll!"
Erika pushed Kitty back in the mud but followed her in as well. Both of them were submerged, cuddling while confined inside this strange muddy universe. Knowing that their partner couldn't breathe gave them both the impression that they had just sunk together in moving sand. But, of course, it wasn't the case as they could slowly push themselves back up to breathe and clean each other's face.
Kitty had been right once more. Putting the thinking aside for the benefit of the present moment had made such a difference. Erika had fun and felt loved a bit more than usual. Her fears and questioning had been put on standby until they would be required again. None of her thoughts were useful while rubbing her slippery thigh between Kitty's crotch to make her cum.
The dirty sex session lasted for well over an hour, and the two girls were now relaxing on the edge of the mud pit, their bodies fully submerged, protecting them from the freshness of the night. Their faces and hair were completely coated in mud as well, making it impossible to tell them apart.
"I love you so much, Kitty."
'Meow! I love you too, Muderika."
"Haha! Silly Muddykitty!"
***
"Mmmm... Morning, Syr! ... Syr?"
That was a first. My cute Syr was already gone. I was getting a bit too used to those morning blowjobs. She must have woken up very early to prepare for the opening. I could tell that she was stressed out because of it last night. We relied on her for so many things that we would have to make sure she wouldn't overexert herself today. She loved running a house, but still, she was not a machine.
It was around 7 am, and we were planning on opening around 11 am. The best I could do was to get out of bed and make sure everything was in order and be ready to help with whatever the girls needed. I went for a quick shower, and on my way back, I knocked on Kitty's door.
"Hey, you two... wake up."
Nothing...
"Kitty? Erika? Are you coming to help?"
Still nothing... I slowly pushed the unlocked door open and found an empty bed.
"Oh, they are already up? I'm impressed."
I went down to the main floor and headed to the kitchen, where Syr was in action, organizing everything she would need in case she had to cook.
She was indeed in full maid mode, taking her duty very seriously, perhaps a bit too much.
"Hey! Good morning, cute girl"
"Sorry. I'm swamped at the moment. I will cook your breakfast shortly."
"I don't need breakfast... I just want a good morning kiss."
"Oh... Sorry."
Syr quickly kissed me on the cheek and returned to her pans. There was not much else to do other than smile and give her her space. I couldn't blame her for taking this day seriously. If all her ducks were in a row, it would ultimately make her cooking day more manageable, so it was better to let her enjoy herself and deal with the mental damage later, if any. She was still young; she could take it.
"By the way, have you seen Kitty and Erika?"
"No. They must still be asleep."
"They weren't in their bedroom. Odd."
I wasn't overly worried at that point, but I was so used to having them around at all times that not knowing where they were made me feel uneasy.
Once outside on the inn's porch, I could see our little campfire from last night and the five empty chairs surrounding it; they weren't there either. Our two vehicles were in the lot as well.
"Mmm... I'm wondering..."
Yes, just now, I remembered the suggestion I had made to Erika regarding Kitty's lack of BDSM fun and was willing to bet that she had used it. Erika had mentioned a surprise to Kitty before Syr and I went to bed, so it was the most plausible explanation that I could think of.
And as I was thinking about the wolf...
"Oh, dear God in heaven... someone pinch me!"
Two small feminine silhouettes appeared from the beach. They looked more like sea monsters than humans, but I knew right away that they were my two missing girls. The more they approached, the dirtier they looked. There was not an inch of their skin that wasn't covered by a thick mud crust. It was impossible to tell them apart.
I stepped down the porch to intercept them.
"STOP! Stay away from that inn."
"... We... We kind of need a shower. We played in the mud ... and ... you know... we fell asleep... and it all dried overnight... and..."
"I don't want to know... I really don't. That's between you two. But you don't walk into our clean inn like this, dirty girls. You wait for me here."
I quickly went back inside to collect a couple of large towels and then led the girl to the garden. That recently installed garden hose would serve it's first purpose.
"I'm going to rinse you. It's going to be cold, so take a deep breath..."
"AAAAH!"
"EEEEP!"
They were caked like fuck. It was as if I was washing two pets that went off roading before letting them in the house. The water hit their crusty skin, making them squirm under the cold jet.
As I was hosing them down, I discovered that they were naked, and the little blocks of mud they were holding were the uniforms Syr had given them.
"You better find a good solution to clean those, or else Syr is going to be mad at you."
"We are sorry!"
Once they reached an acceptable level of purity, I tossed them the towels, and they wrapped themselves in them while hugging each other in a very lesbian way.
"Go take a real shower now. I want you back in your cat waitress uniforms within an hour!"
"Yes... sorry!"
"No, you are not!"
"Hahaha!"
Of course, they were not. Those little giggles betrayed that but also betrayed all the fun they had last night, which was good to see. We were on vacation, after all.
***
The next few hours were eventless. Michelle had prepared the dining room; I made sure the parking lot was clear; Kitty and Erika magically reappeared as normal human beings, wearing their sexy cat outfits, clean and dry.
Just before 11 am, we all gathered in the dining room to discuss the next steps. Our coordinator in chief, Erika, told us what to expect.
"We did send pamphlets to the locals through the mail, so I hope people will drop by for our opening. Outside that, S...Elizabeth will camp in the kitchen, Michelle will take care of the bar while Kitty and I will put our breasts in the clients' faces to make them drink more and stay."
"ERIKA! My inn is not a brothel!"
Michelle wasn't used to Erika's crude humor.
"Sorry. I'm just kidding. But hey, I'm sure they will like us."
"There is another way we will attract people here."
"Uh? What do you have in mind, S...Elizabeth?"
"One moment, please. I will be right back."
Syr left the table and went to fetch something from her improvised workshop. Meanwhile, Michelle started to get suspicious about why Erika had so much difficulty pronouncing Elizabeth's name.
"Erika? Why so you keep calling my niece Selizabeth? This is strange."
"Well... Hum... I... I'm not sure."
"You are not sure? She lives at your place for the past few years. Is there something you are not telling me?"
"No... no... I just... I just call her sweetie... That's it... I'm just trying to break the habit."
"Sweetie? Elizabeth doesn't even like it when we call her Liz... This is very strange that she would accept such a nickname."
"Hehe... I know... right? That's why I'm trying to stop... hehe."
As Erika tried to manage her cold sweat, Syr came back to the dining room, holding a big sign. She flipped it so we could all read it.
"NOW OPEN! Snacks & Cold Beer."
"Yes, Kitty will go to the side of the road wearing her uniform and will hold this sign up to attract customers."
"That's brilliant!"
"Wait a minute! Why me and not Erika?"
"Because you would have no idea how to be a waitress, but you are good at talking to people. Erika would just scare them."
"HEY!"
A loud knocking along with a melodic voice interfered with our group teasing.
"Hellooo! Mae, reporting for duty!"
"Maaaeee!"
Kitty bolted to the door and hugged the new girl that she had unofficially employed. It seemed that we had all forgotten about her except for Kitty. And why was it okay for Kitty to jump in the arms of someone she had only met once as if she was her best friend? And why was this girl going along with it? Some days, I wondered if Kitty was a mind-controlling witch.
"Haha! Hi, everybodyyy! I'm Mae, and Kitty said you might have a work for me."
"Meow! Yes! Welcome to the Cats of the Caribbean!"



"Hey, thanks! Why are you wearing a bikini with cat ears?"
Kitty turned around and wriggled her butt in front of Mae, displaying the other body part she had missed.
"And a tail! This is our official waitress uniform! You must wear it too! Ack!"
Erika roughly grabbed Kitty by her collar and pulled her away from the new girl. If we wanted to have a chance to keep her employed for more than two minutes, it was probably not the time to ask her to wear a sexy bikini and ears.
"We are not going to make her wear this! Think with your head, Kitty!"
"Aww, why?"
"Yeah? Why?"
Kitty protesting was a given since she wanted to see cute girls wearing bikinis, but Mae asking the same question was not something any of us had expected. This caused all of us to stare at her, mainly me, who came to the Caribbean expressly to see cute swimsuits on perfectly tanned girls. Would my secret wish be granted?
"Why are you all staring at me? If you are wearing this as a uniform, I should too. I love wearing a bikini, and it's always too hot here."
"Well... in that case. S...Elizabeth... Do you have another kit that she could try?"
"... no... well..."
"Oof... What kind of tone was that? That wasn't convincing... Do you have one or not?"
As Erika further questioned Syr due to her shaky answer, Syr's cheek turned bright red, and her hands crossed in front of her chest. It was a pure unexplained embarrassment.
"Well... I do... but..."
"But what? What's the matter?"
Instead of answering, Syr leaned toward Erika and whispered something in her ear.
"HA! You made one for yourself to wear in front of Mark later? Kinky!"
"Sshhhh! Why did you say it out loud!? I told you not to! Now he knooows!"
"Calm down! Mark is not that important. Mae seems to be your size. Just go get it so she can try it on."
As usual, when Erika made fun of me, I knew it wasn't serious, but I felt a bit of pain knowing that I was about to miss an opportunity to see Syr wearing a sexy catgirl outfit. Since the first day I met her, I've never seen her wearing cat ears again. It wasn't her thing.
With some smoke coming out of her ears, Syr went upstairs to fetch the mysterious extra outfit. Poor Michelle. This sudden flow of sexy catgirls must have been hard for her to digest. I didn't know what she had in mind for her inn, but felinity was certainly not a concept she had expected to embrace.
"Alright, I can't wait for our first clients. I'm going to the curb with my sign. Come get me when you have enough customers, okay?"
"You are quite confident that you can catch people's attention. That's good."
"Yes, I am! Alright, see you in a bit!"
The small Asian girl grabbed the sign, which looked even bigger in her hands, and disappeared through the door. Amusingly, Mae patted her on the head as if she was a small pet. Again, how come they had built such chemistry this quickly? It was scary.
While we were waiting for Syr to come back, Michelle showed Mae around, leaving me alone with Erika, who threw herself in my arms after making sure nobody would see us.
"You are breaking the rules, Erika!"
"I know! But I'm happy!"
"You do look happy. Does your little muddy adventure from last night have anything to do with it?"
"Yes! Your idea was great. Kitty loved it, and so did I. I got closer to her. She is way smarter than she let us believe, you know."
"Oh, I know. I know. Trust me."
I squeezed Erika in my arms and rubbed her back.
There was something about our little group. No matter what happened and what challenges we faced, we always found a way to get along and love each other. Occasionally, I wished to have more quiet time, but during moments like these, when we were teasing, playing, loving, and joking, it really made me feel fulfilled.
Part 3
"Elizabeth! We need two more cathead sandwiches and another shrimp skewer."
"Yes! Right away!"
"Michelle, do we have any more Old Castle beer?"
"No. We ran out. This is ridiculous."
"It's okay. We will just sell them something else. So, Erika? How is it going?"
"Someone, PLEASE! Go tell Kitty to come back here. I don't know what she is doing up there on the curb, but she is sending us way too many clients. We can't keep up!"
"I'll go get her."
"Thanks Mark!"
Chaos! That was the only way to describe what was happening at the inn right now. Erika, Elizabeth, Michelle, and Mae were having a hard time keeping up with the operation.
Mae was one impressive waitress, though. Not only had she accepted to wear this "uniform," which was merely a sexy bikini with cat ears, tail, cute cuffs, and a collar, but on top of that, she was a machine. Her energy level was off the chart, and being the only one who really knew what she was doing, she directed everybody around with a smile.
As I walked along the path leading to the main road where Kitty was posted with her big sign to attract new clients, two more cars loaded with people headed toward the Cats of the Caribbean inn. The number of clients that we got since its opening was absurd. The dining room was full, the terrace outside was packed, and people were even okay with standing around and drinking on the beach.
So far, the cathead sandwich was our bestseller, so much that Syr was about to send me back to the grocery store to get more ingredients before running out.
It was very entertaining to see Erika serving people. At first, she was very self-conscious about wearing this sexy outfit in front of strangers, but the sheer amount of work forced her to forget what she looked like. Amusingly, her lack of patience with the client was somehow helping. When the small five foot two red-haired woman entered the dining room while yelling, "Who ordered this freakin' sandwich?" instead of trying to remember who it was, people thought she was adorable. Good thing they didn't know she was actually pissed.
On the other hand, Mae was the dream girl, always smiling, always friendly with the clients, and there was never a single problem that she couldn't resolve. She was a master at using her womanly charm to get more tips. I stopped counting how many selfies she took with clients while pushing her generous chest forward.
When I approached the road, I found Kitty leaning against a car that had stopped to talk to her. I waited for her to finish her social work, admiring her butt that was sticking out nicely, and sure enough, the driver headed toward the inn; another successfully charmed client.
"Hey, Cathead. That's enough for now. There are too many clients."
"Really?"
"Yes, I don't know how you did it, but it worked. Let's walk back to the inn."
"Okay, but you carry my sign. And it was easy. I just showed my boob crack to the males and flirted with the females."
"I can see the boobs working for guys, but flirting with the females? Really?"
"Yes. Every female has an inner lesbian."
"Alright. If you say so."
As usual, Kitty had her very own special interpretation of reality, but she always proved us wrong, so I wouldn't start arguing with her today; I knew better.
"So, Kitty, I wanted to tell you... You were right about Mae. Without her, we would have been in big trouble. She is running the dining room like a champ. I don't know how you managed to sense that, but it was a good thing."
"I didn't sense anything. I just thought she was cute and wanted to see her wearing a small catgirl bikini."
"Why am I not surprised?"
"I'm sure she is a lesbian."
"Haha. Where does that come from? I don't think she is a lesbian, no. You should see her rubbing her sexy body on the male customers to get more money out of them."
"I'll ask her. I'm sure she is."
"Don't ask her that, Kitty. Common... be nice. It's her first day. Give her a break."
"Why not? I need to know if I can have sex with her."
"Aaaah! Seriously? That's all you think about? Corrupting all the cute girls you meet?"
"No... cute guys too, but Mae is just way cuter than everybody else so far."
"Ah, whatever, catbutt... Go help Erika now. She is going to lose her shit and murder a client if you don't help."
"Meow! I would love to see that! Blood everywhere while she is eating his guts like a hyena."
As Kitty happily headed toward Erika to grab her almost naked butt, I made my way to the kitchen to find out if Syr still needed my help. But as soon as I set foot in her domain, I realized that her usual maid manners had vanished.
"Mark! It is imperative that you go back to the grocery store right away. We are about to run out of salami for our cathead sandwich, among other things."
"Okay, I'll bring Kitty back here. We can slice her up. She is delicious."
"This is no time for humorous behavior! Take this list and go to the store at once!"
"Hehe. Yes, Mistress!"
"..."
"Okay... okay! No humorous behavior. I get it. I'll be back in about thirty minutes if everything goes well."
"Do not delay!"
As I walked through the inn, heading for the door, I could really appreciate how packed this place was. Mae was making random drinks at the bar, Erika was scolding a client who had grabbed her tail, and Kitty was explaining to a group of men that she saw a creature in the kitchen a while ago, a big one based on the way she was opening her arms as if she were telling a fishing tale.
The only one who wasn't around anymore was Michelle, so I asked Mae out of curiosity.
"Hey, did you see Michelle? She was there a moment ago. It's her inn, and she should help you a bit more than that."
"She said she went to rest. But it's okay. Everything is under control. I've worked in busier places than this."
"To rest!? Seriously!? No way! I don't care if she hates me even more, but I'm not going to let her get away with this. Letting all the girls work their ass off while resting. Come on, give me a break!"
Mae just shrugged and resumed her work, clearly not wanting to get involved in a conflict she knew nothing about.
I climbed the stairs and headed straight to Michelle's bedroom, but just as I was going to bang on her door, I realized that it was cracked open already, so I pushed it open slowly with a couple of fingers.
She was there, sitting on the floor under the window, hugging her knees with her face down.
"Hey? What do you think you are doing?"
"Oh! Great... you again!"
"Wait a minute... are you crying?"
"Whatever! Why do you care?"
Cold as ever. I let a long sigh out and sat on the floor next to her.
"Alright. Do you want to tell me what your problem is?"
"I'm fine. Just taking a break. I'm a bit overwhelmed, that's all."
"No, I mean, why do you hate me? Is it just because I'm dating your niece?"
"She is more my daughter than my niece. And yes, you are not the first guy who will break her heart."
"... And why would you say something so mean?"
"Look, Elizabeth is beautiful. I know that. But she is more than that. She is sensitive, she has a heavy past, and she will do everything she can to feel loved. I don't think you can understand that. I'm sure you are attracted to her, but she will need more than that to be happy. When you go get the newer model, it will hurt her badly. I don't want her to suffer again."
Wow...
"Well... Michelle... I only have one thing to tell you."
"..."
"Go fuck yourself, you arrogant bitch!"
"WHAT!?"
"Oh, don't give me that offended attitude! That is exactly what you are. An arrogant bitch. You know NOTHING about my relationship with Elizabeth, and you know nothing about her friends either. You just use your motherly love as a pretense to feel better about yourself. I don't know why you are alone on this island, but I suspect it has something to do with this. You are so scared to lose her and end up alone that you are ready to keep her as a psychological inmate. Sure, there is a chance that I will break her heart one day, who knows, but does that mean she should not date anybody just to avoid suffering? This is blatantly stupid."
"..."
"You are not that special, Michelle. Me too, I know all about Elizabeth's past. I know about her parents' tragic death. But you know what? Kitty, Erika, and I support her as much as we can. And she returns the favor too. Your niece takes care of us better than anybody had done before, and it makes all of us happy. Now, tell me how this is a bad thing? Haaa, you know what. Stay here and cry while she and her friends are doing the impossible for you right now. I don't have time to waste on people who just want to put us down in their own selfish interest."
Enough was enough. I put up with this shitty attitude for way too long. If it meant that I would have to sleep somewhere else tonight, so be it. I was done giving my best to someone who didn't deserve it.
But as I was about to exit the room...
"WAIT!"
"What? I don't have time for this. I have to go to the store to buy food to save your inn."
"I'm... I'm sorry..."
"Oh...Sorry? I think I didn't understand that correctly... Can you repeat?"
"I said, I'm sorry, Mark!"
"For what? For treating me like shit because I fixed your inn?"
"Well... yeah... But for not trusting you... with my niece, you know. You are right... I'm just scared for her."
"Bullshit. You are scared for yourself, and you know it."
"Aaaah! What do you want me to say!?"
"Nothing! Just listen to Elizabeth when she talks to you. If she says that she loves me, just try to be happy for her instead of making her life a nightmare. She is not an idiot. She can think for herself and make her own choices. When you ignore me or treat me like shit, I don't care, but it makes her sad when you do it in front of her, and THAT I care."
"MMmph! I don't know how to fix this..."
"For a start, why don't you get off your lazy butt and go work as hard as they do. They are saving your inn right now."
"Aaah! Okay, okay."
Michelle stood up and dragged her feet toward the door, carrying a burden of shame and humiliation. This discussion was far to be over, but there were more pressing things to attend to, which was why I encouraged her some more.
"FASTER!"
"EEEK!"
***
The rest of the day was an absolute blur. I went back to the grocery store to get what Syr had requested but still received a nasty stare because it took me a bit longer than the thirty minutes ETA I had given her. Michelle kept a low profile and assisted as much as she could while Kitty and Mae were now best friends forever.
And then, there was Erika...
"EVERYBODY OUT! WE ARE CLOSED! I'M FUCKING DONE WITH YOU! OUT! OUT!"
The few remaining intoxicated clients happily walked out of the inn, not taking too seriously what a small woman dressed up like a sexy cat was ordering them to do. Only I knew that disobeying Erika would be a very bad idea. She even shoved the last client out before slamming the door shut behind him.
"Aaaaaah! Finally! They are all gone!"
"Meow! That was fun!"
"Fun? Kitty, you did nothing. You just chatted with people all day long."
"Yes, and they bought a lot more food and drinks because of me."
"Mmm! Whatever!"
From behind, Mae wrapped her arms around Kitty's frail body, making her very happy, and rocked slowly with her. She was pleased about her first workday at the Cats of the Caribbean, where she had made new friends.
"Well, I loved working here, guys! I hope you thought I was good enough."
"Are you kidding, Mae? You are like a waitress superstar."
"Awww. Thanks, Erika!"
As everybody was busy congratulating each other, Syr came out of the kitchen and walked directly to me, dragging her feet. Her forehead landed on my chest, and her arms had no more energy to hug me. I had never seen her so drained.
"You worked very hard, didn't you?"
"... Cathead sandwich... shrimp skewers... nachos..."
"Hahaha. We know what you'll dream about tonight."
"Can we go to bed, Mark... I need to sleep."
"Sure. Go ahead first. I'll be there in a few minutes. Still have a couple of things to finish."
"Okay."
She had given her all, and exhaustion had taken residence in her body. I wondered what Michelle would do when we would go back home; if business kept being good like this, she would need to hire a cook.
As I observed Syr crawling up the stairs at snail pace, I realized something else. Mae was still around, smiling and holding Kitty, but I had no idea what her plan was. I didn't even know how she got here in the first place this morning.
"Mae? Do you need a ride home?"
"No, Kitty said that I must sleep here."
"That you must...?"
"If that is okay with everybody. If you want me to work tomorrow, I mean, I can stay. It's the easiest."
I turned to Kitty and gave her a very special stare. She acted all innocent and justified herself pointlessly. We all knew she had a different goal in mind other than being hospitable.
"Whaaat? We have plenty of empty rooms, right?"
"... Right! Whatever cat face... I give up."
"Whaaaaat? What did I dooo?"
***
Before going to bed, I went for a walk to collect the garbage from the outdoor bins and make sure nothing odd was going on. When I came back inside a few minutes later, I began to turn the lights off, but then a little voice reprimanded me.
"Hey! I'm still here, you know!"
"Oh, Erika? I thought you went to bed already."
"Nope, still counting our cash. It was a dream day."
"Do you need help?"
"Nah, I'm pretty much done."
Still wearing her small red bikini with cat ears, Erika was sitting in the darkest corner of the dining room, stacking all the paper money inside a metal cash box. It wasn't surprising since she was the type of person who wouldn't sleep well if she had not completed all her tasks perfectly. She had a plan and was following it to the letter.
Somehow, I found it a little bit unfair; Syr and Kitty went to sleep already, Michelle and Mae did the same, and they left Erika behind. I wouldn't be surprised if red-haired had told them that she didn't need help, but still, she probably would have appreciated some company.
So instead of going to bed like the others, I headed to the bar and grabbed a bottle of whiskey and two shot glasses. When I placed it on the table in front of Erika, it made her smile. We then engaged in a relaxed conversation.
"I like how you think, Mark. Giving me alcohol in exchange for sex."
"Pff... just tried to be nice. I wasn't asking for sex."
"Liar. You miss having sex with me."
"Syr is keeping me satisfied. I'll have all the fun I want with you once we are back home. I can wait."
"What if you don't?"
"Are you planning on staying here forever?"
"No, what if I don't have sex with you ever again? I would be happy with Kitty alone. She is keeping me very satisfied since we got here."
While chuckling, I filled our two small glasses with whiskey.
"Then, who would you drink with?"
"I dunno... I could go to random pubs and find suitable drinking buddies."
"Right."
Being around Erika was a never-ending game of sarcasm. This little woman was not only smart about everything business-related; she also had an intelligent sense of humor.
...and always spontaneous.
For no apparent reason, she got off her seat and climbed on top of me. Having her almost naked body in my arms like this felt right but so wrong at the same time.
"Erika, what if Michelle sees you straddling me like this."
"Then we will murder her with a blunt object."
"Why does it have to be a blunt object?"
"She deserves it after having destroyed our vacation. We ended up working like demons instead of relaxing on the beach."
"Hehe. I can see in your face that you loved managing a business again. Don't even try to make me believe otherwise."
"Pfff..."
Erika reached my crotch and unzipped my Bermuda shorts before plunging her hand inside to squeeze my dick.



"Oh... Now you are seriously going to get us in trouble, Erika."
"I see that you may not want to wait until we go back home before playing with me again."
"... Stop it. Seriously... if Michelle finds out, it's going to be hard to explain."
"She's going to be mad at you, not at me. Anyway, you can stop me, but you don't."
After finding a way to pull my hardening cock out of my shorts, she pressed her thinly covered pussy on it. Being only one millimeter away from all that pleasure was frustrating. I could feel how warm and ready she was through the stretchy fabric.
Gently pressing her hands around my neck, she leaned forward to kiss me sensually.
"Mmm... Are you sure you can wait, Mark?"
"Well... Maybe not..."
"I thought so..."
Using a finger, she pulled her bikini bottom to the side, unveiling the gate to paradise. She then aligned my stiff cock and impaled herself on it all the way in one single slow move.
"Mmpph! Oooh! That's good!"
"You are so warm, Erika. Is that the effect whiskey has on you?"
"Yes. And since you were around, I'm using your dick to calm myself down."
My cock was now hard as a tree, and it was melting inside her volcano-hot vagina. There was no way to deny it. I missed having sex with Kitty and Erka a lot, and it was not because Syr wasn't doing a good job. It was simply because I loved them and missed having intimate time with them.
When she began moving up and down on me, it was so pleasurable that I stopped caring about the world. There was no going back whether or not Michelle discovered us. I would make love with Erika right here and right now, and I intended to enjoy it as much as I could.
"Don't cum, Mark!"
"Hehe... You can, but I can't?"
"Yes. That's how it works."
It had been our third shot of whiskey since we started having sex, and Erika made sure to monitor my sexual state, so her fun wouldn't end too quickly. She did have a small orgasm already, but she wanted more. I wanted her to have more too...
... until my blood turned into ice.
"Sooo, is that what you guys are doing when everybody is asleep?"
"..."
Crouching in the staircase, a set of eyes had been spying on us for an unknown amount of time.
"Ma... Mae?"
"Yup!"
At least it wasn't Michelle, so perhaps there would be a way to salvage this situation. My heart was racing, and I tried to get Erika off me, but she was doing her best to prevent me to.
"Erika! What are you doing? Move!"
"No! We are not done here."
"Stop it! Mae is right there."
"I know. She has been there for the past few minutes."
"Seriously!? You knew she was there and said nothing?"
"Yes! Mae, come here."
What was this? It smelled so much like one of her usual mind games. I felt as if I was about to pay the price for having trusted Erika again.
Mae was a gorgeous girl, and seeing her sensuously walking over to us while having my dick deeply lodged inside Erika couldn't do anything else but to fuck with my already tempered mind. What was going on?
The smile on this perfectly tanned island girl announced trouble, and as a matter of fact, she positioned herself behind Erika and wrapped her arms around her waist. Erika turned her head sideways to welcome a very erotic lesbian kiss. Mae even moved her hair out of the way so I could see that kiss even better. I was ready to explode inside Erika's womb.
"How... How is this happening? How do you know each other?"
"Do you think we are hot, Mark?"
"Erika! Of course, you are! But, seriously... how?"
Mae chuckled a bit while playfully sucking on Erika's ear, who was enjoying herself, and then shed some light on the situation.
"Hehe. Kitty told me all about your little secret. You are dating three girls, kinky you! But it turns out that Kitty had a crush on me, and so did I. When you went back to the grocery store earlier, Erika, Kitty, and I had a girl chat and even kissed in secret. They told me that you loved it when they fooled around with other girls."
"I never said that!"
"Oh, you don't like it?"
"... I didn't say that either... So, upstairs... You are sleeping in Kitty's room?"
"Yes. But Kitty was exhausted and fell asleep while we were cuddling, which was extremely cute, but I wanted more, so I came here to fetch Erika... and that's when I saw this."
Once more, Kitty and Erika had set a trap, and I stepped right into it. Far to be the most unpleasant one, it still took me by surprise. There were too much information and sneakiness for me to process, and my brain was playing tricks on me.
Earlier today, as a typical male, seeing Mae wearing this sexy swimsuit with cat ears made me wonder if it would be okay to sleep with a fourth girl. Back then, I had returned that thought to the realm of fantasy, thinking that greed would eventually cause my death. But now that Mae was here, kissing my girlfriend while massaging her small breasts from behind, and while I was fucking her, could sleeping with Mae become something more than a mere fantasy? When did I start believing I could get sex with all the cute girls I wanted?
But then, before I get too much self-confidence, Erika put an end to my train of thought. She pulled herself off my throbbing dick.
"Alright, it's late, Mark. Goodnight!"
"..."
"What? No goodnight for me?"
"Well, I... I thought that..."
"Oooh... Did you want to have sex with Mae and me? Aww Sorry! She told us she is only into girls. But it's okay. A few minutes ago, you told me that you could wait until we traveled back home before having sex with me again. I'm sure you won't mind, right!"
The two sexy girls, arm in arm, turned their back to me and walked away! This was beyond cruel to the point where even Mae seemed to wonder if it was okay to be this mean to me. Yet, instead of begging, a surprising sensation emerged from my chest. An opportunity...
"Hahaha! Erika! That was one tease too much. When we go back home, you are SO going to pay for that one."
"... whatever you say!"
"Yes... I will gut you like a fish!"
"Hey! That's my expression! You can't use it!"
"Go have fun with your new friend, carrot head. And then, dream about how I will exact my revenge on Kitty and you. Because it's going to be intense."
"... yeah... whatever... I think the hot night I'll get with Mae will be worth it."
"I hope so, Erika... For your sake, I hope so."
As they were climbing the stairs like two lovers, Mae smiled at me and pronounced some silent words, "thank you," as if she was grateful for having obtained my blessing for this little adventure with my partners. She was a lovely girl and must have been a bit nervous about pulling a stunt like this around me, even if Kitty had probably told her it would be okay. There was no way for her to understand the amount of teasing I was going through on a daily basis.
***
Still turned on like a dog in heat, and after hearing some wild lesbian noises coming out from Kitty and Erika's bedroom, I entered mine. The moonlight was enough for me to find my way to the bed and find Syr still dressed up for work and sleeping on her belly. She must have laid down for a minute to relax her tired legs and passed out.
Trying not to wake her up too much, I carefully took off her shirt and skirt, and I pulled the blanket over her beautiful body. As much as it was frustrating not to be allowed to watch what was going on in Kitty's bedroom, wild sex was not always necessary. Seeing this young goddess, whose skin was glowing like the moon, peacefully asleep after granting me the privilege to take care of her was all I needed to be happy.
She deserved that little kiss on top of the head.
"Good night, Syr."
***
"Aaanh! Master Mark! Aaanh! Harder!"
"I can't do it harder, Syr. Else I'm going to break you. And stop making that much noise. You are going to wake up everybody."
"Aaaaah! But it's so... good! Please... deeper!"
"Do you know how wrong it sounds when you say it like that? I'm just massaging your stiff calves."
"But they were so sore... and your strong hands feel so good."
"Well, next time, don't overwork yourself like you did yesterday. You didn't even take a five minutes break."
"Aww... I know..."
Syr may have been only twenty-one years old, but it was not healthy to cook all day long without sitting once. When we woke up this morning, she was in pain and didn't know what to do about it, so I had to rescue her with one of my clumsy leg massages.
"Alright, you are good. Let's go eat breakfast."
"Nooo... Just a bit longer, please."
"It's the third time you say that. Come on. I'll give you another massage tonight."
"Yes, Master."
Sleeping at an inn near the beach was a good experience. I liked to think that I had chosen the best bedroom too. We had this big window facing the sea that we could fully open to let the salty air in. This morning, Syr was wearing this white summer dress, so light that it was almost see-through, and the wind drafts were making it sway as if she was a delicate flower in a field. It was one of those scenes that made me feel like we just got married... without the wedding part.
Clinging to my arm, pretending that walking was too painful, Syr followed me downstairs to meet the others. It was the first time since we arrived at the island that Syr didn't cook breakfast for everybody. Michelle, Mae, and Erika were attacking a sliced bread with peanut butter and jam; that should be presumably enough to keep them alive long enough until their next real meal.
Michelle looked happy for once, she must have heard how much money she had made yesterday, but Erika and Mae looked like real zombies. Those two must have had a hell of a sleepless night full of scissoring and crotch licking.
"Geez, Erika. Did you sleep on the floor last night?"
"Shut up, Mark."
"Where is Kitty?"
"She's still sleeping. She was tired."
"Haha. I wonder why."
As tired as everybody else, Syr grabbed two slices from the bread bag and planted them nonchalantly in the toaster. We all looked at her in shock. Usually, she would be the one turning a slice of bread into a fancy meal, but she must have had a cooking overdose yesterday. Erika even questioned her about this strange behavior.
"Are you okay, Elizabeth?"
"Yes."
"Sliced bread this morning?"
"Yes."
"Are you sure you don't want a cathead sandwich instead?"
"I am quite sure."
Erika loved teasing me, but she could also make fun of everybody else. She had a knack for twisting a knife in a fresh wound; that was nothing new. But when Michelle got onboard with the teasing, that was when the real shock occurred.
"Elizabeth, can we have nachos for lunch?"
"Eerr!"
"Come on! You know you love nachos. Remember when you were little, you asked for nachos for your birthday instead of a cake. That drove us nuts."
"Auntie! Please! No stories about my childhood."
"Oh, remember when we gave you that kitchen playset? You were furious at us because there were only two burners instead of four like a real stove. It took you weeks before we caught you playing with it anyway."
"Auntiiiiie! This is embarrassing."
Everybody laughed at those untold stories about our secretive Syr. We jumped like sharks on this unique opportunity.
"So, Michelle, when did you find out that Elizabeth was an artist?"
"Ah! You should have seen our walls at home. We gave her a big box of colored pencils one day, and after that, we kept finding little drawings at the bottom of the walls in places where she thought we wouldn't notice. For months, she practiced over and over, and I cleaned the walls over and over behind her."
"Auntie! Don't tell them thaaat!"
"Why not? They are your friends. There is no shame in sharing a bit of your childhood."
Syr let her face fall flat on top of the table, and then she placed her hands over her ears while letting out a long grunt.
"So, Those little drawings on the walls, were they any good?"
"At first, no, but over time they got better. She went through that pencil box in no time, so we had to get her a new one, then another, and another. But then, there was that day when she was at school. I got fed up with her messy bedroom and decided to clean it up. After picking up all her crap, I vacuumed the carpet, and when I closed the door to reach behind it, I discovered that she had completely covered its back in drawings. It was more like a fresco. That's when we discovered that we had a very talented artist in our family."
"What did she draw on the door?"
Syr banged her head on the table at that point, but Michelle reached her short blond hair and petted her reassuringly.
"Ah! That will be up to her to tell you when she wants to."
"Sooo... You said Elizabeth's bedroom was always messy?"
"Oh yes! She was the sloppiest child I had ever seen!"
"Aaauuuntiiiie!"
Clank!
As Syr groaned one last time, the toaster ejected the two slices of unappetizing blackened bread, and they fell right in front of her.
It was not a fun breakfast from her perspective, but it was the best for us.
***
An hour later, the second business day's preparation was well underway. There was only one problem; Kitty was still missing.
"Geez, Erika. I understand you had a hot lesbian orgy last night, but you have to let Kitty sleep a little. You know her. If you don't stop her, she will have sex until she passes out."
"It is true, Mark. I admit my fault. There is nothing I can say for my defense. I used Kitty for my own selfish pleasure, and now I'm paying the price of shame and regrets! Once we return home, I will leave it up to you to punish me to the height of my sins."
"..."
"What?"
"Erika... What did you do to Kitty?"
"Who? Me? Oh... nothing. But maybe you should go check on her if you are that worried."
"..."
After patting me on the chest a couple of times, Erika walked away, giggling. Her attitude left zero doubt about it; she had lied, and she and Mae had done something perverted to Kitty.
I immediately ran to the upper floor and headed straight to Kitty's bedroom. When I opened the door, I unsurprisingly found a little catgirl struggling on the bed, and I couldn't do anything but shake my head and kick the door closed behind me.
"Kitty... What in the world are you doing?"
"Mmmph!"
They had hogtied her tightly, using whatever items they could find. A pair of panties acted as a blindfold, and they used a sock held in place by stocking to silence her; this improvised gag was the first thing I took off her.
"Gaaaaah! Mae... Mae was so hot!"
"Of course, that's the first thing you are saying instead of begging for your release."
"Nooo, I don't want to be untied. I want Mae to come back and play with me some more! I want to lick her pussy again!"
"What about sucking my dick instead?"
"Oh, that would work too. I missed breakfast. Feed me!"
"Do you want the blindfold off?"
"Nooo... they are Mae's panties... Mmm!"
Unable to battle such a perverted behavior, I unfastened my belt instead. My boxers were not even down that Kitty had her mouth wide open with her tongue out. After what Erika and Mae had done to me last night, I decided that I deserved this sexy reward.
My cock went right down Kitty's throat, and I started thrusting without giving her a chance to breathe.
"Gaaah!"
"Keep it down, cathead. We still don't want Michelle to find out."
"Glop!"
"Good Kitty!"
The next few minutes were very fun. I had missed having sex with my Kitty so much; her wild side was unique. I now knew for certain that Erika had set up this opportunity specifically for me, or else she wouldn't have told me to go wake her up. Perhaps she feared my revenge for what she had done last night with Mae, and that was her attempt to soften the upcoming counter strike.
Nearing the orgasm, I flipped Kitty to her back, leaving her head hanging from the mattress's edge so I could go deeper inside her throat. It was always interesting to see her neck bulging when I thrust in from that angle, and knowing Kitty loved it too meant that I could do so without any guilt.
It didn't take me much longer to cum hard while she was gasping for air. She had trouble swallowing, but she didn't choke at all.
"Good job, Kitty. You did that like a champ."
"Grrgl!"
"Indeed. You can go have your breakfast now! Hehe."
After pulling my Bermuda shorts up, I began untying her. Leaving her restrained all day would have made her very happy, but it would have been way too suspicious.
As soon as I undid the last knot, she crawled away from me, burying herself under the blankets.
"Hey! Don't go back to sleep, kitkat! We need you downstairs. Go take a shower! It will wake you up."
"Noooo! I'm tired now! Go tell Mae to come to wake me up!"
***
The following few business days had not been as intense as the first one, but we were confident that we had found a winning recipe for the inn. It would now be up to Michelle to decide if the concept of cute waitresses wearing sexy cat uniforms was something she was willing to keep and exploit, but we all secretly hoped she would.
Sure, cute cat girls attracted their fair share of people, but it was not what the Cats of the Caribbean was all about. What mattered the most in our approach was the place's friendliness, making people feel welcome to relax, allowing them to be themselves, and above all else, have fun. Between Kitty, who was taking her time, for all the wrong reason, to discuss the creature that she had seen in the kitchen, to Erika, who didn't hesitate to slap guys behind the head when they dared to make inappropriate comments or occasionally challenging them to a drinking game, to Mae who was the friendliest person on Earth and always ready to take a sexy selfie with the customers; it was all about good human relationship.
Even myself, I had learned about people's kindness while working here. It happened more than once during the past few days that I needed help to fix something at the inn, and there were always customers who were willing to give me a bit of their time in exchange for a cold beer or a hug from Mae.
On the last day of our vacation, the rooms were still not ready to welcome travelers but weren't far from it. We arranged as many things as we could for Michelle to complete the works once we would be gone. Erika also left a foolproof financial system behind and many instructions about running the business. We were confident that she had learned enough not to turn this project into a failure at this point.
Mae was a gem. As much as Kitty had angered us when she had hired her without permission, as much as now, we were glad for it. She had no intention of leaving her new job since she loved working at the inn and wearing this cat bikini all day long. Some of her friends would also be joining the crew after we left, and one of them was even interested in doing Syr's ungrateful job in the kitchen. We would leave tons of quick recipes behind, including the now-famous cathead sandwich, for them to perpetuate our legacy.
Since we had quickly reached the end of our extended vacation, the only thing left to do was to load up our luggage in the van and let Michelle drive us back to the airport so we could return home.
We all stood up in front of the inn, proud of our accomplishment and ready to say goodbye to a place that had turned our vacation upside down.
Erika was the first to express her most sincere emotions.
"Well... That was hell!"
"Hehe. Is that how much you enjoyed your trip to the Caribbean?"
"Pretty much... Next time I'll go on vacation by myself."
"Right, as if... You were way too happy to spend every night alone with Kitty, and then with Mae."
"Pfff... slightly."
Then it was Kitty's turn to share her thoughts by throwing her whole body carelessly in Mae's arms.



"Oof!"
"Maaeeee! You must visit us. You must!"
"Haha... I don't know. You live so far. Maybe I will if I'm not too busy here and make good tips."
"That would be amaaaazing! Then we can have more lesbian sex!"
"Hehe, you are never satisfied, aren't you?"
"Never!"
Syr clung to my arm as if she sensed that our quiet time together was coming to an end. Soon, we would be back home, and I wouldn't be able to spend as much intimate time with her. I wasn't sure how she would react to this return to abnormality, but I was pretty sure it was going to be a bit different. Would she still want to be my maid? Would she still be subservient in the name of love and roleplay? Would it cause new conflicts or a reassessment of her lifestyle? Somehow I was very confident that everything would go well and that we would find our balance back.
Michelle finally walked out of the inn, ready to drive us back to the airport.
"Everybody is ready?"
"Yes. Let's go."
We all gave Mae our last goodbyes and climbed in the van; she would stay behind to take care of the inn until Michelle came back.
The trip to the airport was actually a quiet one. Nobody was talking due to mixed emotions and tiredness. We all had worked so hard that, in some ways, we couldn't wait to go back home and relax. Kitty was even snoozing on my shoulder, probably exhausted by all the hot sex she had with Mae, but I didn't push her away even if Michelle had noticed us. Our rough argument had perhaps convinced her that I wasn't just dating her niece for her good look. So seeing Kitty drooling on my arm wasn't interpreted as a crime anymore.
Syr, who was sitting on the other side of Kitty, decided to gently pet her hair as if she was holding the small catgirl somewhat responsible for the two full weeks of special adventure we had experienced. She also looked at me with a gentle smile, knowing that we would only be able to discuss everything we had on our minds once we would be back home.
Sitting next to Michelle, Erika was still talking about business management, concerned that all her hard work would go to the shitter if she didn't keep a close eye on the inn. It would be a shame if all our efforts would turn into a failure. During the past two weeks, I had discovered the businesswoman version of Erika, the one who was ready to do everything to succeed, even if it meant wearing a sexy cat bikini around strangers. She was smart, she was swift, she was confident, and it made me fall in love with her even more.
I preferred to ignore all the teasing they had imposed on me. When Kitty and Erika dragged Mae into the fray to make me jealous, I knew they meant well. They were aware that I liked to have fun, and teasing me always worked so well. But they were also conscious that all their sins wouldn't go unpunished. Eventually, I would get them back.
For the first time since we got here, it was raining, a warm rain that was somehow soothing. It was a great feeling to have saved someone that Syr cared about and turned a mistake into something rewarding. It had been a lot of work, but it made me smile to know that we were leaving behind an imprint of what our atypical family could accomplish.
When we arrived at the airport, I unloaded the luggage while the girls said goodbye to Michelle.
"Goodbye, Auntie Michelle! It was a lot of fun, but you must be careful. I'm sure the creature I saw is still hiding in the kitchen."
"Haha, Kitty. I'll be careful. I don't want to be eaten alive by a monster."
"I know, right!"
After Kitty's long hug, next in line was Erika.
"So, you remember everything I taught you about bookkeeping, right?"
"I think so... There was a lot to learn."
"You think so? Hey! I will call you soon to make sure you do it right! I won't let you sink this business!"
"Haha! Okay, okay! I'll do my best. Thanks for everything, Erika!"
"Don't mention it. Hug me now!"
The same way Kitty did, Erika buried herself in Michelle's arms. And then Syr followed with the longest hug of all.
"I'll miss you, auntie! My friends all worked very hard on your inn. Make sure you take good care of it, okay?"
"I will. I will. You worked very hard too. Make sure you send me pictures of your life in the city, okay? I don't know enough about what you are doing."
"I will do my best."
The hug continued for a while longer, but it was time to go if we didn't want to miss our plane. Erika abruptly put an end to the touching scene.
"Alright, guys. Let's go! It's time for our check-in."
"Meow! I want to sit next to the window again!"
"No, Kitty! It's my turn! Last time they hit my knee with the food cart!"
"That was your fault. You always sleep with your legs open, always ready for sex."
As Erika and Kitty were fighting back and forth while heading to the terminal, Syr let go of her aunt and walked past me while blowing two little words into my ear.
"Be nice!"
Her aunt Michelle walked to me, looking down a little bit.
"You... you take good care of Elizabeth, right?"
"Always."
"Mmm... and... thanks for helping me fix the inn... It was nice of you. I was a bit... too rough on you."
Did I just dream this? Michelle, complimenting my work? Syr asking me to be nice was the only thing that prevented me from chuckling; instead, I adopted a less antagonizing format for once.
"Thanks for the hospitality. It was nice to learn a bit more about Elizabeth's family. She can be very secretive."
"Oh, I'm sure she didn't tell me half of what I would have liked to know about you guys, but if that's the way she wants things, who am I to interfere?"
"Hehe. You are right about that. She is a special one."
"I... I will hug you now. Okay?"
"Haha. Sure. Come here."
It was an awkward but happy hug. Standing a few meters away, Syr smiled, glad that Michelle and I ended our encounter in somewhat better terms than when we had first met.
After saying goodbye one last time, I returned to Syr.
"See, I can be nice sometimes."
"Yes... Master Mark."
"Oh? Are you my maid again?"
"Yes. And I will take excellent care of you when we go back home. You deserve it."
"Well then, I'm looking forward to it."
"... only if you take excellent care of me in return."
"I'm sure we can arrange something, cute maid."
We kissed and walked toward the terminal hand in hand.
***
Ten hours later, after a tranquil and eventless flight, we finally parked in our home's garage. Kitty was the first to get out of the car and to run into the house, not caring about who would have to carry her suitcase in.
"Well, she was in a hurry. Maybe her bladder was about to explode."
"Who knows, Kitty is always weird."
It turned out that I was the only one who cared about our belongings because after I unloaded the car, Syr and Erika had disappeared as well.
"Oh, great. They all let me carry everything by myself. Fantastic! What's the point of having a maid, then?"
One by one, I brought the suitcases to the hallway, and as soon as I was done, Kitty rushed to me and shoved something in my chest; her pink latex catsuit, the restrictive one with cat paws instead of fingers. On top of that, she began taking off her clothes.
"Now! I must wear it now, or else I'm gonna lose my mind."
"Haha. Kitty, chill a bit. Can't you let me relax first? I'm exhausted!"
"NO! You don't understand! I MUST wear my catsuit now!"
"Fine, fiiine. Come to the living room, and stop throwing your clothes everywhere."
"And I brought Erika's one as well. She must wear her suit too."
"Did you even ask her, or did you decide for her?"
"It doesn't matter. You can force her to wear it."
"I suppose I can if I have a death wish."
I spotted Erika on the patio drinking directly from a bottle of whiskey, leaning on a comfy chair, absorbing the silence of her backyard. She looked exhausted. Perhaps Kitty was right; a few days inside a latex suit had the potential to relax her a bit more.
I got Kitty inside her suit in no time, and she was smiling like never before. Seeing my cute pink rubber cat again was so much more fun than I had anticipated. Spending time with rubber girls was probably an addiction at this point. Want it or not, Kitty had trained me to like latex so much that I didn't realize how much I had missed it.
As soon as I clicked the padlock on her back zipper, she trotted outside and threw herself on Erika, just for the sake of disrupting her peace.
And that was when Syr showed up in the living room; all dressed up as a maid. Things were getting back to normal a bit too quickly, but it was good to see that we all had missed something.
"Ha, so you couldn't wait to put your uniform back on, Syr."
"I'm your maid. I wouldn't wear anything else around my master. It would be improper."
"But you did for two weeks in a row. Hehe. Did it not feel good to be this regular shy cute girl for a while and to tone down the roleplay?"
"Mmmph! I don't know what you are referring to, Master Mark. I would never do such a thing."
"I see..."
"I'm your maid. This is not roleplay. Is there anything I can do for you?"
"Actually, yes. Would you help me put this cute rubber catsuit on Erika? I fear she is going to fight me."
"Yes, Master. I will go catch her right away."
It was very convenient to own an obedient maid in hunting down catgirls. Tonight I would get to sleep with my two favorite rubber catgirls, and I had no intention to let them out of their suits for at least a week. Kitty wouldn't complain about it, but Erika might require a bit of arm twisting.
It was going to be a lot of fun.
***
"Mae? Do you know where the bleach is? I wanted to clean the bathroom, but the bottle is empty upstairs."
"Yes, Michelle. Elizabeth kept it in the kitchen. The bottom cabinet under the sink. Do you want me to get it for you?"
"No, I'll get it myself. Thanks."
Things were going well at the inn. Mae had brought in two of her cute friends who were willing to dress thinly and felinely, and business was profitable. The Cats of the Caribbean quickly grew in popularity, and Mae made sure to keep the spirit of the place intact. It was the friendliest place where someone could get a cold beer on the island.
So many clients had asked where Kitty and Erika were, but it was all good; they had learned to like the new staff, who were equally adorable. The cathead sandwich was still the best seller, and the new cook could barely keep up with the demand.
Things were definitely great at the inn, and Michelle finally had a solid retirement plan.
Michelle entered the kitchen and opened a few doors, trying to find the bleach.
"Where did she say? Ah yes, under the sink!"
She opened the door...
"Ah! There it is."
A very strange growl startled her when she pulled the big plastic jug out of the cabinet,
GRRrrr!
"EEEEEK!"
As soon as she saw something furry moving inside the cabinet, she ran out of the kitchen, screaming!
From Mae's point of view, she barely had time to see Michelle flying out of the inn, chased by a big fuzzy creature.
"A possum? Where did it come from? Oh, my! It was a very big one too. Awww, they are so cute."
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It was one of those days that Oreo, the black and white cat, didn't like at all, the end of her work shift at the Cakes & Pets. Shortly, Lucy would grab her by the wrist and lead her to the costume room to take her pet suit off no matter how she would be fighting against it. This time around, she would be off for four days in a row, which made her sad.
Oreo was one of the pets who had quite a bit of difficulty outside the café, and being forced to live in this world that she didn't particularly like was difficult for her. At least Clara was going to be at the pethouse along with her friend Accalia.
But when she saw Lucy sending her two friends out somewhere else for the day, she quickly understood that she would have to spend most of today by herself. Begging Lucy to let her wear her cat costume a bit longer wouldn't work, and in a short moment, she would stand by herself on the walkway.
She observed Clara and Accalia walking out of the café, and right after, Lucy came to see her.
"Alright, little one. Give me your paw. It's your turn to get out of costume. Please, don't make this difficult this time, I don't have the energy to fight you, okay?"
Usually, Oreo made a fuss about it, but she didn't feel like it this morning. Obediently, she extended her arm and let Lucy lead her to her unavoidable faith.
The costume room upstairs was both a sad and happy place at the same time. When Oreo put on her costume, it was always thrilling, but it was never fun when she had to take it off.
Lucy unzipped the back of her head and pulled her cat mask forward, revealing her short black hair. As soon as the nose tubes and mouthpiece popped out, Lucy wiped her face with a wet towel. Perhaps that was the best part of the process since it was quite refreshing, and the wet wipes smelled kind of nice too.
"Oof... we will need to comb that hair of yours. You look like a stray cat."
"Meh."
"Hey, don't be sad. We talked about this often. I can't let you wear your costume forever. You need breaks here and there to work on your real life."
"I don't want to."
"You always say that, Oreo. You know I'm right. You made huge progress since you are working for me. Remember, you even decided to go visit your family last time. Alright, give me your little arm."
"Mmm..."
Oreo was a bit different from other pets. She was as small and thin as they were, but she had trouble expressing her emotions through facial expression. Her permanently angry eyebrows topping her deep black eyes mislead pretty much everybody at first. How many times did people ask her, "Are you angry?" when she was not. Hearing this over and over maybe was the reason for her lack of desire to share her feelings. What would be the point of telling them they were wrong if they would jump to conclusions anyway?
When she was a rubber cat, nobody made comments about her expressions. She could be herself without fearing being teased or misinterpreted. At least Lucy was one of the rare persons who understood her real mood at any given time, costume or not. She had this sixth sense and was like a mother to her.
"Alright, give me your feet now. Aaah, what's wrong, Oreo? Why are you so sad? Cheer up a little."
"I'll be alone today."
"Ah, yes, you will. At least until Clara and Accalia come back from the college."
"Pfff... Why can't I go back to school too?"
"Aaah. I see what is bugging you now. You don't want your friend to finish school and leave you behind, right?"
"Mmmph!"
"You know, Oreo, it's up to you if you want to go back to school or not. I'll do all I can to help. But do you think you are ready? Are you ready to trade your pet time for studies?"
"... no."
"Listen, I'm not pushing you as much as I push the others because I don't think you are ready. I want you to succeed in life, and this is why I'm giving you four days off. I want you to find some balance outside the café first before we go further. Why don't you find something fun to do with Clara? You like Clara, right? Get out of the pethouse a little. You can't watch TV all day, you know."
"Mmm..."
"Trust me. I will keep working with you, and you'll get there. Don't worry too much about not being able to move faster than the others, okay? If it takes you years, then it takes you years. Come here and give me a big hug!"
Getting out of suit always felt a bit cold, so Lucy's motherly hug always felt good. It was something very special between the two of them. Lucy didn't hug the other pets in the costume room most of the time, but she always hugged Oreo as if she was her favorite daughter.
After dressing up back as a human, Oreo left the café.
"Bye, Oreo. See you in four days. Try to have fun with Clara, okay?"
"Mmhmm. Bye!"
The walk from the Cakes & Pets to the pethouse was a long one when all alone. The city was bustling with people going to work, but nobody looked like her. She felt way more like a cat than a human. Her friends said they felt the same, yet, they looked much more functional in the real world than she was. Her feeling of not being part of her own race was just weird. She often wondered how she would, one day, integrate their world as Lucy pushed her to do; it seemed so impossible.
A bright light brought hope to her life recently. Clara! When that girl visited the café at first, she reminded Oreo of herself to some extent. Okay, Clara had tried to wear Trixie's costume a while ago, but she was really bad at it, which was funny and confirmed that she would never be a pet, but the point was, she had very similar problems to hers. She couldn't talk, she couldn't smile, she couldn't laugh. It was nice to help her come out of her shell little by little and see her reach the point where she discovered her real problem and had to confront it headfirst. Fortunately, everybody was there to support her, and since then, she made giant leaps forward in her ability to fit in this seemingly inaccessible strange society.
So, Oreo wondered. Would she ever find the source of her own problems one day and finally be able to move forward in life? Would she, one day, find out a way to fit in? She wasn't too convinced it would happen.
"Mmmph!"
She opened the heavy glass door at the base of the big insurance building and squeezed her small body in. Why was that door always so heavy? Was it just because she was tiny? Trotting past the security guards who avoided eye contact was a formality before she engulfed herself inside the first available elevator, direction, the pethouse.
After her uninterrupted vertical trip, she swiped her access card and entered her home. She kicked her shoes off and went directly to her drawer to get rid of her card. She then pressed her nose and hands on the giant window wall to look at the rising sun over the city. It was a cold day, and all the small buildings produced some smoke or steam, whatever it was. She didn't know how heating systems worked, but it was an entertaining thing to watch during winter.
What her eyes saw was only the physical aspect of this world.
She didn't comprehend that hundreds of thousands of people were having a life while she felt like a prisoner of the pethouse. It didn't feel too good, but she was used to it and coped with it. At least she had many friends now and didn't feel too abandoned anymore. It was certainly a positive step forward in life.
Being away from the Cakes & Pets was always difficult, but Oreo had a special way to endure her off-café time. Her method was something Lucy had prohibited her from doing, fearing it would impede her ability to rejoin the real world one day, but she never obeyed that rule. All her pet friends knew she was deliberately going against Lucy's wish, but she trusted them not to say anything to anybody. Clara would probably not say anything either.
Oreo climbed the big stairs and headed straight to the main bedroom of the pethouse. Her small finger flicked the light switch on, and she entered the giant walk-in closet. Stepping on the little stool allowed her to reach her assigned shelf, the top one. She then pulled a black duffle bag from it that contained the secret that Lucy couldn't learn.
Hugging the bag, as if her pet experience had caused her to forget how to use her hands properly, she carried it back to the bed. She then took some of its content out. All the items she lined up on the blanket were as black as her hair and eyes. Oreo couldn't help but feel fuzzy in her lower stomach at the sight of these. Perhaps it was due to a mix of something she liked very much and the nervousness caused by willingly disobeying Lucy.
After returning the bag to the shelf, she stripped naked and dropped all her clothes in a big bamboo hamper, hoping that she wouldn't need them anytime soon; Accalia would probably do the laundry for her as usual. Using the full-length mirror attached to the wall, she quickly looked at herself. Like all her friends, except for Asha and Accalia, who had naturally darker skin, Oreo was white like a ghost due to her lack of exposure to sunlight. Winter didn't help either.
As she ran her little hands on her soft skin, she thought she was lucky to have such a small body. Her friends were pretty much all the same shape, and since she was attracted to them, there were no obvious reasons to dislike having a similar body. On top of that, since she was working at the café, it was fitting. She thanked the Gods many times that she wasn't born bigger and taller. A good squeeze to her little boobs made her feel even happier. They were not as big as Trixie's, but nobody could mistake her as a boy.
However, something wasn't right. When Oreo stared at herself in the mirror, it felt like she was looking at a different person. It was a very odd sensation to like what she saw but not feeling that this body belonged to her. In her mind, she was more an animal than a human, a cat to be precise. So seeing this smooth skin left her puzzled. Fortunately, she had found the perfect remedy for dealing with this weird self-identification conflict.
Oreo sat on the bed and grabbed the first item she wanted to put on, her amazing black latex catsuit. It took her a long time to save up enough money to buy a good custom one, but Vix, who understood her troubled emotions very well, had chipped in considerably to help; Vix has always been so generous. Several of her friends also helped her acquire all her other items. As embarrassing as it was, she couldn't refuse the help, but at least, over time, she had found good ways to repay them.
When she inserted her first foot in the cold stretchy material, a sense of righteousness washed over her body. She didn't care about the importance of taking a break from wearing a catsuit; she just couldn't help it. Since her toes had entered their respective holes in the toe socks, there was no going back anyway.
This suit that now covered her legs, butt, and hips was not a pet suit, at least not like the one at the café; there was no tail, but some cute ears were mounted on top of the hood. It merely functioned as a way to take away the direct line of sight that people would have with her real skin or when she would look at herself. Not to say that the delicious feeling of rubber clinging to her limbs wasn't a nice perk.
Oreo's hands entered the long sleeves, and she guided her small fingers in the attached gloves, wriggling them to find the perfect fit. They were not too tight or too loose, and there was no wrinkle to be found. She rolled her shoulders to get the suit over them and was now ready to flip the hood over her head, the best part.
As the rubbery material touched her face, a sense of well-being invaded her heart. How could this be a bad thing, she thought. She quickly aligned the mouth and eye holes that were big enough to show her angry brows and zipped the back of the suit up using her flexible arms. The sensation of the latex wrapping snugly around her waist and soft neck has always been one of her favorite parts.
"Hmm... Lucy is wrong about this."
The black rubber cat girl grabbed a small spray bottle and coated herself here and there conservatively. Using her gloved hands, she rubbed the slippery substance all over her body, not forgetting in between her little rubber toes. Trixie had told her that Clara had a thing for feet, so she would surely like hers; she wasn't supposed to talk to her about it, though, it was a secret. The more she caressed her skin, the glossier it got. She wanted to look good for Accalia and Clara when they would come back home later today. Of course, she didn't forget to add a little shine to her two little cat ears.
The next step was to put on her rubber harness. In the past, she had asked Lucy if she could get one to wear at the café, but Lucy had said, "no, Oreo, this is not a BDSM café!", so she had decided to get one for herself.
She really liked the one she had purchased. Actually, it was her friend Misti who had suggested it. The straps were running nicely around her breast, making them pop out a bit more, almost making her chest look like Trixie's. It was enhancing her waist quite a bit too, and it went all the way down around her thighs. There were not many buckles since it would get uncomfortable when cuddling with her friends, but everything was lockable; she wouldn't do that today, though, because she knew this would be new to Clara who was easily startled by new experiences.
With her harness hugging her little body, she then picked up the rubber cuffs and fastened them around her wrists and ankles. The shiny D-rings could be used to tie her up, of course, and those were lockable as well. The last thing to go on was the matching rubber collar. It was fairly wide, so she would never forget that it was on, even though it was not that restrictive.
Oreo sat back on the bed, where the two remaining items she had prepared were waiting for her. Those would help her kill time until her friends came back from college. The first one was a thin latex blindfold that followed every little curve of her face, not leaving a single crack through which the light could have found a way to reach her pretty eyes. Putting it on was always a special moment that meant, "you can now relax and be yourself."
The second item was a neat head harness with a small black ballgag attached. Oreo loved the way the rubber straps imprisoned her head and how the gag lodged itself comfortably behind her teeth. Her lower jaw was locked in place by the under chin strap, preventing her from expelling her gag.
For now, that would be it. Oreo finally felt whole again and relived the same happiness she had experienced as a pet girl at the café. It was not exactly the same, but this was her representation of what being human was about and good enough to survive the next few days until returning to work, where she would be allowed to be a real latex cat again. It was a reasonable in-between.
She crawled on the bed and comfortably laid on her back. Her hands sensually explored her slick latex skin, sending good sensations back to her brain. Of course, Oreo couldn't see how shiny and beautiful she was because of her blindfold, but she felt it and knew it was right. Yes, Lucy was wrong. She HAD to be wrong! What would Oreo have to gain by fighting what didn't feel right? She wasn't convinced that she could accept her real body one day as it was. It was so much easier just to give in and submerge herself in this little inoffensive latex world. Everything was right. The texture, the smell, the warmth. What could be so wrong with letting herself fall in this space filled up only with pleasure and happiness? The more she let herself go, the better it was. She could be what she was meant to be, a real cat.
As her fingers massaged her soft breasts, causing the latex to crackle discreetly, she thought that Clara would like her much better this way rather than if she had presented herself as a human. This was her true self, the only one that should be loved.
As the pleasure coursed through her veins, Oreo wondered if, perhaps, she should push it a bit farther. Maybe Clara and Accalia would like to find her all tied up too. She had a few more interesting items in her duffle bag, things that her friends had often used to play with her and always enjoyed so much. Clara would probably be less intimidated if there were no threat around. If Oreo were to be tied up, Clara would understand that she was in control of the situation and wouldn't worry as much as she usually did. She then could take all the time in the world to discover who Oreo was outside of her pet costume.
Yes, perhaps Oreo would tie herself up later... for Clara's sake. It seemed like a valid justification.
"Aaanh!"
If there were an advantage of not being a café pet today, it would be that those rubber fingers felt very good down there.
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"Come, Accalia. Your shift is over. Let's take you out of that costume."
As Lucy spoke those words, Accalia ran away from her, but she had nowhere to go. This useless protest was a repetitive scene at the Cakes & Pets when one of the cute animals reached the end of its work shift. Lucy asked for cooperation, but the pets always acted as if they didn't expect what she would do. To me, I found this theatrical performance rather cute, but to Lucy, it was draining, and sometimes, to make things easier, she had to resort to a carrot and stick approach to obtain some sort of obedience.
"Accalia, get out from behind the couch. I can see your big ears anyway. Today, I wanted you to spend the day with Clara. Don't you want to spend the day with Clara?"
The rubber wolf girl knew it was probably a trick, but at the same time, she didn't really want to take the risk not to spend the day with me, so she slowly crawled out from behind her hiding place, which was just enough for Lucy to grab her wrist.
"Gotcha! Come now, it's a big day today, and I need to talk to Clara and you. Let's go take your suit off."
Accalia nodded and followed her owner out of the lounge without any additional resistance.
On my side, I had a pretty good idea why Lucy wanted to talk to me and why she had asked me to come to the café so early in the morning.
A certain black cat was deep asleep on my lap while I was sipping my coffee. Her soft latex skin was glossy as ever since she had just received a little polishing that made her look so sexy. Misti was the only one wearing an entirely black catsuit, so she looked the most fetishist pet of them all. Amusingly enough, out of costume, she had such pale skin and this light blonde hair; it was quite a contrast with her cat persona, and I loved this duality so much. It was like having two friends for the price of one.
She took a very deep breath and let out a long slow sigh, making me wonder what she could be dreaming about. Maybe it was something I should ask my friends more often. Their entire life revolved around being pets and working at the café, but didn't they have other goals and aspirations? The more I spent time around them, the more mysterious they became.
I slid my finger around her cute cat muzzle and made her small whiskers bounce. Mystery was great.
***
A bit later, Lucy came back to the lounge, followed by Accalia, who was a human girl again. As usual, the pets weren't very happy when they finished working, so Accalia just heavily let her butt fall on the couch next to me, making me bounce up and waking up Misti at the same time.
"Aww... You woke up Misti!"
"Well, Misti can work today, and I can't. So it's only fair that she stops being lazy and goes take care of the clients."
"But... the café is not open yet."
"Pfff! Whatever!"
The small Asian girl didn't mean what she was saying. She was just frustrated that her shift had ended and decided to be a bit mean just for the sake of venting.
Misti knew that as well, but it was not a good enough reason not to take revenge on her friend who had obliterated her dream. The black cat crawled off me and exaggeratedly ensured to make it extra uncomfortable for Accalia by pressing a paw in her face.
"Heeey! Stupid cat! Stop it!"
As Misti headed to another empty booth to continue her nap, Accalia wrapped her arm around mine and leaned on me. Since I started visiting the café, I spent a lot of time with the rubber pets. I knew them well by now, but I didn't have many opportunities to spend time with all of them when they were out of their suit. Accalia was one of them with whom I didn't do many activities outside the café; it was a bit odd to cuddle with her as a human even though I was very comfortable playing with her as a small wolf.
"Bleh! I wanted to work more."
"You'll work again soon, Accalia. Your next shift is in three days."
"It's so far. But at least I'll be able to spend all my time with you and Meeka."
"No, Meeka is starting her new shift today. Asha too."
"Really? Who will be off with me, then?"
"Oreo."
"Aaah... Yay! Oreo! That's going to be fun. I forgot our schedule got all messed up because Vix got punished the other day for kicking Lucy's tray and wasting all our food."
In the far corner of the café, Oreo was cuddling with Vix and Trixie, which made me wonder... If Oreo's shift was over as it was supposed to be, why did Lucy not take off her suit at the same time as Accalia's? It was a bit strange.
I felt my question was about to be answered because Lucy, with a wider smile than usual, walked to us and sat on the couch facing ours.
"So, how do you like your new home, Clara?"
"The pethouse is good. We sleep very well there."
"Haha. I bet. Those are comfy beds full of petgirls."
"..."
"Do you know why I asked you to come here today?"
Oof! Straight to the point. I knew exactly what I was doing here but wasn't sure if I wanted to talk about it just yet. So I sank in my seat a little bit instead of answering.
"That's right, Clara. You are going back to school, and you need to decide what you want to study."
"Mmmh... School... is hard."
"Yes it is! And that's why I set an appointment for you to see a guidance counselor at the college today. You have to be there at 10 am. They will help you decide on what program you would like to follow and help you get started with everything."
"Mmmh!"
"Hey, cheer up. You are very lucky. Because you are unemployed, the government will pay for most of your sessions. But you can't quit before you obtain your diploma, or else there will be big penalties, so keep that in mind, okay?"
"Yes, Lucy."
As much as I didn't look forward to going back to school, as much as I knew Lucy was right. I couldn't spend the rest of my life doing nothing and had no intention to get a similar job to what I was doing before. Until I had my mental breakdown, I had not realized how much doing something I hated for a living hurt me.
The other very important thing that I was very aware of was my deal with Lucy, one that I made when I was recovering at her apartment. When I had asked her if I could still move to the pethouse, she was happy to let me to, but only if I had a plan. She didn't want me to sit on the couch all day. So I had to find a job or go back to school, and she really pushed me to choose the latter so I could build myself a better life.
"Accalia, you will go with her."
"Sure! Yay! I'll spend the day with Clara!"
"Hmmm... I think you didn't understand correctly what I said."
"Uh? You want me to go with Clara to her appointment? No?"
"Yes, but I also mean that you are going back to school too."
"WHAT!? But...but...but..."
"No buts. You knew this was coming. We talked about it often. It's about time you pick a career too."
"But... I CAN'T go back to school!"
"Why not?"
"I'm a PET! You need me here."
"I'm not firing you. You'll keep working part-time. I'm not that cruel. I have a new girl starting soon, too, so we won't run out of pets!"
"You... you are replacing me!?"
"No, Accalia! That's not what I said, and you know it."
"Awww... But why me? Why not Trixie or Vix? They don't have college degrees either!"
"Different pets, different problems, different rhythm. Do you remember why you started working here in the first place?"
"..."
A grunt was all she could respond to this last question. I had no idea what Lucy was referring to, but Accalia certainly did. There was a little tension in the air, but the last thing I wanted to do was to put my nose into a matter that didn't concern me. I knew the petgirls all had their little secrets, and even though I was curious, I didn't want to invade their privacy.
"Good. We have an understanding then. Alright, you two. Help me feed the pets, then you can head to the college for your appointment."
***
Just before 10 am, Accalia and I arrived at the big college on the edge of the downtown area. If I were to study here, I could easily walk from the pethouse to there without having to climb aboard a crowded city bus, another thing I didn't miss since I had lost my job.
It was nice to be able to spend a bit of time with Accalia alone. She was very friendly and not as playful and intense as Trixie or Misti, not nearly as clingy; more normal, perhaps. There were awkward silences during our walk, but nothing bad. It just meant that we would slowly get to know each other.
"Ah, it's there. Let's go talk to the lady."
"Okay."
Going to new places with the pets when they were off work was always great because I didn't have to do the talking. I didn't know much about school stuff, so this was unknown territory, and I preferred avoiding looking like a fool.
Accalia let go of my arm and walked up to the receptionist's desk.
"Hi, we have an appointment with the guidance counselor. This is Clara over there, hiding behind the plant, and I'm Lian."
"Ah, yes. Welcome. This is your questionnaire, and this one is hers. Please, take your time to fill it up. It will help Tim to evaluate you. Once they are completed, please bring them back to me. It's not a race. It should take you a good thirty minutes to fill it up."
"THAT LONG!?"
"Hum... Half an hour to help you make a lifetime decision? I think it's worth the effort. Keep in mind that this is not homework. It's something you do for yourself."
"Oops... I'm sorry..."
After spinning around to hide her blushing face from the receptionist, which was exactly why I preferred to let others do the talking, Accalia fast-walked toward me to give me my form and hug.
"Aaaah! I don't want to be here! I just want to be a pet!"
"Don't worry, Accalia. It's hard for me too. Let's go sit in the quiet corner over there."
"Nooo! I want to leave!"
"I... I don't think Lucy would be happy if you did."
"Aaaah! Okay, okay! But still... bleeeeh!"
***
The lady had lied to us. This questionnaire took way more than thirty minutes to fill up. I couldn't think straight anymore, and Accalia was about to die; we've been at it for almost an hour, and it felt like five. She had eventually laid down on the floor in front of me, and after I kicked my shoes off, I massaged her belly with my feet, like if we were at the café. With the questionnaire above her face, she kept asking me for help.
"Clara... What is my most outstanding personality trait?"
"Mmm... I don't know... You are cuddly?"
"Oh, I don't think I can write that on the form. They are going to give me grief if I do."
"I'm not sure Acca... I don't know much about you."
"Well, it's probably better to keep it that way. Trust me."
As we scribbled our answers on the sheet of paper, a man's voice interrupted us.
"Well, that is a first... I've never seen friends using each other as a floor mat before."
"..."
My breathing stopped. I knew I shouldn't have done that. At the café, we could do this cute stuff to the pet, but putting my feet on Accalia's soft belly in a public place was bound to be frowned upon.
"Hehe. Are you Clara?"
"Y... yes."
"Good, I'm your counselor. Tim's the name. Are you ready?"
"I... I didn't finish... my form."
"Oh, it's okay. It's not that important. Follow me. We are going to discuss your future. Lian, you are going to be next. And please get off the floor. It's probably not very clean."
What? After spending an hour working on the form, he told us that it was not that important? If I had known, I would not have had to endure Accalia's whining for the past hour. Despite this frustration, I stood up and followed the man to his office.
He must have been a good six foot four and well above two hundred pounds, which was seriously clashing with my pet size body type. That said, I didn't get any bad vibes from this man. It was nothing like the security guards at the pethouse who were very scary. He looked friendly enough and didn't make me feel particularly intimidated. Perhaps it was because we were inside a school which I considered to be a safe place.
As I walked behind him, another thing made me feel strange. I had managed to talk to him even though he was a stranger. I would never have been able to do this before I started visiting the café. My anxiety was still very present, making my lungs struggle for air, but overall, I had managed to communicate some answers even if I was sure he had noticed that talking was not easy for me. This made me feel a bit hopeful since it was a giant leap in my belief that I could, one day, get better at talking to people.
When I entered his office, it immediately reminded me of my therapist's; it was too cozy to make me feel at ease. There was a leather sofa on which he invited me to sit and another one across the coffee table where his laptop was. As he slowly lowered his butt in his seat, his eyes rapidly went through my long document, and then he put it aside before observing me for a few seconds as if to gauge who I was. I was willing to bet that, in his head, he was discarding all the potential jobs I couldn't do because of my small size.
"So, Clara. Do you have an idea of what you want to do as a career?"
"N—no..."
"Have you ever thought about it?"
"I... I don't think so."
"Okay. First things first, I guess. What are you good at?"
"..."
This question... Why was it hurting? Why did it remind me of my mother? Probably because she had raised me in a way that didn't allow me to express myself, therefore not trying new things that I may have liked. I didn't know myself that much since I never had granted myself a chance to explore who I really was until recently.
"I... I'm not very good... at anything."
"I'm sure it's not true because I've seen thousands of students in this office, and every one of them was good at something. They just didn't know it. What do you like to do then?"
"I... I don't do... much..."
"Let me rephrase that... What is important to you?"
"..."
What was important to me? I didn't expect that question today. Right away, the only answer that came to my mind was Lucy and the pets, the Cakes & Pets, but I was pretty sure that was not what he wanted to hear.
"I... I don't know."
"Aaah, Clara. I know that's not true either. Listen. There are no good or bad answers to those questions, you know. I'm just trying to get to know you so I can help you choose your field of study."
"But... It's... It's hard."
"Very, yes. So, take a deep breath and relax. Think about it. I see on your form that you've worked for a big company before."
"Yes... I was packing random items. But I don't want to do that anymore."
"You didn't like it?"
"No... It was really not fun."
"Yet, you did it for quite a while. Why?"
"..."
"There must have been something that made you stay in a position that you disliked for this long, no?"
This interview had just begun, but it was HARD. It was like the therapist, but without consideration for my feelings. Part of me wanted to leave, but the other part had to admit that his questions seemed good related to the purpose of my visit.
"Clara... What was the one thing that kept you going to work?"
"Hum... M... Money?"
"Good... So you like money then?"
"Well... I don't need much of it... It was just to pay my rent."
"That was not my question. Everybody needs to pay rent, but usually, it's not enough to keep them in a job they hate. People generally move on. So why did you stay?"
I lowered my head because I didn't like the answers popping up in my mind. I stayed there because of my speech disorder and because I didn't think I could do anything else with my life. And more recently, I...
"I... I wanted to... No... It's stupid."
"What is stupid?"
"My... my friends... I wanted to be able to stay near my friends."
"Aaaah, see. Money allows you to stay around your friends. That is a very good answer."
"Is... Is it?"
"Yes... So you like your friends a lot?"
"Yes... they are... everything to me. When I help Lucy at the café, It's always fun."
As soon as I said that, I froze like an ice cube. Why did I even mention the café? My face turned blue, and I didn't know what to say anymore.
"A café? You got a new job?"
"N...No... I'm just helping her feed my fr... I mean... No. I mean..."
"Hey, hey! Relax, Clara. You don't need to tell me about it. But that place seems very important to you. Your friend works there?"
"Yes."
"And you like taking care of your friends that much."
"Yes."
"Let's imagine something, okay. If I were to give you a million dollars, would it help you take care of your friends better?"
"Oh, yes."
"Would you like to help other people too if they needed it?"
"I think so. Yes."
"Good, good. See, we are getting somewhere now. Let's use that as a starting point. You are a very empathic person."
This was definitely worse than the therapist. I wished Accalia was here with me so I could hug her while he was working on my case. Instead, my little arms over-squeezed one of the cushions that had unconsciously grabbed, even though it made me look like a distressed child.
Tim explained different possible career paths for the next thirty minutes. Some of them were unexpected. He kept drilling me with tough questions that forced me to understand better who I was. I now had a small pile of documents in front of me on the coffee table, each of them describing a different profession. It was still not easy to wrap my head around everything he had said so far.
"So, Clara. Those are ten jobs I want you to think about. You'll bring those documents home, read them, and think about what they would bring to you in the future. Would they allow you to help you do what you want? Do you understand?"
"Yes... I think so."
"Good. There are still a few weeks before you have to choose, so don't rush it. I'll see you again next week and we will discuss it some more. Sounds good?"
"Yes. Thank you, Tim."
"No problem, now let's take care of your carpet friend who loves lying on the floor. It was a bit odd."
"Hehe. She loves doing that."
It was a relief to know that I would have some more time to make up my mind about my future. I traded my pillow for the pile of documents and followed Tim outside of his office. Accalia was still sitting on the floor, and she had clearly given up working on her form.
***
"Aaah! It's over! Tim was nice, though."
"Yes, he was."
Accalia held my arm tightly as we walked out of the college with our documents. It was still a bit strange to see her out of her pet costumes. It was as if my friends all had two versions of themselves, making it difficult to learn everything about them.
And thinking about that reminded me that I had another upcoming challenge.
"Acca... Do you think Oreo is waiting for us at the pethouse?"
"Yes, I'm sure she is. Why?"
"She... She is the only pet I have never seen out of costume."
"Oh, really?"
"Yes. I don't know what she is like... It makes me a bit nervous."
"Haha. Oreo is quite something. She is super awkward! But we love her that way."
"Awkward? How come?"
"Well, she doesn't talk much, a bit like you. And she always looks angry, but it's just because she has funny eyebrows."
Accalia jumped in front of me and started to walk backward while mimicking with her fingers what Oreo's eyebrows looked like. The way she was doing it was funny, but I knew she didn't do it to be mean.
"I don't think you'll see what she looks like, though. Haha. But she sure will want you to sleep with us."
"... That doesn't make sense!"
"I knooow! I said that on purpose to confuse you. I bet you'll love her very much. Hurry! Now that you mentioned it, I want to get to the pethouse faster! I hadn't had a day off with Oreo in a while! It's going to be a lot of fun."



"Acca! Wait for me! Why do the pets always walk so fast?"
What did she mean by, "I don't think you'll see what she looks like?" I knew for a fact that Lucy didn't allow the pets to bring their costumes to the pethouse because she wanted them to rest and live a little outside the café. So yes, I was confused. And was it possible that Oreo also had similar communication difficulties than I had? If that were to be true, I would really like to know why she was like that.
Accalia and I walked the three kilometers separating the college from the pethouse in record time. Good thing it was winter, the cold temperature prevented us from sweating too much. Along the way, we discussed our career choice and shared the same feeling that we were not ready to choose anything yet. At least Tim had given us useful pointers that would help us think about it. It was a bit silly to be in my twenties and not having a clue about what to do with my life yet. I would have to thank Lucy for getting me started with all of this. Somehow, despite my lack of confidence, I felt ready for this new chapter in my life.
When we reached the big insurance building, home of the pethouse, we got in the elevator and headed straight to the top floor. After the short ride, we were standing in front of the two big wooden doors, but Accalia asked me something using a more serious tone before we went in.
"Clara, if Oreo did what I think she did, you cannot tell Lucy because that will make her angry. All the pets know what Oreo is doing, but we just let her do what she likes. Okay?"
"O...okay?"
"Don't worry. You'll understand what we mean right away. It's nothing bad. Oreo is probably nervous about it too, but I will tell her that you won't say anything to Lucy."
Without giving me a chance to absorb this additional mystery, Accalia pushed the door open and announced our arrival.
"OREO! Clara and I are back!"
A silence greeted us. The girl giving life to the black and white rubber cat didn't seem to be around.
After kicking off our shoes and hanging our coats, Accalia climbed the big stairs.
"Come, Clara. I'm sure she is upstairs."
"Is she sleeping? Don't wake her up."
"I don't think she is sleeping, and even if she were, she would want you to wake her up."
I was getting a bit nervous now. Accalia acted very casually about this, but how could I not be anxious when she said that Oreo was not asleep, yet, not responding. What was going on? I wanted Accalia to explain to me what was going on.
"Acca! Wait! Tell me... I'm a bit scared now."
"Scared? Oh... sorry. I didn't mean to scare you. Don't worry. As I said, there is nothing bad going on."
"But, why are you so evasive?"
"Aaah, you are right. Lucy told me that I had to be nice to you. When things are going too fast, you worry a lot. I'm sorry. Mmm... Let me think about this for a second... It's kind of hard to explain."
Once more, the petgirls understood the difficulties I had in coping with stressful situations. I was glad I had voiced my feelings because Accalia was getting a bit too intense, and I needed to take a step back. She liked to tease me, which was fine, but since I had never met Oreo out of costume, it was too much all at once.
"Okay, Clara. You know what. I'm sure she is in the bedroom. I will let you go see her by yourself, that way you'll be able to take all the time you need to meet her. I need to shower anyway. It will give you some quiet time together so you can get to know each other. I tell you, Oreo is super nice."
"But... What are you hiding from me?"
"Hehe. Oreo's secret. Go see her. You'll understand everything right away. Trust me, okay?"
"Mmm... okay."
Accalia pulled me in a hug and kissed my cheek before heading to the bathroom, leaving me alone with the closed bedroom door that I had to cross. It reminded me awfully of when I met Vix out of costume for the first time when the poor thing was recovering from a cold. It had ended up being an awkward moment, but it had also turned into something magical shortly after.
I knocked lightly on the door before cracking it open. Like that first time with Vix, the lights were turned off, and the curtains closed.
"Oreo? Are...are you sleeping?"
I didn't get an answer, but I heard something moving on the big bed.
"I'm coming in, okay? I'll open the curtain a little bit... so we can see each other."
Carefully walking on my tiptoes, just in case she really was asleep, I headed to the window and parted the curtains just enough to brighten the room.
When I turned around, my lungs stopped functioning, as it was too often the case when dealing with these petgirls who always put me through a whole range of emotions.
A small latex-covered someone rested on the bed. If it had been just that, I wouldn't have been this shocked; latex was good, and I loved it. But this time, there was more. Lying flat on her belly, she had her arms and legs restrained behind her back by what seemed to be leather cuffs. A matching black rubber blindfold covered her eyes, and a black ballgag, secured with leather straps running around her head, robbed her from her voice. A leather harness zigzagged around her shiny black torso. But the small cat ears on top of her head left no doubt about her identity.
"O... Oreo?"
"Mmmph!"
She nodded.
"Are... are you okay?"
"HmmHmm."
I didn't know what to do. All the vague information Accalia had provided me beforehand now made a lot more sense, but it didn't help me figure out where to go from there. I could barely comprehend what I was looking at. Part of me wanted to go to the bathroom to fetch Accalia, and the other part wanted to stay and absorb this new experience.
Oreo began to twist, push, and pull on her bonds and managed to roll to her side. Her gag moved oddly in her mouth as if she unsuccessfully tried to expel it.
"Do... Do you want... to talk?"
She nodded.
As I carefully approached the large bed, I noticed a funny sensation in my lower belly. Did I like what I was looking at that much? My love for shiny latex was something I had fully accepted, so it made sense that I liked what Oreo looked like. But all those little extras were not something I was familiar with, and I never had an opportunity to ask myself what I thought of it.
There was something about her cutely restrained body that just made me feel funny. I could sense it under my few layers of discomfort.
Since she had rolled away from me, I had to climb on the big mattress to meet her. The rubber harness she wore made her body look even thinner, but I found it quite cute. This costume was actually making it easier for me somehow. I was no longer intimidated by the latex pets, and this catsuit wasn't too far from what I was used to.
I knelt next to her.
"I... I'll... try to remove... your... gag?"
Oreo nodded again.
"O... okay... Don't move... okay?"
It was so strange. Trying not to touch her too much, fearing I don't know what, I reached behind her head to find the buckles. Carefully, I unfastened the straps, she had tightened them quite a bit, and then, I pulled the delicate harness off her face, making her rubber ears bounce adorably.
When I pulled the ballgag out of her mouth, Oreo let a little moan out while stretching her jaw.
"Aaaah..."
"O... Oreo?"
"... Y... yes..."
"... You... you are all... tied up."
"I... I know."
"O... okay."
It was so awkward. Oreo seemed as embarrassed as I was. It was the first time I heard her little voice, but somehow it matched what I had in mind for her. Despite that, I still wished Accalia was around to help me break the ice.
"Can... can I take your... blindfold... off?"
"... yes. If... if you want to."
The thin rubber blindfold perfectly following her face's shape certainly didn't allow any light in. For some obscure reason, not having had to meet her gaze so far made it easier for me, exactly like when I had to interact with the pets at the café for the first time. Their black eyes hiding their real eyes had been a lifesaver and had allowed me to get to know them without being oppressed by something intimidating.
This made me wonder if Oreo had done this on purpose to make it easier on me or just felt kinky. But since Oreo seemed very gentle and shy, non-threatening, I thought that revealing her eyes would be the right thing to do... or at least, something to do.
I slowly peeled the rubber sheet from Oreo's face and uncovered the most striking part of her human form, her eyes. They were closed at first, but she shyly blinked them open. She was very still. Her hood's eye holes were big enough for me to see her eyebrows and understand what Accalia had meant when she amusingly mimicked her friend in front of me earlier...
But her irises...
Oreo looked straight at me with her BEAUTIFUL dark-brown eyes. VERY dark. Other pets had dark eyes too, but nothing like this. It was as if I were looking at the most expensive black pearls in the world. Her white skin just made them stand out like crazy...
"O... Oreo..."
"... I... I know... My eyebrows... they are weird..."
"... No... That's... That's not it..."
"... no?"
"No... You are... so... so pretty!"
"..."
The tied-up catgirl gasped and then stopped breathing as if I had stabbed her in the guts. I didn't know what she was thinking exactly, but as my face turned beet-red after having admitted my real first impression, I wondered if I had said something too nice a bit too quickly.
Those words I just said... They had accidentally escaped my mouth for one particular reason. It was the absolute truth.
Every time I had met a pet outside its costume so far, I had always been impressed by how cute they all were. Trixie and Mistie with their blonde hair, Asha and Accalia with their dark skin and silky hair, Vix with her incredible adorability and friendliness, I was jealous of them all...
But, Oreo... her eyes... her voice... her tied up little body covered by a thin layer of black latex. She made my heart beat faster. There was this sensation in my chest that seemed to grow almost painfully the more I stared at her. It wasn't like anything else I had felt around any other pets before. Was this just because of this very unusual way that she had chosen to present herself to me? Was it just my body having trouble coping with all the concurrent emotions that rose inside of me?
"Do... do you... want to untie me?"
"... Oh... Yes. Sorry... I... I'll try."
Her little hesitant question snapped me out of my strange trance. I followed her smooth arms all the way to her delicate wrists and inspected her cuffs. Bondage was something I knew about from the internet, but I had never really thought much about it. Seeing it in real life was very different and intimidating.
Once I understood that an x-shaped strap attached to the D-rings of her cuffs was what kept her in this position, it was easy to free her up. Now that she was untied, Oreo knelt... and just stared at me some more with those amazing eyes.
"I... I like your... harness..."
"I love it too."
"Can... can I... touch it?"
"... yes."
I carefully extended my arms to visit her extremely sensual rubber harness. It fitted all her curves perfectly and significantly enhanced her breasts. As awkward as it was to think about this right now, there was something about her latex-covered chest that was just so attractive. Her suit seemed way thinner than her usual animal suit, I could even see her nipples through it.
Unconsciously, and perhaps because I had done that regularly with Trixie, my hands covered her breasts and gave them a little squeeze. It was so warm and so comfortable. But I had forgotten about something...
"Aaaah... C... Claraaa..."
Oreo looked like a pet, but she had no masks on this time around to keep her muted. I wasn't used to hearing a pet voicing its state of mind. It even made me wonder if, during all this time, when I had grabbed pet boobs, perhaps they had reacted just like Oreo did, but behind a mask that had prevented me from hearing them.
I quickly withdrew my arms back to my chest.
"I'm... I'm sorry... I didn't... mean to..."
"It's... it's okay... The other girls... they do that too... but you do it better..."
"..."
"Can... can you... hug me, now?"
Yes... It was the best idea ever. That precisely was what I needed at the moment, a comforting, reassuring hug from a cute pet.
As soon as I opened my arm, Oreo tossed herself on me and made me fall on my back. Having her on top of me confirmed that she was as light as when we did this at the café. Now that she was straddling me and pushing her head against my chest while squeezing my rib cage, I felt so happy because I understood that it was what I had wanted to do since the first second I discovered her tied-up body on the bed. I was very attracted to this new version of Oreo, even if I didn't know why.
After a long moment, she raised her body a bit, enough to look at me in the eyes... Again... That gaze... why was it so intense. There was something about her that I had never felt with anybody else. Even though shiny black latex covered most of her face, I could still see her eyes and mouth...
Her mouth... Those thin lips...
My hands that rested on her back gripped her harness and pulled her toward me.
Our lips locked...
"Mmmm..."
"Hmmm...:"
This was involuntary... this was a reflex... this was unexpected.
For a fraction of a second, I wondered why I had done this, or was it her that did it? Nevertheless, the sensation of our tongues slowly sliding on each other wiped my concerns. An insane amount of sexual hormones flooded my entire body, making me grip Oreo's harness even harder to make sure she wouldn't stop kissing me... I didn't want her to stop... in case she would hate me for having done this without asking first...
No... She was kissing me back so intentionally.
It was perfect.
***
Accalia had watched the scene discreetly from the hallway to make sure everything would go well for Clara and Oreo. She had pretended to be in the shower, but instead, her motherly instinct made her decide to monitor her two friends who had never met in case she had to intervene.
As expected, Oreo had tied herself up; she tended to do that when she felt lonely. The good news was that Clara had managed the situation beautifully, and it surprisingly escalated into something scorching and romantic.
The thing was that Accalia didn't decide to keep an eye on them because of Clara. She mostly did it because of her friend Oreo.
Clara was much stronger than she appeared. Her latest struggle with her family issues and the incredible way she bounced back on her feet after her meltdown was proof that she was smart enough to understand this cruel world and, with some guidance, make the best decisions for herself... for her own happiness.
But Oreo was nothing like that. Oreo had a tough time fitting in this world. She could barely identify herself to this society, feeling like an outsider, and even struggled to feel human, as her friends did outside the café. Oreo was fragile and needed support and protection, and this was why none of the pets would ever tell Lucy that she was wearing a latex catsuit at home and tied herself to feel safer.
This was why Accalia wanted to make sure Clara and Oreo got along. But what she saw just now, even if very unexpected, was probably the best thing that could have happened to Oreo.
There was no mistaking it... Accalia was certain of it... After thinking about it twice, it was not surprising because Clara and Oreo had so much in common.
What she saw was...
...Clara having her first real crush on a girl...
And Oreo seemed to feel the same way toward Clara.
One question remained... Would they both be smart enough to ever admit it to themselves?
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"Stardust? Who is Stardust?"
"..."
Instead of answering Moonlight's question, Morning Star quickly ran to her bedroom and returned with an already sorted pile of old magazines that she spread throughout the table in chronological order. Each and every cover featured Stardust.
"She is a legend! She won six Super Cups and countless other famous races and tournaments. This is absurd! How did this happen? How come she became their owner? Why them?"
"I like her bridle with the mask... She looks intense. Oh, and she wore the same color as us, black."
"Yes, when she retired, nobody dared to pick her color as she was considered a Goddess. But Penny wasn't shy about it and went to get it when she became my owner."
"Well, Morning Star, you are a champion too. You deserve to wear that color."
"I don't know... Stardust was way better than I will ever be. I never broke her Super Cup track record and probably never will. She is amazing!"
Morning Star's admiration toward Stardust was without boundaries. Avid reader of racing magazines, she had memorized every single stats and history of the former champion. Moonlight, her, was simply amused to see how passionate her companion was about this news. Other than that, she had never followed racing before, so she didn't care too much about fame and stuff like that.
The main question remained, though. How did Stardust end up buying Paul's stable, and why did Paul even sell it in the first place. Not long ago, he was determined to prevent them from winning the Triple Crown. Shedding some light on this was why Penny and Sophie left early to the city this morning.
"Oh! Star! Sophie and Penny are coming back! Let's go meet them outside."
"Yes!"
The two civilian ponygirls rushed to the front door and walked up to the car that had pulled in the long dirt driveway. Morning Star went to help Penny out while Moonlight started questioning Sophie right away.
"So? Did you find anything?"
"Oh, yeah... It was all true. Paul sold his stable to Stardust."
"But... Why?"
"Not too sure... We went to Pony Exchange to check the paperwork, it was all legit, and then we asked people around and guess what ... Stardust, Nightshade, and Xiuying were seen together shortly after the transfer of ownership was signed."
"Xiuying!? With Nightshade?That's not possible..."
When Sophie had suggested that Tiantang's stable could potentially have an involvement with this whole story, both ponygirls were shocked. Xiuying hated Paul's team so much because of all the racist comments she had to endure, so how could she even be able to breathe in the presence of one of their members. Nightshade wasn't the meanest one, but still.
"Well, that's what we thought too. So, Penny suggested that we go straight to Tiantang stable and ask them directly about this whole thing."
"So? What did they say?"
"Nothing!"
"N... nothing?"
"They confirmed what we already knew, the change of ownership, but that everything else was a private matter. You know, I'm not overly surprised. Tiantang and Xiuying have such a strong code of honor. They wouldn't betray their worst enemy even if they had a decent reason to do so."
It greatly puzzled Moonlight, of course, but she was new in this pony business; at the end of the day, she wouldn't care too much about any of this as it was more than likely not that relevant to her situation anyway. The one who seemed to have a problem with this turn of events was Morning Star. She looked anxious, and her rapid eye movements betrayed her overthinking, forcing Sophie to nudge her out of that zone.
"Morning Star? What are you thinking?"
"... nothing."
"It's bugging you, I can tell... You can tell us, you know..."
"It's... It's because it's... Stardust..."
"Ah, yes... Why am I not surprised? Are you... jealous?"
"..."
"Do you want to change stable and be owned by her?"
"NO! Sophie! Don't say things like that... It's mean... It's just that she is a legend and—"
"Hahaha! Fangirl! Come on, you two. Let's get you ready for training. It will take your mind off this quick enough. You will have to show me what you've learned with Ivory two days ago. Today we start training with the double cart... It's time to get serious!"
***
"Would you stop acting like an idiot, Hemlock! Look at Nightshade... She didn't give me any trouble when I prepared her. What's the big deal?"
"Mmphh!"
Brittany, Hemlock, and Nightshade were back at Paul's stable, which was now Stardust's stable. Yesterday, when Nightshade and Xiuying bumped into Stardust in town, they received shocking news; Paul had sold his very lucrative stable to Stardust, turning her de facto into their new owner.
Instead of explaining everything on-site, Stardust decided to give the big bundle of keys to Nightshade and told her to return to the stable with Brittany and Hemlock, which they did. The place felt like a ghost town, and Paul's limited belongings were already gone. It was such a surreal and somewhat creepy sensation to be back there so soon after the heavy drama that had unfolded the day prior.
The three girls were scared that Paul would show up out of nowhere with an axe to slaughter them, so much that since they came back, they kept guard on a rotation; while one stayed awake, the two others were resting. It would be like this until Stardust showed up to officially invest the property and hopefully shed some light on this whole transfer.
They expected her arrival this morning. For the occasion, Brittany thought it would be appropriate to prepare her ponies to make them look perfect. Brittany had no illusions; she knew she was not the most liked person around, and if someone risked being fired right off the bat, it was her. Hence the reason why she spent so much time on Nightshade a moment ago, making her stand out, and was now trying to do the same to Hemlock.
The small driver had literally transformed one of the stalls into a grooming station and used all her most expensive products to turn Nightshade into one good looking racer. Starting with the boots, she had replaced the standard crisscross lacing she usually used by a very fancy woven lacing. Nightshade had never seen one of those before. Even if she still had ill feelings because of what Brittany had done to her, she still couldn't help but be impressed by her skills.
Brittany had also given the pony a complete and durable shine of her pink catsuit, making it almost glow. The harness had been next on the list. After being thoroughly cleaned and conditioned, Brittany had replaced one of its buckles that didn't seem to sparkle as much as the others. As usual, she had fitted the harness on the ponygirl in a perfect way.
Because the goal was to show off racing ponygirls and not cute and delicate show ponies, Brittany had decided against applying makeup. Instead, she had spent a lot of time perfecting Nightshade's ponytail. For a ponygirl, the long hair was an iconic source of pride and admiration.
The bridle had been the last thing to go on Nightshade before Brittany led her out of the stall, where she would keep an eye for Stardust's arrival or a potentially murderous ex-owner. However, the trainer had warned her not to do anything that would risk undermining the end-result or her look. A bit of dirt on the freshly polished hooves would be nothing less than catastrophic.
It was Hemlock's turn to be groomed, but things were not going smoothly. Even her bit between her teeth hadn't calmed her down.
"Stoooop! Stardust can show up at any minute, and you are nowhere near ready. For the last time, stop moving!
"Mmmph! Mmmph!"
"I know you can't wait to see her but control yourself, damnit! It's the third time I'm trying to lace your boot, and you mess it up every time. Stay!"
Hemlock couldn't help it. She continuously tried to peek out of her stall to see if Stardust had arrived, forcing Brittany to pull her back so she could complete her makeover.
The prospect of being owned by her idol, who was more like a Goddess to her, was almost too much to handle emotionally. How did this happen? One day, she had risked her entire career to protect Brittany, and the other, she had learned that the person she admired the most in life was now replacing the man she hated the most.
"Done. Now let me give you a quick shine. You are all dusty."
"Mmm!"
Brittany sprayed some latex conditioner on a soft pad and started working the smooth surface. Since this task was less demanding on her mind, it was a good opportunity to acknowledge what her ponygirl had done for her during the past two days.
Even after being harshly punished and separated from her lover for an extended period, Hemlock had shown Brittany compassion. The ponygirl had sensed that something was very wrong with her trainer and had tried, in her own special way, to breach her walls. If she had not done that, having faith in her training one last time, Brittany would have lost everything she loved; without her two ponies, she would have left as well and probably would have abandoned her trainer career for good. So this little trip to see a ponygirl show, which turned into something much more emotional, had really saved her. Hemlock had saved her.
"Hey, Hemlock... I don't think I've said... thank you. You did everything a ponygirl should never do, but in the end, it was a good thing. Right?"
"Mmmph!"
"I'm sorry about everything I did to you and Nightshade. I was just angry... mostly angry at myself... for being so damn weak."
A pair of hands softly landed on Brittany's head. That, too, was not allowed. Touching a trainer without permission or grabbing things such as the harness or reins were prohibited. But this time, it was the right thing to do; it was better than words. Nothing Hemlock could have said could have sunk into Brittany's brain more than this gentle touch.
"O... Okay... That's enough, Hemlock. Lift your arms now, we need to finish this."
***
"Alright... I think we are good to go? Ready to stretch your legs?"
Sophie slapped Morning Star's butt playfully after making sure the double cart had been secured properly to the ponygirls' harnesses. It was a slightly different setup than what she was used to, but she was knowledgeable enough to figure it out.
The small driver climbed on her springy seat, put her little helmet on, and grabbed the reins. Piloting two ponygirls at once would be the challenging part. Not only she had to learn how to tug two sets of reins at once, but she would also have to train her ponies to react the same way to her commands.
She decided that Moonlight would be the one that would have to adapt. Morning Star was a fully trained and conditioned pony, and her habits would be too hard to break; it was much easier to work with Moonlight, who was a clean slate.
"Yup... to the track, girls! Let's find out how this thing works."
Penny's stable had a generic four hundred meters dirt track near the barn. It was the standard size for short races like the Super Cup, two 400 meter laps. The Triple Crown was quite different, and the tracks were huge, respectively 3000 and 3500 meters.
All the pre-season and qualification races would occur on 3000 meters tracks, then the Triple crown would consist of two races of 3000 meters, and the last race would be an extremely demanding 3500 meters. Performing well on the shorter ones didn't guarantee success on the longer one, which was the main reason why it was so rare for a team to win the three races.
"Er! Stop pulling me side to side like this... you are going to make me sick. I thought Ivory taught you how to pull a double cart properly."
As they went down the gravel road leading to the track, the ponies made the cart jerk uncomfortably because they were not working together. There was a lot of sarcasm in Sophie's voice since she was fully aware that the two ponies had never pulled a real cart together, and it would take some getting used to. It was just funny to watch Moonlight trying to sync her feet to Morning Star's. The jerking motion came from Moonlight, who looked at her companion's hooves instead of in front of her. Her body was simply trying to go where she was looking.
Slowly but surely, the little cart reached the dirt track where the real training would take place. Today, there would be no need to perform. It was merely a first attempt for everyone to find out how it felt to work as a team of three.
"Alright, ponies... Show me what you've got. Trot!"
It took a few seconds for the pony girls to get synchronized. Right away, Sophie saw a lot of flaws, errors, and mistakes but didn't mention any of her observations during the first lap. Instead, she just studied and made mental notes for later. Having a comforting and casual chat with them was a better calming treatment.
"We will need to groom that track soon. Maybe you can help me with that later, Moonlight? If you are not too tired, that is. You like pulling things, right? That rake is not light."
It hadn't rained forever on Penny's stable, causing the dirt to be extra dry and dusty and forcing Sophie to pull up her scarf to cover her mouth. She was not that much bothered by this, it was part of the job, but she couldn't help but think about the pony cleaning she would have to do at the end of the day. They both had long hair that would need thorough brushing and washing.
After a full lap of trotting, the small driver began the real work. The trick for Sophie was to pick certain elements to work on and ignore others. A rolling fire of criticism would be counterproductive, and she risked discouraging her ponies. Morning Star and Moonlight were not always the most cool-headed beings, so Sophie had to gauge her words carefully to prevent making them feel like victims.
"That wasn't bad at all. Is Ivory that good? Okay, Morning Star, remember, you are the lead pony, so stop trying to accommodate Moonlight. You just make her life more difficult. Let her adapt to your gait. And you Moonlight, stop looking at the ground. Your hooves are not going away. Use your ears instead. Your hooves are noisy enough. Don't get frustrated. It's just practice. Keep those knees high too. I don't want you to trip. Good... Good! That's what I like to see. That's my girl!"
For a little while, the trio kept riding around the track casually. It could have been qualified as a light workout for the ponies. The dual cart was barely heavier than the single one, but since two ponygirls pulled it, it was effortless. Sophie barely weighed more than a bag of feathers too, so it was not even close to being a challenge for her tractors.
Sophie then guided her ponies to the center of the track where there were a bunch of rusty metal barrels. This zone was dedicated to control and obedience training. They would zig-zag around the barrels, which was good for both Sophie, who was learning how to use two sets of reins at the same time, and for the ponies who needed to learn how to negotiate turns together; they had to work in sync like never before, and it was not as easy at it looked.
Saying it was challenging would be an understatement. Large turns were not much of a problem, but the tighter ones were a nightmare. Everybody tried their best, but if this was an omen of what was to come at the Triple Crown, it was not a good one. Particularly when Sophie sent the ponies straight into one of the barrels, making it fall and roll on the ground.
"Aaah! I'm so sorry! That was my fault! I'll go pick it up! Sorry!"
***
"MMPHH! MMMPH!"
"What? Stardust is here already? Okay, well. You look great. Come, we will go meet her."
Hemlock was so excited that she kept jerking on her reins, trying to make Brittany move faster. She wanted to get out of the barn now to see her idol.
"Calm down... Hemlock. You don't want to give her a bad first impression. Nightshade, come here. Let's do this the way we discussed."
Nightshade trotted to Brittany, who grabbed her reins with her free hand. The small driver now had the two powerful ponies on each side of herself and headed toward the big barn door. Even though she suspected that it could be her last day being a trainer, she was proud to have made her two ponies look fabulous for their new owner; at least Brittany knew she had not messed up that part.
A black pickup truck had parked near the house, but nobody had stepped out of it yet. Brittany and her pink ponies reached the outside, and a burning dry wind put their blonde ponytails in motion, enhancing their charisma. They slowly walked toward the truck and then paused about ten meters from it.
For a long moment, they stayed in front of the vehicle, waiting for its occupants to step out, but they seemed to take their sweet time looking at some paperwork first.
"What are they doing? Nightshade... posture!"
It was her bad habit. Nightshade straightened her back to regain an additional inch of pride.
After an additional minute of ignoring the ponies, two women, dressed formally, exited the car and loudly slammed the steel doors. The driver was someone they didn't know, and the passenger was someone everybody knew, the legendary Stardust. The former walked up to Hemlock, who took a step back. That person was familiar to her, but she couldn't really recall where she had seen her before.
"You don't remember me, do you?"
"Mmmph?"
"I'm Cassy... We met when you were a small teenager. I'm the one who led you to Stardust at the fair. Do you remember?"
A lightbulb instantaneously turned on in Hemlock's head. What the woman named Cassy said happened over a decade ago, but it all made sense now. That girl was Stardust's sidekick back then and never stopped to be even after that long. Hemlock thought it could be neat if Nightshade and Brittany could stay together with her forever too.
"You became one magnificent racer. You know that?"
"..."
Hemlock didn't want to be rude, but a stranger complimenting her about her racing skills wasn't what she wanted at the moment. Her idol was so close... She wanted to interact with Stardust, not her helper. Maybe it was not the best thing to do, but she ignored Cassy and stepped toward Stardust without being told to do so. Brittany reacted right away by yanking on her reins.
"Hemlock! Stop it! Step back!"
"Mmph!"
Stardust, who had her arms crossed until then, smiled a little. Having hardcore fans was something she was very familiar with, and that included many of the ponies of Hemlock's generation, the ones who were now in their late twenties and grew up watching her. That said, it was rather flattering to see such an elite pony being so excited about her presence.
However, Stardust's first words were not the ones anybody had expected.
"So, what do we have here? Is this a beauty contest?"
"..."
"I guess I would have preferred to see you training hard instead of playing dolls with the ponies, Brittany. That's what you should have done if you intended to impress me."
"..."
Screw you, bitch! Those were the words that resonated inside Brittany's head after hearing such a snarky remark from the new owner. Having good looking ponies was an important aspect of Paul's stable, and it was not only for marketing purposes. Brittany knew her ponies at a personal level and knew that looking good boosted their confidence greatly. She wasn't sure if Stardust had said that to insult her or because of ignorance about the stable she had just purchased.
Brittany didn't have a specific opinion of Stardust until now. Being a legend or not didn't do anything to her and didn't make a person more important in her eyes. For example, she knew Sophie was a solid trainer, but she would never go for a drink with her because she was an idiot. The same went for Morning Star. Accepting that she was a tremendous pony didn't mean she would like to train her.



That said, Brittany didn't have a lack of knowledge regarding the woman before her. For lack of better terms, Stardust had been a war machine during her racing days. Back then, physical appearance wasn't that important, so the ponies were often dirty, used half-damaged harnesses, and the carts were full of scratches and dents. So it wasn't that surprising to find out that Stardust didn't have a great opinion about the cosmetic aspect of racing and no respect for things she didn't know.
However, and that was the most infurious reason explaining how offensive what she said was, Stardust has been the first woman to attract the spotlight by wearing a non-essential black mask over her eyes when she was racing. It served no other purpose than looking different and catching the media's attention. So Stardust should have appreciated better the effort Brittany had put in making her ponies look great for their new owner.
Of course, instead of phrasing her thoughts like an adult, Brittany responded with all her canons.
"... says the woman who wore a mask!"
"... What did you say?"
"You heard me! You are a hypocrite! You were the first one to seek the camera's attention by dressing up like a dominatrix."
"You are fired! Get off my property. Cassy, bring the ponies back to the barn. And lace their boots properly. I want them ready to race, not to parade around."
Brittany had expected that something like this would happen, so she just surrendered the reins to Cassy and headed to the house to collect her belongings, frustrated that too many people on this planet were absolute morons, including Stardust.
This disturbing event wasn't what Hemlock and Nightshade had expected. It was supposed to be a happy moment... between them and Stardust... between all of them. How did that happen? Why was it chaos all of a sudden? Was Brittany really fired? The two ponies looked at each other, not knowing what to do anymore. Nightshade knew very well how close Brittany and Hemlock were, and if they were to part ways like this, who knew what the future would look like. Why was this happening so soon after they had pledged solidarity toward each other? Did it mean Hemlock would leave the stable too?
As Cassy dragged the two confused ponies back to the barn, Stardust turned heels and returned to the car to grab her bags.
Yank after yank, the trio finally entered a stall, and Cassy closed the door to make sure they wouldn't escape.
"Aaah, stop acting like that. Stardust wants me to lace your boots. I have nothing to do with what she decided. We can talk about it later, okay? Now, calm down and help me a bit."
"MMMPH! MMMPH!"
Hemlock pawed the dusty ground like a mad horse, passing the message that it would not be a good time to go for a run. There was a problem, and addressing it was a big priority. She pulled very hard on her cuffs... too bad those were not her racing ones with the quick disconnect. Without having someone freeing her arms, her wrist would stay near her waist... But she tried again... and again... trying to get free and sending Cassy into panic mode.
"Hey! Hey! Hemlock! I know you are mad, but stop this! You can't do that!"
"MMMPH!"
With spit and drool pouring around her bit, Hemlock wasn't listening anymore. She wanted to go see Brittany before it was too late.
Distressed and having not expected that her first day here would turn into this shit show, Cassy looked around and spotted a riding crop hung on the wall. After grabbing it, she turned to Hemlock and unqualifiedly threatened her.
"STOP! If you don't... I ... I will use it!"
"..."
Mistake. Maybe it would have worked if Brittany was at the end of the crop, but Cassy had no legitimacy to do such a thing and the shakiness of her hand didn't display a lot of confidence either. She was nobody.
Nightshade, her, didn't care about anything else than her angry lover right now, and it was not true that she would allow this stranger to hurt her. So in a spontaneous decision, she charged Cassy and bumped her off her feet, sending her flying to the big haystack.
"Aaah! Nightshade!? OOOF!"
Before she could regain her senses, a pretty pink pony sat on top of her hips and pinned her in the hay. Not nearly as strong as Nightshade, Cassy had no hope of getting out of this predicament.
"Nightshade! LET ME GO!"
Nightshade, relatively calm, just shook her head, signaling that it wasn't going to happen.
Meanwhile, Hemlock kept pulling on her wrist cuffs like a mad pony, and finally...
Rips!
The harness D-ring failed, and her arm flew up, causing her to make a few off-balanced steps back. She rushed to undo her other cuff to liberate her other hand, while Cassy only had words left as means to try to stop what was happening.
"HEMLOCK! Don't do this! Stardust won't tolerate it!"
The raging pink pony untied her head hardness and spat her bit out.
"I DON'T CARE! If Brittany leaves, we leave!"
"... Come on... You can't be serious... You wouldn't miss the chance to have Stardust as your owner."
"It pisses me off to do this, but I don't care. I promised Brittany we would never leave her, and I won't change my mind."
Hemlock pulled the gate open and ran out, leaving only a cloud of dust behind.
"COME BACK! OWW!"
It was probably better for Cassy to stop talking if she didn't want to be crushed like a walnut by Nightshade's powerful legs.
Hopefully, it wasn't too late. Hemlock ran to the nearby house and kicked the old wooden door open with her hoof, sending wood shards flying everywhere, before rushing inside to find Brittany.
But then she stopped...
Stardust and Brittany stared at her, puzzled by her violent entry. But it didn't matter. She walked to her friend and pulled her by the arm.
"Come, Brittany. We are leaving."
"No, wait. Hemlock!"
"Let's go get Nightshade. Then we will steal another car and leave."
"Would you calm down, stupid pony! Let my arm go!"
"No, Stardust was mean, and I'm not racing without you. I never agreed to be part of Stardust's stable in the first place. We can start our own stable, right? You always have money to buy us food. This time you can just buy us another stable."
Of course, Brittany was way too small to control her irrational pony, so it didn't take long for them to reach the outside, heading back to the barn. Stardust hadn't said a word and just followed them from a distance assessing this new development, not giving any clues about what she was really thinking.
Soon enough, Hemlock and Brittany entered the stall where Nightshade was still comfortably sitting on top of Cassy, who had given up all hope to get away, and was now just playing with a handful of straw instead.
"Nightshade, we are leaving, come."
"Okay. Are we going to steal another car?"
"Yes. And Brittany will buy us a new stable."
"Okay."
Having had enough of this, Brittany yanked her arm off Hemlock's athletic grip.
"HEMLOCK! STOP!"
"..."
"Listen to me! Don't leave this stable, or else you'll have nothing left. Your running career will be over!"
"Britt, no... We need you."
"No, you don't. Stardust may be a bitch, but she was the best racer ever. She can take you to the next level. Don't miss that opportunity."
"But... What about you? You won't have anything either if you leave."
"Well, I kind of deserve it. I'm banned from everywhere, and you have nothing to gain from being around me. I expected this to happen. You and Nightshade stay here, and you go win that triple crown. Okay!?"
"But... Brittany..."
"It's alright, Hemlock... That is the best thing to do. Just train hard for me, okay? And win that triple crown. Go kick Sophie's butt for me. That's all I'm asking."
Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap! Clap!
"..."
"..."
"..."
A slow and lonely applaud approached the stall, and Stardust, with all her overpowering charisma, walked in at a pace that slowed time down to a crawl. Her hands hitting each other almost made their blood freeze and paralyzed their bodies.
"Veeeryyy niiiice! Very nice, indeed! I'm impressed."
"..."
"..."
"..."
"You guys are much more interesting than I could have expected. Ponies breaking the whole rulebook, even attacking my helper... That is quite a surprise."
Cassy looked up at Nightshade, who was still crushing her in the hay.
"Would you get off me now?"
Nightshade shook her head. Not going to happen. Instead, she turned her attention back to Stardust, who resumed her mysterious speech.
"You know, guys, this is much more encouraging than I would have thought. You are very close to each other and are willing to abandon everything you have for what matters the most to you. It almost makes me emotional."
"Where the hell are you going with this?"
"Tsk! Tsk! Language, Brittany. Alright, there is no point in dancing around the pot. This was a test—a risky one, but a test nonetheless. I just purchased the stable from that idiot, Paul, and I wasn't too sure how broken you guys would be. A quick way to assess your worth was to tear you apart and wait to see what would happen. Honestly, this is better than I expected. You are nothing like Paul. You guys are closer than any team I've seen before."
"... You... you tricked us?"
"Well... Let's say that I merely run a stress test on my new stable."
"... A stress test...? YOU! YOU ARE SUCH A WHO...mmmpph!"
As Brittany launched herself toward Stardust, probably not to hug her, Hemlock grabbed her by the collar and pulled her backward while slapping a hand over her mouth.
While preventing the small driver from doing something she might have regretted later, Hemlock questioned Stardust further.
"So, you... you don't hate us?"
"What? Nooo! Hemlock, I gave you your name, remember, and you became an amazing racer. How could I ever hate you?"
"But... you were so mean. Brittany put a lot of effort in making us pretty for you."
"Ah, yes. I'm very sorry about that. It was tough to keep a poker face in front of such beauties. I don't know how Brittany did it, but I've never seen such a perfect work. You two are beautiful."
"Aaaah! So... You'll keep Brittany on the team then?"
"Of course! She is one of the best trainers out there. I will even give her a raise because she was literally exploited. From the paperwork I've seen so far, she was not even paid the legal wage for trainers."
Brittany finally stopped struggling, and Hemlock squeezed her in her arms.
"See, Britt. I told you Stardust was awesome. I knew she couldn't be that mean for real."
"Mmmph!"
"Oh, right. There, you can talk now."
"... I... I have nothing to say to her."
"Haha. That's fine... but you are going to keep training Nightshade and I, right?"
"Mmm... Yeah... I guess I can do that. But if Miss owner pulls some crap like this again, I'm out of here."
CLAP!
Once more, Stardust's mighty clap changed the mood instantaneously.
"Good! Looks like we have a stable! Brittany, touch up your ponies. I want them to look perfect for our first official picture. Cassy, when you are done playing with Nightshade, come help me unpack the truck, will you?"
"I'm NOT playing! I have a pony sitting on me! You always put me in these situations!"
"Aaah! Poor you. It's so hard to be friends with a legend."
Cassy pushed on Nightshade's abdomen one more time.
"Okay, Nightshade. We are good now. You can get off me."
"Mmmph."
Nightshade shook her head. Attempting to use a riding crop on her lover was not a crime that she was willing to forget this quickly. She had decided that she would keep sitting on Cassy until Brittany was done preparing Hemlock for the photo, which could take quite a bit of time.
She squeezed Cassy's torso just a bit harder with her knees to make sure she wouldn't move. Plus, Cassy was kind of a cutie, and it felt very good being on top of her. She would have to talk to Hemlock about this later.
***
"Well, that was a fun training session, don't you think? It was hard at first, but we quickly got the hang of it. What do you think?"
"We can do better."
"I was gonna say the same."
The first day of training in a new discipline wasn't meant to be perfect, so Sophie thought her ponies were a bit too hard on themselves, but she wouldn't contradict them as it was a healthy thing for an athlete to want to do better.
While Sophie hung the harnesses and bridles to the wall on their respective hooks in the stall, the two ponies, who wore nothing else than their dusty latex suits, still jogged in place, trying to be in sync with each other.
"Geez, guys. Aren't you tired?"
"Yes, but we want to win, sooo..."
"Haha, alright. Let's go back to the house. Go take a shower while I'm fixing you a snack."
"With cookies for dessert?"
"Yes, Moonlight. With cookies."
It didn't take much more than that to make Moonlight happy. She had this thing for cookies that came from wherever. It was odd but useful to get her motivated. Morning Star, obviously, carburated to racing magazines. There was no doubt that it was an obsession, borderline sickness, but it kept her happy.
Since Moonlight was already far away, heeding the call of cookies, Morning Star and Sophie slowly walked back to the house together while chit-chatting.
"So, what do you think, Star? Do you like racing with a partner?"
"It's different. But I want to go back to the Super Cup. It was more fun."
"You will. For now, it's better than nothing. Since Moon is sharing the weight of the cart, it's not as demanding on your ankle. Anyway, it's too late to register for the Super Cup. But next year, we will do it and win."
"What about Moonlight, Sophie?"
"She will go back to Tiantang Zhi Ma's stable. That's the deal, right?"
"Will she want to? I think she likes it here, now."
"I don't know, Star... I don't know. We might not even have a stable anymore next year."
Morning Star stopped walking and turned toward the empty, arid land. The sun had gone down already, and the moon was lazily rising. She would have loved to participate in the Super Cup this year. Her heart beat at the rhythm of her hooves when she raced alone with Sophie. But at the same time, it was quite fun to have a new pony friend who could keep up with her.
Penny's stable only owned one pony, Morning Star. The main reason was finance. If she didn't do well during the Triple Crown, the stable would close for good; the situation was that dire. Since Morning Star had never competed in that league, since her co-pony was a newbie, and since Hemlock and Nightshade, a perfectly well-oiled machine, were in the competition, it was far from certain that Penny's stable would survive. This crazy plan of winning the three final races, something that hadn't happened for twenty-five years, was precisely that, crazy.
In three weeks, they would have to go to their first mandatory race, and Morning Star knew very well that they wouldn't be ready. All they had to do was to show up and finish the race. But how was this supposed to be morally acceptable? She was a ponygirl, and she wanted to win. Participating wouldn't be enough.
But there was some hope within this unreal story. Morning Star had sensed it. Sophie had sensed it. In their team, there was an extraordinary ponygirl, one who until recently didn't even know what ponygirls were, one who had no clue about what it took to win, one who had trouble identifying to her new role, one who had been forced to join a stable that didn't interest her the slightest, one who had nothing to gain from any of this, one who preferred cookies to pony boots. Yet, that one wanted to run, that one had good values, that one had a huge heart, and above all else, that one was by far the strongest ponygirl in the world. Gifted with natural brute strength and raw power, she was oblivious to that fact.
But Sophie and Morning Star knew.
It was not something they could do anything about. They couldn't open Moonlight's chest and flip a switch to unleash all her potential. It was not up to them to do this. Only Moonlight herself could figure that one out. And if that were to happen, Morning Star, Hemlock, Nightshade, Tiantang Zhi Ma, ...everybody..., would be immediately rendered obsolete.
Yes, Moonlight could be THAT strong if she wanted to.
"Star? You coming?"
"... Yes. Oh, by the way, did you receive Pony World #132?"
"Haha... Yes... It was in the mail this morning. That was supposed to be your reward tonight."
"Oh! Give it to me now!"
"Nope, after your shower!"
"No, I want it now!"
***
"She is pretty cool, uh?"
"Stardust? Yes... but... We didn't spend much time with her. I'm a bit sad. She is my hero, you know."
"I know, Hemlock. But I'm sure you'll have a chance to spend a lot more time with her later. She clearly likes your spirit."
"Mmm... maybe."
After having taken a stable picture with the whole team, Stardust drove away since she was not fully ready to move in yet. Today she had set up her new office, but she would come back tomorrow with the remainder of her belongings.
Her helper, Cassy, was all set, though... kind of. The only issue was that the house wasn't very big. There was the master bedroom where Paul used to sleep, and that now belonged to Stardust. Brittany's bedroom was also upstairs but not very big either. Hemlock and Nightshade were sleeping together in the bedroom next to the kitchen and living room. So for Cassy, that meant she had no bedroom and probably didn't expect the house to be so modest considering Paul's wealth.
So poor Cassy only had one option left for tonight, and it was to sleep on the couch that had long lost its firmness because of all the ponygirl sex that had tired it.
"What do you think of Cassy, Night?
"... mmm..."
"What? Tell me!"
"I think she... she is very pretty."
"Yes. I find that too. Did you know she is a former racer too? She didn't win anything, though."
"I didn't know that. But I'm not surprised, she is on the small side for a pony."
"She is the one who led me to Stardust for the first time when I was a teenager. I still remember her."
"She was comfortable to sit on..."
"Haha. That was funny. She quickly stopped to argue with you. We are going to have a lot of fun with her, I think. She is super nice."
Spooning naked under the fuzzy blanket, the two elite ponies casually discussed the new changes in their life. But when they talked about Cassy, their tone got a bit more cheerful. There was something about this friendly ex-ponygirl that just felt good.
Nightshade, who had her back pressed against her lover's generous chest, turned around to face her as if this last topic had particularly picked her interest.
"... Well, about that..."
"About what?"
"Cassy... She will sleep on the couch tonight..."
"Yeah, she could have slept in Stardust's bedroom, but she said she wouldn't do such a thing."
"Well... You know..."
"What? What is it, Night?"
"She... she could sleep with us?"
"... like in... with us? In our bed?"
"... yes? I mean, you find her pretty too, right?"
Hemlock had seen this look on Nightshade's face more than once. That was a look of curiosity and a desire to experiment with new things. Perverted minds thought alike, and it was even more true in the case of those two sexually driven ponies.
"Nightshade, you are a kinky one."
"I know... But... would that be okay? You like Cassy too, right?"
"I do... a lot, actually. It could be fun to play with her a little bit if she wants to. But we can't tell Brittany, okay?"
"Okay. I'll go get her then."
Not a lot of words were necessary when Hemlock and Nightshade got a sexy idea. Their only concern was not to do something that the other wouldn't like to do; whether or not Cassy would agree to participate was rather irrelevant.



So, with her lover's blessing, Nightshade rolled out of bed and exited the bedroom, naked like a worm. Displaying her beautiful and athletic body along with her recently augmented breast wasn't something she was shy about. In fact, she didn't even ask herself if walking around the house like that was appropriate, not even thinking about what Cassy's reaction would be either.
She entered the living room and found Cassy sleeping on her back on the couch; it really didn't look comfortable. Stardust's helper was indeed pretty with her long brown hair and innocent face. Earlier today, when Nightshade had kept Cassy prisoner for a while in the stall, she had time to take a very good look at her, at her curves, and had a hard time waiting until now before sharing her intention to approach her with an indecent proposition.
Without notice, Nightshade peeled Cassy's blanket off, climbed on top of her, and then sat on her hips, startling the sleepy girl.
"Aah! What the..."
"Hi, Cassy. Sorry for waking you up."
"Wha... What are you doing? And... you are... naked."
"Yes. Do you like it?"
"..."
"Hemlock and I want you to come sleep with us. Do you want to?"
Shocked by the question, Cassy tried to pull herself out from under Nightshade, but it didn't work at all. It was the same predicament that she was in earlier today in the barn but with way more skin on skin contact. Two prominent orbs were hovering above her blushing face, which forced her to look aside.
"N...Nightshade... get... get off me..."
"No. We just thought it would be a good thing to give you a warm welcome and share our bed, so you don't have to sleep on the couch alone."
"I... I appreciate it but..."
"Here, give me your hands!"
Not shy about it, Nightshade grabbed Cassy's wrists and placed her two hands on her warm breasts.
"See, you can play with those all you want too."
"It... It's nice... and warm... but... I don't think... it's a good idea."
"Aww, why not? What about this then?"
"Wait... Nightmmmhhph!"
Yes, Nightshade's brain didn't process reality the same way as other people's. What was pleasant for her had to be enjoyable for others.
Even if Cassy had not expected this long wet tongue to enter her mouth, there was little she could do about it. Her state of confusion didn't make her boat steer port or starboard, but there were definitely some strange sensations going on at the moment.
Would Stardust be okay with Cassy having fun with her new ponies? Would Nightshade accept no as an answer? Would indulging in this nightly activity turn into something recurring, or would it be a one-time affair? Cassy didn't feel like she would be able to answer any of those questions tonight as a forceful Nightshade with no ill intentions was doing her best to provide a convincing argument.
"Hmmm... You taste good, Cassy."
"It must be... my new toothpaste?"
"Alright, come sleep with us. Our bed is comfier than the couch. I know that for a fact since I used the couch a lot with Hemlock."
"O...okay..."
It wasn't a decision, it was continuity, and it felt great not to fight it.
Before Cassy knew it, she was lying naked between Hemlock and Nightshade with soft feminine hands running all over her body. The first thirty minutes were pure and intense kissing alternating between the two ponies. Cassy didn't get a single break because as soon as one was done kissing her, the other took the relay. Thinking in such a situation was hopeless and unnecessary. She was just along for the ride without knowing exactly how it had happened.
Once the kissing died down a little, Hemlock went down on Cassy's crotch for a good sustained licking while Nightshade took that opportunity to get some clitoris stimulation from Cassy's tongue. This was good. Of course, after making Cassy cum twice, the two ponygirls swapped position for a repeat without giving her any break at all.
What Cassy didn't know at that time was that this first hour was simply the appetizer. She was aware that Hemlock and Nightshade were sexual beings but didn't suspect the extent of this behavior. A full hour of intense lovemaking could barely be qualified as a warm-up exercise for them.
Cassy's first night at Stardust stable would be a bit more demanding than she could have expected. She hadn't imagined that she would turn into some sort of pony food.
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"Morning, Clara!"
"Mmm..."
The bed was warm, the sheets silky, and my pillow very squishy; I could have slept all day. I cracked my eyes open, and in front of me was Accalia, with her cute Asian face. She just pulled me out of my slumber and placed a basket full of random breakfast items next to me.
"Hey, where is your lover?"
"... My... lover?"
"Yes... Oreo! Where did she go? She was next to you when I left the room to go prepare breakfast half an hour ago."
"Oh, I don't know. I was sleeping."
As I pulled myself up to rest my back on the cushioned headboard, I noticed a pile of latex on the floor along with some straps, more than likely Oreo's harness. A weird sensation went down my spine when I realized that Oreo was no longer hidden behind a layer of glossy latex. If she were to come back to the bedroom as a human, I wasn't too sure how I would react.
Accalia noticed what I was looking at and theorized about the whereabouts of our little friend.
"Ah. She undressed. She must be in the shower then."
"She... she doesn't mind undressing... around us?"
"Well, yes, she does. But we are pushing her to do it more outside the café. We won't tell Lucy that she is wearing a catsuit outside work, but we won't let her get away with everything either. It would be good if she were more comfortable in her own skin, you know."
"It looks... hard for her."
"Yes, Clara. Oreo is struggling. But she is doing well overall. So, what did you think of her?"
I only met Oreo for the first time yesterday. It went well... strangely well. Embarrassingly well. Accalia was in the washroom when I had discovered Oreo and her habits of wearing a latex catsuit outside the café and being into bondage, and then, things degenerated slightly. Right after I had untied her, we ended up secretly making out while we were alone. How was that even possible? Why had I felt an urge to kiss a girl I had never met before so intently, and why has it been so pleasant?
It was confusing me greatly because I liked other pets too. I made love to several of them, and it was very fun. But kissing Oreo was just not the same, and I didn't understand why. My emotions were like scrambled eggs right now.
"Oreo is... nice."
"What? That's it?"
"Yes. She is friendly."
"Clara... come on. Tell me the truth. When I joined you two in bed yesterday, I could see in your eyes that there was more."
"N...no... I cuddled with you too. You are both nice."
"Silly Clara! Whatever."
As she poked me on the forehead with her finger, a small voice coming from afar interrupted our conversation. Oreo must have exited the shower.
"Acca... Could you bring me my latex suit?"
"No, Oreo. Clara wants to see you out of your suit. Get out from behind that wall and come eat breakfast with us."
"... Aww..."
Timidly, a small girl looking down at her own feet turned the corner and entered the bedroom. Her fuzzy hair was short and black, and her skin creamy white. She had wrapped a towel around her torso, which wasn't enough to hide her delicate arms and sexy collarbones, the same collarbones I had felt countless times with my fingers when she was dressed up as a pet. Her small hands pressed to the middle of her chest were adorable, and the way she twisted her toes on the soft carpet left no doubt about her current state of mind.
I said her name.
"O... Oreo?"
She lifted her head, and we locked eyes, which sent a powerful wave of... something... throughout my body. Why was my body reacting so strongly every time she looked at me with her mesmerizing eyes? It was so odd.
"Hi, Clara."
As if seeking protection, she fast-walked to the bed and sat near Accalia before wrapping her arms around her. I would probably have done the same if I had been in her shoes.
Of course, Accalia was mature and socially skilled, so she didn't even flinch like I would have done. Instead, she plunged her hand inside the breakfast basket and pulled out a croissant from it, and offered it to Oreo.
"Here you go, your favorite food."
"Thanks."
"You want one too, Clara? I'm not sure what you like other than cheesecakes."
"Yes, I like croissants too. But I never eat them because I have no money for that."
"Ah, no longer a problem. Don't forget that if you want something, you just write it on the fridge screen, and you'll more than likely get it."
"Yes, Asha showed me."
We continued to eat our breakfast quietly. Accalia did most of the talking, but Oreo and I occasionally shared an awkward gaze that we didn't know how to interpret. Knowing that I would spend the next four days with Oreo and the next three with Accalia was kind of odd, and I didn't know how it would turn out.
So far, I have spent most of my time with Trixie, Misti, Vix, and Asha. It was easy with them because they either just decided what to do or just wanted to cuddle all day. With Trixie, it was all about going out on dates, and with Vix, it was all about sweet cuddles. They all were different.
But Oreo, outside our accidental make-out session, I didn't know what she would like to do. I knew for sure she loved bondage, and Accalia even tied her back up last night for fun, but could I take charge and do such an extreme activity? I didn't know... Maybe it would be better if I left everything to Accalia to decide for now.
Yeah... that was what I would do. It would be easier.
"Hey, Clara? Do you hear something?"
"Hear... something?"
"Yes... Something is buzzing."
We all kept silent, trying to listen, and yes, something was indeed buzzing. I quickly realized that it was probably my cell phone since the noise came from my pile of clothes on the floor.
My nakedness was problematic. I would have jumped out of bed, but they would have seen me naked.
"My... My phone is ringing..."
"Well, are you not going to answer it?"
"I'm... naked..."
"Aaaah, Clara! We've seen you naked often. Why are you so shy about your body? You are very cute."
As if Oreo had sensed and sympathized with my discomfort, she got off the bed, pulled the phone from my clothes, and handed it over to me. Her good deed to save my honor was quickly rewarded with some teasing from Accalia.
"Ah! Oreo, you should wear Apricot's suit! You are a good obedient doggy. You went to fetch Clara's phone!"
"I'm not a dog! I just wanted to be nice."
"Ahan! Being nice for your special person... right?"
"... Shut up, Acca! It's nothing like that."
"Ahan!"
As Oreo jumped on Accalia to make the teasing stop, I unlocked my phone and looked at my call logs. Nobody ever called me, so it was unusual. But quickly, I discovered that it was Lucy who had attempted to reach me, which was even weirder.
"Oh, Lucy called me."
"Aaah, no! Oreo, not my ears! Don't pull on them! They are sensitive!"
They were not listening to me, so I decided just to call Lucy back. The phone only rang once before a panicked voice answered.
"Clara! Where are you!? I need you to come to the café right away with Oreo!"
"... With... Oreo? Why?"
"Trixie just broke her arm! We are heading to the hospital right away. Tell Accalia to meet me at the Civic Hospital, okay? Do you have your key to the café? Can you go right there to take care of the pets for me?"
"Yes, yes. I do. I will tell Accalia."
"Okay, thanks. Call me back if there is anything. You are in charge of the café until I return. Take good care of the clients. We are leaving now. Bye... and thanks!"
"..."
My plan, to let Accalia decide everything for me, had suddenly collapsed on itself. Not only did I feel horrible because Trixie had broken her arm, but on top of that, did Lucy just ask me to RUN the café? I had taken care of the pets on her days off, but I had never operated the café during business hours. It was crazy! I wasn't qualified to do that.
When I took my eyes off my phone, I noticed that Accalia and Oreo had paused their fighting and were just staring at me, waiting for me to tell them what was going on. There was no doubt that they had heard my voice tone and suspected something was wrong. Or maybe it was my shaky hands and my absence of breathing that put them on high alert.
"Trixie... She broke her arm."
"WHAT? SERIOUSLY?"
"Yes. Lucy wants you to meet her at the hospital, Accalia."
"Which one? The civic?"
"Yes... And Oreo, we have to go to the café right now."
"... To the café?"
"Yes. Lucy wants us to take care of it today, but I don't know how to do that. Do you?"
"... No. I'm just a pet."
Accalia was already busy putting her clothes on, but she turned to me with a reassuring smile.
"Don't worry, Clara! You'll be fine! It's not hard. You just feed the pets and bring cakes to the clients. They will be so enamored with the pets that they won't even talk to you."
***
The pets went ballistic as soon as I opened the lounge door. Vix grabbed my leg, Asha was gesticulating like crazy, Meeka escaped the lounge, and Misti jumped on Oreo, her best friend. Right away, I didn't know what to do anymore. Lucy had left no instructions about what she wanted me to do.
It was chaos. Was I really supposed to let the clients in the café? What about the food and drinks? Was I supposed to take care of all that by myself? I was panicking a little. At least the café didn't open for another thirty minutes, so I had a bit of time ahead of me to get my bearings together. Knowing Lucy was busy taking care of Trixie, the last thing I wanted was to call her back so soon.
First thing first, I had to calm down and come up with a good plan. I wobbled to the nearest couch and sat on it. Vix climbed on me and wrapped her arms around my neck. Her big black pet eyes were so cute, and she smelled good too, but it wasn't time to cuddle. I think she just wanted to reassure me.
"Vix... What am I... supposed to do?"
Vix shrugged.
"Did Lucy tell you anything?"
Vix shook her head, no.
"Is Trixie okay?"
Vix nodded. Then she shook her head, no, which was a bit confusing. Well, a broken arm wouldn't make anybody feel good, so the question was a bit irrelevant.
Misti joined us on the couch, pointing at her own skinny belly.
"Did... did you have breakfast yet?"
Misti shook her head, no.
"Oh, I guess I have to start with that then. Oreo, do you want to help?... Oreo?"
Wait, was Oreo gone? I quickly stood up and didn't see her in the lounge anymore. The last time I saw her, she was with Misti, but now Misti was with me. Did she leave me all alone?
"Okay, stay here. Okay? I'll go get you food and try to find Oreo. And Meeka has escaped too. Aargh!"
I exited the lounge and made sure to close the door behind me so no more pets would sneak out. Just as I was about to start looking for my two lost friends, a loud rumbling noise came from the kitchen. That was scary.
After a short jog to the kitchen, what I saw made my jaw drop. The big fridge door was wide open, the shelves had collapsed, and the whole reserve of food bottles fell out; some of them had even burst on the floor. But what worried me even more was that some cake boxes had fallen out as well and had been crushed. I placed my two hands on my head, panicking and imagining what the cakes looked like inside their box now.
"Nooo! What... what happened!?"
And then I saw Meeka, the rubber raccoon, hugging her knees in the corner next to the fridge. Her cute mask wasn't enough to hide the fact that she was directly involved with this mess.
"Meeka! Did... did you do this?"
She hid her muzzle between her knees.
"Lucy is going to be so angry. What am I going to do now?"
My best guess was that she had tried to help me by gathering the food bottles for her friends, but with those cushy paws, things didn't go as planned. She must have dropped a bottle, and while trying to catch it back, she had tripped or something and made the entire shelf fall on the cakes. It was a disaster.
With my anxiety through the roof and the need to get some control back, I grabbed Meeka's wrist and pulled her back to the lounge.
"Come Meeka! You... you can't help. You have to stay in the lounge."
Once I had reunited the raccoon girl with her friends, I went back to the kitchen to clean up the mess... or try to. The first thing I did was to put all the food bottles on the countertop, but my shaky hands made an open one tip over, which nicely coated the cabinet doors and the floor with blended food.
"Aaaah! Nooo! I made it worse!"
What else could go wrong? That was something I would have to clean later before Lucy came back.
Next, I stacked the cake boxes on the other countertop. I knew some of those were expensive and would only know which ones got damaged until I inspected them all one by one. A couple of them fell on their side during the fridge accident, so I was pretty sure they were crushed inside the box.
But just as I was about to place the last box on the countertop, its bottom failed, and the cake it contained made an Olympic dive straight down and splattered all over the floor... Of course, it had to be the triple chocolate one with the most icing.
"Noooo! Whyyyy!?"
My eyes immediately welled up, and I couldn't think straight anymore. What was happening to me? How did I end up in this situation, and why was I unable to handle this by myself. I was ruining Lucy's café at an alarming rate.
Oreo... Oreo must help me. She has been working at the café for a lot longer than I did, so even if she said she didn't know how, she should at least be able to help me a little. Where was she?
"Oreo? OREO? Where are you?"
I walked out of the kitchen and looked up the staircase.
"Oreo? Are you upstairs?"
Before I went looking for her, I noticed that I had dragged cake purée and blended food all over the hallway with my dirty shoes, which enhanced my panic. And then, my wet eyes landed on the wall clock, making my heart skip a beat. The café was supposed to open in ten minutes, but there was not a chance in the world for me to be ready to serve customers so quickly.
I rushed upstairs to find my friend, not conscious enough to understand that I was making things worse with my food-coated shoes.
"Oreo?"
The pod room was empty, and all the capsule doors were open, so Oreo probably wasn't hiding in there. I then went to the costume room, and that was where I found her, but what I saw stirred mixed feelings inside my belly. Oreo had undressed and was now trying to put her cat costume on by herself. When she noticed me, she just froze, probably because of the strange way I was looking at her.
"O... Oreo? What... what are you doing?"
"I'm... putting my costume on..."
"But... I was calling your name. I... I need your help."
"I know, but I wanted to wear my costume first."
"Is... Is that what you do... when your friends are in trouble? You prefer to play?"
A feeling I never expected to experience around the pets invaded my fast-beating heart; anger. For the first time, I fully experienced what Lucy must have felt regularly around her girls when they reached her limits or hit a nerve. Whenever I saw her scolding the pets, I always thought she was too severe, but what was happening to her then seemed to happen to me now.
How could Oreo do this to me? She knew that I didn't know how to run a café. She should have heard the loud noise coming from the kitchen when Meeka broke the shelf. She should have heard me calling for help.
Yet, she had decided to come here to put on her cat costume instead. Could it be possible that she was THAT selfish?
"Clara... I... I just wanted to help..."
"NO! You preferred to play!"
"Nooo... Trixie is at the hospital... I need to replace her... Four pets are not enough to take care of the clients..."
"Oreo! Stop lying! Leaving me alone was mean!"
"But... I'm not lying. Claraaa... Don't be angry! You... you are scaring me!"
As Oreo's eyes became all wet, a little voice inside me felt like this was well-deserved and that she should feel guilty. At the same time, I felt horrible for having talked to her in that tone.
Not being able to handle my mixed emotions any longer, I turned around and left the room. Anyway, my throat had clamped shut, and talking was no longer possible.
I ran downstairs, walked around the reception desk, and sat on the floor to hide from the world. Hugging my knees and sobbing seemed like the only good thing to do at the moment. I also reached in my pocket for my phone. If I could just calm down enough to call Lucy and ask her what to do, things would get better. Lucy always knew what to do.
But as I woke up my device, it beeped a few times and turned off in front of my reddened eyes. There was no doubt anymore; this day was cursed. I had not recharged my phone last night, and the battery stupidly died in front of my face at the worst possible moment. Once more, a familiar question popped into my mind; what else could go wrong? More than ever, I felt lonely and isolated.
Lucy had entrusted me with her café and her pets, something I had partially done in the past when she took a day off, but this time, I had quickly lost control and failed her on all levels. I now had a bunch of starving pets in the lounge, the pet food was half gone, the expensive cakes were ruined, the café had never been this dirty, and above all else, I got angry at a pet who was very special to me, and she would probably never talk to me again. Perhaps I would even have to leave the café.
"Bwaaaahaaa!"
Crying was all I had left. I pressed my face against my knees and broke down like a defective human being. Terrible fictional scenarios spun inside my brain, and there was no escape for me anymore. Everybody would be angry at me for having failed them, and I would never be able to look at them in the eyes again.
What else could go wrong? What else could go wrong?
Dingdong! Dingdong!
"..."
NO!
It couldn't be!
The café's door chime rang, alerting me that the front door had opened... My lungs ceased to function at the realization of what had just happened.
I had not locked the front door after we arrived... and someone had just entered the café. I heard their footsteps approaching the reception desk, my hiding place, and then there was a long silence.
"HELLO? Lucy?"
"Where is everybody?"
"She runs the café by herself. Give her a minute. Don't be so impatient, cathead."
"Only Mark can call me cathead. You must not! Come on, Syr. I want to see the animals. That shy girl said there was a raccoon... I never petted a raccoon before. I must pet the raccoon!"
"Kitty. Stop bouncing like that and relax a bit, would you, or else we are leaving. HELLO?"
No way! Those voices... It couldn't be. Those nicknames... Syr, Kitty... Was my brain so distressed that I started hallucinating things?
Unable to hide any longer, I wiped my tears with my long sleeve and slowly rose from behind the desk, exposing my miserable state to the two women who were puzzled by the technique I had chosen to reveal myself.
"Oh? Clara? What were you doing behind that desk? Is Lucy around?"
"... N... No."
Definitely not a hallucination. In front of me was the very beautiful Elizabeth, the artist who had created the pet costumes. This time, she was not wearing a maid uniform. Next to her, the scary girl named Kitty, the one who had asked tons of questions about the café when Misti and I had visited their place a while ago.
Somehow, I was happy to see Elizabeth, which had given me a very good vibe when Misti and I first met her. She was sweet, intelligent, beautiful, caring. But on the other hand, her friend Kitty was terrifying, and now she was about to learn that I had lied to her and that our animals were not real animals. What were they even doing here?



Trembling was my best option.
"Wait... Clara? Are you crying? Are you alright?"
"... No. I... I messed up... everything."
"Where is Lucy?"
"At... at the hospital..."
"WHAT? Is she okay?"
"Yes... yes... A pet got hurt... and... I messed up. I don't know how to take care of the café..."
"Aaah. Okay. Well, it seems we've picked the right day to visit then."
"Meow! Yes. Syr is our slave! She does everything around our house."
"Kitty, I'm not your slave! Why would you say such a thing?"
"..."
What was Elizabeth saying? What was she suggesting? That she would help me run the café? Why would she do that? And would Lucy even be okay with it too? I had no idea what kind of relationship those two had with each other. The only thing I knew was that Elizabeth knew about the pet girls, and Kitty presumably didn't.
Elizabeth confirmed my assumption.
"Kitty and I will help you. Kitty, do you want to go take care of the pets while I'm talking to Clara and figure out what needs to be done?"
"WHAT? SERIOUSLY? CAN I?"
"Yes... But I tell you... It might not be exactly what you expect."
"Stop being mysterious, Syr! I've taken care of cats and dogs before. I'm super good with small furry critters."
"Right... You are in for a shock. Clara, could you let Kitty in the lounge? While she is meeting with your friends, we will see what we can do for you. I suppose the amount of icing on the floor has something to do with your bad day."
"Y...yes... O... okay."
Was I about to be saved? Just like that? Would Elizabeth, calm as ever, be able to fix all my mistakes with a snap of a finger? I didn't have many other options at the moment, so I obeyed her request. I carefully walked around the reception desk with an access card in hand, making sure not to get too close to Kitty, as her over-happiness was still scaring me.
I swiped my card on the reader and pulled the lounge door open. Kitty was already crouching down, probably hoping to see a small animal squeeze out. Clearly, she wasn't expecting the right thing. Syr grabbed Kitty's red leather collar and pushed her, not so gently, inside the lounge.
"Close the door, Clara! Quick! Quick!"
"She... she doesn't know... about the pets?"
"Nope. Kitty had no clue about them. But she will adapt quickly. Trust me."
"..."
"Alright, Clara. Now, tell me what happened, and we will fix it together. I'm sure it can't be that bad."
Have the Gods blessed me with a guardian angel? I had no firm answer to that question, but it sure felt like it at the moment.
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Chapter 1 - Isuki
***
"Mishaaaaa! I'm tireeed!"
"I know, but whining won't make your shift end faster."
"But it's Friday, and I want to go back home!"
"And what will you do once you reach your living room couch, Isuki? You never do anything anyway."
"I don't know... Maybe you can spend your weekend with me? It would be like a date."
"AH! In your dream. You are a good friend, but I already have three girlfriends to take care of. I don't need one more."
"But, I have nooone! Nobody wants to date me."
"It's because you are complaining all the time, and you only try to date me because I'm your only friend. Come on, now. Follow me. We have one last round to do today before we can go home."
Misha grabbed her see-through glass tablet from her office desk and poked Isuki on the side of the head, which didn't even interrupt her lethargy. Sure, it was Friday, and most of the staff had already left for the weekend, but it was no reason to stop being professional.
Having no other choice but to comply, the small nurse finally got off her chair and followed her similarly dressed dictator coworker with the intent of accomplishing some work.
It was no secret that Isuki was trying to get some brute affection from Misha, but a person had to set reasonable boundaries at some point. Her targeted lover was already hooked to three other girls, and the continuous rejection of her demands was totally justified. Still, being alone sucked, particularly in this society.
The two women walked together to the nearest elevator, giving plenty of time for Isuki to grab Misha's arm.
"Cling as much as you want. You know it's useless."
"You get to touch people all the time, and I don't. Let me have this, okay?"
"Suit yourself, Isuki. I don't mind at all."
Pressing her cheek on Misha's naked shoulder felt good. At least their nurse uniform was small enough to expose most of their body, which created plenty of opportunities for innocent skin on skin contacts. Their white mini-skirt barely hid their panties, and their minimalist top tied in front in a cute knot was just enough to cover their boobs. Because it was quite warm inside the facilities, all the nurses were happy to wear this adorable outfit while working.
Around their neck, Misha and Isuki both wore the same pendant representing their profession. In their case, since they were nurses, it was a big red cross. It helped others identify what they were responsible for and conveniently served as an electronic passport to access the building's different areas.
Even though they were identically dressed, it was still easy to differentiate the two women. Misha was taller with shoulder-length brown hair, she had a prominent chest that overfilled her top, and her hips were definitely curvier than her friend.
Isuki, on the other hand, was a cute girl of Asian descent that a lot of people were jealous of. Her short black hair covered one of her big black eyes, and her chest, even if not nearly as impressive as Misha's, was still showing that she was a developed adult despite her adorable short size.
After entering the elevator, Misha pressed the S button, sending it to the storage section, the facility's lowest underground floor. This little trip allowed some more time for chit chat. Misha had a hard time understanding what Isuki's problem could be.
"Anyway, Isuki. Why are you alone? How is it even possible? How old are you now? Eighteen?"
"Nineteen. And I don't know. Nobody likes me."
"You know that's not true. Lots of people like you. You are just pushing them away when there is some romance involved."
"I'm not pushing them away! I just..."
"... push them away?"
"Yeah! So what? I'm scared, okay!"
"Scared!? What are you talking about? Jennie was after you like crazy. Were you blind or what? She is super cute too. Why didn't you ask her out? She would have made the best girlfriend ever."
"She has two girlfriends already... She doesn't want more..."
Misha frowned at that last comment and detached Isuki from her arm. She then placed her hands on her shoulders to make sure she would understand reality.
"She was SINGLE at the time she tried to date you, and you know that. She only met her new girlfriends two months ago. What's wrong with you? What are you scared of?"
"..."
"Isukiii... Tell me, or else I can't help you!"
"I... I never had sex..."
"WHAT? How is that even possible? You are super cute and fun! Everybody would love to play with you."
"Bah..."
"Anyway, there is nothing scary about sex. Jennie wouldn't have judged you for being inexperienced. On the contrary, she would have enjoyed teaching you all her mean sex techniques."
Isuki turned her head sideways and looked down while letting out an unhealthy groan. It was an embarrassment to be nineteen and still a virgin. Everybody she knew had this kind of fun way younger, usually after a pillow fight during a movie night with friends. But it had never happened to her for reasons she couldn't explain.
As much as she would have loved to know what hot sex was, the stars had just never aligned. Over time this shameful reality had turned into a handicap, and it was harder and harder to imagine that it would ever happen to her. If only she could get herself to...
"Have you ever kissed someone at least?"
"... mmph..."
"WHAT? You never even kissed a girl before?"
"Aaaah! Leave me alone, Misha! I don't want to talk about this anymore."
"As if..."
As soon as Misha discovered her friend's most shameful secret, she grabbed Isuki's hair at the back of her neck and placed her other hand around her neck, pushing her chin up. Being a few inches taller than her, Misha didn't have any difficulty overpowering her friend.
"Ack! Misha! What are you doing!?"
"I'm fixing you!"
Without hesitation, Misha pinned Isuki against the wall, making the elevator rattle and causing the aggressed girl to raise on her tiptoes not to get strangled more than she already was, and then their lips touched.
There was nothing shy about that one-way kiss. Misha pushed her tongue inside Isuki's mouth and attempted to make her react by giving her something firm but pleasant in the most erotic way possible.
Isuki just kept her arms to her side, not even trying to fight back, and let her friend do whatever she wanted. Slightly choked by the fingers around her neck, she knew Misha didn't require her approval at the moment. Anyway, she was too busy trying to process those new sensations.
After a few seconds of intense kissing, the elevator stopped half-way to its destination, and the doors opened. As if this moment was cursed, Jennie, the nurse they had talked about only a moment ago, entered the elevator and gasped at the shocking scene, which didn't stop Misha from continuing her action.
"Awww... MISHA! I tried to get Isuki for so long! How come she let you kiss her like that!?"
"She didn't let me. I'm forcing her."
"Oh, okay. Feeew! That makes more sense. Oops, I thought you were going up!? I'll just go down with you and then ride back up if that's okay. I'm done for the day."
As if there was nothing special about the forceful make-out scene, Jennie pressed the button to close the door, and the elevator resumed its course. But almost immediately, she turned around, still not fully digesting the fact that Misha had taken the initiative to do kinky stuff to the girl she had tried so hard to get for herself.
"It's still not fair!"
"Aaah, don't worry, Jennie. I'm not dating her. I'm just kissing her."
"I want to kiss her too, then! If I had known she was into being forced, I'd have done the same."
"Alright, alright. Don't act so angry. I'm not sure that she is that much into it to be honest, but go right ahead. She is not even resisting anyway."
"Really?"
"Yes. Look at her. She is all confused. That's a perfect opportunity I would say."
Jennie didn't have to be asked twice about this. Being on the shorter side like Isuki, she pushed Misha out of the way, quickly wrapped her arms around Isuki's thin waist, and pressed her generous chest against hers. Before the small victim could even comprehend what was happening, Jennie's tongue was deep inside her mouth, exchanging her delicious saliva.
Blonde with blue eyes, Jennie was the typical pretty nurse that everybody admired. However, her personality was a bit intense. When she wanted something, she wouldn't give up easily. The fact that Isuki had never ended in bed with Jennie despite the relentless harassment she had to endure was simply remarkable. A magnificent failure.
Misha analyzed the scene and shook her head in frustration. The reason why she had decided to kiss her friend in the first place was to incite her to get out of her shell, but it didn't work the slightest.
"Isuki! Do something! A hot girl is french-kissing you! Aren't you going to take more out of this experience?"
"..."
"I don't know, moan a little? Hug her, maybe? Grab her boobs? Do something, for crying out loud!"
"..."
The best Isuki managed to do was raise an arm half-way up, but Jennie already was in attack mode. Already too much into it and unaware that this kissing was just supposed to be a lesson, the blonde nurse pushed Isuki harder against the wall and kissed her even more wildly while grabbing her ass.
Jennie's determination to fully enjoy the moment made Isuki lose all willpower. It also caused Misha to rub her eyes in disbelief; this was a pathetic waste of opportunity. How could Isuki be so easily dominated by a girl her size?
The elevator stopped, and the door opened. Jennie finally let Isuki go and stepped back.
"This your floor, Isuki?"
"..."
Isuki's legs gave up, and she crumbled down to the floor like a bag of potato.
Misha dragged her romantically defective friend out by the arm.
"Ridiculous. Absolutely ridiculous. Have a good weekend Jennie."
"You too, Misha. Bye Isuki! Thanks for the kiss! It was fun. We will do it again, right?"
"..."
Jennie never got an answer, and it took Misha some effort to pull Isuki back on her wobbly legs. When she recovered her senses, she had bright red cheeks and glassy eyes and was ready to be scolded by her coworker once more knowing that she had wasted another opportunity.
"Seriously, Isuki? What's the matter with you? This is why you are still single! You are not even trying to get what you want. Your attitude was deplorable."
"... So... So this was... a kiss?"
"Oh, for fuck sake, Isuki! In what world do you live? Alright, let's go do our job so we can go home too. We will work on your incomprehensible behavior another day."
Misha swiped her pendant on the reader, which triggered a large metal door to open. The two girls entered the dark room and headed toward the nearby console. Pressing the blue button slowly dimmed up all the lights in the large room, as if not to stress the power system.
With the place now lit, the two nurses admired the always impressive rows upon rows of standing pods. Each of them was made of grey metal with a tinted glass front door, and the massive amount of cables connected to them ran on top of rails attached to the ceiling. The level of technology around here was beyond ordinary.
"Hey, guys! How are you doing?"
"Misha! Don't... Don't talk to them! It's creepy."
"No, it's not. Maybe they can hear us."
"Aaaah! Don't say things like that! You know they can't!"
"Haha. Scaredy cat! Come on, Isuki, we have to verify number 23 first. He is right there."
Not wanting to hear any more insane theories, Isuki took the lead and headed toward pod number 23. The first thing she did was press the blue button on the side to turn on the inside light, which revealed its mysterious content.
A typical male body stood inside the pod, eyes closed and inanimate. He wore a skin-tight grey suit made of breathable material and had an electronic collar with a few flashing lights snuggly fastened around his neck.
Casually, Misha loaded her monitoring tool on her tablet and started the diagnosis.
"His blood pressure is a bit high. Lower it by three points."
"Okay."
Isuki played with the touch screen attached to the pod's side and adjusted the settings according to the direction she had received.
"Outside that, he looks fine. His blood sugar is normal this time. I think we finally found the right dosage for him."
"Yeah, it was a bit concerning the other day. But you know, this one is old. Maybe we should monitor him more often."
"Yeah, he is 575 years old. Let's wait a few more weeks. If we detect more trouble, then we will flag him for transfer."
"Yeah, we have so many of them anyway. It's no big deal if we lose him."
Disliking what she had just heard, Misha pushed Isuki on the shoulder to turn her around and angrily pointed her finger at her nose.
"Hey! Don't say things like that, okay! You know how important they are for us, Right?"
"Calm down, Misha. I was just kidding. Yeah, without them, we would be in serious trouble."
"Exactly, so don't joke about it."
"Stupid meteorite!"
"You got that right."
What Isuki had referred to was the great male extinction that had occurred about five hundred years ago. It had drastically transformed their civilization.
Back then, a small meteorite rushing toward Earth had been detected at the last minute, not leaving any chance to put in place any countermeasure. The only thing humankind had time to do was evacuate the region where it was estimated to strike and pray that it wouldn't cause too much damage.
When the critical moment had arrived, a line of fire and smoke had shredded the sky in half, and the space object had hit the ground at an extreme velocity, only flattening a large number of trees in a deserted area along with roasting a few critters.
Following this extraordinary event and the lucky result, everybody had gone home to celebrate their survival. It had quickly been classified as a somewhat minor incident... That was until the human males started dying inexplicably.
It hadn't taken too long for the word to circulate. The asteroid had brought a vicious virus, or something along those lines, that was spreading so fast that the science community barely had time to react. Only attacking the males, the virus had made them fall like flies, leaving the heavy burden of finding a solution on the women's shoulders. The males' priority had been to isolate themselves not to get infected.
Most had lived for months, some lucky ones for years, but not a single one of them had been immune. Even the genders hovering the middle of the spectrum had been affected for the most part, leaving the scientific world puzzled. What could have been so different between males and females to cause this discriminating catastrophe?
Nobody had ever found an answer to the virus, but a new field of study named cryostasis had quickly emerged. It had taken years for women to perfect it, but they had succeeded just in time to rescue a few thousands remaining males by placing them into pods which would keep them alive until someone would discover a better solution. The ability of humankind to perpetuate their race depended on those precious pods.
The facility where Misha and Isuki worked hosted about three hundred of those rescued males that would be carefully harvested for reproduction purposes. The large building not only served as a storage but also as a research center where many people still tried to find a cure for the elusive sickness, perhaps to one day bring back the males.
Of course, half a millennium later, the situation's perspective had drastically shifted. For sure, history was still there and well accepted by everyone, but males were just a strange concept for most people these days; most of them had never seen one in real life. Male care was nothing less than a field of study at the university, one that Misha and Isuki had picked as a career.
They were just nurses, not scientists or historians, so their role was pretty limited. They wouldn't be the ones finding a solution to the males' horrible faith. Perhaps the only awareness they had that the general public didn't was that they actually had seen real males with their own eyes.
"Okay, let's go check the next one... Let's see... number 52."
"Oh, is that the black one. I like him a lot."
"Yes, let's see. As per the historical data, he was from a country called Nigeria and had a wife and two daughters."
"Well... had... They died five hundred years ago. Can you imagine how he would feel if we were to revive him?"
"Isuki! That's horrible. Don't make me think about things like that. It's so sad."
"Sorry..."
One by one, the two girls inspected all the pods flagged for inspection and corrected a few minor problems along the way. Overall, it was business as usual, and an hour later, they were back in the elevator, ready to head out for a well deserved weekend.
Being confined in a small space again was enough for Isuki to cling back to Misha's arm.
"What now?"
"You... You gave me my first kiss."
"Yes. One that you should have begged for over five years ago. Now that you know what it is, don't you want to get yourself a girl or two and enjoy life?"
"Can... Can you do it again?"
"Isuki! That's enough! Grow up! Even Jennie was happy to kiss you. Why are you acting like an idiot? Find a girl you like and go get her. You know I'm not available."
"I... I just don't like the thought... of being the one..."
"The one what? What are you talking about now?"
"... Well... The one, you know... who initiates things..."
Misha looked up at the ceiling and groaned loudly, understanding a bit better why her little friend was acting like a baby all the time.
"Isuki? Are you THAT submissive?"
"Well... Maybe... I don't know."
"Is that why you never attempt anything outside begging the girls you knew would say no to dates? Was that just a smokescreen to make us believe you were trying?"
"... Maybe..."
"And is this also why you didn't respond to Jennie when she flirted with you? Because you were waiting for her to force herself on you enough?"
"Perhaps... I dunno."
"Okay... I heard enough, Isuki. Let's go home. You are giving me a headache! I can't believe what I'm hearing. You have to learn how to take the initiative at some point and not wait for others to always make a bold move on you."
"Sorry."
***
As expected, Isuki's weekend had consisted of nothing interesting. She knew her friend Misha was right and that nothing fun would magically appear out of thin air if she weren't ready to go out there and get what she wanted. Despite that, she couldn't bring herself to try new things, meet new people, or even send a good signal that she was available and interested.
Riding the aerobus back to her storage facility this morning was a bit tougher than usual because she knew Misha would reprimand her again for having wasted another perfect weekend. On top of that, Jennie would probably still be a bit mad now that the cat was out of the bag, and she knew that she had missed an opportunity to date her; Jennie was really into her before she finally gave up and met other girls. As she fiddled with her red cross pendant, Isuki felt a bit guilty about that last one.
The big flying bus reached the landing pad and let the employees out; a few nurses, doctors, scientists, and even some mechanics and janitors. The small group walked to the main gate, scanning their respective pendant to get into the facility.
When it was Isuki's turn to scan hers, she only received a humiliating red light denying her access. She tried a few more times with the same result. The gate just wouldn't open. Wondering if she had forgotten to renew her accesses and having no desire to delay the other workers more than she already had, she headed to the small security booth to discuss her problem.



The woman wearing this a star necklace, lazily sipped her coffee with her two feet up on the control desk while reading something on her tablet. Like with the other workers, her uniform matched her role. As a security guard, she wore those knee-high leather boots, a tight and shiny black vinyl shorts that were molding her ass and crotch nicely, and similar to the nurses, a small top held together by a front knot, hers was marine blue.
She almost spilled the hot drink into her very open cleavage when Isuki carelessly knocked loudly on the side window to catch her attention.
"Isuki? You scared the crap out of me! What is it?"
"Hi, Elana. My pendant doesn't work anymore."
"Did you get fired?"
"Hey! Don't say things like that! What is wrong with it?"
"Aaah, no sense of humor. Give it to me. I'll check."
Unceremoniously, the sexy security woman snatched the red cross presented to her and placed it on a metal plate next to her computer before making a strange face.
"So... What's wrong with it?"
"All your accesses were revoked."
"Revoked? Why? Did I forget to renew something?"
"No, someone has revoked them on purpose early this morning. Strange. I wasn't made aware."
"Why did they do that? I have work to do! I need to get in."
"Yes... Give me one sec, Isuki. I need to check something first."
Elana casually walked out of her booth and positioned herself behind the young nurse. Without warning, she grabbed Isuki's wrist and twisted it behind her back before grabbing her hair and pushing her face against the window.
"Ack! Elana! What are you doing!?"
"I'm arresting you!"
"Arresting me? WHY? You aren't even a cop. What did I do?"
"Nothing, it's just protocol. I have to arrest anyone who tries to get inside the facility without authorization."
"Mmm... Are you sure about that? You are just the security lady. Aaaah! Don't be so rough. I'm not even resisting."
"I know. I just like doing this a lot."
It didn't take long before Isuki ended with her hands cuffed behind her back. What could be more humiliating than this? The answer to this pointless question arrived right away, and it was not a bureaucratic one.
From behind, Elana reached for Isuki's boobs and began massaging them through her sexy nurse uniform.
"Hey! Why are you grabbing my boobs!?"
"I'm searching you for weapons. Do you have any on you?"
"What!? NO! Why would I? You are just fondling my breasts for fun!"
"You mean... Like this?"
"Eeeep!"
Elana slid her two hands inside Isuki's top and reached for her nipples to playfully pinch and twist them for no apparent reason. This searching technique didn't feel very legit. As if it wasn't bad enough, instead of fighting back, Isuki's first reaction was quite the opposite as it should have been. Her cheeks turned red, and she stuck out her tongue a little.
"Aaaanh! E... Elanaaa... Are... are you done searching me?"
"Mmm... They are so soft. And no, I need to check down there too... You know, just in case."
"... Aaaah!"
A soft feminine hand slid down inside Isuki's mini-skirt, and a finger pressed right over her slit through her thin panties, not so coincidentally massaging her clitoris. With her hands cuffed behind her back, there was nothing she could do to stop the procedure.
"Aaaaah! I... I think you are not supposed to do that when you are searching people, Elana."
"Ah, no? Are you telling me how to do my job?"
"N... no... but... Nggnn!"
"You don't seem to hate being searched. So, just be patient, okay."
"Aaah... O... okay..."
"I think I have to search you more thoroughly. I think you may be hiding something from me."
Elana spun Isuki around and pinned her against the wall in a rough and dominating move before wrapping her hands around her waist. It was like the elevator all over again. Overpowered, Isuki couldn't do anything else but to receive Elana's deep kiss; the security woman was undoubtedly bending a few rules here... or was she? It wasn't all that clear for Isuki anymore since her brain became blank.
Who would have thought that Elana was such a great kisser, though? Instead of fighting, Isuki just melted like garlic butter over a hot snail plate. And it got even worse when a hand reached her crotch again, this time sliding inside her panties.
"Mmmaaah!"
"Oooh, you are super wet. I think you like it when I'm searching you, don't you?"
"N... no... I don't..."
"No? And what if I do this, then?"
Without warning, Elana slid her middle finger inside Isuki's boiling vagina and quickly reached her g-spot, making the small nurse squirm like a worm. Her juices were flowing all over Elana's fingers. Nobody had ever done this to her before, yet her accesses had never been revoked either.
For a little while, Elana ignored Isuki's inaudible protests and attempted to bring her to the edge while deep-kissing her. There was nothing like a Monday morning when people had access problems, and when they were cute and irresistible like Isuki, it was even better. Getting to roleplay with a sexy nurse was a nice accomplishment, and she would be able to brag about it to whoever would want to listen. The way her little prey was acting, not being convinced if this was legitimate or not, was very entertaining and almost adorable.
But all fun things had to come to an end; a loud voice interfered with the steamy scene.
"ELANA! What are you doing to Isuki? I said to call me, not to play with her!"
"Oh... Misha? Right. I must have misread the note you left in the system."
"As if! Let her go. I need her. Isuki, why are you letting her do this to you?"
"But... She said... she needed to search me..."
Elana took her hand out of Isuki's drenched panties and put her soaked fingers inside her victim's mouth to silence her while interrogating Misha further.
"What did she do to have all her access revoked anyway?"
"Nothing! It's an internal decision. And take your fingers out of her mouth, will you."
"But, she is sucking on them happily. Look! And what does that mean anyway? Internal decision? Is she still working here? I can't let her in if she has no access."
Isuki was super confused and still recovering from her almost-orgasm while Elana forced her to taste her own pussy juice. The drool around her mouth betrayed that it may have been delicious, or at least new and exciting. All in all, it just made it harder to follow the conversation between Misha and Elana and understand why she had ended up in that situation in the first place. At least she was being rescued... or so she thought.
"Okay, that's enough. Uncuff her, Elana. I need to take her to the lab."
"Aaah, you are no fun. Okay, okay. Just give me another minute. We were having fun. Just one minute, okay?"
"Sure... whatever... one more minute."
Happy to have been granted a little extra, Elana turned to Isuki and kissed her again to enjoy the small nurse as much as possible before Misha truly lost patience. She also returned her hand in Isuki's panties and penetrated her again with a couple of fingers.
"Aaaaaanh!"
"Your pussy is so amazing, Isuki. So tight. I need more of it."
"Mmm! I... I think... Misha is waiting... for me..."
Misha indeed rolled her eyes at Elana, who had a hard time letting her small victim go. Clearly, to be acting this way, the security woman must haven't had any satisfying sex over the weekend.
Seeing how much she was into it, it was too heartbreaking to rob her from this innocent fun, so Misha decided to be generous and let her play for a bit longer with her new toy.
"Alright, Elana. You win. Take your time. I need to talk to my friend over there anyway. I'll be back in a few minutes."
"Hey, thanks! I appreciate that."
"Mishaaa... don't leave me... Mmmph!"
Elena slapped her hand over Isuki's mouth to help her focus on the present moment. She probably didn't know Isuki never had sex before, so she was finger-fucking her as if she would have done with any other experienced lovers. The ridiculous amount of juice flowing out of Isuki's crotch and her swollen clitoris didn't indicate that anything was unpleasant, though.
A few more minutes of that got her close to the edge. Isuki's brain was just static now, leaving all the empty room for her building orgasm.
"Aaanh! E... Elana... s...stop! I'm... about... to... mmmph!"
"Mmm..."
As Isuki's legs began to buckle and her crotch was about to explode, sensing the spasms, Elana took her fingers out of the nurse's panties and held her in a long and wet kiss as another attempt to dim down her whining. Isuki was so close to cumming, something she had never experienced with someone else, but Elena had cruelly denied her at the last second.
"Oh, no. I can let you cum unless you make me cum too, or else it wouldn't be fair."
"Gaaah!"
"Let's get you close again. I really want to make sure you have no weapon on you."
"Aaaanh! I ... never heard of people... getting searched like this... aaanh!"
"It's my special technique. Very efficient. You should see how many nurses are hiding drugs down there..."
"They... they do?"
"Oh, yes. All the time."
Elana slowly restarted massaging Isuki's crotch, making sure to enjoy every moment of it. It was pretty rare that such a cute girl would let her do all those dirty things without pulling a fight. She knew Isuki as a friendly person, but she had never realized how submissive she was. For a few more minutes, she enjoyed caressing Isuki's body, kissing her, licking her neck and face while making sure she wouldn't go over the edge.
When Misha finally came back, she had to put an end to it. She didn't have all day and offered a reasonable compromise to speed things up, or else Elana would never stop this activity.
"Aaah, I know you are having fun with Isuki, Elana, but we are going to be late for her appointment. Why don't you grab her panties in exchange for letting her go."
"What!? Really? Can I?"
"Why not? It's not like Isuki can stop you. You cuffed her."
"True."
Elana quickly reached under Isuki's mini-skirt and pulled her panties down.
"Eeeek! You... You can't take them! They are mine."
"Well, why did you lift your legs to help me take them off then?"
"... I... I did?"
Indeed she did send the wrong message, and Elana was now the proud owner of a very wet pair of blue panties that she rubbed on Isuki's face while teasing her some more.
"Aww! They are so cute. You know what? On my next break, I'm going to put them on and masturbate while thinking about you. Thanks a lot for the gift!"
"It... it wasn't a gift... I loved those. I want my panties back."
"Then come get them back later... I will make sure to squirt a lot in them. This is so hot."
Before taking her cuffs off, the security woman reached inside her booth through the window and retrieved Isuki's pendant. She gently attached it back around the nurse's neck and plunged her arm back inside the booth again to get something else.
"Usually, this is only for the ones who cum hard, but I'll make an exception because you were very cute and obedient."
"..."
A rubber stamp in hand, Elena pressed it on Isuki's exposed belly. When she removed it, the word, "Approved," had been printed in bright green letters on her skin.
"There. Hehe. I certify that you can get in the facility now."
"I... I don't think that was necessary..."
"Are you telling me how to do my job again? Maybe I should detain you all week."
"N...no... sorry."
After taking off the handcuffs, Elana let the small nurse trot back to Misha, who couldn't believe how spineless her friend had been during this whole ordeal.
"See you later, Isuki! Thank you again for the panties."
"..."
Staring back at the smiling security guard, Isuki walked away, holding Misha's arm tightly as if to seek further protection. The two girls crossed the main gate together and headed inside the building. It was time for another elevator ride.
"Couldn't you just resist her a little? Couldn't you see she was just playing with you?"
"Yeah... I mean... No... I was... cuffed. I thought she was serious..."
"You were just moaning like an idiot."
"Aaah, it's not my fault, she put her fingers inside my...!"
"If you had said no in a serious tone, and she wouldn't have done it. Instead you just went along with whatever she decided. Come on, that's what we talked about on Friday. You should be the one choosing what you want to do or not. Not always leaving it for the others to decide."
"... I... I didn't think about doing that..."
"Unbelievable... Ah well, at least your broken behavior made someone very happy today. It was for a good cause."
Isuki rubbed her belly, trying unsuccessfully to get rid of her seal of approbation.
"I think she used permanent ink... that was mean... It will take forever to fade out."
"Hehe. Actually, that part was funny. Elana can be such a tease sometimes. I think that stamp will fit your new role perfectly."
"My new role? Where are we going anyway? Why were my accesses revoked?"
"Well, I'm friends with the big boss, and I asked her for a favor. Your concerning attitude on Friday got me thinking. We need to get you started in life before it's too late. You are nineteen years old already and never had a girlfriend. Do you realize how weird that is? I'm your best friend, so I decided to give you the tools to succeed before it's too late."
"The tools to succeed? What does the big boss have to do with this?"
The elevator doors parted, and everything was awfully white, almost blinding.
"Hey, why are we going to the lab?"
"Come."
"You didn't answer my question."
"I don't need to. You are still following me."
"Well... yeah... but..."
"Ah, it's this one."
Misha pushed a door open and yanked Isuki into the room. It was a typical doctor's office with some cabinets, an examination table, and devices hung on the wall. Isuki had been here before for her annual physical and minor scratches. Not knowing why Misha had brought her here this time made her feel uneasy.
"What are we doing here? Being single doesn't mean I'm sick."
"You are not here because you are sick. You are here because of my good idea."
"What good idea? Tell me!"
"Sit on the table."
"But..."
"Sit!"
Not having the strength to argue, Isuki just complied. Misha approached her, squeezed her hips between her knees, and then wrapped her arms around her. Since Isuki no longer had panties, this position was rather compromising and made her face turn red.
"See... You don't even resist. You don't stand up for yourself. You just do everything people tell you to."
"But... That's how I am... I trust people."
"And that's what we are going to work on. The boss has agreed to give you one month of vacation."
"Uh? Why? I'm not tired, and I'm doing a good job too."
"I know, but I'm the one who asked for this. It's for your own good."
"But, what am I going to do? I'll be bored alone at home."
"No, you won't. Listen to that, I decided that you'll be the facility's pet for a full month!"
"The facility's... pet?"
"Yes. And I hope this will bring you to a point where you'll learn to stand up for yourself."
Just like that, Misha gave Isuki a small hug, pressing her friend's face between her large boobs, and then stepped back as two nurses entered the room with a cart full of interesting items.
There was no doubt about it; the next thirty days would probably be noteworthy.
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"I don't want to be a pet!"
"It doesn't matter. Since your spine is made of gelatine, you'll do it anyway."
"Awww..."
"See... Like I just said! You lower your head and don't even consider fighting back."
As the two nurses prepared their procedure, Isuki unconvincingly attempted to argue with Misha, who just leaned against the wall while shaking her head. Her friend needed a lesson that should, at least that was the goal, help her kick start her new life. She needed to learn how to fight back a little bit and get what she wanted in life instead of just blindly following directions or waiting for good things to land on her lap. The world didn't work that way.
Whining day and night about being alone was an absolute waste of time for a person who purposely refused to make the first step while pretexting that she didn't like taking the initiative. Perhaps forcing Isuki to experience a role that matched closely what she currently was could trigger new emotions that would be beneficial for her future.
Additionally, the staff at the facility could use some fun too. Elana's behavior, the security girl, had been a prime example. Nobody could have blamed her for having a bit of fun when given such a golden opportunity. Isuki was there and vulnerable, so why not play with her a little bit since she didn't fight back. Everybody in the right state of mind would have indulged in such friendly abuse, and Isuki was the perfect victim to play with; she was so cute and obedient. Nobody would ever do anything mean to her, of course. It was just how society worked; take what you want as long as it's fun for everybody.
Apparently, five hundred years ago, males were often considered the dominant gender, and things were very different back then. Most of the leaders were males, and in many parts of the world, women couldn't say a word and even had to hide. Things had changed drastically since then.
When the male population had dropped, the balance of power dramatically shifted and landed in the hands of women, not necessarily by choice but by necessity. Yes, it was very traumatizing to lose all the males at once, but it had a huge humbling effect on society. Both males and females drastically understood how important they were to each other. This new situation had a cold shower effect and had wiped most of the gender inequalities.
As the years rolled by and the males gradually disappeared, The females had no other choice but to acknowledge everybody's importance. This new social respect had also encouraged an open-mindedness never seen before among the general population. Men were no longer a thing, and playing with the same sex became an accepted necessity and even became the norm. Since those relations were only for pleasure and no longer for reproduction purposes, many boundaries had fallen.
Women couples quickly turned into trios and quartets, fooling around in broad daylight became normal, and spontaneously involving a new person in sexy games was not frowned upon unless the recipient had made it clear that she didn't feel like playing.
When Elana had forcefully played with Isuki for fun, considering those new cultural rules, it was not shocking the slightest, and this was why Misha had let it go. Even for Isuki, it had not been something remotely inappropriate enough to make a fuss about it. She knew she had the same right to return this sexual teasing to Elana if she wanted to, and in fact, that was pretty much what everybody expected from her, but it disappointingly didn't happen. Submissive people like her were so rare these days that everybody thought she was acting this way on purpose to play along.
All of this was why, last Friday, Misha had forcefully kissed Isuki in the elevator, followed by Jennie. It was all in good fun, to help her get out of her shell, and give her some well-deserved pleasure. When she wasn't whining, Isuki was a great coworker and friend to have around, and pretty much everybody loved her.
"Okay, we have everything you suggested, Misha."
"Good. She is all yours. I can't wait to see what she will look like."
"..."
Isuki's future had been decided in her stead. The two cute nurses, who also knew Isuki from work, turned around and were ready for a fun little makeover. Misha gave a blessing that shouldn't have come from herself.
"Give me your hand, Isuki."
"Okay?"
"Haha, it's true that she does everything we ask."
"Hey! You are nurses... I have to listen to you, no?"
"Yes, you do. Hehe. Here, put your arm in this glove."
It was strange. The nurses kept a long black glove open and forced Isuki's arm in it. They pulled it all the way up to her shoulder. Isuki's fingers ended up in some sort of mitt.
When the nurses let her arm go, she looked at it to see what they had done to her. She found her arm encased in a latex sleeve, and her hand was sitting inside a cute dog paw.
"Is that... a..."
"Your other arm now..."
"O... okay..."
They repeated the same process for her other arm. Isuki was more confused than worried at that point. Why would they ask her to wear dog paws? How was this supposed to teach her how to grow a spine.
"Haha, Isuki! Those little paws suit you!"
"Yeah... They are cute but... why? How am I supposed to work with those on?"
"Don't forget, you are on vacation for a full month. You're going to have so much fun. Well... we will."
"I just don't get it..."
"You will."
Next, the two Nurses removed Isuki's shoes and socks and replaced them with long black latex stockings with, obviously, dog paw shoes at the end, which slowly dehumanized the small woman.
"Seriously, Misha? What are you doing to me? Why do I have to wear those?"
"I told you already! You have to pay attention. We are turning you into our pet."
"What does that even mean?"
"Strip naked now..."
"What... How am I supposed to do that with those paws? I can't grab anything."
"Hehe... See... Instead of whining about us asking you to get naked, you whine about your paws, preventing you from doing so. Your brain is out of whack, Isuki."
"Awww... But I just do what you tell me. You are never mean, so I thought you were serious..."
"Oh, I was. Here, let me help you get undressed. We have new clothes for you."
Misha walked to Isuki and pulled on the cute knot holding her top together, causing the mini-blouse to flop open and expose her perky little breasts.
Isuki was very pretty. Of Asian descent, she had beautiful darker skin and jet black hair. At nineteen years old, her body was in the best shape it would ever be, and it needed to be put to good use as soon as possible to prevent future regrets. Her short stature made her look even cuter. Calling her a pet would certainly not be hard for most people that would see her wearing this sexy dog outfit.
Both her top and mini-skirt dropped to the floor, leaving her naked with her four dog paws. The panties were absent since they were now Elana's properties, thanks to Misha's twisted generosity. The result was, Isuki tried to hide her crotch as much as she could.
"Heeey! You knew I had no panties! Elana stole them!"
"We have new ones for you, look."
Isuki's eyes locked on a pair of daisy latex shorts that Misha brought up to her nose. Next to it, held by one of the nurses, was the matching sports bra. If she were to wear those two things, it would surely leave a lot of skin visible.
"Heeee... Is this not a bit... revealing?"
"Don't you want to wear them?"
"It's not that... Well, I guess they won't show too much under my uniform..."
It was unclear if Isuki was just going with the flow or desired to wear them, but her legs got moving, and she stepped in the thin skin-tight shorts and let the nurse help her with the bra. A few seconds later, her intimate parts were snuggly covered by the shiny black garments that enhanced her curves in a sexy way.
What she had not expected was when the nurses placed her uniform inside a bag and put it away from her reach.
"Heeey! I need my clothes."
"No, you don't. Those sexy latex underwears are all you are going to wear this month, so get used to it."
"But, I didn't agree to this."
"Do you disagree?"
"Well, no, but... I just... You know..."
"Let's complete that costume. It's missing the cutest parts."
Misha approached Isuki with a pair of pointy black fuzzy dog ears and placed them on top of her head.
"Awww... Look at you! You are so adorable!"
"Am... am I?"
"Very! Everybody will be happy to play with you."
"Play with me!? Ack!"
Just as she asked for clarification, one of the nurses wrapped a nice rubber collar around her neck, featuring a neat silver bone-shaped tag, while the other attached a fluffy black dog tail to a discreet loop at the back of her latex shorts.
"Heeey, what's this? A collar? A tail? Why?"
"Cause you are our pet now. It fits your personality so well that I'm sure you'll get used to your new outfit quickly."
"So, what now? I'm not going to walk around like this, right?"
"Sure you will. You'll be my pet today and follow me everywhere while I'm working unless I decide otherwise."
"But... People will see me..."
"Are you saying that you don't want to spend time with me? That's mean! I was doing it for you. Okay then, I'll leave you with the nurses."
Turning a worry into a greater one on purpose sure had its effect on Isuki. Seeing Misha leave the room while waving over her shoulder felt as if an electroshock had jolted her confused mind. She looked back and forth between her leaving friend and the nurses, who were smiling evilly, and precipitated her decision.
"Mishaaa! Wait for me!"
"Oh, you changed your mind? You coming?"
"Wait! I don't have my pendant! I need it."
"No, you don't. Your dog tag is your new one. I programmed it so you can open the doors with it. You'll get your red cross back after your vacation."
"Awww... but my red cross made me feel important."
"Come, let's go back to the office. I'm already late for work. And I will have to do your job too since you are on vacation."
Confused like never before, Isuki just followed Misha to the elevator. Somehow it felt safer to be around Misha than being left behind to hide. This little costume adventure was by far the oddest thing Isuki had ever been asked to do.
***
"I feel so naked!"
"Nah! You are the lucky one, Isuki. Everybody always complains that the office is too warm."
"True, but everybody is staring at me."
"Yes, they do... It's a good thing. They all think you are cute."
"It's... It's so embarrassing."
"Stop whining now, or else you'll get punished."
"Pu... punished?"
What was Misha saying now? Isuki's brain shorted for a second as she wanted to ask the meaning of that last threat. On the one hand, she wanted some clarification regarding this whole pet adventure, and on the other, she was now scared to open her mouth, fearing to be punished. So far, she didn't have a lot of success complaining about her weird faith. Perhaps it was just better to wait and see what would happen next.
When they arrived at the office floor, only then did Isuki realized that all her closest coworkers would see her dressed unjustifiably as a sexy doggy. The best strategy at that point would be to hide behind Misha as much as possible as soon as they entered the room where everybody was.
Of course, Misha had to loudly announce their arrival.
"Hey, everyone. Look who we have here!"
"... Who?"
"... Uh?"
Misha looked left and right, but Isuki was not there anymore. She spun around to find her trying to hide behind her back.
"Aaah! Would you stop acting like an idiot!? Get out from behind me and let your friends see how adorable you are."
"..."
Cheeks on fire, Isuki didn't know what to do anymore, and it got even worse when Misha grabbed her two wrists and pulled them above her head before exposing her to everybody.
"Look! This is our new office pet!"
"Awww! Isuki is so cute!"
"Doggyyyy!"
"Oh my! I'm jealous now!"
From Misha's standpoint, this was a win. Everybody fell in love with the new Isuki, and there were some very perverted grins that went on. With a cultural mindset of getting what one wants and having an active imagination, they all saw the new pet girl as potential prey to toy with.
"Can someone take care of her? I'm already late for work, and I have some catching up to do this morning."
"Mishaaa! You said I would stay with youuu!"
"Calm down, Isuki. I'll spend some time with you later, but I'm busy right now."
Not surprisingly, Jennie energetically jumped over her desk to reach Isuki before any of the other girls could react and steal her first.
"MINE! RAWR!"
"Alright. She is all yours, Jennie. But don't forget to bring her back."
"Haha! Maybe! Come, Isuki! I know where we should go!"
"Eeep! Mishaaa! Help!"
"Have fun, Isuki."
With two fingers under the rubber collar, Jennie dragged the new pet girl out of the room, having a better place in mind where they could have a bit of innocent fun.
Jennie firmly pulled Isuki toward a door at the end of the hallway.
"Why... Why are we going to the supply room!?"
"Right. As if you don't know!"
It was common knowledge that the supply room was often used by women who wanted to have a bit of fun during their shift. When two or three people walked in that room at the same time, one could be sure that orgasmic moans would come out of it shortly after. The "do not disturb" sign hooked to the door handle was not there by accident.
Jennie pushed Isuki inside the room before slamming the door shut behind them.
It was not the first time that Isuki had been here, but it had always been for the legit purpose of obtaining office supplies. She had always tried to ignore the bed that the staff had installed in one corner and focused her attention on the row of shelves hosting the items she needed. This time around, she was pretty convinced that they were not here for office supplies.
With her back against the wall, there was no escape possible.
"W... wait. Jennie!"
"Isuki! You dirty little one! For MONTHS I tried to date you, and I thought you were not interested in having a relationship. And now, you dress like that in front of me, and I finally understand that all you wanted all along was for us to play with you! Why didn't you just say so? It's not fair!"
"N... No! I... I didn't want this! It's Misha..."
"Misha? As if someone forced you to dress up as a sexy pet... Misha is super nice. She would never force you to do anything you don't want."
"Well, she kind of did... I mean... Not really... but..."
"Well, show me how much you don't want this then."
"W... wait!"
Not being listened to was Isuki's daily reality. Yet, she didn't try to get away when Jennie pinned her arms to the wall and started kissing her. She didn't have the willpower to combat a cute girl kissing her; it was like what happened with Elana all over again.
Thinking about it, while she felt Jennie's warm tongue slowly caressing hers, it was true that Misha had not forced her to turn into a pet. Misha was her good friend, and it was just right to listen to her since she knew better. It was certainly confusing to understand the purpose of all this, but they just didn't have much time to discuss the objective yet. Maybe a little bit later, she will get to understand what Misha had intended to achieve.
Everything was going way too fast for Isuki. A fraction of a second ago, she thought she would spend the day sitting next to Misha, but right away, she had been sold off to the most motivated coworker and had ended up here, in the highly corrupted supply room.
"Mmm... Your mouth is so soft. Hehe, you don't act like a forced person. I'm starting to understand how playful you are, sneaky girl. Pretending to be shy and not interested and now acting like a sexy bitch."
"I... I..."
There was nothing Isuki could do. Whenever she wanted to say something, she immediately got distracted by something more pleasant, such as this intense wet kiss offered freely by her coworker.
Jennie used one of her hands to massage Isuki's latex breasts and squeeze her nipple through the glossy material.
"If I had known you were such a perv, you'd probably live in my house right now. I will have to ask my two girlfriends if they would be willing to get another one. I feel stupid for not having seen this before."
"I'm... I'm not a perv... I... I don't want... Aaaaanh!"
"Is that why you are moaning so much when I pinch your nipples? They are so erect... Your body doesn't lie."
"No... No... It feels good, but..."
"Ah, I knew it. You DO love it! Let's see if you like this too."
Jennie lifted Isuki's tight rubber bra to liberate her soft perky breasts. Amazed by how beautiful they were, she rushed to them with her mouth, licking and nibbling them. Having been attracted to Isuki for so long, she had dreamed of doing this often. The little nurse's skin was flawless, the warmth of her breasts was cookie-comforting, and no sane woman could resist that.
Isuki's face turned red like never before. For a girl who had never made love before, being treated this way was all new, and she had a hard time wrapping her head around all the sexual sensations that Jennie provided her. Why did it feel so good to have her nipples played with like this? Was this the kind of fun she had missed for the past few years?
Yet, she had not decided any of this. It was imposed on her by people who knew better, and that, apparently, REALLY knew better. They must have been right because she was melting on the spot, embarrassed like never before, and ashamed to be so weak-willed. But asking Jennie to stop would have been either impolite or detrimental to the new sensations she was experiencing. Whether she wanted this or not became somewhat irrelevant as clearly she was a poor judge.
"Isuki! You are SO delicious. Your boobs are just the best! It reminds me why I was running after you for so long!"
"O... okay..."
"That's it... I can wait anymore!"
Not explaining what she meant by that, Jennie yanked the unresisting Isuki by the arm and tossed her on the squeaky bed that clearly had seen a lot of action since its installation.
Still bouncing on her back on the springy mattress and not understanding how it had happened, Isuki stared at Jennie, who was doing all she could to push down her mini-skirt and panties as quickly as possible.
"Je.. Jennie? What... What are you..."
"Alright, now be a good little bitch and show me how wrong I was about you! You owe me that, right!"
"What...?"
Unwilling to interrupt her fun by discussing what any other girls would have considered unnecessary, Jennie climbed on top of Isuki, pinned her arms under her legs, and unhesitantly pressed her overly wet pussy on her face.
"Aaaaaah! Yes! It's like a dream come true! I'm so attracted to you, Isuki!"
"Mmmph!"
"Sorry, I don't care... Just lick me... Please, please, please!"
Isuki was in shock. It was the first time she ended up with pussy lips around her nose and mouth, and the sensation was too hard to process. There was nothing she could do; she couldn't talk, she couldn't move, she couldn't think. And Jennie desperately begged her to do something she had no experience with.
Rubbing her pussy up and down against Isuki's face, Jennie moaned loudly, hoping to activate the potential licking machine, the one she envisioned her latex bitch to become.
"Aaaah! Come on, Isuki! It's not funny... Stop teasing me. Lick me! You are driving me nuts. Please! Move your tongue now before I lose my mind! Aaaah! Yes! YES! YES! ISUKI! YES!"
Having her head held forcefully by Jennie's thighs and hands, Isuki had no other options. So she attempted to move her tongue a bit to comply with what she was encouraged to do. Her job was pretty simple; sticking her tongue out and moving it while Jennie positioned her clitoris at the right place.



It was a new taste for Isuki, but not so different from when Elana had made her to suck her own pussy juice earlier this morning. Actually, it had the same effect on her salivary glands that began to produce a fair amount of slippery fluid as if a delicious chocolate cake had triggered her glands.
"I... Isuki! You... You are so good at it... aAaaah!"
"Mmmph!"
Not caring too much if her doggy could breathe or not, Jennie focused on her pleasure and the fulfillment of her dream to make love to the girl she was attracted to. As long as the soft tongue remained active, her sexual feelings were the only valid metric.
For many long minutes, she encouraged her sex pet to do a good job. Jennie wanted more and more as her orgasm was rapidly building. Her crotch was on fire, her brain turned into soup, and her eyes started to move erratically.
"Aaaaah! AAH! Yes! YEEEES! I'M... I'M CUMMING! DON'T STOP! DON'T YOU DARE STOPPING! AAAAH!"
Not only was she controlled physically, but this orgasmic threat made its way to Isuki's brain very efficiently. Deciding to go against her partner's wish would undoubtedly not be a good thing for so many reasons. She may not have chosen this situation or had time to agree to have a hot pussy rubbing against her face, but at the moment, it seemed way more important not to disappoint the girl who had the time of her life.
Pushing those thoughts aside, she focused on her performance instead. She had no idea what she was doing, but it seemed to work. Jennie screamed of pleasure for a long moment before asking Isuki to stop... but not really.
The odd thing was that Jennie wouldn't get off her latex doggy while asking for this ceasefire. Instead, she kept rubbing her soaked pussy on Isuki's face slowly while trying to catch her breath. Did she even remember that she was sitting on her face?
After a little while longer, Jennie flopped to her side on the bed, exhausted, and began cuddling with her new favorite pet, the one who was no longer in a mental state to say a single word.
Being in Jennie's arms, like being around her friend Misha, felt warm and safe at the moment.
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Trauma.
That was the only word I could come up with to explain what was going on with Kitty right now. After spending two incredible weeks in the Caribbean, it would have been reasonable to assume that everybody had fun and were happy to have added this amazing experience to their memory for when they would be old and reminiscing. But no. Kitty had quickly forgotten about the inn, the creature in the kitchen, and even the cute lesbian Mae. Instead, she had decided to focus on the only negative element; we had deprived her of latex during that trip.
I would be the first to admit that traveling far from home with Kitty without bringing some latex gear to entertain her had been a mistake, but to react this way was a bit over the top. No... MUCH over the top.
She spent the past month wearing her catsuit and had since then refused to take it off in front of us. Her legendary stubbornness had come back in force.
"Kitty, come on. You were all happy not to wear your suit all the time, and now you don't want to take it off anymore. You are overreacting."
"I take it off, just not around you. I take it off occasionally to take a shower and clean the suit."
"Why are you doing this? It's been a month of that."
"If I take it off, you won't let me wear it ever again, as you did in the Caribbean. Mark, you are a dictator!"
"I'm not!"
It all started when we came back home after our vacation. The first thing Kitty had asked for was to wear her pink latex catsuit, and we even forced Erika to join her by making her wear the Kitty suit copy so they could play together. It was a lot of fun.
But after a few days, Erika was ready to murder me, so I let her out of her suit, but Kitty flat out refused, arguing that we would take away her beloved costume from her again. We tolerated it for a week, then two weeks, then three, but now it's been over a month. She was super cute as a rubber cat, but I feared that all the efforts she had put into feeling more confident about herself out of suit would go to waste if we didn't find a way to make her see the light.
Kitty and I just had a good sex session, and now she was sitting on my hips with her two paws on my chest, the same way she always did when we were arguing about something.
"Trust me, Kitty! It's for your own good."
"NO!"
"Why not? And don't say we are going to take your suit away. You know it's not true."
"No!"
"No is not an answer."
"Yes!"
"So you never want to get out of your suit ever again?"
"No!"
"Even if it makes me sad?"
"It doesn't. You like it when I'm a rubber cat."
It was impossible to forget how smart she could be despite her childish attitude. She knew very well that what she just said was true and that I couldn't deny it. She was very happy to cut my legs off mercilessly.
Her little body, all encased in shiny pink latex, was beyond cute. It fit her curves so perfectly that it almost looked like it was her real skin. The attached matching hood with eyes and mouth holes topped with two big cat ears were just too adorable to resist; it was even worse since Syr had added some little whiskers on her cheeks. Along with her almond-shaped eyes, her outfit was undeniably compatible with what I loved.
"What about... your swimming lessons with Syr? You know you can't swim in this suit."
"She closed the pool. Winter is coming."
"Oh, did she?"
"Yes."
"Then, what about texting? You like texting me when I'm at work."
"I can do that by holding a stylus in my mouth. I've done it before."
"True... So what if Mae decides to visit? You'll let her see you dressed up like a rubber cat?"
"She won't visit for a long while, if ever. And yes, I showed her pictures of my suit when Erika and I fucked her very hard and made her cum and squirt repeatedly. She loved it."
"Kitty, you have a way to say things sometimes... so raw."
"Meow!"
She wasn't unintelligent and certainly not unable to justify her actions. At the moment, she wanted to be a rubber catgirl and nothing else.
"You know, Erika has a new job, and I'm working too. Don't you feel bad for Syr? She has to spend all that time cooking for you and making you eat because your hands are encased in rubber mitts. Do you think that is fair to her?"
"Yes. She said, "Master Mark told me not to let you starve," so it looks like she doesn't mind."
Another blow to the liver. It was true that I didn't want Kitty to starve, so I did ask Syr to keep an eye on her when Erika and I were away. There was no way I would let her little stomach rumble as an incentive to force her out of her suit; it would be too cruel.
"Fine! You win! If you want to wear your suit all the time, it's your choice. But don't come whining later when you want out."
"Meow! That's not going to happen! Erika loves it too. She likes it when I'm helpless."
"I know that. You are some sort of weird masochist. You let her overuse you, then you whine that she goes too far."
"It's true! She always goes too far!"
"But you let her go too far..."
"Yes!"
I shook my head at her strange thinking mechanism and gave her skinny butt a good squeeze.
"Okay, get off me, cathead. I'm going to take a shower and read a little bit before bed. It's getting late."
"Then you are going to come back and fuck me some more."
"Nope! Tonight I'm sleeping with Syr. It's your "Erika night," remember?"
"Oh, is it?"
"Yes. She said that every Wednesday, she has tons of frustrating meetings at work, so she needs to play with you to evacuate all her stress."
"Is that why she is so late?"
"Yep. So you have to be extra nice to her when she comes back."
"Ah! Work doesn't sound fun. I still want to find a job where I will get paid for doing nothing."
"Good luck with that dream, kitkat... Particularly if you refuse to take off your latex suit."
"Pfff... Leave my bed at once! Go take your shower! You are full of germs."
At least I managed to hit a nerve before leaving the bed. That felt good.
As planned, I took a long hot shower and went back upstairs to find Syr. I thought she would be cleaning, cooking, or repairing something as usual, but I found her relaxing on the couch with a light novel when I arrived in the living room.
Her green maid uniform was still surreal even after months of knowing her. Wearing something so fantasy-like was certainly making an impression on me. Her outfit's quality never ceased to impress me as it signaled that she was a true maid and that she was committed to the role. It was miles away from those cheap maid costumes that any girl could order online for a few bucks just to give a good time to their male for a single evening. Her uniform was legit.
I sat next to her and wrapped my arm around her shoulders; she leaned a bit on me.
"Hey, what are you reading?"
"This one," she said as she showed me the cover.
"Oh, is that not the first light novel you ever read?"
"That is correct, Master Mark. When I moved to Erika's house, it was the only book I possessed that was not for school."
"Hehe. So, how many times did you read it?"
"I do not know. Countless times. But it still feels good. Erika bought me all the subsequent volumes."
"Yeah, you were saying. You have a very cute relationship with her."
She leaned a bit more on me.
It was so strange. When we were in the Caribbean, I spent most of my intimate time with Syr, and she almost had no opportunity to act as my maid. She didn't want her aunt to find out about that, so she had put her character away on purpose. Despite how happy I was to see her acting like herself during those two weeks, I had worried that perhaps it was going to change our relationship once back home.
Oddly enough, I had been confident that Kitty and Erika wouldn't change one bit. But the total opposite happened. Kitty was experiencing a latex crisis, and, inspired by the success she had achieved with the inn, Erika dove back into the workforce like a savage beast ready to conquer the universe.
But Syr? She hadn't changed at all. The minute she put her maid uniform back on, she recovered her previous personality and was even more comfortable in her maid role. It was nothing less than fascinating.
"Oh, Master Mark. Can I ask you a question?"
"Of course. What is it?"
"What do you think of this uniform?"
She flipped a couple of her book pages to show me one of the drawings commonly found in light novels. It was another maid uniform, quite different than the green one she typically wore. This one was much more classical, black and white with a small apron. It was a bit closer to the sexy ones I had in mind earlier but much classier. The skirt was shorter, exposing the white stocking-covered legs of the character. The puffy sleeves were short, and the square neck allowed plenty of room for the cute little choker. Of course, there was a matching headband.
"I like it, Syr. You want to make it?"
"Would it not be odd?"
"What do you mean? I think it would suit you. Actually, I would love to see you wearing something different. I enjoyed watching you in your street clothes at the inn."
"That has not happened, Master mark! I never wore anything else than my maid uniform at the inn. You imagined things. I'm just a maid."
"Oh, right! Hehe. But yeah, go ahead and make this one. I would love to see it."
"But... It wouldn't match my name anymore."
"What does your name have to do with this?"
"Well, you gave me the name of your favorite character, and my current uniform matches it."
"Oh, come on. If you read the series, you should remember that Syr wore other clothes too later. Don't be so strict. I can tell you really want it. As I said, I want to see it too."
'Mmm... Okay... maybe I will make it, then."
As she closed her book, Erika entered the house after having worked a bunch of extra hours. We could easily tell that she was still pumped after a very stressful day.
"Mark, where is Kitty? I need to fuck her brain out!"
"You two are always so romantic."
"Yeah, whatever. On Wednesday, I'm in beast mode. Where is she?"
"Basement. She was waiting for you. Be gentle, okay?"
"Ah! You always see Kitty as this little fragile thing. She is stronger than you, you know."
"Hehe. Well, then enjoy your girl's night with her. You can sleep downstairs. I'll sleep upstairs with Syr."
"Cool. Good night!"
"Good night!"
And she was gone as fast as she had arrived. Syr put her book aside and rolled over me, resting her head on my chest.
"I don't want sex tonight. I just want to cuddle. Would that be okay?"
"Thank God! Yes! I could use a break! Why don't we go to bed right now and watch some anime on the tablet."
"I would love that very much, Master Mark."
It was our special activity. Kitty and Erika refused to watch any of this while Syr and I were very much on the same page.
As proof, a mocking voice came from downstairs.
"Nerds!"
***
"Kitty? Are you coming to eat your breakfast?"
It was the third time Syr shouted down the stairs, trying to wake Kitty up so she would come and eat a little something. When unsupervised, Kitty tended to skip meals, and her Master said that it wasn't acceptable.
"Kitty? Are you awake?"
The lack of answers wasn't uncommon. Either she was sleeping like a rock, or something perverted was going on. Mark and Erika had left for work a while ago, so Syr decided to head to the basement to assess the situation.
At the bottom of the staircase, she pushed the door open, but all the lights were off, preventing her from seeing the bed clearly.
"Kitty?"
Her delicate fingers found the light switch and dimmed it up, gradually allowing her to confirm her suspicions.
"Of course..."
As Syr approached the bed, a wriggling black form was twisting around with some difficulties on top of the blanket. Kitty was a prisoner of an inescapable bondage contraption, the ominous leather sleepsack that Erika had given her before their Caribbean trip. The tight crackling leather didn't leave a single inch of Kitty's body visible. Thanks to the fact it had been custom made, it looked flawless, even around the neck area where the tight hood was attached. The only contact Kitty had with the exterior world was the two small grommets at the nose level.
Syr understood what was going on right away; Erika had too much fun with Kitty, then she was late for work and decided to leave her restrained. She should have suspected this when, earlier this morning, Erika had told her three times to keep a close eye on Kitty today.
Constricted like a sausage, Kitty couldn't even moan anymore. It was more than probable that she was still wearing her full latex catsuit under this thick layer of leather, restricting her further.
Never been a big bondage fan, Syr was still getting it. Seeing how much bondage fun Kitty had with Mark and Erika day after day, it was not hard to imagine that some people loved this kind of activity. It was just not her cup of tea. Syr always preferred vanilla sex driven by a bit of roleplay over these extreme scenarios.
But Kitty was different; being tied up was part of her DNA. If she went too long without some sort of BDSM action, she would undoubtedly lose her mind. Syr's knowledge about her friend allowed her to accept what she was seeing and route the situation toward something Kitty would enjoy.
"Kitty, I'll be back around lunchtime. I'll turn on the baby monitor, so just grunt a bit if you want out, okay?"
"Mmmph!"
There was no way to know how long Kitty had been mummified like this. Perhaps Erika had tied her up late last night or just this morning. But based on her body language, it was fair to assume that Kitty wasn't ready to be freed. Her breakfast could wait a bit longer.
Syr left the room and headed back up to her workshop to work on her new uniform. Perhaps if she were to do a good job on it, it would please her Master.
***
A few hours later, Syr still had not heard any concerning grunts through the baby monitor. Occasional healthy moans conveyed the fact that Kitty still had a blast inside her dark and restrictive world of kink. That said, Syr knew that the small catgirl would push her limit irrationally, so it was better to put an end to this activity, at least for the time of a meal.
"Oh, it's already 1:30 pm, and I barely made any progress on this maid uniform... I'm being lazy."
After a long stretch and some undeserved self-criticism, the green maid left her workshop and headed back to the basement to check on her friend.
Like earlier, Kitty was still wriggling on the giant bed, but this time she had flipped to her stomach and seemed stuck that way. This position was actually convenient since the laces and the long zipper were located at the back of the sack.
This time around, it seemed that Erika had tightened the sleepsack more than usual. Perhaps Kitty had said something wrong that had resulted in this extra punishment... or perhaps it was a reward. It was hard to tell sometimes with Kitty.
Syr pulled on the string to release the knot, returning some slack to the poor Asian girl.
"Mmmph!"
"Yes, it was very tight, Kitty."
Loosening the leather laces allowed Kitty to curl a bit. Syr had to push her back down to unzip the long zipper and give her full freedom back. As the sack cracked open, it revealed a glossy pink latex skin; Kitty was unsurprisingly still wearing her full latex suit.
Carefully, Syr helped the tired cat out of the bag, which almost looked like a butterfly crawling out of a cocoon, minus the fact that Kitty was more like a shiny larva.
"Aaaah! Erika overtightened it!"
"It looked that way. Are you okay, Kitty?"
"Why did you let me out? I wanted to stay like this all day!"
"Master Mark would be angry at me if I were to let you skip too many meals."
"Mark will never get angry at you. He is incapable of it."
"You still have to eat. Come, I will make you a snack."
"Can we have sex first? I'm so frustrated."
"... I'm not going to have sex with you, Kitty. We had this discussion in the past."
"Aaah, I was just teasing. You are too serious."
Visibly tired, Kitty crawled off the bed and followed Syr upstairs and into the kitchen. As she always did, as if she had been unconsciously trained to do so, the pink rubber cat climbed on one of the island stools and waited for her food to magically appear before her. It didn't even cross her mind to offer assistance.
"What would you prefer, Kitty? A late breakfast or lunch?"
"I want a cathead sandwich!"
"Absolutely not. I will never make those again for as long as I live."
"Why? Just because you made a couple of those at the inn?"
"I made hundreds at the inn, and it felt like millions."
"Meow, okay. Then I want a cheese sandwich!"
"The brie grilled cheese with fig jam? Sorry, I don't have the ingredients, and Master Mark said it makes you gain too much weight."
"Ah! I'm still tiny and cute. Then just make me whatever you want. I'm hungry."
As usual, Syr confectioned something good looking for the starving cat girl. She never minded cooking for her friends because it was satisfying to see them enjoying her food. Having proved that many times in the past, Kitty wouldn't be able to survive if she were to cook her own food. Additionally, Kitty couldn't use her hands right now as they were encased inside her suit's built-in mitts. Since the back zipper was locked, there was no way to address this issue, and that was on top of Kitty's decision not to take it off. The battle wasn't worth it.
Syr opted for a very nutritious smoothie; that way, Kitty would be able to feed herself. Some blender action later, the catgirl had a delicious liquid meal between her paws and sucked it using a large straw.
"Mmm... This one is good."
"I put avocado in it."
"What's an avocado?"
"Kitty, you know what an avocado is."
"Yes, but it makes me look cuter if I pretend not to know."
"..."
"Can I go sit in your workshop and watch you work this afternoon?"
"Today, you can. I don't work on any secret project at the moment."
"You and your secrets."
"Not all my customers wish to be known."
"Customers... You should only craft things for yourself... or for me."
"And how would I make money, Kitty?"
"You don't need money. Just do like I do and let Mark pay for everything."
Kitty had her own special way to look at things.
Once the two girls finished ingesting their lunch, they headed back to the workshop where Syr kept working on her new uniform and where Kitty laid down on a big pile of fake fur for a little cat nap.
***
"Maaark! You are back home!"
"Oof! Do you always have to throw yourself in my stomach like this?"
"Yes!"
Whatever Kitty would say, I could tell that her days felt longer since Erika had returned to work. Syr was home but often busy, so Kitty was alone most of the time with nothing fun to do.
I pulled on her rubber ears to make her look at me.
"You still don't want to take your suit off?"
"Never! Play with me!"
"I will. But while I was at work, I thought about something."
"Uh oh!"
"If you don't want to take your suit off and be a rubber cat forever, then we will have to treat you accordingly."
"... Does this mean you'll have sex with me all the time?"
"No, I only have sex with real humans. You are just a cat."
"You won't last one week without my warm and horny latex body next to you."
"And I told Erika not to have sex with you either."
"Oh! That's never going to work."
"And you won't be allowed to use any furniture anymore. The chairs, couches, bed... it's all off-limits, or else you're going to get punished."
"Meow, that sounds hot."
"We will see about that. By the way, I spoke to Erika on the phone today while we were at work, and she is in. She, too, thinks you are going too far with your latex suit obsession."



"Pfff... You are not allowed to speak to her when I'm not around!"
"Since when? I'm dating her as much as you do. Anyway, go down on your knees. Real cats don't walk like humans."
Kitty acted tough, but this series of instructions and how I had cornered her were bugging her, I could tell. It was a matter of time, perhaps only a few minutes, before she broke one of those new rules and ended up receiving a nice spanking. Following directions was not her forte.
She unhesitantly sat on the floor like a cat and placed her rubber paw on my crotch in a sign of defiance.
"That's cool. This is the perfect height for you to fuck my skull."
"No, Kitty. As I said, you are a real cat now. No sex for you. Also, you can't talk anymore. You can only meow."
"... Seriously?"
"Yes, unless you want a sore butt."
"... I do not consent to this last part!"
"Haha. You don't have to. We will make you consent."
I patted her on the head and walked past her.
"Oh, and the basement is off-limits too."
"Hey! That's where all my cool bondage stuff is."
"Ah, too bad. Real cats don't get tied up. That would be considered animal cruelty. Anyway... Less talking, more meowing, cathead."
"... Meow! But Erika still won't let this happen!"
"We will see about that, Kitty. We will see about that."
As I walked away from her, I knew I had given some good food for thought. She was right that it would difficult for me not to have sex with her until further notice, but I would not let her know that. It was also true that I had talked to Erika and that she was totally on board with this little coercive plan. None of us thought that what Kitty was doing was healthy. We couldn't let her go back to the time when she was too extreme. She had made a huge step forward when she had stopped wearing her suit permanently, and we were determined not to let go back to that baseline.
I headed to the basement for a shower. Since our trip to the Caribbean, I felt a bit more in control of my environment. Around my girls, I had never had a big opportunity to show what I was capable of in general. Here, Syr spoiled me every single day with good food and doing the house chores, Erika loved running the show and taking charge of everything, and Kitty was not very high maintenance because of the two previous reasons. But on the island, when I had decided to kick aunt Michelle in the butt and fix this damn inn, I had really felt a sense of accomplishment. Sure, we all helped each other over there, but I still felt like this idea came from me and that the project wouldn't have happened otherwise. Situations like this were rare in my life, and I wanted more of this feeling. I had no intention to return to what I was in the past, a mostly spineless guy.
Driving Kitty for a while to get what I wanted was one of those projects that would feel similar. I would just have to be mindful of what Kitty felt and make sure not to make her miserable. This game would only be fun if it were helping her.
After dropping my clothes on the big bed, I headed to the washroom for a warm shower. Work wasn't giving me a break. Actually, every time I thought things would get better, our management was putting more responsibilities on our shoulders, and I was getting tired of it. I had not talked about it yet with any of my girls, not wanting to bug them with my work life and problems, but it felt I was getting closer to the point where I would have to make a decision for myself. Erika had warned me more than once about the danger of burnout, and that was what I saw developing.
As I was thinking about those things, the bathroom light turned off, leaving me in the dark with the hot rain.
"Hey! Who turned the lights off?"
"It's me, Master Mark. Can I take a shower with you?"
"Oh, Syr... Absolutely! Come on in."
"I will light a candle for intimacy."
"Feeling romantic?"
"Yes."
I loved when she did that. She would crack a match and light a small candle tray before joining me. Sometimes it was for sex, other times it was for some romance, and sometimes it was just because she liked when I washed her hair. I would soon discover what she had in mind this time around.
The ambiance was already much more relaxing. Perhaps I should do this candle thing even when I was by myself instead of always waiting for her to do it. Syr slid the glass door open and stepped in. Before I knew it, her perfect naked chest pressed against mine.
"Master Mark! Hello!"
"Hehe. Hi there. Did you have a good day?"
"Yes. But I didn't finish the uniform."
"Geez. Take it easy. I want to see it, but there is no rush, you know."
"I know. I just really want to wear it for you now."
"And I can't wait either. You should have crafted another one a long time ago."
"Mmm..."
Syr looked at me with her sweet grey eyes and tiptoed herself up to kiss me. I always had so much to think about, but I always had a hard time remembering that Syr just wanted to please me. Most of what she did for me in a day was her initiative, but I knew she would like it better if I were driving her around a bit more. I would have to keep that in mind and let her know about things I would like her to do for me. This new uniform idea should have come from me.
"You were tough on Kitty earlier, Master Mark."
"It won't be just me. I talked to Erika and decided we would try this on Kitty to change her mind about wearing her suit permanently."
"I know, Erika arrived from work already, and she began spanking Kitty really hard. This is why I sought refuge here. Such violence."
"Haha. Really?"
"Yes, Kitty was lying on the couch. Master Mark, I don't want to spank Kitty. I can report her behavior to you, but I will not spank her."
"It bugs you that much when we spank her?"
"I don't like it, but I accept it... I'm not going to participate in her punishments. I am not her girlfriend."
"Right. You are mine."
"I'm your maid."
"Correct, and to change the topic, do you know what I would like right now?"
"Mmm?"
"A nice blowjob from my maid."
"Yes, Master!"
That was what I was thinking a moment ago. Syr loved it when I decided things for her, and I would have to use this trait more often. Without any hesitation, she knelt in the shower pan and started licking me.
It only took a few seconds for me to get hard as a rock; she was so good at it. With the water gently running and the candle dancing around through the foggy atmosphere, Syr carried me to a happy place. Why did it always feel so good? Why was she so beautiful? Why did she make me believe that blowjobs were her favorite thing in the world? She was so good at it.
Half in a trance while Syr took me deeper and deeper into pleasure, I decided to take this opportunity to share my dark secret. While I rubbed her temples with my thumbs, I broached a subject that seemed out of place.
"Syr, I think I'm going to quit my job."
"Mmm..."
"Oooh, that's good. You know, I've been working there for a long time, and I thought I would spend my entire career with them... But work just keeps piling up, and we get no additional help."
"Hmmm, Master..."
Just wanting to share and not seeking reassurance, I pushed my cock back inside her mouth, making her understand that she didn't have to talk. Her soft tongue resumed its work, providing me with the dose of good feelings I needed while I tried to make up my mind.
"I think I'll give them a month's notice, and then I'll quit for good. Perhaps I'll do what Erika did and take some time off before going job hunting again."
"Aaanh... Master... I'm... I'm getting a bit turned on..."
"Hehe... Alright, lie down on your back. I think I know what you need.."
Syr was so pretty, even at the bottom of a shower pan. I carefully went down on my knees before lying on top of her. As we kissed sensually, I pressed my cockhead between her perfectly smooth pussy lips and rubbed it on her swollen clitoris.
"Aaanh.. Master... If... If you quit your job... aanh... I'll take good care of you when... you are home. Hmmm."
"That's part of why I want to take a break. I want to enjoy my maid a bit more."
"I... I love you... Master... AAANH!"
As she was confessing her love, I pushed my entire length inside her boiling vagina. It was always so hard to resist, and anyway, that was how she liked me to penetrate her. She was willing to accept a bit of discomfort in exchange for this forceful sensation.
She quickly wrapped her smooth legs around my waist so I could go deeper. No matter how cute and innocent she was, Syr was a sexual creature and fully enjoyed these moments when her Master took pleasure from her body.
If I were to quit my job, she would undoubtedly become one of my favorite ways to kill time, particularly if Kitty was still in the penalty box.
Having sex with a cute girl was always an incredible experience. No man could get used to it, and if they were, it was probably very sad. Guys like me should fully appreciate how beautiful women were while they were fucking them. It was okay to treat them as an object of pleasure during sex, the same way those women could do the same. As long as there was an acknowledgment that it was not their only purpose, it was all good. There was nothing wrong in desiring people for what they looked like. It took me a while to understand this, but now that I did, sex was even better. At times, we were only wild animals trying to procreate, and once the act was completed, we would both be very satisfied.
For many long minutes, I drained all the love I could from Syr, who was particularly into it this time around. She seemed to be assaulted by her sexual feelings much more than usual. I could see it in her eyes.
"Aaanh! Aaah! Ma... MASTER! I'm... I'm about to..."
"Wait for me, Syr... I'm close too..."
"No... I... I will... AAAH!"
"I said wait!"
"Y... Yes... Mmmph! AAaah!"
And of course, even if she tried, she failed. Her pussy began spasming uncontrollably, so did all the other muscles in her body. Seeing her in that state was so hot that it pushed me over the edge as well, and I filled her belly with all I had. Our synced orgasm was amazing, one of the best.
I kept pumping inside her for a bit longer, even if it made her lose her mind some more.
"Mmm... My little maid is so fun to play with. But after I used her for my pleasure, it's only fair that I give her a good wash. I wouldn't mind caressing this soapy body for a while longer."
"Y... Yes, Master Mark. Everything you desire. Oh... and please wash my hair too."
"Hehe. I can do that."
***
Slap! Slap! Slap!
"Oww! Oww! Owww! Okay! Okay! I get it, Erika!... No sitting on the couch! Stop! My butt is on fire!"
"Just wanted to make sure it was a punishment and not a reward, catface."
"Getting spanked is hot... but it's not a reward."
"Is that so? When I got back from work, I found you sitting on the couch, knowing very well that Mark had explained the new rules to you. So I spanked you. Then five minutes later, you were back on the couch, thinking I was no longer around. So you either have a very short memory or like being spanked. On top of that, you keep talking. Cats don't talk."
SLAP!
"Owww!"
With one good final strike on the butt, Erika finally let Kitty off her lap. The small catgirl headed directly to her crate and closed the door behind her. It was a good thing that she had this safe zone where she could escape her tormentor. Erika didn't just spank her to enforce the rules; she also did it because it was fun.
I walked into the living room at the end of that scene. Erika stood up to meet me and wrapped her arms around my waist.
"Hello, mister!"
"Hey, Erika. Having fun applying the new rules?"
"Oh yeah. I'll be on Kitty's case until she decides to remove that suit."
"It's worth a try."
"Do you want to bet how long it's gonna take before she begs for sex, Mark?"
"I give her twenty-four hours, max."
"Oh, I think she will last longer than that this time around. Don't forget how stubborn she can be. I say seventy-two hours."
"Okay, what's the bet?"
"A bottle of scotch. Minimum 100$."
"Haha. I'm in.
As we placed our best bet, Syr entered the kitchen to start preparing our dinner. After our little fun in the shower, she had jumped right back into her green maid uniform, ready to resume her duties. Since she told me that she would make a new uniform, her old one seemed... old. I knew she was taking really good care of it, but wearing it day after day for such a long period started to show. Occasionally, she had replaced the apron and white frills as they were the first things showing wear and tear, but I didn't think she had gone much further than that. The green wasn't as vibrant as it once was. It had lost some of its quality despite her diligent and careful handwashing.
"Master Mark, we will eat a Tuscan pork and ricotta pasta bake tonight. Would that be okay?"
"Sounds good to me. Do you need help?"
"Master Mark! Please refrain from getting involved in things that are not yours to deal with."
Erika loved it when Syr scolded me. It just meant that the maid was in a good mood and was fully playing her role.
Instead of answering, I walked to Kitty's crate and crouched in front of it.
"So, Cathead. Do you like the new rules?"
"Meow!"
"What's that?"
"I said, meow!"
"Oh, at least you remember not to talk. I have more good surprises for you. Are you sure you don't want to take your suit off?"
Kitty shook her head and curled on her mattress while hugging her heart-shaped pillow. Her butt was probably still throbbing after that loud spanking.
"Haha. Alright. We will see how long you can last as our real house cat."
***
An hour later, Syr placed a large cast iron pan in the middle of the table. These pasta mixed with pork and marinara sauce were smelling heavenly. As usual, Syr wouldn't sit down unless everybody started to eat. Erika and I presented our plate, and shortly after, we had a carefully measured portion proportional to our stomach's size. But one thing was missing.
"Kitty, come over here. Dinner is ready!"
Not having the best day of her life with those new rules, Kitty dragged her feet to the dining room. At least we didn't prohibit her from eating. She pulled a chair next to me using her rubber-encased hands, but then she stopped and stared at me.
"Mew?"
"That's right, Kitty. You can't use chairs anymore. We will put your plate on the floor."
"Mmph!"
We had to be strict if we wanted this plan to work. It wasn't the first time we treated her like a cat, but nothing this intense. Being a feline lover didn't mean Kitty was ready to ditch the human perks.
As I presented Kitty's empty plate to Syr, the maid came up with an unexpected idea, probably because she agreed with our desire to take Kitty out of her suit and wanted to participate in our efforts.
"Master Mark, wait for a moment. I have a better idea."
"Okay?"
Syr left the dining room and disappeared from our view. Erika and I started eating our delicious meal while Kitty was just drooling next to us. Not only was she hungry, but she also apprehended what Syr was going to come up with to accommodate her new cat mode.
"If I give you a blowjob, can I sit on the chair?"
"No talking, Kitty. If you want to talk, you have to take off your suit."
"... Mew!"
"Just be patient. Syr is very creative. I'm sure she got a great idea for you."
Crossing her arms was pretty much all Kitty could do to cope with her frustration. It took a moment before Syr came back with a little gift.
Erika and I choked on our pasta when we saw what she had in her hands, but we immediately approved without any glimpse of hesitation.
"Kitty, this stainless steel dog bowl will prevent you from making a mess when you eat on the floor. See, I just wrote your name on it with vinyl tape. That way, nobody will steal your food."
"... Seriously!?"
"Hey, no talking, Kitty. Or else you're going to get spanked again."
It may have been cruel to enjoy this moment, but Erika and I couldn't stop smiling as Syr filled the dog bowl with some pasta, and when she put it in the corner of the dining room, so Kitty would have to face the wall while eating, we just lost it.
"Syr, you are a genius!"
"Thank you, Master Mark. Since Kitty belongs to you, I will take good care of her."
"I love my maid so much. Come on, catbutt, go eat! It's delicious."
"Mmmph!"
"Aaah, you know what you have to do if you want to avoid being treated like this."
When Kitty reluctantly walked around the table to kneel in front of her bowl, I got immediate regrets for not having thought about doing this before. Since I've met her, I have taken on myself to feed her more often than not. But not once, as far as I could remember, I had forced her to eat on the floor with her butt up in the air like this.
"Come on, Kitkat... we are all watching you."
"Mmph!"
Defiantly, wanting to prove that her resolve not to take off her suit was greater than anything else in this world, she lowered her face to the bowl and took her first bite. We couldn't see the look on her face, so it was hard to tell what was going on in her head. Her chewing was pretty much all we heard.
A few more times, she awkwardly plunged her face into the bowl. But then she paused and turned to us, not realizing that her nose and cheeks were covered in pasta sauce. It was beyond cute.
"Hey! Stop looking at me!"
"Hahaha... Someone will have to bath Kitty after dinner."
"I will take care of this, Master Mark."
***
After this delightful dinner, Syr took Kitty to the bathroom and wiped the noodles and sauce stuck on her face with a warm towel. Knowing Syr, she must have applied all the rules that I had put in place to control Kitty, so I wasn't worried that she would give our new cat a break.
When the small rubber girl returned to the living room, Erika and I were browsing the different whiskey on the tablet to identify which ones we would like if we were to win our bet.
Kitty knelt on the floor and put her head on the couch between my legs just to stare at me.
"What, cathead? Need something?"
"Meow!"
"Is that so? I have no idea what you said."
"Pfff..."
Erika reached Kitty's head to pet her and, of course, to tease her some more.
"It's so great. From now on, I'll only have sex with Mark. You were fun to play with, Kitty, but we have to move on, right? Too bad you don't want to take your suit off... It must be hard to abandon all that fun lesbian sex you and I used to have."
"Meow! And whatever!"
"Oh, you just talked... Alright! Spanking time!"
"WHAT! NO! Not agaaaain! Erika! You must not!"
It only took a few seconds before Erika managed to drag Kitty over her lap and started striking her pink rubber butt with her bare hand.
Slap! Slap! Slap!
"Oowww! Enough! Mark, save me! Ow!"
"Nope, cathead. You know the rules. Plus, I enjoy watching Erika spanking you. It's quite entertaining to discover how stubborn you can be."
"I'm not stubborn."
"Okay, then take your suit off. You were doing it before our vacation, and you were very happy about it."
"NO! I will never take it off again!"
"Suit yourself. Erika, give her another thirty good slaps for me. And you know what, why don't we order sturdy paddle. I get the feeling we will need it."
"Agreed."
"No! You must not!"
Slap!
"Oww!"
After this latest spanking round, Kitty wobbled back to her crate and slammed the door shut again, mumbling things we couldn't hear. We knew very well that a good spanking wouldn't be enough to break her. She usually liked that kind of activity. That said, the part where she couldn't talk, even if she weren't gagged, was a bit harder. And what was to come would be even worse.



Tonight, nobody would have sex with her. She wasn't even allowed in the basement anymore. And as I was thinking about this forced endorphins deprivation, it gave me a great idea. I whispered my plan into Erika's ear, and an evil smile appeared on her face. My creativity could be efficient at times.
***
A few hours later, just before bedtime, I led Kitty back to her crate.
"Come on, cathead. In you go!"
"Meow! I love sleeping in my crate. This won't make me get out of my suit."
"Good, I'm glad to hear that. Because that's where you'll always sleep from now on."
"No, you'll miss me too much, and you'll break the rules before I do. You'll say that you love me too much, then you'll fuck my brain out until your cock gets numb."
"We are not there yet."
I closed her door and locked it with the two big padlocks. Not being cruel, I also gave her a water bottle in case she got thirsty in the middle of the night. But I also had a little surprise for her.
From her crate, all she could hear was that I installed something on top of it.
"Hey, what's that? What did you put on top of my crate?"
"You'll find out in a bit, cathead. Don't worry about it. Have a good night."
"Wait... unzip my crotch first!"
"No."
"Give me a vibrator at least!"
"No. Good night, Kitty."
"Mmmph! Good night!"
After patting her head through the bars, I headed to the basement where Erika waited for me on the big bed, naked like a worm.
"Did she protest?"
"Oh yes."
"Do you feel guilty?"
"Of course I do. But I'm not going to tell her that."
"Right... and did you set up the device?"
"Yes, Erika... I wouldn't forget that. So why don't we have a bit of fun now."
"A bit? Kitty can entertain me for hours. I'm expecting the same performance from you, Mark."
"I'll do what I can, or else it is you that is going to break the rules and free Kitty to get better sex."
"Damn right!"
I took off my clothes and joined Erika on the bed. But before we began our playful activity, I flipped a switch on the baby monitor sitting on the nightstand. Following that, I grabbed Erika's legs and plunged my tongue into her crotch. She was a loud moaner, and that exactly was what we needed for our plan.
Upstairs, in the living room, was the other end of the baby monitor. Kitty, prisoner of her cage, would soon have to endure all the sexual noises that would come from Erika and me, and there was nothing she would be able to do to make it stop. It was some sort of audio exhibitionism that I was sure would turn on everybody tonight, even the one who won't be able to have sex.
***
It has been a week already. Last night I slept with Syr in the guest bedroom as Erika said she needed some extra rest and wanted to sleep alone. So this morning, I had a half-asleep naked maid in my arms; as usual, brushing my fingers against her soft skin was enjoyable.
But I now had a problem. Erika and I had a problem, to be exact. We both have lost our bet. After twenty-four hours, Kitty didn't break. After seventy-two hours, Kitty still didn't break. And on top of that, she had accepted all the rules and didn't commit any infraction as of late, so we didn't even get the pleasure to punish her.
Kitty didn't climb on furniture anymore, she ate from her bowl without complaining, she was happy to sleep in her crate every night even though we tortured her with our sex noise regularly. She was even happy to meow instead of talking because she discovered that she could annoy us a lot more that way. Acting like a real cat didn't bug her, even though I was sure she missed having sex.
But the worst thing in all of this was that Kitty had been right. I was the one who wanted to have sex with her. She was my girlfriend, and I missed our intimate time together a lot. At that rate, I would break before she did, and she would regain all that power over me.
Syr slowly woke up and rolled a bit more over me.
"Mmm... Master Mark."
"Hey. Good morning little maid."
"Morning. Mmm... You woke up early."
"Yeah. I guess I'm preoccupied."
"About what?"
"Kitty. I give up. I don't know what to do anymore. Nothing worked. She still refuses to take off her suit."
"Yes... Your idea sucked."
Did those words come out of Syr's mouth? She was usually not this opinionated, particularly when she was talking to her beloved Master. What could have triggered such a harsh reaction so early in the morning?
"Uh?... I'm sorry?"
"Master Mark, did you really think Kitty was unhappy about all those new rules? She loves being controlled and treated like a slave."
"... yes, but... The rules were pretty strict."
"Not really. As I said, your idea sucked. Kitty's favorite thing in the world is to lose control and let you do whatever you wish to her. You simply gave her what she wanted the most."
"... And you couldn't tell me that earlier?"
"I'm your maid. It is not my place to tell you what to do. I simply obey your commands. This morning, however, you seemed in need of guidance."
Why was I not surprised? And why didn't I see this coming? Syr was right... Trying to take Kitty out of Kitty was pointless. I had just given her more of what she loved, and I had reached a dead end.
Since Syr seemed more intelligent than me this morning, I asked her for more of this spontaneous guidance.
"So, am I right to ask Kitty to take a break from her rubber suit?"
"Yes. It is the right thing to do."
"Okay, then what would you do if you were in my shoes?"
"I would be a sock."
"..."
"..."
"... Syr... That was a really bad joke."
"I'm sorry, Master Mark. You can punish me if you wish."
"Maybe later. But seriously? What can I do to get Kitty out of her suit?"
"Easy. A trade."
"... A trade?"
"Yes. With the right reward, she will take it off."
"I don't know about that. Kitty is not materialistic one bit, and she doesn't care about money. What could I give her in exchange for a bit of reasonability?"
"It's easy... I know just what would work."
"Well, tell me, then."
"No."
"No? Why?"
"Just no."
What was going on with my submissive maid this morning? Was she broken? First, the insult, second, the bad humor, and now, the attitude.
"Aren't you supposed to be my obedient maid and do everything I ask you to do?"
"Yes, I am. But in this case, the information I possess is invaluable. So I want something in return."
Did I just dream this? Was Syr really asking me something in exchange for her help? If that were the case, it would be an absolute first. Usually, she did everything I asked without question. She even shamelessly told me about everything Kitty and Erika plotted behind my back when I was away due to her unbreakable loyalty. What in the world could she know that was worth more than her unbendable principles?
"Coming from you, that is very odd. But alright, what do you want in exchange, Syr?"
"Two things. I knew this moment would come, so I had all week to find something that would please me greatly."
"You knew it would end up like this all week, and instead of helping us, you were thinking about what you could get in return?"
"Yes. I'm your maid. I do things very thoroughly."
"Great. Some times I'm wondering if I'm dating a bunch of demons. Okay, so if you get Kitty out of her suit, what do you want in return?"
"Just you and I, we will go to a hot spring, one like in the anime I watch."
"That's gonna be hard to find this around here..."
"Do not worry, Master Mark. I already gathered all the information about the place I would like to visit."
"Great... and what is the other thing you want?"
"During our trip, you'll treat me as your slave. More than you usually do..."
"Oookay... I guess I can think about it... As long as it's not another one of your rape fantasies."
"It is not..."
"Alright... I accept. Now, how do I get Kitty out of her suit?"
"Please, wait for me. I will show you."
Syr got off the bed, put on her silky silver nightgown, and exited the bedroom. Walking naked around the house wasn't her thing.
A few minutes later, she returned with not only Kitty but also Erika. The two of them rubbed their eyes and whined because they didn't get to sleep as much as they wanted.
"What's wrong with you, Syr? I let you sleep with Mark last night because I wanted to sleep more, and you came to wake me up early without telling me why."
"This is very important."
"What is more important than my sleep?"
I felt for Erika. She busted her ass at work, and her sleep was important. Next to her, Kitty was also yawning uncontrollably.
"Master Mark and I are going to a hot spring together, and you are not invited."
"Whatever floats your boat, Syr. You didn't have to wake me up to tell us you were going on a trip. Mark and you are adults. And you know I like spending time alone with Kitty. So what's the big deal? Was that really just it?"
I had to interject because nothing was poured in concrete just yet. Before we would go anywhere, Syr would have to prove that she could get Kitty out of her latex suit, and the probability of success was pretty much zero.
"Syr, you are a bit too confident this morning. You know you have something to do first if you want that trip to happen."
"Yes. Kitty will be out of her suit in just a minute."
"WHAT!? MEOW! What does this trip thing have to do with me!? You must not touch me, Syr! Only me can decide if I take my suit off or not!"
That was what I expected. Kitty was nowhere near the point where she would accept to change her mind about her new cat status. But Syr still positioned herself behind the rubber girl and began to unzip her beloved catsuit, which didn't fly. Kitty started yelling while slapping Syr's hands with her rubber mitts.
"NO! STOP! MAID SLAVE! YOU MUST NOT TOUCH ME!"
"Kitty, you have to take your suit off because we are going to the animal café together this morning. Just you and I. You know, the café you wanted to go to, with the raccoon and..."
"WHAAAT!? SERIOUSLY!?"
"Yes. We can get there early and have breakfast surrounded by the animals."
"... Take my suit off... Quick! Quick! "
"Yes. Please stop moving, Kitty. Oh, and don't you dare put Master Mark and Erika through this all over again once we come back. They like you out of suit too. I don't want you to deprive them of this joy ever again."
"No! No! I swear! I won't! Quick, Syr! We must go to the animal café right now! Hurry!"
Erika and I stared at each other, defeated. Syr had effortlessly convinced Kitty to do something we both had failed to make her do. And on top of that, the maid had won a trip to a hot spring where she would be able to fulfill some of her secret fantasies.
"Syr... You are a sneaky one!"
"Yes, Master Mark. I can be."
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"Alright, Clara. Now, tell me what happened, and then we will fix it together. I'm sure it can't be that bad."
Right after Elizabeth threw her little friend into the lounge, and who knew what was happening behind that door at the moment, she turned to me and placed her artistically-gifted hand on my shoulder. She wanted to learn the reason for my devastated state, but how could I tell her that I had failed the totality of my sudden responsibilities.
"... I... I..."
"It's okay. I'm here now. I'm very used to this kind of work. Start from the beginning. Why is Lucy at the hospital? You said a pet got hurt?"
"Yes, yes. Trixie. She broke her arm, she said. So Lucy... she went to the hospital with her. And then... Accalia went to the hospital too. And Lucy also said I had to come here... with Oreo... to take care of the café. And then..."
"Woah... slow down a bit. Have you taken care of the pets before?"
"Yes, but I never ran the café. I... I can't do that... I don't know how."
"Oh, if Lucy asked you to do it, it's because she thinks you are very capable of doing it well. I've known her for a while now. She wouldn't let you take care of her pets and her café unless she fully trusted you."
What Elizabeth just said made me pause for a second. It was true that Lucy wouldn't let anybody she didn't trust run her café. It was way too important to her. I haven't seen anybody else feeding her pets outside me, and I've been visiting for a while. Perhaps it was real, and she had thought me capable of doing this. What I wasn't so sure about was if her trust in my abilities was justified.
"But... I messed up... everything. The kitchen... It's all dirty now. And the cakes are wasted..."
"That doesn't sound too bad. Show me."
Before leading her to the kitchen, I glanced at the lounge door and wondered how Kitty fared in there. If it were true that she had no clue that our pets were girls wearing rubber costumes, she must have been having a heart attack right now, but Elizabeth tried to be reassuring.
"Oh, don't worry about Kitty. I'm sure she is in heaven. I'll go check on her soon."
"O...okay."
Avoiding the food that I had spread all over the hallway, I entered the kitchen area, and as soon as I saw the pile of crushed cake boxes and all the bottles leaking food, my heart sank, and my face turned beet red with shame. It was beyond embarrassing, and I just braced for the harsh comments Elizabeth would direct at me.
"So, where is the problem?"
"..."
"Clara? What did you want to show me?"
"The... boxes... and... the bottles..."
"Yes, I will clean it for you, but what is the big problem?"
"..."
"Was that it?"
"Yes... the cakes fell... and..."
"Okay, you had a little accident. It's no big deal. I'm sure you've heard waitresses dropping glasses or plates in a restaurant before. It's normal when you work in a café. Where is your mop?"
"O... Over there..."
I felt even worse now that Elizabeth acted as if there was nothing wrong. She went to grab the mop, leaving me paralyzed behind. How come she was able to react so calmly while facing this mess? Panic had been the only reaction I had been able to express. When she grabbed the mop and started filling the bucket in the sick, my soul sank some more. That was all I needed; a feeling of guilt ravaging me because she was working and I was not. I was in charge, but someone else was doing my job.
"Clara? Outside the kitchen, do you have other issues?"
"Y... yes. I was mean... to Oreo... I panicked and... and I said mean things to her..."
"Oh? Where is she now?"
"Upstairs... in the costume room. I think..."
"Well, I think that should be your top priority. Lucy won't mind if you lost a cake or two, but if you made one of her pets sad, that probably wouldn't fly. You should go see Oreo and make up with her. I'll take care of the cleaning. Don't worry about me."
"O... okay."
Once more, she was right. That was the thing that made me feel the worst, the way I hurt Oreo. I didn't want her to hate me, and also, I knew how fragile she was. The minute I left the costume room after scolding her, I had felt guilt. I had never treated a pet this way before, and it was a horrible feeling.
I exited the kitchen and ran up the stairs.
"Oreo?... Oreo?"
When I entered the costume room, it was empty. She wasn't there anymore, and her costume was gone too. My stomach twisted at the thought that she may have left the café without me noticing. If that were the case, Lucy would never forgive me. A heavy feeling of dread weighed on my small shoulders. I have always hated those catastrophic scenarios that I built inside my head, but I seemed to do everything right to feed them.
"Oreooo? Where are you, Oreo!? Please! I want to talk!"
"... here... I'm here."
A faint girly voice came from outside the costume room. I looked both ways in the hallway.
"Oreo?"
My ears caught a small noise. It sounded like... someone was sobbing. Silently, I followed the little cry, and it led me to the capsule room. The bottom pod had its door half-closed, which was a bit unusual. So I approached it and slid it open before looking inside.
A small girl partially wearing a black and white rubber suit in the far corner of the bed hugged her knees and cried quietly.
"O... Oreo? Can I... come in?"
"I couldn't... I couldn't put it on... by myself. My costume."
Seeing her cry like this made my eyes well up. But I found enough courage to crawl inside the pod and sit next to her, in the same miserable position as she was. I didn't know if it would have been okay to wrap my arms around her small body, so I didn't do it. I didn't feel like I deserved to cuddle, not after what I had done to her.
"I'm... I'm sorry, Oreo. I... I didn't mean to say those things to you."
"So... you don't think I'm a... liar?"
"...No, Oreo. No. I should have said that. It wasn't nice."
"You know, I... I just wanted to help. I wanted to replace Trixie and help with the clients."
"Yes, I know. I... I forgot you were a pet... and I am not. We don't see things the same way, I suppose."
"So, you are not mad at me anymore, Clara?"
"... No. You are my friend, and I don't want you to be sad. I panicked and said mean things."
Oreo, who was dressed up in her rubber pet costume except for the mask dangling over her chest, looked at me with her mesmerizing eyes. While her gaze froze me, she crawled in front of me, and then, in the most unexpected way, she pressed her lips on mine.
"Mmm!"
"Mmm!"
For a very long silent moment, she stayed there, not using her tongue, just applying enough pressure to make us feel better, to make us reconnect. I placed my two hands on each side of her head and scratched her black hair. It was like yesterday when I met her for the first time. Why was my heart beating so fast when she kissed me? Why did she smell so good? Why was it so different than with the other pets?
The impromptu kiss ended, just to be replaced by an equally long one. But this time, Oreo started pressing a bit more, trying to wrap her paws around me.
I really wanted to... really wanted to...
But the café! I was in charge of the café. It wasn't a good time. I had to snap out of it.
"O... Oreo. Stop... Please..."
"..."
"I... I have to go back downstairs... Elizabeth is doing my job... It's wrong."
"Elizabeth?"
"Yes... The artist who created your costume. She is helping me."
"Really? I've never met her. The same woman Misti and you went to see a while ago?"
"Yes. Her friend is here too. She is playing with the pets... I think."
"Okay, I'll go see them. But, can you help me with my costume?"
"Yes. Of course."
Having put an end to this oddly romantic scene had been the right thing to do. I felt much better and motivated than a few minutes ago. I didn't feel I had correctly apologized, but somehow this long kiss had made me feel like I did.
Relatively confident that Oreo was okay with how things had turned, I helped her put her mask on and zipped her in, which put an end to any additional discussion. We made a short trip to the costume room to install her locks, and then she was good to go. Her little arms wrapped around me for a long hug. It made me feel weird not having an idea when I would have an opportunity to see her out of costume again. I would have loved to spend a bit more time with Oreo and get to know her better. This little bondage creature had left a strong impression on me.
"Alright, Oreo. Let's go take care of that café. Okay?"
Oreo nodded.
As we walked downstairs, we saw Elizabeth mopping the hallway.
"Oh, Clara, Oreo. So, everything is good now?"
"Yes. Thanks. I will go clean the kitchen."
"That's done already. I cleaned the fridge, the cabinets, and now I'm just finishing mopping the cake trail. It was really not that bad. Oh, but I did go see how Kitty was doing in the lounge. She was in heaven as expected. But the pets kept pointing at their own belly. Do you think they are hungry?"
"Oh nooo... I forgot to feed them."
"Okay, the food bottles are on the countertop, still. I'm sure there are enough for them all."
I trotted back to the kitchen with Oreo in tow. At least that cute cat already had breakfast, so I just needed to get bottles for Vix, Asha, Meeka, and Misti. I was pretty sure they wouldn't be too picky, except Meeka, who was a hardcore vegetarian.
After grabbing a serving tray, I inspected the remaining bottles. Elizabeth had wiped them clean already; she was working very fast.
"Okay... I have the bottle for Vix, Meeka, and Misti, but none for Asha. Do you think she will be okay if I make her eat Trixie's food?"
Oreo nodded.
I placed the four food bottles on the tray and filled a couple of water bottles as well. I had no idea when was the last time they had something to drink. Probably the pets would let me know.
In a hurry, Oreo and I headed back to the lounge.
As soon as I opened the door, I expected a tidal wave of pets rolling over me in a battle to be fed first, but the opposite happened. None of them even looked at me because they were all in the corner, cuddling with Elizabeth's friend. All I could hear was this Kitty girl repeatedly saying how cute and warm the pets were. Was it possible that she had a thing for latex and petgirls as much as I did?
Nevertheless, this scenario turned to my advantage. I would not have to converse with her or battle with the pets. Instead, I sat on a couch and placed my tray on the table.
"Oreo, can you get one of them and bring her here. I think Misti was really hungry."
Oreo nodded.
The black and white cat fast-walked to the pile of pets and wrapped her arms around Misti's waist, who didn't want to follow. After gesticulating something, Oreo convinced her to come to eat. As if she was in a hurry, Misti jumped on my couch and laid down on her back, ready to be fed.
Usually, I took the time to play with them a little bit, but since she rolled her paw to make me accelerate the pace, I plugged the bottle's tip in her under-chin hole right away.
"Are you okay, Misti?"
She nodded and danced a bit like a bacon strip on the couch. For some reason, she was in an excellent mood. It seemed that she had enjoyed playing with Kitty a lot.
Then the lounge door opened, and two young women walked in. I forgot that the café was open for business. Elizabeth must have welcomed the clients and let them in. They looked friendly enough, so I dared address them from a distance.
"Welcome... to the Cakes & Pets. I'll be with you... in a minute. Okay?"
"Oh, yes. Take your time... and... Ooooh! Can we pet the black and white cat? She looks like that character from the TV show."
"Oh, yes. That's Oreo. But don't compare her to that character. She doesn't like it very much."
"Haha. Okay. Good to know. Come here, little kitty."
Oreo unhesitantly skipped to their booth and climbed on them. She was one of the crowd's favorites since this famous series aired on TV. It had angered her at first, but she got used to it and now appreciated all the attention it brought her.
The food level of the bottle went down quickly. Misti was sucking very hard, probably so she could go back and play with her new friend.
"Do you want a bit of water too, Misti?"
Misti nodded.
Once I released Misti, I went to see the clients and took their order. Fortunately for me, it was simple enough; two milk glasses and two cheesecakes.
I ran out of the lounge and rushed to the kitchen. Elizabeth said she would take a look at the crushed cakes, but I was still a bit worried that we would have none to sell.
"Oh, Clara. Did the clients order something?"
"Yes. Two milk glasses and two cheesecakes."
"I put all the cakes back in the fridge for you."
"Were they... okay?"
"Some of them, yes, but I fixed the others. It was really not that bad. Except for the one you had dropped on the floor. That was not salvageable. Okay, since everything is under control, do you mind if I fix Kitty a little breakfast? That's why we came here in the first place. I will pay, of course."
"Oh, sure. No problem."
Was that it? Were all my problems magically fixed? Had Elizabeth saved the cakes and the day? No matter what it was, I was happy to see things finally going in the right direction. The kitchen was clean, I had started feeding the pets, the cakes were apparently not too damaged, and I had resolved my little conflict with Oreo. I could now do what Lucy had asked me and would try to take care of the clients until her return.
While Elizabeth prepared a snack for herself and Kitty, I prepared my order with a renewed confidence that I could do this. Serving cakes wasn't that hard, after all, and I should be able to keep up unless I got swarmed with new clients.
I returned to the lounge and served the cakes to my customers. Vix and Asha were waiting in front of the food bottles, probably starving. I could hear their little stomachs rumbling from a distance, so I hurried and sat between the two of them.
"Alright, who is next."
Vix pointed at Asha with her cushy paw, wanting to be nice to her friend, or maybe she just wanted to spend a bit more time with me. Asha didn't argue one bit and laid down on my lap so I could give her her food.
Meanwhile, Elizabeth came back with her breakfast plates and called Kitty over. As much as Kitty had scared me the first time I met her, it was kind of nice to see how happy she was today. She almost looked like a child in a candy store this time around. It was obvious that she had fallen madly in love with Meeka, the rubber raccoon as I had never seen someone hugging her this hard, to the point where Elizabeth had to scold her. Meeka's body language didn't seem to indicate any problems, though. She was hugging Kitty with the same rib-cracking strength.
For the next two hours, I took good care of the clients and the pets. Thankfully, it was a quiet day. The only real problem I bumped into was that I didn't know how to use the cash register. But when I explained this to the clients, they all tried to accommodate me by either giving me the exact money or telling me to keep the extra change. Only one man didn't have any paper money but he left me his contact info and said he would come back in the afternoon to pay for his cake if Lucy wasn't back before he left.
Around noon, though, Elizabeth announced that they had to depart, or else Kitty would stay here all day. A fierce battle took place when she tried to separate Kitty from Meeka, but she managed to regain control over her friend with some brute force and sweet words.
I walked with them outside the lounge to thank Elizabeth properly for all her help.
"I... I want to thank you... Elizabeth. Without you, I would have been in big trouble."
"Oh, it's nothing. I only did a bit of cleanup. You handled the clients like a pro. I understand why Lucy put you in charge. so don't be too hard on yourself."
"Yes. I'll try."
Kitty, on her tiptoes, looked through the vertical window of the lounge door to observe her new friends one last time. I could see a bunch of cushy paws waving at her. The pets seemed to have adopted her pretty quickly.
But all good things had to come to an end, and Elizabeth recalled her.
"Alright, Kitty. Come on. We will come back another day. I promise."
For once, Kitty wasn't shouting or arguing. It's seemed that the animal café had left its mark on her heart. She had discovered something magical, a little bit like when I had first visited this place myself, and now she was very sad to leave. I could see her eyes watering. She pressed her small hand in the window one last time, and Meeka, on the other side, did the same.
"Okay, Kitty. Thank our host, and we will be on our way."
"ACK!"
Instead of talking, she jumped into my arms and gave me a giant ribs-shattering hug. I returned it as much as my nervous system allowed me to. She then approached her mouth from my ear and whispered something.
"Goodbye, Clara! Thanks for having lied to me! I'm so glad you did."
She let me go and rejoined Elizabeth's side before they turned around and headed toward the exit. As Elizabeth was about to walk out, she told me one last thing.
"Oh, and don't tell Lucy we were here. I wanted to surprise her. I will come back another day."
"O... okay. I won't."
***
"TRIXIIIE! You are alright!"
"Yeah, kind of. My arm is broken."
About two hours after Elizabeth left, Lucy arrived at the café with Trixie and Accalia. Trixie had a fresh white cast, but she didn't look sick or in a bad mood.
Lucy hugged her from behind.
"Four to Six weeks. You'll have to be patient, Trixie. I'll give you some nice cake so you heal faster."
"That's a good treatment. I'll take all the free cakes I can."
"And you'll get to spend all that time with Clara at the pethouse. See, things are good."
"Yeah, but I can't really cuddle right now. And my arm is all itchy."
The poor rabbit girl went to sit on one of the available couches with Accalia while Lucy walked back to the kitchen with me to get my report.
"So, Clara. How did it go?"
"Well... good."
"Ah, I knew I could count on you."
"I made... some mistakes."
"Mistakes? Like what."
"I dropped a cake on the floor... and lost a few food bottles."
"Haha. That happened to me as well. So embarrassing. I hope it was not the triple chocolate cake, though, because it's Trixie's favorite."
"Uh oh..."
"Oh no! Was it the one? Ah well. She will live."
I couldn't tell Lucy about my little meltdown and how Elizabeth had saved me because she had asked me not to. Perhaps one day, the cat would get out of the bag, but it wasn't a priority at the moment. At the end of the day, even if I had received some precious help, I was still proud of myself for having run the café, even if only for a short time. I wasn't nearly close to being a super owner like Lucy, but I had gained enough confidence for wanting to try this again one day. The only big thing would be to learn how the cash register worked.
For the next few minutes, I gave all the money I had made to Lucy and explained that some clients would come back later to pay. We discussed back and forth about how I served the clients, and she gave me some useful tips for the next time I would be put in that situation. Overall, she seemed to be very satisfied with my performance.
Another unexpected thing she was happy to see was that Oreo was wearing her costume. She said that she had forgotten to tell me that it was what she had wanted me to do and was happy that I had taken the initiative. Shamelessly, and without going into too many details, I explained that Oreo had decided to do that on her own. I just couldn't get credit for everything.
After hugging Lucy, I returned to the lounge to get Accalia and Trixie. It was time for us to return to the pethouse so Trixie could rest.



Before leaving, I hugged all the pets tightly. I squeezed Vix really hard, I kissed Asha on the muzzle, I scratched Misti's ears, I rubbed Meeka's neck... And Oreo... I took her in my arms and whispered something in her ear.
"Thanks for everything, Oreo. And thanks for the kisses. I'm sad I won't be able to spend the next few days with you, but we can do more things together when you are off again. Okay?"
Oreo nodded and hugged me just a bit harder. I just didn't want to let her go.
But then some high-pitch mocking voices came from behind me!
"Acca... Is it me, or they seem to like each other a lot?"
"Oh yes, Trixie. Oreo is Clara's special person."
"I see."
My face turned beet red again, and Oreo and I just separated right away, embarrassed of having extended our hug for a bit too long.
"Heeey! It's nothing like that, okay! She... She just helped me a lot today!"
Trixie smirked.
"Yes, Acca... Oreo is definitely Clara's special person."
"Yup!"
"But we are still going to go on dates with Clara, so whatever. Let's go home now. I want to sleep. Those pills they gave me make me feel all wobbly."
And just like that, with me pointlessly arguing that Oreo was not my special person, Accalia, Trixie, and I exited the animal café and walked together back to the pethouse.
Every single day at the café was a challenging experience. But I was really starting to enjoy it.
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"What is this?"
"Money."
"But... I shouldn't have money."
"It's a special occasion. Take it."
"Is it really necessary?"
"Of course it is. When was the last time you went out on a date?"
"Oh, I've never done that."
"Exactly. So go out and enjoy your day off a little. Stop being so anxious."
Sitting in the old rusty pickup truck, Sophie handed some paper money over to Morning Star, which was a first for the elite ponygirl. Her sweaty palms and twitching fingers betrayed her uneasiness about this unusual situation.
"There, she is over there across the street. You see her?"
"Yes, but can you tell her that I can't go."
"Come on, Star! Ivory has been waiting for this moment for weeks. You promised her a date. I won't go tell her that you are canceling it while you are sitting with me in the car. That would be rude."
"Maybe she can't see me."
"Don't be ridiculous. Look. She is waving at you right now. Alright, that's enough. Get out of the car and go talk to her."
"Are you coming too?"
"Of course not, silly! It's a date between you and her. I won't go with you. Out! Out! Don't make her wait. It would be weird."
"Hmmm..."
Having no other choice but to obey, Morning Star pushed her squeaky door open and stepped out of the vehicle. For the occasion, and since it was a warm day, she was wearing a pair of jean shorts, a cute green top, and a pair of white sneakers. Looking like a normal woman was not something she was used to.
On the other side of the street, Ivory wore this cute white summer dress with a matching round hat. She held her little purse in front of her belly and twisted her roman sandals on the walkway due to her apparent nervousness. Going on a date with someone so famous had not been something Ivory had ever expected to happen one day.
Morning Star turned to Sophie one more time, begging for mercy.
"Sophie... I think my ankle hurts. Can we go do some physio instead? Physio is very important, right? You keep telling me that."
"Enough, Morning Star. I know you hate physio. Come on! Ivory is nice. Go spend the day with her as you promise. That's the end of it!"
"Mmm..."
The elite pony sighed one more time, understanding that she had no way out, and started walking in the direction of the delicate girl. She crossed the road, making sure not to get hit by a car, and quickly arrived in front of Ivory.
"Hi, Morning Star!"
"...Hi, Ivory."
"I'm so glad you came! I was looking forward to spending time with you. I could hardly sleep last night. I must look so tired."
"You look... normal."
"Normal? Hehe. Well, that's good, I guess."
"Here, this is for you."
"For me? What is it?"
Ivory opened her hands, and Morning Star dumped the money Sophie had given her a minute ago in them, confusing the poor girl.
"Money? What... is this for?"
"Sophie said it was to pay for our date."
From across the street, Sophie had observed how inappropriate her clumsy pony had been right off the bat. So she honked a few times to catch her attention and yelled through the window.
"STAR! You idiot! Don't give her the money! Put it in your pocket right now!"
Fortunately, Sophie's scolding was enough to make her understand that she had done something wrong. She pointed at the pile of ragged money and asked Ivory the strangest questions.
"Can... can I have the money back?"
"Hehe. Yes."
"Okay."
With one hand, she grabbed the whole pile of green papers and pushed it deep inside her short's pocket. She actually put her other hand in her opposite pocket, lifted her shoulders, and looked aside, which caused Ivory to giggle.
"Hehe. So, are you going to compliment me on my dress? I'm wearing it just for you, you know!"
"..."
Ivory twirled cutely on one foot, making her dress float lightly in the wind, but Morning Star was not sure what to say. She thought her white pony outfit suited her better, but she didn't want to say that out loud.
"It's... It's fine."
"Fine? Haha."
"Yes. Sophie said I had to wear my street clothes too. But it feels weird."
"It's good to see you without your pony uniform for once. You look amazing!"
"It's... just shorts..."
"So, where are we going? Any good ideas?"
"Sophie said that we should go to a coffee shop."
"But, you are not Sophie. What do YOU want to do?"
"..."
In need of assistance, Morning Star turned around to look at Sophie again, but the car was gone. She was truly alone with the fragile ponygirl and didn't know what to do anymore.
"I... I don't know. Usually, Sophie decides for me."
"You are incredibly well trained. Haha. Right now, it's just you and me. But it's okay. Coffee seems like a good idea. Come on, give me your hand! I know a good place!"
"O... okay."
Used to just obey, Morning Star placed her hand in Ivory's, who pulled her toward the main street where most small shops were located. It would be an interesting day for sure.
"Where is Cassy? I wouldn't mind if she gave me a hand with my luggage. I'm paying her to help me, after all."
"Oh, she is in Hemlock and Nightshade's bedroom."
Stardust had just arrived at the stable with her pickup truck full of belongings, ready to move in, and had expected Cassy to assist. But she was nowhere to be found until Brittany pointed at the bedroom oddly annexed to the kitchen. The door was closed to allow Cassy some well-needed rest.
"What is she doing in that bedroom? I thought she said she would sleep on the couch."
"Well, she probably didn't know how twisted my two ponies were. They dragged her to their bedroom last night and had intense sex with her. Hemlock and Nightshade definitely have good stamina. It will probably take Cassy half a day to recover."
"Oh, great. I don't want to tell Cassy what to do with her private life, but if this is hindering my ponies' performance, I won't allow it."
"Believe me, Stardust. Hemlock and Nightshade were fired up like never before. I don't know what Cassy did to them, but they are so ready to race now."
"So, you don't mind?"
"Absolutely not. A short while ago, I would have cared, but now, I'm kind of happy that they had some fun. If they do well today, I will be able to use Cassy as a reward to motivate them."
"Alright. Whatever Cassy can do to help, she should. That's her role, after all. She is a helper."
Brittany, too, was in a good mood. When she woke up this morning, she entered Hemlock's room to wake her ponies up, but when she discovered Cassy crushed between two massive pairs of boobs, she noticed that something in her heart had changed. Something good.
Since Hemlock had closed the door to a romantic relationship with her, the small driver always had trouble digesting this rejection. She had kept her feeling bottled up until recently, when she confessed her problem to Hemlock after the pony show. Hemlock showed her resolve to stay friends with her, no matter how hard it was. The blonde pony was convinced that time would make things better between them.
So, this morning, when Brittany found the three naked girls piled up on the bed and that a sex odor still floated in the warm air, she felt some joy. In the past, she would have raged and yelled, but this time, she had accepted that it was time to move on.
After waking up her two ponies, seeing how energetic they already were, it was a good sign for the training to come. As for Cassy, Brittany didn't give a damn about her. As long as Hemlock and Nightshade were happy, she couldn't care less about that new helper's health status.
Brittany grabbed her racing hardhat and exited the house. Yes, today would be a good day. She would push her ponies to their limits, and they were better to work hard if they wanted to sleep with their new toy again tonight.
"Let's sit on the terrace, Morning Star. It's a beautiful day today."
"Oh, I don't think Sophie would let me do that."
"Aww... Again, Sophie isn't here to tell you what to do. Just sit with me, okay?"
"Okay."
After a short walk along the main street, Ivory had selected a cozy coffee shop where they could sit and sip a warm coffee outside while getting to know each other. It would be a warm day, but this early in the morning was the perfect time to get some fresh air before it became suffocating.
Ivory sat down first on one of the four chairs surrounding the small cast iron table, leaving the onus of the next move on Morning Star, who chose to sit on the one facing her.
"You... You don't want to sit next to me, instead?"
"Oh, I didn't think about that."
"It's okay, don't change seats just for me."
"Okay."
"So, were you looking forward to going out on a date with me?"
"I..."
"OH MY GOD! ARE... ARE YOU MORNING STAR!?"
The awkward duo didn't even have time to engage in a basic dialogue before a woman who was passing by recognized the elite pony and started screaming in excitement. She quickly jogged around the terrace's railing and kneeled next to Morning Star.
"Oh my God! It IS you!"
"Yes."
"Can I get an autograph?"
Usually, Sophie was the one handling the excited fans. It was not something Morning Star was remotely comfortable doing. She had never understood why people adored her this way; she was just a regular pony. The only thing she had ever wanted was just to run and win, not become famous.
Not knowing what to do, she looked at Ivory, who was more than likely better at dealing with people.
"It's okay, Star. It's important to take care of your fans. You can do it."
"O... okay."
The woman dug out a piece of paper from her bag along with a pen and placed it on the table.
"My name is Sammy. Can you write something with my name in it?"
"Yes. How do you spell it?"
"S.A.M.M.Y."
Morning Star had never received a big education and barely knew how to write. But Sophie had taught her how to do the minimum; signing her name and memorizing a few messages that would match the everyday situations she would encounter when mingling with her fans. In this case, the woman wanted her name included in the message. The first step was to ask how to spell it. If it was too complicated, she would ask for a shorter nickname. Then she just had to include it in the generic message she had written a thousand times during autograph sessions. Sophie had also told her to say out loud what she was writing so the fan would feel more important.
"Thanks for being my #1 fan, Sammy! Yup! Yup! Morning Star!"
"AWWW! Thanks so much! It's adorable!"
"No problem."
"Can I give you a hug?"
"Yes."
The fangirl stood up and leaned forward before wrapping her arms around Morning Star's neck.
"Awww! Thanks so much! You are the best! Good luck at the Triple Crown! I'll make sure to watch your races!"
"Thank you."
Ivory, across the table, just smiled, being patient while her famous date finished with the stranger. Only one thing had bugged her, and it was that she had not received a hug yet. So, seeing Morning Star not hesitating to give one away to someone else stirred some strange feeling in her stomach.
As the fangirl walked away, all proud of her signed piece of paper, Morning Star returned her attention to Ivory.
"I'm sorry about that."
"Oh, it's all good... I mean, you are famous and..."
"WOW! IS THIS REAL!? YOU ARE... MORNING STAR!"
Another woman passing by noticed the elite pony and walked around the railing while pulling a marker and a magazine featuring Morning Star on the cover. Ivory rolled her eyes this time and crossed her arms.
"Can... can you sign my magazine? I'm a HUGE fan! I'm so lucky."
"Yes. No problem."
"My name is Liza."
"How do you spell it?"
"L.I.Z.A."
"Thanks for being my #1 fan, Liza! Yup! Yup! Morning Star!"
"Awww! That's awesome! Thanks so much! Can... Can I get a hug?"
"Yes."
Ivory started to have regrets for having chosen to sit outside. Today was supposed to be her special time with her special date, but she had not managed to place a word so far. Yet, she knew she had to be patient because Morning Star was not an average person. Her fame was limitless, and accepting that fact was the right thing to do. Asking her to reject her fans would just be selfish.
Once Morning Star finished with her fan, they attempted another discussion.
"Sorry. That's why Sophie says we can't sit outside when we go out."
"Oh, so that's what you meant earlier."
"Yes."
"Well, it's okay. It's nice to see that your fans love you and..."
"MORNING STAR! OH MY GOD!"
Ivory's fists and teeth clenched when a group of three excited teenagers ran to the railing to talk to Morning Star.
"So... sorry, Ivory... I'll... I'll be quick..."
"No... no problem, Star... It's... It's okay. Maybe we should go inside after."
"Yes. That's what Sophie would do."
The cart was flying on the dirt track, pulled by the two racing machines that were Hemlock and Nightshade. Brittany's intuition had been spot on. Her two ponygirls were blazing today. A stopwatch in the small driver's hand showed that they had just achieved their best 3000 meters time. And not only was it their personal record, it was also a very competitive one.
Hemlock and Nightshade, after weeks of hard work, had almost fully adapted to their new reality. They had learned to pace themself and perform well on the longer track instead of the short and insane 800 meters used at the Super Cup.
"Way to go, girls! That's amazing! You would have won a race with that last lap time.
Neigh!
"That's right. I'm proud of you. You went from useless to amazing in such a short amount of time. Okay, let's back to the barn and take a break. I'll go get you some food."
Elite racers like those two could eat a large number of calories in a day. Brittany precisely knew how to balance their diet so they would not run out of juice in the middle of a race.
The small driver guided the cart back to the barn. It was only 11 am, but it was scorching outside. There was no cloud in the sky, and the temperature had risen to a cooking temperature already. It was essential to find some well-needed shade to prevent the ponies from overheating.
After untying the cart, she gave her racers some water and let them rest in their stall before heading back to the house to get their lunch.
"Woah, it's so hot today. It's rough."
Sweat pearled on Brittany's forehead and fine dust clouds stayed still in the air behind each of her steps. The dirt didn't contain any more water to weigh it back down to the ground. While racing, at least there was a bit of wind, but staying still or just casually walking was more than unbearable. Nobody in the right state of mind would remain still in a temperature like that. Fortunately, it only took a minute to reach the house's front door.
Coincidentally, as soon as she stepped into the house, Cassy exited the bedroom, visibly still very asleep. The ponies had drained from her lifeforce in the most immoral way. Brittany's first reaction to mock her was well-deserved.
"Ah! That will teach you to flirt with my ponies!"
"Oww... I didn't flirt with them... Nightshade didn't leave me a choice."
"Right. Poor you. I have to feed them. Give me a hand instead of complaining."
"Oh, I think I'll stay here instead... maybe take another nap. I'm exhausted."
"That won't be acceptable!"
That last voice was from Stardust, who entered the kitchen with a pile of documents in her hands. There was so much paperwork to take care of and get familiar with that she would be swamped for the next few days. Seeing her helper, who didn't want to help because of an erotic night, wouldn't fly.
"But, Stardust... I'm really tired and..."
"That's your own doing, Cassy. You are going to do everything Brittany tells you to. Everything! Getting our ponies ready for the first Triple Crown race is our absolute priority. Don't forget that. If there is something you can do to help, you will. Is that clear?"
"Aaaalright! Alright! Let me have my breakfast at least, and I'll meet you at the barn after, Brittany."
Brittany smirked again and shook her head.
"No no no! You just had to wake up at a reasonable time like everybody else. Help me with the ponies first, and then it will be lunchtime."
"Aaah! Come on. Stardust, you'll let her make me skip a meal?"
"Yes. Brittany is right. It's your own doing."
As Cassy grumbled and leaned against the wall to sleep a bit more, if only for a few seconds, Brittany rummaged in the fridge and pulled out two food baskets that she had prepared the previous day for her two ponies. This meal would be tuna sandwiches, cheese, and fruits—proteins for their muscles, carbs for energy, and fat to keep them happy and pretty.
"Alright, let's go, Cassy. The ponies are starving. Oh, since you have a free hand, can you grab the rope on that hook for me."
"Sure. I'm a helper, after all... That's what I do... I'm helping!"
"That's right!"
The two girls exited the house and walked down the crackling wooden steps. This house was quite old, and it still annoyed Cassy not to know why a rich man like Paul had not indulged in something more luxurious.
"Tell me, Brittany. Why did Paul never buy a better house?"
"What's wrong with our house?"
"Well... Look at it. It must be over a hundred years old. It doesn't really fit your needs anymore."
"You only say that because you don't have a bedroom, Cassy."
"Seriously, Paul was rich. Couldn't he have improved it?"
"Yes, Paul was rich. You are right. But do you know why he was rich? Because he didn't improve the house. Say what you want about that rat face, and I won't give a damn, but don't argue with his financial management. He was ready to sacrifice his comfort to build wealth. Many people don't get that and are poor, like stupid Sophie and that almost-dead Penny. If they had not built that nice interior paddock, I bet they wouldn't be on the verge of bankruptcy. Crushing them at the Triple Crown will teach them the lesson they deserve."
"Even if it's a bit harsh... You got a valid point."
"Damn right I do. Alright, we are here."
Curiously, instead of going to the barn, Brittany led Cassy to the only tree of the complex, the one sitting in the middle of nowhere between the house and the barn.
"Uh? Are you going to feed your ponies under the tree?"
"Are you nuts, Cassy? It's way too warm. You'd have to be a fool to stay outside in the middle of the day when it's hot like this. Give me the rope, and put your wrists together."
"... my wrists?"
"Yeah... Give me your wrists."
"But... why? What are you going to do?"
"Look, Stardust said you had to help me. Do you want to help or not?"
"Well, yes... but..."
"So, stop arguing and give me your wrists!"
Quite puzzled, Cassy reluctantly obeyed and placed her wrist together. As expected, Brittany started winding the rope around them tightly enough to prevent an escape and ended her work with a strong knot. She then tossed the bundle of rope over the biggest branch and pulled on it, forcing Cassy's arms above her head to the point where the cute girl had to get on her tiptoe. She then proceeded with tying the remainder of the rope around the base of the tree.
"ACK! Brittany! What are you doing?"
"I'm setting up a bait."
"A bait!? What are you talking about!?"
"You'll see later. Thanks for your help!"
"Wait! Hey! Come back! Don't leave me here! It's super hot outside! I'm sweating already."
Ignoring Cassy's complaints, Brittany emotionlessly headed to the barn with her food baskets. Her ponies were starving, and it wouldn't be a good idea to make them wait.
"Hehe. That wasn't a good place for a coffee, it seems."
"I'm sorry, Ivory."
"No, not at all. It just means you are popular, that's all. So, what do we do next?"
"I don't know. Sophie gave me money. I think she wanted me to spend it."



"Aaah. Sophie again, uh? Why don't you forget about her just for a day? It's our date. Not hers."
"I'm... I'm sorry. It's just that... she is the one taking care of me and..."
"It's okay, Star. I get it. You are not used to being on your own."
"No. But, Ivory..."
"Yes?"
"Do you have to hold my hand when we are walking?"
"I like it. Don't you?"
"I... I don't know."
"You don't know?"
As much as the small Ivory tried to stay positive about her special date, it was hard not to admit that things weren't going as smoothly as she had expected. Despite her awareness of Morning Star's sheltered attitude, she had hoped that the elite pony would have been a bit more joyful. Instead, Star had been anxious since the first second they met. It was as if she had never learned to have fun. Was her training so strict and harsh that she had never been allowed to smile or enjoy life? Did she receive this rigorous training regimen since she was a young teenager? Had Penny and Sophie turned her into a perfect racing machine purged of all joy?
Those were obviously not questions she could ask, but she sure would have liked some answers, not to satiate her curiosity, but to find a crack in Morning Star's armor so she could reach her soul.
Determined not to abandon so easily, Ivory was willing to give her date more time to express herself. But at the moment, something caught her attention; Morning Star was looking around as if she was searching for something.
"Star? What's wrong?"
"Oh... nothing."
"You can tell me, you know. Are you looking for someone?"
"No. I'm okay."
"Okaaay. So, what's next, then? Oh, I know. Do you want to go to the theatre and watch a movie?"
"Do they have food over there?"
"Well, they have popcorn... Haven't you been to a theatre before?"
"No. Sophie never took me to a movie."
"Well, Sophie is not here, and I am. So let's go there together."
"Okay."
"And you know what? You can pay for me with your money. Hehe."
"Okay."
Ivory grabbed Morning Star's hand back and pulled her in the direction of the theater. Perhaps the darkness and freshness of the room would make her date relax a bit, and it would be another great opportunity for more hand-holding. Maybe it could be the spark that would start a fire.
After a five-minute walk, the two women arrived at the destination and headed toward the ticket booth.
"Alright, Star. I will let you decide on the movie."
"Hmm... I'm not sure that's a good idea."
"Tsk! You can do it. I believe in you!"
"No, please... I'll give you the money, and you can pay for us."
"Star! That's enough. Do it for me. It would make me happy!"
"O... okay..."
At that point, Ivory was willing to rough up Morning Star a bit to feel like it was a date and not just an obligation. The elite pony, trembling a little, approached the window where the smiling clerk waited for customers.
"Hi! Welcome to the Reflector!"
"Hello. We would like to watch a movie."
"Haha. You are at the right place, then. Which one would you like to watch?"
"Oh, I don't know. Any movies, I suppose."
"Hmm... We have American Graffiti that is starting in fifteen minutes if you are interested. It is really funny."
"Okay."
"Perfect, that will be 2 dollars each. So 4 dollars."
Morning Star plunged her hand in her pocket and pulled out a handful of bills that she placed on the counter under the clerk's confused gaze.
"Well, that is way too much. I just need 4 dollars."
"... Is there a 4 dollars bill in there?"
"Hehe. No."
Embarrassed, stuck in an apparent dead end, Morning Star turned to Ivory, who quickly understood why Morning Star had been reluctant to purchase the tickets herself.
"Ivory. I don't have the right money. Do you have a 4 dollar bill?"
But before Ivory could even open her mouth to answer, the clerk solved Morning Star's embarrassing issue compassionately instead of judging her.
"No, no! Look! I will take this 5 dollar bill, and I will give you 1 dollar back. Do you understand?"
"You can do that?"
"Haha. Yes. It's okay. Don't worry about it. We do it all the time. And here are your tickets. It will be Room number 3 at 11:30 am."
"Thanks."
"Hey! Come back! You left all your money on the counter!"
"Oh... sorry."
Morning Star collected her money and stuffed it back in her pocket before returning to Ivory, who looked down, saddened and shameful.
"Hey... What's wrong, Ivory? Did I do something wrong again?"
"You... you could have told me, you know."
"Told you? Told you what?"
"That you didn't know how to use money."
"You said I shouldn't talk about Sophie anymore. She usually buys everything for me."
"I'm sorry for having forced you to embarrass yourself like that, Morning Star. I didn't mean to."
"It's okay. It was way worse when I tried to attack another pony on the track, and I got whipped in front of a huge crowd."
"Hehe. Alright, then. What movie did you choose?"
"The clerk has chosen for me. It's called American Graffiti. She said it's funny."
"Perfect. Let's go inside. I will help you buy popcorn this time."
"Okay."
After feeding Hemlock and Nightshade, Brittany had reattached the double cart to their harnesses and led them outside the barn. The temperature had quickly risen to an almost unbearable level. This next session wouldn't be too long as she didn't want her ponies to get a heat stroke. Their shiny pink latex suits would protect their skin from the harsh sun, but they wouldn't do miracles. They had a good day so far, and having a pony faint because of dehydration would hurt their self-confidence.
"Damn, I almost forgot. Before we go back to the track, I want to show you something."
On a trot, the team headed toward the only tree of the stable. Brittany parked her cart right in front of Cassy, who was still suspended like a criminal and trying to stay up on her tiptoes so the rope wouldn't pull as much on her wrists.
Right away, when Hemlock and Nightshade saw who it was, they got all excited, remembering the terrific time they had with the pretty girl the night before. Hung to the branch like this made her look like a delicious ripe fruit. The small driver jumped out of the cart and walked to her victim.
"Aaah! Brittany, it's so hot! My calves are hurting, and I'm very hungry! Please, untie me before I pass out!"
"Shhh! Just do your job as Stardust asked you to. Don't whine in front of ponies, or else you are going to ruin my whole plan. Just endure it a bit longer."
Brittany turned to Hemlock and Nightshade and told them about the game.
"Listen to me, pony heads! I know you fucked Cassy hard all night, and that's why you were so pumped this morning. So, my question to you is... Do you want to have sex with her again?"
Hemlock and Nightshade briefly looked at each other before nodding energetically. There was no question about it, Cassy was a premium fuck, and they wanted more of it.
"Good. So, here is the deal. We are going back to the track. It's going to be very hard because of the heat, but we will do two laps, and then we will simulate a real race. If you run faster than this morning, we will call it a day, and I'll let you do whatever you want to Cassy until tomorrow. But if you run slower, I'm going to let her hang there until dinner time. Deal?"
The two ponies nodded again, bouncing in place. This was an amazing reward, and they wouldn't waste that golden opportunity. Only one person didn't think it was a good idea.
"Oh, come on, Britt! You can't use me like that!"
"I just did! You are a bait."
"How long will that practice take? I'm dying of heat here. I'm all sweaty."
"It will take the time it takes. Alright, I'm not that cruel. Let me make it more comfortable for you."
"Wait... what are you doing?"
Without warning, Brittany pulled down Cassy's shorts, exposing a cute pair of sweat-soaked pink panties, and then opened her shirt before tying the ends into a knot behind her back, exposing her cute perky breasts to the ponies and the elements.
"Aaaah! You can't leave me like this!"
"What? You want me to take off your panties too?"
"... NO!"
"Good. I'll see you soon, then... or at dinner time. And keep quiet, or else I'll make you squeeze a cactus between your buttcheeks."
"Wait! Aaarrrr!"
"Alright, girls... YUP! To the track!"
It was not surprising to see Hemlock and Nightshade drooling that much. They would certainly give their all so that they can get this womanly reward.
"You should have told me."
"I'm sorry. Sophie usually feeds me four or five times a day. I was very hungry."
"You didn't watch the movie because you were too busy devouring your popcorn... and mine."
"You didn't seem to eat it, so..."
"That's not it, Star. It's just that... I was looking forward to our date. But so far, everything went wrong. You have to be honest and tell me how you feel when you are around me, okay?"
The movie turned into a nightmare. A starving Morning Star who had almost skipped two meals in a row had not been able to endure it anymore and wolfed down her very unsatisfying bag of popcorn before sneakily stealing Ivory's. Even that second bag had not been enough to calm down her hunger. Halfway through the movie, not being able to cope with the pain anymore, Morning Star confessed to Ivory that she really needed to eat something else before passing out.
A very frustrated Ivory led her out of the theatre, and they went to buy a bunch of hotdogs from the nearest stand. Now, the two women were sitting behind Pony Exchange to hide from all the fans who repeatedly interrupted their date and to get some needed shade. The heat was just unbearable today.
"Did you even want to go watch a movie with me, Star?"
"... Well... Not really... The reason I have never been to a theatre before is that I never wanted to go. I don't like watching TV. I prefer reading magazines."
"Aaah! You are missing the point! The goal is not just to do the things you like. The goal was to have fun with ME!"
"... I'm... I'm sorry, Ivory. I've never been on a date before. I don't know these things. I'm not very smart."
"Don't say that! You are smart. It's just a different kind of smart."
"Mmm..."
Ivory hugged her knees for a moment as Morning Star ate her fifth hotdog, nothing too ladylike. It was not her fault, she was an athlete in serious need of calories, but still, Ivory would have liked this day to be a bit more romantic, like in her dreams. She concluded that it wouldn't happen today.
"Alright, Star... When you are done eating, I'll call Sophie, and she will come to pick you up."
"..."
"It's okay... Don't worry. I guess it's my fault. I expected something that wasn't there. I thought you would have been happy to spend the day with me. I shouldn't have forced you."
"But... I am happy. I just don't know what to do."
"Yes, you do. It's easy. You just do what you want to do, and I'll follow you. It's simple, right?"
"I don't like many things... I like magazines... and running... and... and..."
"You don't want to date me, do you?"
"..."
"You can tell me, you know."
"... No."
Ivory's heart sank as she received this last blow. This date has been a total disaster, and it was entirely her fault for having insisted so much to make it happen. She should have spent more time with Morning Star to get to know her better before trying to pull off something like that. Their first one-way kiss after the show had been precipitated, and she should have known that it had meant nothing to the elite racer. All Ivory had managed to do since she met Morning Star today was to embarrass her and herself. Thinking that there could have been something more to it had been a foolish little girl's dream.
"Maybe later, Ivory."
"... later?"
"Yes. I'm sorry about today. I'm very anxious. More than I have ever been in my life. In fact, I'm terrified."
"... But... why?"
"Because I'm a racer. At the moment, that's all I am. That's all I must be. If Moonlight and I fail to win the Triple Crown, I will lose everything, and I'll make everyone lose everything. Penny will have to sell our stable, Sophie will be out of a job, Moonlight will return to Tiantang Zhi Ma's stable, and I don't know... I might retire."
"Morning Star! Don't put all that pressure on your shoulder. You can only do your best."
"No... You are wrong, Ivory. I must take all the pressure and stay silent about it. That way, Sophie will be able to focus on her work, Moonlight will be able to race without worrying, Penny won't feel guilty. Nobody else can do that... but me."
"... So, this is why I'm too much for you right now?"
"Yes. I am saturated. I cannot breathe anymore. When I flip the pages of my favorite magazines, I can't even read anymore. I spend all my free time controlling this big ball of pain in my chest, so it doesn't explode or consume me."
"But... How long can you keep going like this? You are hurting badly, Star. It's not fair."
"I will keep it until the right moment. I can feel it... I can envision it... in the upcoming weeks, on the road to the Triple Crown, I will need to release everything I have in order to go beyond what I'm capable of. I cannot fail. I won't allow myself to fail. I won't let my owner down, I won't let my trainer down, I won't let Moonlight down. I won't allow it. I can't!"
"Hey, give me your hand."
Ivory's delicate fingers sneakily forced their way between Morning Star's ones. The elite pony was trembling as if containing her pain was so difficult. Racer or not, she was just a woman, a powerful one for sure, but a woman nonetheless. She would have loved to love. She would have loved to be happy. She would have loved to feel free. But none of this was possible at the moment.
It was not Ivory's place to decide what was morally acceptable or if Star's attitude was excessive. Ivory didn't know how it was on the race track. What mattered was that Morning Star had expressed her deepest desire, and it commanded respect. There was no room in her heart for love since the pain and self-imposed responsibilities took all the space.
"Do you know what, Morning Star?"
"..."
"I love you even more now than before, and I want to give you a little gift."
"... A gift?"
"Yes."
"What is it?"
"You'll see... Open your hand for me."
2900 meters completed... 100 to go. The cart exited the last turn, drifting slightly on the dusty track. If they wanted to beat their best lap, they would have to give all they got... More than all they got.
"YAAAAA! YAAAAAAA! COME ON! YAAAAA!"
Legs burning like molten lava, lungs unable to absorb any more oxygen, almost spitting blood, eyes itching from all the abrasive dust in the air, it was as if Hemlock and Nightshade were racing inside an apocalyptic scenario where everything was dry and yellow. The undulating atmosphere rising from the overcooked dirt was all they had to go through if they wanted to have a chance to win their price. The harsh crop hits they received and Brittany's yells were more than ever desired and welcomed.
This was Brittany. Her racing style had more in common with a western action movie than a typical race show. The violence of her energy and her ability to push beyond what was possible allowed her to accomplish incomparable results. She was a winner, and her ponies became what she was. Precariously standing on her cart, which would have been an automatic disqualification during a real race, she wanted to give her ponies the best chance possible to break their record. There were no rules here on this damaged track, only speed and madness. Using her legs to let the cart float freely above the bumps, she put her life on the line; a nasty fall was probable, and the consequences would be serious. But she had no fear. What would a few broken bones feel like in comparison to the euphoria of victory?
"YAAAAA!"
The ponies and their cart flew over the finishing line, and immediately, Brittany pulled on the reins to slow them down.
"WOaaaah! Slow down... slow down... Walk... Walk..."
Without their bit, Hemlock and Nightshade would have screamed of pain. The race was over, but it would take a moment for their body to calm down enough and their panic to subside. The only thing that felt good was Brittany's words bossing them toward recovery.
"Good girls... walk... You're okay.. You're okay... Okay... stop, stop."
The ponygirls stopped but kept their legs moving to prevent them from ceasing. Brittany quickly jogged to the side of the track and returned with a large bucket of water. It certainly was lukewarm by now after being heated by the harsh sun, but when she splashed her ponies with it, destroying their good look and turning the dust covering their body into mud, it saved the day.
Hemlock shook her head to remove her long wet hair from her face, and Nightshade basked in the cooling feeling that the water had procured her body.
One side at the time, Brittany unhooked the cart from their harness and uncuffed their hands from their waist. Immediately the two ponies let themselves fall on the burning ground to recover a bit.
"Tough one, uh? That was fucking intense. I LOVED it!"
"Mmph?"
"Oh, you want to know if you beat your best time?"
"Mmmhmm!"
"Haha... Well... I'm sorry, I reset the stopwatch by mistake. I don't know what your time is. We will just do the race all over again."
NEIGH!
Both Hemlock and Nightshade stood up and rushed to Brittany. If this was a joke, it was not funny. They pushed her to the ground and tried to steal her stopwatch.
"HAHA! Stooop! I'm kidding! I'm kidding! Get off me stupid ponies!"
Of course, there was not a chance in the world that she could have stopped them. They snatched the stopwatch off her hand and read the needles.
1.3 second faster. Hemlock and Nightshade had beaten their record and now wanted their reward.
"Yeah! You nailed it! Come here. Let me take your bridle off before you go see her."
Lying flat on her back in the dust, Brittany extended her arms and reached behind Nightshade's head to undo the buckles. And then it was Hemlock's turn.
The two ponies helped each other wiping their drooly chin after spitting out their bit, and then they looked at Brittany, waiting for something very specific.
"Ahhh... yeah yeah... That's fine. Go get her!"
"Thank youuuu!"
"Thanks, Britt!"
Leaving only a cloud of dust and a small driver behind, they were gone, as if rest wasn't even necessary. Brittany looked at her dirty stopwatch and mumbled something that didn't have a chance to reach the ponies' ears.
"Good thing I stopped the timer a bit before we crossed the finish line, or else they would have been pissed."
Estimating how much time should be added to reflect the real result, she resumed the stopwatch for a brief moment.
"1.8 seconds slower... That won't do. They gave their all, but they need to do better... much better."
"Cassyyyy!"
When Hemlock and Nightshade arrived at the tree, Cassy was just hanging limp, covered in sweat, overheated by the afternoon sun, and no longer strong enough to stand. Her head hung over her chest, and she barely reacted when Hemlock called her name.
"Hmmm...?"
"Cassy! We made it! We can play together for the rest of the day."
"Oooh... Niiice... I'm glad... to hear."
"We can't wait. Nightshade, let's lick her all over like last night. She loved it, and now she is all sweaty too. She is going to be delicious."
"W... wait... can you... untie me first. I'm... kind of... exhausted. Maybe we could go get... some water?"
"Don't worry about it, Cassy. We will do all the work for you!"
"That was... not exactly... what I meant... but okay."
Not having enough strength left to argue and knowing that the rest of the day would be out of her control, Cassy just gave up. A set of wet tongues slid along her ribcage, all the way up to her armpit. A faint smile appeared on her face. This treatment felt very good.



Nightshade, being a boob lover, quickly switched to Cassy's nipples. She nibbled and sucked on them, making sure to pull gently with her teeth, something her squirming victim seemed to appreciate a lot. Of course, when Hemlock saw that, she hurried and did the same to the other one, but she also took the initiative to slide her hand inside Cassy's drenched panties, the same ones she wore last night.
Since the pretty helper had woken up this morning, she didn't have a second to herself for a shower or minimum maintenance, and it was unlikely that the two gorgeous ponies assaulting her breasts would allow her to have any break until the next morning, though.
When Hemlock penetrated her with her strong fingers, Cassy stopped caring and let the pleasure course through her inanimate body.
She was a helper... and if letting them do such things to her body while dangling from a tree was helping... then she would have fulfilled her role.
"Aaaah! Hemlock... If you... do that... I'm going... to cum..."
"I love it when you cum, Cassy! You are so cute."
"Well, that was a short date."
"Yes. Here... That's the remaining of your money. The clerk exchanged a 5 dollar bill for a 1 dollar bill. I'm sorry. I'm not sure what she did exactly."
"Haha. That's alright. So, did you have fun with Ivory at least?"
"... Yes."
"Hey... are you okay? You look sad."
Morning Star looked at the scrolling scenery through the car window. She and Sophie were heading back home, where a lot more work awaited her. She would have to endure a bit longer. Endure everything she had confessed to Ivory, things she had not told anybody else. Only she and Ivory knew what burned inside her chest and how difficult it was to cope with it.
She looked at her right hand, the one she would hide from Sophie and Moonlight until the Triple Crown was over.
Ivory's gift.
Using a little pen, Ivory had written four words very discreetly inside her palm.
"You are not alone."
She had told Morning Star to refresh the writing every day using the same pen she would hide in her stall. And every time she would look at those words, it would be a reminder that her burden was not hers alone to carry and that everything would end well, no matter what would happen. Because she wasn't alone.
Morning Star had firmly believed Ivory's reassuring words.
"Hey, Star? You okay?"
Morning star looked at Sophie and then smiled.
"Yes, actually. I am."
"Good. Want to tell me about your date?"
"Nope!"
"Alright, then. Let's put on some music and head home."
"Yes. Can we go run tonight?"
"No, we will do physio. That's what you asked this morning."
"Nooo. I hate physio! I want to run."
"Hahaha. Sure! We will go for a run.
Sophie pushed a cassette in the reader, a music album she had purchased recently, but since she had not rewound the tape, the first song that played was Rock 'n' roll suicide.
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Jennie entered the office, barely able to walk on her noticeably wobbly legs. Her empathic coworkers petting her hair and rubbing her back helped her sit in her chair. Exhausted, she let her face fall flat on her desk.
Meanwhile, standing awkwardly in the doorway, Isuki played with her rubber paws and unsure what to do next. Everybody stared at her silently, wondering what she could have done to affect Jennie to this extent. Jennie's lamentations troubled everybody present in the room, and a single question was on everybody's mind since they knew where those two had been for the past hour; was Iskuki that good in bed?
"I... Isuki... She... she broke me! My... My pussy... it's still throbbing so much..."
Embarrassed to the highest degree, Isuki trotted to Misha and grabbed her arm to seek shelter. Dressing like a pet dog in front of everybody was already hard to cope with, but having Jennie announcing so vocally through her moans that she had been a good sex toy made her wish that spontaneous human combustion was a thing.
"Looks like you gave Jennie a ride for her money."
"I don't want to discuss this. I want to go home."
"See, you can't say that you are unwilling to date anymore. You wouldn't have done such an amazing job on her if that was the case."
"I didn't do it on purpose. I just did what she asked me to do."
"Ah, you can be so annoying, Isuki. Alright, come with me. I need to go take a look at the males."
"Yes, let's get out of here. Hey... What... what are you doing?"
Out of nowhere, Misha clipped a leather leash to Isuki's collar ring and tugged gently on it. Immediately the dog girl reached her neck to unclip it, but her rubber dog paws prevented her from doing so.
"Haha. You are my pet. What did you expect? That I'd let you run around without supervision?"
"But... I'm not a real dog."
"Sure you are. Come!"
"Eeep!"
That next leash yank was strong enough to make Isuki's chair sitting spin around. Misha wasn't going to give her any slack, apparently.
The nurse and her dog left the office and entered the elevator, destination, storage floor.
"Sit!"
"What?"
"I said sit."
"There is no chair in here."
"On the floor. Sit."
"Mishaaa..."
"Do you want to get punished?"
"No... but..."
Misha pulled the leash down, knowing very well that Isuki wouldn't offer any meaningful resistance. The reluctant dog girl lowered her body and ended up sitting like a dog with her hands resting on the floor between her feet. This was uncomfortable, not physically, but mentally. Her tight latex daisy short molded her butt sexily, and the latex was somehow digging in her pussy lips too. Nobody could see the latter, but it felt degrading nonetheless.
As if this day hadn't been cursed enough already, the elevator stopped halfway to its destination. Misha placed her hand on Isuki's head to make sure she wouldn't try to stand up due to a spontaneous desire not to be seen in that position by whoever would appear once the doors would part.
With a soft bell ring, Isuki got exposed to a beautiful blonde woman wearing a white lab coat. Misha immediately smiled and greeted this well-known face.
"Oh! Dr. Carroll. How are you doing?"
"Hi, Misha... Well, well... What do we have here? Is that Isuki?"
"Yes, I turned her into my pet to teach her a lesson. She is going to be my dog for a month. It's going to do her some good."
"Awww, so cute."
Isuki just groaned and looked away, half-mortified to be presented that way to people she knew and worked with. Dr. Carroll was a brilliant woman and was super knowledgeable about the males, so she was responsible for many important tasks at the facilities. Despite being a bit intimidating, she was extremely friendly and accessible for any questions and advice... and apparently, the way she patted Isuki's head tended to suggest that she loved dogs too.
"Why are you doing this to her exactly? Not that I disapprove..."
"Isuki has no spine and needs to start fighting for what she wants in life. As you can see, she is not doing very well so far and is still very submissive."
"I see. Can you bring her to my office this afternoon? I would like to examine her."
Having Misha and Dr. Carroll discussing her case as if she was not even there made Isuki feel even lower on the social scale. How did this happen? Just this morning, she was still a normal girl going to work, and now they treated her like an animal for entertainment. Misha getting her a "veterinarian" appointment was a new level of weirdness. How worst could this day get?
Misha and Dr. Carroll just chit-chatted about other things until the elevator reached the storage floor. They said their goodbye, and with another solid leash yank, Misha pulled Isuki out of the elevator. The dog, who was back on her feet, yelped and followed while whining.
"Don't pull that hard! It hurts."
"Just follow me, then. I don't want you to go chew on an electric cable or something."
"I won't do that! I'm not a real dog, you know."
"Yes, you are. I think I like you better that way. Maybe I'll teach you how to bark later. Anyway, let's see... We have to look at 28, 73, 104, 106,... Aaah, so many. It's going to take forever."
"Aaah! Don't worry. I'll help you."
"You're not supposed to. You are just a doggy. You are stupid."
"Whatever!"
That last altercation was sarcasm, of course. Isuki and Misha were still friends and were used to teasing each other that way. No matter what they would impose on each other, it wouldn't alter that solid relationship.
They began assessing the pods one by one, and so far, there was nothing special about any of them, not even an adjustment to be made. The tall and strong sleeping males behind their smokey windows were as quiet as they have been for the past five hundred years, which was how it was supposed to be. It took almost an hour before finding something that made them uneasy.
When Isuki turned the pod light on with her dog paw, Misha stepped back and put her hand in front of her eyes while groaning.
"Haaa! Damnit! I hate when this happens! It's so weird!"
Isuki looked through the pod glass door and frowned too.
"Yeah, that's bizarre. Female bodies don't do things like that. I don't like it either."
In front of the two friends was a typical male in cryostasis, wearing the standard white suit, but between his legs was a fully erected cock. Of course, this was well-understood and documented, but for Misha and Isuki, who had never interacted with any sex other than female, this felt extremely weird. How could an organ so small grow so large and hard? It must have been painful for the male.
"Dr. Carroll says it's a good sign of health when this happens to a male. So I guess that's a good thing."
"So... The males were putting this thing inside us?"
"GROSS! Isuki! Don't say things like that!"
"I know, but that's how we were fertilized before, no?"
"Yes, but I don't want to think about it."
"Well, it's not that different than playing with dildos and strap-ons, you know."
"I know, but dildos are not... like that. They are colorful and fun... this is... like a living worm. And knowing what can come out of it, I would never let a male do this to me."
After saying that, the two girls had their stomachs turned upside down. As much as they understood male physiology, having some sort of leaking creature inserted inside their vagina was definitely not something appealing. Both Misha and Isuki liked women and women only, so the thought of making love to a male was unquestionably repulsing.
"Blah! Now I won't be able to eat my lunch. Turn the light off. He is very healthy. We can go check the others."
"Sure."
As soon as Misha headed toward the next pod, her brain processed a small detail that her earlier trauma had prevented her from grasping fully. She paused for a second, then turned around and pointed her finger at Isuki's nose, which made her jerk back.
"Doggy! Are you fucking yourself with dildos?"
"..."
"Answer me!"
"Well... maybe... How is that important?"
"Oh, my! So you ARE a sexual being after all!"
"Mishaaa... Stop it!"
"Do you like inserting them deep inside you?"
"... I'm not answering that."
"I'll take that as a yes. Does it vibrate too?"
"May... maybe..."
"Do you suck on it too?"
"..."
"Do you fuck yourself in the ass too?"
"Mishaaaaa!"
The more questions were hitting Isuki's eardrums, the redder her face became. It was unclear if her answers, or absence of, were enough for Misha to figure out the truth, but she knew her friend had opened a can of worms. There was no doubt that Misha would yap about this to everybody, turning her reputation of shy virgin girl to the one of a depraved bitch.
Her only option was to sit down like a good dog and wrap her arms around Misha's leg and brace until the interrogation was over.
Trembling under the gaze of her friend, Isuki's only thought was not the one she would have liked to have at this very moment.
She did like it deep.
***
Later in the afternoon, Misha tugged her reluctant pet back to the lab where Dr. Carroll's office was located. For some reason, the more they approached the place, the more Isuki apprehended being "examined" by that person. She was perfectly healthy and didn't need anybody to tell her otherwise. No, this was way too fishy to her liking, but Misha kept yanking the leash uncomfortably enough to make her pet understand that backing out wasn't an option.
"Mishaaa! I don't want to be examined! What does that even mean anyway?"
"I don't know. But Dr. Carroll is super nice. I'm sure it's going to be fun."
"Fun for you, maybe. Not for me."
"That's why we are going together. I'm curious to see what she will do to you. She seemed very enthusiastic when she saw that I turned you into our little pet."
"Aaah, stop yanking that leash! You are going to rip my head off!"
"Stop pulling then and be a good obedient doggy."
Under the puzzled lab staff's gaze, the nurse and her dog arrived at Dr. Carroll's office. Misha knocked on the door and waited for someone to answer. Isuki felt defeated. It was another activity that she really didn't want to do, yet, she was about to do it anyway, unsure how it had happened. Was she as spineless as Misha liked to think? It strongly seemed that way.
When the door opened, Dr. Carroll greeted them with her usual smile.
"Aaah! You came! Nice!"
"Yes, I brought you my dog. She is in a foul mood, though."
"It's okay. I'll take it from there. Just pass me the leash."
"What? You won't let me in and watch?"
"No, what is happening in my office is between my patient and me. You can go back to work. I'll send Isuki back to you once I'm done."
"Aaaah! That's not fair!"
Isuki rolled her eyes at that scene. She was the one who was going to be suspiciously examined by a shady doctor, yet, Misha was the one crying injustice. At least that would teach her a lesson that she couldn't always have everything going her way.
"Well, I wanted to stay, but I apparently can't. So... whatever. I have a lot of work to do anyway. You've distracted me all day, Isuki."
"I distracted you?... Wait a minute! As if I was the one who asked you to turn me into a dog!"
"Tsk tsk! Be nice... See you later, little doggy! Try to behave while Dr. Carroll is probing all your orifices with strange tools!"
"Wait! What!? My orifices!?"
Misha turned heels, leaving Isuki with a mental image that she had preferred not to have. A gentle pull on her leash marked the beginning of her doctor appointment.
Dr. Carroll led Isuki inside the room and closed the door behind her.
"Sooo, Isuki? You wanted to develop your submissive side?"
"What? No! It was Misha's idea... They forced me to turn into a pet and..."
"I don't think anybody is forcing you. You came all the way from your office to my office."
"I didn't! Misha dragged me here!"
"Don't you think it's enough forcing for a day? Surely, you would have put an end to this little roleplay if you were not happy, no?"
"No... I mean... I tried to tell her but..."
"But you didn't... And now you are in my office. Lie down on the table, please."
"O... okay..."
Shooting herself in the foot was something Isuki was good at. Obeying this last demand just validated what Dr. Carroll had said.
Isuki sat on the black leather table and made a quarter turn before lying down on it.
"I see. You are as obedient as I was told."
"No! I mean... you are a doctor... I think I have to do what you ask, right?"
"Yes. Now put your hands above your head."
"O... okay? Why?"
"Just don't move."
Dr. Carroll's smile grew a bit more when she gently pinned Isuki's wrist down to the table and cuffed her hand to the corner using a conveniently placed leather strap. Before Isuki realized what was happening, Dr. Carroll was already working on her other wrist.
Isuki's brain was faulty. Instead of feeling a need to struggle her way out, the doctor pressing her wrist down had sent a signal that she had to stay still to make the process easier.
"It's funny. You are not even fighting me as I do this."
"Hey! I just don't know what you are doing... Why are you cuffing me?"
"I just need to cuff your ankles too, okay?"
"But... But..."
"That's how I examine people, don't worry."
That was obviously a lie, but while being conscious she was being manipulated, Isuki didn't know what to do outside trying to absorb what was happening to her. One by one, her ankles underwent the same faith as her wrist, leaving her vulnerable to whatever Dr. Carroll would decide to do next.
"There. You are all mine."
"What... What are you going to do to me?"
"Mmm, not sure yet. I think I'll make sure you are ready to be a good submissive pet so that everybody can enjoy playing with you."
"But... I don't want to be a pet..."
"Okay, then we will fix that first... one sec."
Very suspiciously, after this vague remark, Dr. Carroll went to one of her drawers and retrieved a small wired object from it. Coming back to Isuki, she did her best to hide what she had in her hands.
"Do you like being tied up?"
"N... no..."
"Are you sure?"
"N... no..."
"That sounds like a yes to me. What if I do this then? Do you like it better?"
"If you do what.... Aaaah!"
Dr. Carroll lowered her head over Isuki's naked belly and gave it a long slow lick from the bottom to the top, making sure to hit her sensitive belly button. This test deserved to be repeated a couple more times to ensure Isuki's squirming wasn't coincidental.
"Aaah! Aaah! Why... Why are you licking my belly?"
"I'm a doctor. I'm examining your reflexes... Does it feel good?"
"It's... It's okay... Aaaaanh!"
One lick after the other prevented Isuki, again, from focusing on why this was happening to her. She would have loved to discuss this activity further with Dr. Carroll and make her understand how she felt, but today, nobody seemed willing to offer her this luxury. Instead, they just went right ahead and toyed with her mercilessly.
The next surprise was when Dr. Carroll slid her hand inside Isuki's latex shorts and ran a finger on her slit, frying her thoughts in the process.
"Mmm... So wet. Now I know for sure you love being tied up."
"N... No! That's not it... It's because you licked my..."
"Shhh... Look, I brought you a gift to make sure you appreciate being an obedient pet. Let's try it, okay?"
This time, Dr. Carroll used the small object she had concealed from Isuki's view, slid it inside her daisy shorts and... inserted it inside her vagina.
"Aaaaah! What... what is this? What are you doing?"
"It's a super neat butterfly vibrator... It's going to tickle your g spot and cute clitoris just the right way to keep you a happy pet. Your tight shorts will keep it firmly in place. Unfortunately, with your little rubber paws, you won't be able to control it yourself, so I'm going to do it for you. There, I'll set it on low for you."
"Aaaaaah! AAaaaah!"
"Hehe. I can feel your obedience level going up already. Now, let's check those little puppies."
After turning on the overly well-located vibrator, Dr. Carroll stuffed the wire and remote inside Isuki's shorts so nobody would tamper with it. Then she turned her attention to the squirming girl's chest. She moved her latex bra out of the way to explore her victim's perky breasts.
"Mmm... You are very pretty. You know that, Isuki?
"Aaaah! I... I don't know... Aaaah!"
"When someone says something nice to you, you should say thank you."
"Mmmaaah! Th... Thanks!... I guess..."
"I think I want to make your boob even prettier. Would you like that?"
"Make my boobs... prettier?"
"Yes, wouldn't you like having very pretty boobs and nipples?"
"Aaaah! Well... Yes... Who wouldn't? But..."
"Okay, good. Then we have a deal. Don't move. I'll be back in a minute."
"W... Wait! What are you..."
To no avail, Isuki tried to recall Dr. Carroll, but apparently, too late. She had somehow agreed to let her do something she knew nothing about. What predicament did she put herself into again? The vibrator wasn't helping either. She had already forgotten why Dr. Carroll had put it down there in the first place. Her mind was flooded with sexual pleasure and fragmented questions.
The paradox was evident. All day long, she had tried to communicate with others unsuccessfully, yet, she never had so much physical contact with people. Elana had forced her to kiss and edge, Misha had made her wear this humiliating doggy outfit, she had to lick her friend Jennie to orgasm, and now, she let Dr. Carroll play with her. How was it possible that all of this happened and she had not grown rebellious? Was she secretly okay with everything that was done to her so far?
Her scrambled thoughts crumbled like a dry cookie when the door opened. Dr. Carroll walked in, holding a small tray. Isuki couldn't see what it contained, which didn't help her understand where this was going. She grew even more confused when the doctor approached her with a blindfold.
"It's going to be more fun if you are blindfolded. Lift your head a bit so I can put it over your eyes."
"Why... why are you blindfolding me?"
"Why are you lifting your head if you don't want to be? Now relax. It's going to be enjoyable for both of us... Thanks for accepting to do this. You'll love it."
"Accepting what?"
"Shhh... Relax, I said... Trust me. I'm a doctor."
"O... okay."
"So cute... so submissive."
Isuki could hear Dr. Carroll prepare something, but she had no idea what it could be outside that it was somehow related to her boobs. For some reason, she tried to do what she was asked to do and took a few deep breaths to calm herself down some more. Relaxing actually made the humming butterfly vibrator feel much more pleasant and noticeable.
Then something coldish rubbed against her breast, very gently, which almost made her giggle. Of course, she wouldn't do that, not to encourage the doctor who was doing weird things to her. Then she felt something gripping one of her nipples quite hard.
"Aaaah! What... What is this..."
"Shhh... I'll count to three... you'll feel a little bite."
"A bite? You are going to bite me?"
"Hehe... no. Deep breath... Three, two,..."
"Eeeaaaaaah!"
"One! Good girl. Don't move, please."
Isuki's left nipple was on fire. What just happened? She wanted to check with her fingers, but the cuff prevented her from doing so, and anyway, with those rubber dog paws, it wouldn't have helped. As the pain quickly dulled down, she felt her other nipple getting pinched.
"Wait! Wait, wait, wait! What... What are you doing to me?"
"I told you, I'm making your boobs prettier. You said you were okay with it, no?"




"Yeah, but you didn't say anything about... EEEAaaaaah!"
"One!"
"Hey! You didn't even count down this time... What have you done to my nipples?"
"Haha. Shhhh... I said, relax. You'll see in a second. I promise you'll like it."
While trying to slow down her breathing after this sharp pain in her nipples, Isuki's confusion was at a peak. As much as she wondered what she had done to her, the way Dr. Carroll was touching her, so professionally and so tenderly, made her feel somewhat good.
Isuki could hear Dr. Carroll move her tools and tray away before returning to the examination table to remove her blindfold. Instead of the expected bright ceiling light, only an amber desk lamp was on, making the ambiance much more intimate.
"If you want to look, you have to say thank you first."
"You want me to say thank you?"
"Yes. I did something nice for you, inspired by the moment, so you have to say thank you."
"Thank... you?"
"Oh, no. Not like that? Like this!"
Again, permission didn't seem needed when it was time to abuse the circumstances. The gorgeous Dr. Carroll lowered her face over Isuki's and gave her a deep and romantic kiss. Once more, Isuki lost all will to fight and just gave in the pleasure. The relentless vibrator made her feel extra good as she exchanged fluids with her good-looking doctor. No matter if this was appropriate or not, it just felt right at this very moment. It was the third time today that she had kissed girls, and all three experiences had been different... In a good way.
For a considerably long time, the two women just made out. Dr. Carroll seemed to enjoy quite a bit the kissing quality that Isuki provided her with. The tied-up pet didn't know much about Dr. Carroll, so perhaps she was lonely too and didn't get to kiss girls all the time as Misha or Jennie did. Or maybe she was just a nice person who had wanted to share a pleasant moment?
One by one, Dr. Carroll released the petgirl's limbs and gently helped her up.
"Now, you can look at your gift... Your prettier boobs."
"..."
Isuki gasped immediately... Her nipples had been pierced, and Dr. Carroll had hooked shiny silver rings through them. Pretty? Yes, that was her first thought despite her surprise, and she didn't know why. She didn't even recall how or why this had all started.
All she knew was that Dr. Carroll had been super nice to her and offered her some unexpected shiny jewelry.
"Do you like them?"
"... I... I mean... Yes... It looks... cute."
"I think so too. If you decide you want the rings off, the holes will quickly heal. I'd never have done something permanent to you without asking you first. So just enjoy them, okay?"
"O... okay... Thank... thank you."
"Oh... You know how I like you to say thank you... right?"
"Y... yes..."
Dr. Carroll was definitely nice... and tasted good too.
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It was early in the morning, but Accalia and I were awake already. Wearing our cute pajamas, we were sitting on the master bedroom's big bed at the Pethouse, and snoozing between us was Trixie. The poor thing didn't sleep well because of her cast and throbbing arm. It must have been the first time that she had not attempted to do dirty things to us while not at the café. Her little naked body rested peacefully under the blanket while Accalia and I were reviewing our school paperwork.
Since we were going back to school soon, we needed to decide what career we would like to pursue, but it was a difficult decision, at least for me it was. Accalia seemed to have found the solution to her dilemma.
"Clara... I think I've decided."
"Ah yeah?"
"Yes... And it's nothing our guidance counselor had suggested. I hope Tim won't be mad for having wasted his time on me."
"Oh, I don't think Tim can get mad. He was very patient. What did you choose?"
"Well... Yesterday when I went to the hospital to meet with Lucy and Trixie, a super cute nurse was taking care of Trixie."
"..."
"I mean, her cuteness has nothing to do with it, well, maybe a little, but... when I saw her taking care of Trixie while she was in pain, I kind of thought it was cool. I think I want to learn how to do what she was doing."
"So... You want to become a nurse?"
"I think so. Do you think it's a good idea?"
At first, I was about to answer that I didn't know, but before opening my mouth, I took a moment to think about it a bit more. Since I was visiting and working at the café, I came to learn more about my friends. Even though I spent more time with them as pets than as humans, their general traits remained roughly the same in both forms. For example, Trixie the white rubber rabbit has always been energetic, playful, and kind of an idiot in a good way. Out of costume, she was pretty much the same. She kept jumping around, always tried to go on dates with me, and was more interested in getting pleasure from all her friends than bothering with empathy or compassion. Her high and fun energy was how she made people happy. So would she be a good nurse? Absolutely not. She would exhaust her patients and probably would try to have sex with the cute ones.
In the case of Accalia, however, she has always been a smart one, almost motherly like Meeka. Not as calm as Vix or Oreo, she never seemed to run out of energy to do a great job as a grey wolf. I've seen her taking care of clients for hours on end without ever losing patience, even when dealing with difficult ones. When Lucy had asked her to rush to the hospital to take care of Trixie, she didn't hesitate one second and didn't show any doubts or even worried about room number and stuff like that; I would have freaked out if I had been in her shoes.
So, yeah. Could she be a good nurse?
"I... I think you'd be really good at it, Acca."
"...aaaww... You think so, Clara?"
"Yes... I'm sure you would be an amazing nurse."
"... and you'd play doctor with me and wear a sexy latex nurse uniform while examining me in-depth with well-lubed toys?"
Of course, that last voice wasn't mine; it was Trixie's, who had just woken up and spied on our conversation. I wasn't surprised to see Trixie associating the nurse profession with something sexual. It precisely was why Trixie should never become a nurse.
Accalia rolled over Trixie and began nibbling her neck.
"Rawr! I like how you think, Trix!"
"Aaaah! That tickles! Stooop! Careful, my arm..."
"Pfff... I didn't even come close to touching your broken arm, stupid bunny. Stop being a delicate baby. How did you break it anyway?"
"I'm not even sure... I was standing on a couch trying to find Vix, and my foot got caught in a crack between the seats... I lost balance, and my arm hit the table awkwardly. Then I saw a lot of stars..."
"There you go. How many times did Lucy tell you not to stand on the couches? You never listen to her. That will teach you!"
"Pfff... She never told me not to do that."
"She tells you EVERY DAY!"
"Nope... never heard anything. I only hear her voice when she says good things about me."
I got better at socializing over the past few months, but as fun as it was to watch them play with each other like this, I still struggled to walk away from my old self. In my mind, there was no way I could have jumped into their conversation. I was not thinking fast enough, and somehow, I had this little rejection feeling lurking in my chest.
I've seen my therapist several times since I had my meltdown, and I had learned to identify those situations where I would falsely feel that I was not part of a group, but it was still hard to control. She called those hooks. My mind had been trained to be lonely for so long that being around others sometimes felt dangerous. In situations when an urge to participate nagged me, my therapist suggested that I focus on listening instead.
Trixie and Accalia had all the rights in the world to be good friends and have fun together without involving me every single time. It didn't mean they didn't like me or that they wanted me to go away. But still, I had difficulties letting this negative sensation go and occasionally felt left aside. Why was it so much easier for them?
While the two of them tickled each other next to me, something unexpected happened. The bedroom door swung open, and Misti walked in wearing her civilian clothes and carrying a small cardboard box.
"Hiii, lesbian animals!"
"Misti!?"
"That's meee!"
"You are not... working at the café today?"
"No, Clara. I got a surprise. This morning, Lucy is testing two new petgirls. So she told me to take the day off and come cheer Trixie up."
Having to deal with three petgirls out of costume at once was a first for me. Shortly after my first day at the café, Apricot the dog had left, so at any given time after that, only two petgirls were off duty simultaneously. This made me nervous because handling two was already hard, and now with Misti around, I would undoubtedly have even more trouble fitting in.
My lack of confidence aside, I was still curious about those two new trainees Misti talked about. I understood it was just a test day and that Lucy had never hidden the fact that she wanted to hire more pets, but maybe she had expedited her intentions to hire new girls because Trixie would be out of commission for almost two months, and Accalia was going back to school with me. That said, it still made me nervous. Maybe I didn't want our little group to change.
Fortunately, I sensed that I was not the only one with that irrational fear. Accalia anxiously asked a few questions.
"Did you see them? Are they nice?"
"No, they are monsters with spiky hair and horns."
"Aaaah, Misti. Seriously... How are they?"
"I don't know, Acca. Lucy never lets us see the new hires until they join for good. I only saw them in costume."
"What costume did they wear?"
"The new cheetah and Apricot's dog suit."
"Were they good?"
"Hard to tell. As soon as they walked into the lounge, Lucy dragged me out to take off my costume. I mean, they looked a bit lost, but whatever... that's normal, I guess. They are not used to being pets."
"Haha. Like Clara when she had to wear Trixie's costume."
Now they were making fun of me. I knew I was probably not as good as they were as a pet, but it was not like I would be a full-time one like them anyway. I've only done it a few hours here and there to help.
"Talking about Trixie's costume. Guess what is in the box I brought with me..."
"WHAT? You brought MY costume?"
"Yes, Trix. I asked Lucy, and she said yes. You can't wear it because of your cast, but I thought you'd be happy to cuddle with one of us wearing it."
"Hell, yes! Cuddling with myself would be so hot!"
Those little moments around my friends, the ones when they said some weird things, were very entertaining.
Misti walked to Accalia and put the box in her hands.
"Here, Acca. Go help Clara wear it. I want to cuddle with Trixie for a bit."
"Yay! Clara is going to be a cute bunny again!"
Wait... What?
Before I could even react, Accalia grabbed my wrist and pulled me out of the bedroom to go to the other one. What was this? Did I miss something? A few seconds ago, we were saying that "one of us" would have to wear the white rabbit costume, but I seemed to have missed the part leading to the final decision.
"Alright, take your pajamas off, Clara. This is going to be so fun!"
"W... wait, Acca. Why... why me?"
"Oh? You don't want to wear it? I forgot you are not a pet. For us, that would be a no-brainer. We love wearing our costumes. But if you don't want to, it's okay, I'll do it..."
"No... It's not that... I just... Why me?"
"Lucy doesn't want us to wear costumes out of the café. She said it would mess up our brains. But you can because you don't work at the café. And on top of that, Trixie would LOVE it if it were you because she doesn't get to spend a lot of time with you. Come on. It would be nice. It would make her so happy."
"... Alright... I can wear it. But I'm just not very good at it."
"Clara, we were just teasing earlier. We know you are not nearly as experienced as us, but you are ADORABLE as a white rabbit. You can't do it wrong!"
Was I... adorable? The way she said that made me feel all fuzzy inside. Part of me still doubted any compliments I received due to my lack of confidence and my bad habit of thinking people never liked me. But if I were listening to my true feelings, what she said about me felt good. It made me wonder if one day, instead of doubting and worrying, those good feelings could be at the forefront of my mind and not buried under a pile of negative thoughts. I would have to discuss this with my therapist at some point.
"So, do you want to do it? As I said, I don't mind wearing it."
"No... No. I will wear it. Sorry."
"Yay! Clara is going to be a cute bunny again!"
"Hehe."
Immediately after I gave my blessing, Accalia began to unbutton my pajama, and as soon as my top dropped to the floor, her mouth attacked my small breast.
"Aaaaah! Accaaa!"
"Sorry, Clara... I can't resist! It feels good... right?"
"Y...yes... very... but..."
"Mmm..."
Apparently, the costume could wait a bit longer. Spending a bit of time exploring my spontaneity couldn't hurt, after all.
When her pajama top joined mine on the floor, and she pressed her small body against mine, allowing me to feel the softness of her tanned skin, my little motor fired up and wanted more of this. Our lips joined, and our tongues began wrestling gently.
***
I was boiling inside the costume, but it was not because it was entirely made of latex. Accalia had just given me a lot of good feelings with her fingers right before enclosing me inside this amazingly form-fitting bunny suit. I loved cuddling girls in latex more than anything but wearing it was also very pleasant.
As soon as we stepped into the room where Misti and Trixie were still loudly making love, Trixie pushed her partner aside and jumped towards me.
"TRIXIIIE!...Well... I'm Trixie too... oh, my. That's going to be so confusing. It's going to take days to get used to it."
Days? As Trixie landed in my arms, making my long rabbit ears spring around, I realized that we had not discussed anything regarding the duration of this little adventure. But it was way too late for that since my chewy mouthpiece prevented me from talking. Anyway, my friends were not mean, and I knew they would ask me occasionally if I wanted out.
Before I could react, I ended up on my back on the big bed. Trixie sat on my hips, massaging my rubber breasts while Misti and Accalia were on each side, petting me. So many hands all at once. I had experienced the opposite a few times when I was naked in a sleeping pod at the café with many pets cuddling me, but this time those were real hands, not cushy paws. All those fingers sliding on my slick white rubber skin just felt immensely pleasurable.
All this sudden attention made me feel... loved.
It was ridiculous. A short moment ago, when Trixie and Accalia played together, I felt slightly rejected or, at the very least, not very important, but now, all eyes were on me, helped by my new look.
Wanting to invert the position, Trixie grabbed my paws and made me sit on top of her hips.
"Awww! Why are you so cute, Clara?"
I shrugged.
"I'm not sure why you are not asking Lucy to let you wear a costume more often."
I shrugged.
"Don't you want to be a pet more often?"
I shrugged.
"Okay... You know what? You need help. When you are a pet and can't talk, you have to express yourself differently, or else we have no clue what you are thinking."
I shrugged.
"See, that's what I mean. Misti, Acca? Am I crazy, or am I right?"
"Totally right."
"Yes, Clara needs some lessons."
What did it mean? Did they want to teach me how to be a better pet? I wasn't sure this was a good idea. Being expressive wasn't my forte, and putting on the costume was only to make Trixie happy. I had no intention to become a full-time pet, so I didn't see the point in having them waste time and effort into improving my deficient acting skills.
Not knowing how to tell them that, I just laid on top of Trixie, burying my rabbit muzzle in her neck.
"Awww... So cute. Okay, Clara... First lesson! I'm going to teach you how to cum like a bunny!"
Fast like lightning, I returned to my sitting position and stared at her through my black lenses. What did she just say?
"Bwahaha! Trixie, you scared her."
"I didn't scare her. We had fun like this before, right Clara?"
After a second of pause, I nodded... slowly. We indeed had a bit of fun in the past, but not exactly like this. Thinking about it a bit more, having sex while in costume could be... interesting.
"Nice! Hey, let's do a competition. I lick Clara, and you, Acca, you lick Misti. The first one who makes her partner cum."
"Hey, why is it you that licks Clara?"
"Cause the rabbit was a gift to make me feel better? Okay, look... I lick her, and you lick Misti. Then once they cum, we will switch partners. The first one who wins twice with whatever partner gets to spoon with the rubber rabbit tonight."
"Deal! But you don't stand a chance, Trixie."
"Hey, my arm is broken, not my tongue. I'll win this! I swear!"
Before I could fully comprehend what was happening to me, I ended up on my back, resting on a bunch of pillows, and my three friends were now naked like worms; I barely had time to see their clothes flying. Misti sat shoulder to shoulder with me and even wrapped her arms around mine, bracing for the pleasure we were about to receive. She was looking forward to this game. Perhaps she knew how good Accalia was in bed or something.
Trixie, with her only good arm, separated my legs and reached my crotch to unzip it. There was something about wearing this costume; I didn't feel naked. It was as if I was hidden behind those smokey lenses and could offer myself the luxury of not being as shy as usual. So far, most of the sex I had happened in the darkness. Early this morning would feel a bit different. Everybody was fully awake, and the energy was more playful.
"Alright, Acca, you're ready?"
"Oh, yeah!"
"Okay. Clara, just tap on my head with your paw if you want me to stop, okay?"
I nodded, making my long white ears bounce back and forth.
"Three... two... one... GO!"
"Aaaah!"
As a voracious little mouth attacked my pussy, Misti let out her first moan right away. Our heads were touching, so it was a strange feeling to hear her make erotic noises so close to my ear... and, that was a problem. Not only did Trixie quickly find the right spot to pleasure me, but on top of that, Misti's moans were just turning me on so much... and I wasn't even responsible for them. Could I handle this level of erotism?
"Aaaah! Acca... aaanh! No... no... not that way...aaah!"
"Hey! You can't help her, Misti!"
"Hmmm... o... okay..."
That competition was serious. Chewing on my silicone mouthpiece prevented me from joining the symphony of moans, but maybe it was for the best. That way, I could have all the fun in the world without worrying about them teasing me about the way I moaned.
Misti slid her hand around my face and turned it toward hers to give me a lick on the muzzle. Her flushed cheeks and her little smile were just so adorable. I was pretty sure having the latex bunny next to herself while naked significantly improved her experience.
On my side, I was getting there. While I was not too sure if I was supposed to focus on Trixie's tongue or Misti's cute moans, my body took the initiative of not caring and just did its thing. Voracious. That was the word I had used earlier, and that was exactly it. Trixie had never behaved like this with me in bed before. Her determination to win this race was unarguable... She wanted the bunny for the night.
As my orgasm was building, I could tell Misti was in the same distressed state. We were gradually losing grip on our bodies and minds. Arm in arm, forehead to forehead, it was as if I was making love to her... but I was not. It was such a different way to share pleasure among friends.
But then it happened... Trixie managed to push me over the edge. I wanted to scream, but with my mouth plugged, I was pretty sure nobody would hear me, particularly with Misti being so loud. All my muscles contracted and...
I came! I came so hard... and Trixie wasn't stopping. She must have felt me convulsing on the mattress, yet, she kept going. For an indeterminate amount of time, my brain turned to wriggly gelatine as I rode this powerful orgasm. She got me good, but it had to stop before I died.
Not really controlling my body anymore, I gave her a big slap on the head with my cushy paw!
"Oooww! Hahaha! CLARA! Owww!"
"Aaaaanh AAANH! HMMM! AAAAH!"
As I was trying to feel guilty for having whacked Trixie so hard, I almost forgot about Misti. It seemed that I had won the race because she started cumming very intensely. Her body, like mine did a short time ago, spasmed out of control as Accalia pushed her over the edge of an orgasmic cliff. She had the time of her life.
"Aaaah! Acca! Stop! Stop!"
"Gnaaaw! Never!"
"Stooooop! I caaame! I caaaame!"
Then it was Trixie's time to intervene. She jumped on Accalia to tug her away from Misti.
"Heeey! Stop licking her! It's going to make it harder for me to make her cum next!"
"That's the whole point! Gnaaaw! Raawwr!"
"Accaaaa! Get off heeeeer!"
At that moment, I understood why Accalia was impersonating a grey wolf at the café. At least their little fight gave me some time to recover from my emotions. This kind of fun wasn't what I had expected today, but I was happy it happened. It definitely made me feel a bit more part of the group.
***
"Ah! I'm sleeping with Clara-bunny tonight!"
"You cheated, Trix!"
"How did I cheat?"
"How were you able to make Misti cum so fast?"
"Haha... I know every millimeter of Misti's body, right Misti?"
Misti and I were cuddle-napping on the big living room couch while Accalia was cooking us lunch. Trixie incessantly spun around on her stool, basking in her sexual victory. They were all still naked except for Accalia, who wore an apron to protect her belly from the frying pan's popping oil. The ambient air traveling down my ear tubes smelled so good. I didn't know what she was cooking, but I wanted some. They would probably let me out of the costume soon so I could plant my teeth in a good meal.
But then Trixie killed my mood.
"Do we have a squeeze bottle for Clara?"
"Yes, in that cabinet."
"Sweet! I want to feed her!"
"Sure... just go slow, okay. Clara is not used to it."
"I know. Stop patronizing me."



"Well, if you had listened to people, you wouldn't have broken your arm."
"Blahblah!"
So, was that it? They wouldn't let me out of the costume even if we were not at the café? Would they blend my food and make me eat like a pet?
With Misti deeply asleep on top of me, I didn't want to wake her up to argue with them. That small blonde girl peacefully resting was so cute. I remembered when I caught her and Trixie having sex on this exact same couch the second time I had visited the pet house. It has been a turning point in my life.
When I saw Trixie and Misti making love back then made me realize how attracted I was to women. But it was a bit more than that... Seeing THEM making love had turned me on. They had the same pale white skin, same body shape, same short blonde haircut. Watching those twins caressing each other was so hot. I saw them kissing, digging their nails in each other, and cumming under my gaze. Maybe they had inadvertently fulfilled one of the fantasies I didn't know I had.
The beautiful thing was that I could now get to see them play again for free without feeling guilty. This was how much my life had changed since I made friends. Before that life-changing moment, I would never have thought that I would have held a naked Misti like this on the couch... like Trixie did. I felt so lucky to be able to do that.
It was almost like when I cuddled with Oreo and... Oreo... No... That wasn't the same. Oreo was different... Cuddling with Oreo might have left an even better sensation... but... why?
WWWWRRRRRRRRRRRR!
An awful noise yanked me out of my wandering thoughts and also scared Misti, who woke up with a start. As the loud noise continued, Misti rubbed her eyes and started yelling at Trixie, who was performing some blender action.
"What's the big deal, Trix! I was sleeping!"
"I'm making Clara's food! She has to eat too, you know."
Oof! Misti let her naked body fall back on top of mine, and she whispered some sweet words in my bunny ears.
"Trixie is an idiot. You should be the one wearing the rabbit costume all the time. You are like a sedated Trixie. You are so much calmer when you are wearing a latex suit, you know. It must feel good, no?"
Was I? I knew I was the anxious type, but I hadn't realized that wearing a pet costume had this soothing effect on me. It was possible. This thin latex skin separating me from the world felt reassuring. The costume was so comfortable that it was easy to forget I had it on. I was well protected and feeling good. So, yeah. I guess it was easier to relax in these conditions.
"Okay, Misti, move. I want to feed Trixie... I mean, Clara-bunny."
"Don't give her too much, or she is going to get fat like you."
"HEY! I'm not fat! Move, dumb cat!"
"Alright. Alright."
Trixie sat on the couch next to me and moved me in the same position as I usually put them when I had to feed them at the café; on my back with my head lifted on her lap. It made me feel cared for.
She plugged the bottle tip in my under chin hole.
"Okay, you have to suck, but not too hard, or else you will choke. Just take it easy."
I nodded.
A bit of air entered my mouth at first, and then the food mixture hit my tongue. Closing my eyes provided me with an amazing experience. All my attention was on the food and its taste. I couldn't tell what it was exactly, but the flavor was overwhelming. Usually, when I ate, there was always something to distract me; a television, a phone, a tablet. Eating like a pet took all those things away and allowed me to enjoy more what was entering my body.
"Do you like it?"
I nodded.
It was incredible. Was that how the pet felt like every time I was feeding them? Did they have this enhanced food experience every time? I also started to understand why the pets were acting difficult when I gave them the wrong food. The taste was ten times stronger when I focused on the flavors, so eating something with a bad taste wouldn't be fun at all. That time when I had fed Trixie with Meeka's vegetarian food, I now understood why it hadn't worked too well.
Good thing Accalia had cooked something delicious.
For a long moment, Trixie fed me. I was pretty sure she would have loved to rub my belly if her free arm had not been encased in a cast. I would have loved it too. But it was okay. Perhaps someone else would like to feed me again later while providing me with some nice belly rubs.
After the food, I received a bit of water, and Trixie showed me how to rinse my mouth properly. A bit of cold water went up my nose at first, but it was okay; I quickly learned how to be a fully functional pet. I wondered if they were going to tell Lucy. That could get me in serious trouble later.
Following my food adventure, Accalia dressed the table and served a plate to everybody. They didn't wait before digging in. I sat next to them and just listened to their conversation. What else could I have done as a latex pet outside waiting and looking cute?
"I'm curious to learn more about the two new girls at the café."
"Accalia, you know they probably won't stay, so don't get ahead of your horses."
"I know. But what if they are super cute? Would they move to the pethouse too?"
"You are thinking too far ahead."
"Meh!"
Did Accalia like people that much? She seemed incredibly curious about those new trainees. We all were, but she seemed particularly nervous about it. If I could have talked, I would have asked her if she wanted more petgirls around her or if she feared being replaced. Accalia was supposed to go back to school with me soon, and Lucy told her she would only work part-time during her studies, so I was possibly right. But then the topic quickly changed.
"So, what are we doing this afternoon?"
"Oh! I know! Let's go shopping!"
"With rabbit-Clara?"
"YES! Let's go get her some cute outfits."
"That's a great idea."
Wait a minute... what? Did I have a say in this?
"But, Misti, you know Lucy doesn't want us to wear our costume inside the building. If we try to exit and get caught in the hallway with a giant latex bunny, we are gonna get scolded."
"YES! Thrilling!"
"Okay... What's the plan then?"
"We will disguise her! It can't be that hard to hide that fluffy tail."
"Well... I'm more worried about her long ears."
"It's going to be just fiiiiine! You'll see."
Looking left and right to follow this discussion between Trixie and Misti, the two mischievous blonde girls, I knew I wouldn't be able to escape this. If Lucy were to hear about this infraction to the rules, I was pretty sure a bunch of us would see our privileges at the pethouse being revoked. It was hard not to remember when Vix made a scene at the café; she ended up spending a whole week out of costume and was confined in Lucy's small apartment. I hadn't had a chance to speak to her about it, but it was not too bold to think that she had learned her lesson the hard way.
That said, being a latex bunny was kind of fun so far, and it gave me some extra courage that I usually didn't have.
"So, Clara? Do you want to go shopping with us?"
I bravely nodded. This could be interesting.
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"Mmph!"
Stupid suitcase. It was so full that it was hard to lift it on top of the bed. Back from a two-week trip in Brazil, I may have brought back a bit too many souvenirs. At least I had fun and got to do pretty much everything I had planned, including a lot of sex from the locals; traveling while single was awesome.
I stripped naked and jumped in the shower to get rid of that layer of dry sweat that I had brought back with me. It was so good to finally be home and to enjoy MY shower that I had missed so much. It was not like the one at the hotel, and certainly not like the one in the jungle when I spent four days visiting ruins and shit.
This nice body wash scent restored my femininity as I inspected my body to see how much damage those restaurants had done. Not too bad. I was still skinny and cute, my boobs were still little and soft, and my ass round and suitable for slapping. I got quite a tan over there, though. I should try to preserve it.
After emptying my hot water tank while singing, I wrapped myself in a giant white towel and returned to my bed. I unzipped the suitcase and sighed. I had no more clean clothes to wear. Everything I owned was in my luggage and was all dirty. Tonight, I would sleep naked.
Slowly but surely, I separated the dirty clothes from the souvenirs I bought back. I already regretted having purchased half of those items, but I could always give the useless ones to my friends and family. No big deal.
I put the empty suitcase in the closet and laid down on my bed, exhausted. It was very late already, and as soon as I shut my eyes, I passed out for the night, surrounded by all those objects representing good memories. It had been an excellent trip bearing no regrets.
***
"Hmmm! What a night! I dreamed about all kinds of weird shit."
Still half-asleep, I dragged my feet to the kitchen, dropping my towel somewhere along the way, and brewed myself a coffee. Today would be a quiet post-vacation day dedicated to laundry, catching up on tv shows, drinking fun drinks, and eating frozen meals.
Naked like a worm, I grabbed my warm cup and went to sit in the living room to pretend to work on a plan. The truth was, I didn't want to do anything but watch TV and maybe text my friends.
"Bleh... I'm working tomorrow. I have no choice but to do the damn laundry."
Like a zombie, I sipped my coffee for a good twenty minutes while hugging my knees, trying to convince myself that wearing clothes was part of life and that cleaning them was the right thing to do so as not to harm my reputation.
"Come on, Alli! Get off your butt. I have to do something productive."
"... Alli? Is that your name?"
"AAAAAAAH!"
My empty coffee cup flew high up in the air and exploded on the floor on its way down. I jumped off the couch and tried to hide my boobs and crotch as much as I could. That female voice coming from nowhere had scared the hell out of me, but I couldn't see anybody around.
"WHAT THE FUCK! WHO.... WHO'S THERE!?"
Silence. Did I just dream this? My apartment was a small one-bedroom apartment, so I would have noticed right away if there had been someone around. I rushed to my towel and wrapped it around me while looking around for a potential intruder. No matter how hard I searched, I was truly alone, or at least, it seemed that way.
Where could that voice have come from? For the next ten minutes, I inspected my phone, my TV and sound system, even my alarm clock... Nothing. I didn't even have one of those stupid intelligent home devices. Nobody hid in the tub either. My heart pounded in my chest, but it now seemed unjustified. I must have dreamt it. It must have been exhaustion from my trip, or maybe I got bit by one of those mosquitos that transmitted neurological diseases.
"Weird... So weird... Alright... I'm imagining things. I better do my laundry. Maybe it's the bad smell that got to my brain."
I grabbed the pile of dirty clothes and pushed it inside the washer; sorting by color was for losers. While adding soap to the machine, I kept looking left and right in case a stranger would show up. Paranoia would certainly accompany me all day long because of the earlier event.
Then just as I closed the laundry room door...
"Sorry, Alli... I didn't mean to scare you..."
"AAAAAAAH! GOD DAMNIT! WHERE ARE YOU? SHOW YOURSELF!"
"Sorry! Sorry! I'm so sorry! Don't yell! Please!"
"AAAAH!"
What the hell was that!? Now I knew I had not dreamt it! This female voice was SO close, but I couldn't see that woman!
"WHERE ARE YOU!?"
"Sshhh Shhh! Please! Stop screaming! You... you can't see me!"
"I KNOW THAT! THAT'S THE PROBLEM! WHERE ARE YOU!?"
"No, I mean... You cannot see me... I'm... invisible..."
"Uh? Invisible? SHOW YOURSELF NOW!"
"I can't... I can't! Please! Calm down, Alli! I don't want to hurt you!"
That was too much for me to endure. I ran to my bedroom and curled into the smallest ball of human being I could, pulled the blanket over me, and trembled. But it didn't help.
"Alli! Please... Just listen to me!"
"NO NO NO! GO AWAY! THIS IS MY HOUSE!"
"Stooop! Calm down... Listen, please! I said I don't want to hurt you!"
"Who... who are you? What do you want from me?"
"Nothing... I just... aaah! It's complicated. I'm just a friend."
"A FRIEND!? Are you going to rape me?"
"What!? NO! Why would I want to do that?"
I covered my ears with my hands, but it didn't help. The voice was still as clear as ever. Oh, I didn't like that at all. I totally got bit by a mosquito full of neurotoxins or something, and now it was melting my brain. I knew I should have killed the one who had bit my boob faster.
"Listen, Alli... Do... Do you remember when you went to see those ruins in the jungle?"
"How... HOW DO YOU KNOW THAT!?"
"Well, I was there too... You just... didn't see me."
"Are... are you A SPIRIT?"
"A spi... NO! I'm not a spirit! What are you talking about? Spirits don't even exist!"
"How come I can't see you then?"
"I will tell you in a moment if you calm down... I really didn't want to scare you. Please, get out from under this blanket and try to relax, okay? You are not in danger."
"..."
Terrified, I slowly pulled the blanket off my face and looked around me. Nobody. There was nobody. Was I really going crazy? Was that how schizophrenia started? I sat up in my bed and tried to calm my breathing. As far as I knew, nobody was about to murder me, so at least I had that going for me.
"He... hello?"
"Yes, Alli. I'm still here."
"Oh my God. I'm losing my mind!"
"No, your mind is just fine. You are not crazy."
"Who... who are you then? How do you know about my trip?"
"As I said, I was there."
"It doesn't make sense!"
"It will... I... I will tell you. But... promise me you won't get mad, okay?"
"..."
"You have to promise..."
"S... sure..."
"Well, when you were peeing in the woods..."
"YOU WATCHED ME PEE!? AAAH! PERVERT!"
"Aaaah! Stop! You said you wouldn't get mad! Let me finish at least!"
"..."
"So, when you were... busy... I had time to attach myself to your body. I've been with you since then."
"AAAAAAH!"
I jumped off the bed and ran to the washroom to look at myself in the mirror. Frantically, I checked every square inch of my naked body. What did she mean by "attached to your body?" That was super creepy, and I couldn't find anything other than perfect skin.
"Alli! Would you stop that!"
"But... but..."
"Okay, I'll show myself. But really, you have to promise me not to hurt me. You could easily harm me, okay. I'm serious. I'll show you who I am, but I'm so fragile right now. If you touch me too hard, you can really hurt me. So, please. Don't do it, okay?"
"F... fine... I won't... but if you are a spirit, I'll scream. I hate ghosts."
"Alli! Ghosts don't exist either!"
"I know that! But they still scare me!"
"Oh boy! Okay, look at yourself in the mirror."
"Okay..."
"Now, look around your ear... You'll see something. But don't pull on it, please."
I approached my face from the mirror, turned my head sideways, and moved my shoulder-length black hair out of the way to nervously look at my ear. I just hoped an insect wouldn't get out of it.
Nothing...
Oh, wait... there was a little wire circling the top of my ear and going inside it. I touched it gently with the tip of my finger.
"Haha... It tickles, Alli."
"You... you are a... wire?"
"Uh? No... follow it gently until you reach my body... I'm on the back of your neck, nested under your hair. It's warm and comfortable here."
Now I was a bit scared... I followed the black wire slowly, it got bigger, and then...
Squish!
"AAAAAH! YOU ARE AN ENORMOUS LEECH!"
"Hey! I'm not a leech! Please, don't pull on me! No!"
"GET... GET OFF ME!"
"Please, no! Just let me explain!"
"ARE YOU DRINKING MY BLOOD?"
"No! I'm not! Alli! ALLI! ENOUGH! STOP FREAKING OUT FOR A MINUTE!"
The voice, who had been kind of gentle so far, froze me using a commanding tone. Behind my neck, I felt some sort of squishy life form. As soon as I placed my finger on it, a mental picture of a leech had formed in my mind, probably because I hated leeches so much. It was slick, soft, but not very big. One thing I knew was that it didn't belong there.
"But... but..."
"I told you. I don't want to hurt you. I just want to talk. Go sit on your bed, Alli! Please!"
"... It's Allison..."
"... Well, nice to meet you, Allison."
I returned to my bed and sat on it, staring at the wall, keeping my hands on my lap. That way, I could pretend this was just a bad dream.
"Alright... So, let me explain. I come from a different world. A long time ago, my companions and I were transiting through your solar system on our big comet. Near your planet, a block of ice detached, and unfortunately, I was on it. None of my companions followed me. It took a while, but I finally landed on your planet, in that big jungle, all by myself."
"Oh, that's a bit sad..."
"Yes and no... That's how our race spreads across the galaxy. I just didn't expect to be here by myself. So for a very long time, I attached myself to different creatures. Snakes and mammals, but then I found your race, a sentient species."
"And you attached to them?"
"No. I can barely move on my own. You are the very first human I meet. I dropped from a tree while you were squatting."
"Aaah! I think I remember... I thought a bird had shit on me!"
"..."
"Oh... sorry... I didn't mean you were... like... shit. Hum... Anyway. So, you have followed me since then?"
"Yes. Because of you, for the first time, I saw what your race was capable of. You created so many things and found ways to travel very fast, and even fly. It's rudimentary but still amazing."
"Airplanes are not rudimentary! They are super-advanced!"
"Right. But here we are, Alli. I finally found the guts to talk to you, risking my life."
It was a very weird story, but also sad. Was she really all alone on a strange planet? That must have sucked. Whatever that thing was, she seemed nice, but at the same time, I could tell there was some fear in her voice. Could she be so fragile that mishandling her could kill her, as she said?
"How... How can you talk to me? Does it have something to do with your tendrils in my ears?"
"Yes."
"Are they attached to my eardrums?"
"... Well..."
"Tell me, leech lady."
"Hey! I'm not a leech, I said! Stop calling me that!"
"Well, what's your name then?"
"My name? I... I don't have one... My species doesn't use names."
"That's kind of dumb. How can you recognize each other? That won't work for me, so I'll call you Skylar... cause you come from the sky."
"... Skylar?... That's... nice... I think..."
"So, Sky, what about those tendrils in my ears..."
"You changed my name already?"
"Nooo... Skylar is your name, Sky is your nickname."
"That's confusing. So Allison is your name, and Alli your nickname?"
"You got it... Now, about those tendrils in my ears..."
"Do you live by yourself here?"
"Hey, stop changing the subject, Sky! Tell me!"
"Mmm... Alright, but don't freak out, okay. The only way I had to talk to you... was to..."
"Tell me!"
"To connect directly to your... brain..."
"WHAT?"
"It's safe! It's safe! Please! You said you wouldn't freak out!"
"... Am I... going to die?"
"What? NO! Why would you jump to such a grim conclusion? It's not dangerous. Don't pull on the tendrils, though. It will really hurt me if you do."
"Can you take them out?"
"Yes, but then we wouldn't be able to talk anymore."
This was absolutely nuts! Not only had a parasite attached itself to the back of my neck, but on top of it, it had taken root inside my brain. I wasn't in pain, but I was seriously confused about what to do next. Skylar was friendly so far, but would it remain that way? What would happen if I were to try to peel her off my neck? Could she harm me? Somehow I believed her when she said she didn't want to hurt me, but it was such an unusual situation that I didn't know what to think anymore.
"So, what now? Do you expect me to carry you around like that for the rest of my life?"
"Well... I thought... Maybe... we could be friends, Alli?"
"Friends?"
"Yes, I mean... I would love to see more of your world. But I would understand if you don't want to... Maybe you could attach me to someone else..."
"No! Sky! You can't just attach to random people like that. It's wrong."
"Is it?"
"Yes... Humans are not toys. Maybe I could put you on a cat or something, but not a person."
"Oh... okay. So... that means... you don't want to be my friend?"
"I... I didn't say that. I mean, this is pretty weird, right. I guess I could show you our world a little if you really want to. But, probably not forever, right. It would be pretty annoying never to be alone."
"... You... you would do that for me?"
"Sure... Why not? But only if you promise not to do funny things to me. I care about my brain a lot."
"No! I would never do such a thing. I've been alone for a long time. I just want to be friends with my host and see new things."
That seemed genuine enough for now. If Sky had any intention of hurting me, she could have done that already since she had apparently climbed on me about a week ago. Again, her voice really sounded like she was lonely and feared being rejected, or worse, thrown away. From what I could tell, she was a sensitive female.
I reached behind my neck and pressed gently on her back... If she had one...
Squish! Squish!
"Haha! Alli! It tickles a lot when you do that!"
"How did you survive in space and in the jungle if you are this fragile?"
"Usually, I'm not. I just didn't have anything to eat since I left my last host."
"How long ago was that?"
"About seven lunar cycles..."
"REALLY? That's like seven months ago! You must be starving!"
"I am... but, I couldn't get myself to feed on you... I mean... not as much as I would have liked."
"... you... fed on me?"
"... Y... yes... a bit... Just where I'm sitting."
"LEECH!"
"Nonono... I swear... I just ate what you were about to lose... dead skin and earwax... "
"Ewww! Gross!"
"I don't have taste buds, so a calorie is a calorie to me."
"So, what should I feed you, then? You have to eat something! I have some frozen meals and..."
"Oh, no... Nothing like that. I can only feed on my host. I mean, to recover my strength, I would just need a bit more dead skin and whatever water and minerals you are secreting."
"And how am I supposed to feed you that?"
"You... just have to let me expand over your skin. I really don't need much at this time."
"Will it hurt?"
"No! I'd never hurt you, Alli!"
"Alright, then. Crawl!"
"Okay, I'll try to be quick, but I'm a bit weak. I can't go that fast."
"Take your time, Sky."
Something started crawling on the back of my neck. I returned to the mirror to watch it go, and a dark brown slimy substance slowly appeared on the sides of my neck. It didn't hurt. On the contrary, it felt more like a gentle caress, which made me smile. It gradually progressed around my neck and joined in the front.
"Haha, Sky. That feels pretty good."
"I'm glad. I'm trying to be as gentle as I can. If you put your hands on me, I can clean your palms too."
"Okay."
As Sky suggested, I placed my hands around my neck while she was still expanding a bit more under my chin. The feeling of her feeding on me was pretty interesting. That slime was definitely alive and reacting to my touch. But despite the good feelings, I didn't want to push my luck.
"Okay, Sky. That's far enough. Stop expanding."
"Yes. That's more than enough food to regain my strengths. Thanks so much, Alli. I'll clean that area."
For a few minutes, Sky wriggled around my neck, doing her slime thing, and then retracted to the back of my neck after her meal. Of course, I had to inspect my skin to make sure she had not damaged it in any way. If I were to find a single scratch, and I was pretty sure she knew that already, I would rip her off my neck and flush this alien down the toilet.
To my astonishment, my skin was perfect... more than perfect, actually. It was as if I had purchased a premium treatment at a beauty salon.
"Wooow... It's like my skin is twenty years old again."
"How old are you, Alli?"
"Me? 31 years old."
"You liked yourself better when you were twenty?"
"Haha. It depends on how you look at it. I wish I would have my 20 years old body, yes, but certainly not my brain. I was so stupid back then."
"Interesting."
"And you? How old are you, Sky?"
"I don't know. Your years are specific to Earth. In space, there is no time. But I know I'm much older than you."
She was definitely smarter than me. If I had had a better understanding of the universe, I would probably have asked her tons of questions about her life. My world felt a bit smaller all of a sudden.
"Alli? Can I connect to your optic nerves?"
"My optic... WHAT!? NO! Why would you do that?"
"Sorry. I can't really see, so I thought it would be fun to see the world the way you do. It will be easier to understand what you show me when you make me visit your city."
"I don't know... that sounds pretty invasive."
"Not really, you won't feel a thing. Your optic nerves are close to where I am already."
"How am I supposed to know if you do things to me, then? That's scary."
"I promise. I would never do anything you don't want me to do. I only connected to your ears so I could talk to you. I had no other choice. I still feel terrible about it."
"Mmm... Alright... But if I feel a single thing, I'll put you in the orange juicer."
"I don't know what that is, but it doesn't sound fun. Okay. I'm connected."
"What? Already?"
"Yes... I told you, no big deal. Oh my... Is that how you see things? So nice! Go look at yourself in the mirror. I want to see your face."
"Sure."
I had not thought about that until now. Sky didn't have eyes and probably used her skin as some sort of sensor to find her way around, but it was probably not good enough to figure out what I really looked like. I headed to the bathroom and positioned myself in front of the mirror.
"Wooow! You are so pretty, Alli!"
"Why, thank you, Skylar. I'll be even prettier if you keep taking good care of my skin."
"It would be my pleasure."
For the rest of the morning, Skylar asked me plenty of questions about the human world, our culture, our technologies. I was pretty sure all of it was unimpressive to an alien who had seen so much of the universe, yet, she didn't judge me at all. She was very curious and keen to explore and discover new things. Perhaps it was a trait of her race. If her species were the travelers they seemed to be, it wouldn't be unreasonable to think that they loved new experiences.



After my laundry, I went for a walk around the city to show her what my life was like. Since she couldn't taste anything, I figured that she would be more interested in activities stimulating the ears and the eyes... so... movie time!
As expected, she loved going to the theatre. The action movie we watched made her so happy. She couldn't stop commenting on everything that was happening on the screen, to the point where I had to tell her that she shouldn't talk during movies. Good thing nobody around could hear her.
For me, communicating with her was a solid learning curve. More than once, people saw me talking to myself and thought I was crazy. That was why I decided to put my headphones in my ears so at least I looked like I was talking on the phone.
We then went to a museum so she could learn a bit more about our artistic capabilities. She loved that so much and kept asking me to go here and there because she wanted to see things from different angles. It allowed me to look at things from a different perspective as well. Sky was telling me her opinion about art pieces, and I was doing the same.
I quickly learned to like Skylar. At first, she had scared me very much, but then, her friendliness took over. After a full day of genuine fun with her, we became friends, kind of. There was no illusion here. She was a parasite, and I was her host, and forgetting about that would probably not be a wise thing to do. Yet, I didn't feel threatened at all by her behavior.
Later in the evening, we returned home, and I was exhausted. As nice as our day had been, as much as I needed a little break. Too many emotions for one day. So I decided to test something, perhaps something that would show me if I were in trouble or not.
"Hey, Sky..."
"Yes?"
"I think I'm done for the day. I'll take a shower, read for a bit, and go to sleep."
"Okay. I would love to read with you."
"No... I mean... Could you disconnect from my ears and eyes, and give me my privacy until morning? Can you do that?"
"Oh, yes. Not a problem. I understand. But let me do it, okay. I don't want you to pull on my tendrils. They are still weak."
"Of course."
"Goodnight, Alli. I had a lot of fun today. You are super nice."
"Goodnight. Me too. You are a fun alien to carry around."
"Haha. Just poke me twice when you want me back, and I'll reconnect."
"Perfect."
I looked at myself in the mirror, and after a minute, I noticed the tiny tendrils sliding out of my ears, gently and painlessly.
After that, I did exactly what I had said I would do; I took a long hot shower, Sky probably drank at the same time, I selected a nice book before passing out, still exhausted from my vacation.
***
Yaaaawn!
Why were the nights so short? I hugged my pillow and groaned a bit. But then, I remembered. Skylar... Did I dream all of this? Did I really have an alien lifeform stuck on the back of my neck? I reached under my hair, and with the tip of my fingers, I felt it. A little slime, comfortably resting and waiting for me to wake her up.
I poked it twice, and tiny tendrils crawled back to my ears and entered my brain.
"Morning, Allison."
"Morning, Sky."
"Did you sleep well?"
"Yes, you?"
"Haha. No. I don't sleep. I just observed you being peaceful."
"Nice, now I know someone is staring at me when I sleep."
"Aww, sorry. I didn't mean to."
"Hehe. It's okay. I guess it sucks not being capable of sleeping."
"No. I'm used to it. There was really not much to do on my comet."
"I suppose."
"Are you going to masturbate, Alli?"
"... WHAT!? What kind of question is that, Sky? You can't ask questions like this!"
"Oh, sorry. Why? I mean, you did it every day since I met you, so I thought..."
"Enough! I don't want to talk about my sexual habits. So, do you need feeding today?"
"It would be nice. Where do you want me to feed this time?"
"Hmm... I don't know... My chest... wait... no.. not my chest..."
"I can't expand lower than your chest. I'm not big enough yet. So it will be your face, then."
"What? No! Not my face... okay, okay... my chest is fine. It's not like people are looking anyway."
"I'll try to make it pleasant for you, okay?"
"Sure, whatever. As long as you don't starve."
"Alright."
I rolled to my back, placed my hands on my naked belly, and then waited for the crawling to start. Like yesterday, it was a slow process. Sky spread down my neck and reached my upper chest. Once more, I was a bit nervous about this. What if she decided to eat my good skin cells?
But then, something unexpected happened. I got turned on by what she was doing. Was I such a perv that having an alien slime feeding on me turned me on? I hoped not, but it was hard to deny that it felt really good. Even though I had shut Sky down earlier, she was right. One of my habits as a single woman has been to masturbate in the morning when I was the most relaxed and when it felt the best. But could I even think of doing this now that someone else was undoubtedly watching me?
"Mmm!"
"Oh? Does it feel good, Alli?"
"I... I don't want to talk about it."
"Okay. Let me know if it's too much, though."
As soon as she said that, a huge sexual wave made me arch my back over the mattress, and my pussy throbbed in pleasure.
"Aaaaaaanh! Sky... Sky... what did you just say?"
"I said, let me know if it's too much."
"Too much what? You... you did this to me?"
"Did what? The sexual feelings?"
"Y... Yes... AAAANH! Oh my God!"
"Yes... I said I would make it pleasant for you, and you said, "Sure. Whatever." Did I misunderstand?"
"..."
Was that real? Did she mistakenly think I wanted to feel THIS kind of pleasure and tapped into my brain to give me a run for my money? It was the most potent pleasure I ever had. Also, her slime had crawled over my boobs, and her gentle caresses over my sensitive nipples weren't helping.
"Aaaaanh! Hmmm! Aaah! Skyyyy...!"
"Sorry... I think I made a mistake... You probably don't want this..."
"NO! Keep... keep it like that..."
"Are... Are you sure? I don't want you to hate me and put me in the orange juicer."
"AAaanh! I... I won't..."
My fingers plunged inside my crotch, and I began rubbing my swollen clit. Who cared if an alien watched me, after all. It was beyond fantastic. I had no idea my body was capable of feeling this much pleasure. My first edge was right around the corner, and the heat radiating from my soaked pussy reminded me of a hot spring.
"Aaaanh AAah AAH Sky! Sky! I'm... I'm cumming! AAAAH!"
"Oh... sorry. I'll stop it."
Just as I was going over the edge, my orgasm died, in the most distressing manner.
"SKYLAR! DON'T DO THAT! Give me back my orgasm!"
"Aww, sorry... I do everything wrong... I'm sorry!"
As fast as it had died, my orgasm went from zero to a hundred percent, hitting me like a truck.
"Aaaaaah aaaaaaah! FUUUUUCK! AAAAH!"
That was the most fucked up sex experience I ever had. Skylar just switched my feelings on and off like a lightbulb, unfamiliar about how human sexuality should work... but still, I came so hard... and now it wouldn't subside.
"Aaaaah Skyyyy! Skyyyy! Stop! Stop!"
"Aww... stop, continue... I don't know what to do anymore."
"Juuust let my orgasm fade... normally... Aaaah... yes... yeeeees... that's it... thaaaat's it... just like that. Don't say another word... just... just let me know when you are done feeding."
"O... okay."
Well, my little friend had things to learn, but she had the potential to become an insanely amazing sex partner. As she kept feeding on my dead skin and sweat, a faint sexual wave moved randomly inside my body, keeping me very happy. I placed my two hands on my breasts to give her some extra food and couldn't help but wonder where this little encounter would lead me.
Out of 8 billion people inhabiting Earth, I felt like the luckiest one.
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"Bwahaha! You are kidding me, right?"
"Nope! Someone had cleaned the coffee machine with vinegar, and after that, Chad brewed his coffee, and the milk he put in it curled right away."
"Eewww! Could he not smell the vinegar?"
"Apparently not. But I'm glad he didn't. It was hilarious to see his coffee turn into cheese."
I was in such a good mood today. For the first time in weeks, the temperature went up well above freezing point, and the snow had started to melt. There wasn't a cloud in the blue sky, which made things even better. Although Brian had helped me get over my hate of winter by giving me a great time with the help of the SusceptGear, I was beyond thrilled to finally see spring at our doorstep.
For the occasion, Brian offered me to spend the day in the big city instead of staying at the house. With this warmer weather, I wouldn't have missed the opportunity, knowing very well that the cold temperature could return for a bit longer before spring truly installs itself in the region.
That said, Brian put one condition on our spontaneous date. The SusceptGear had to stay inside the drawer today. No hypnosis, no mind control, no turning me into a brainless rubber maid. I agreed but imposed a demand in return. If we were to leave the house all day for some fun without me being brainwashed by the infamous headgear, he would have to fuck me before we returned home. I didn't care how, where, or when he would do it, but that was my rule. Of course, he accepted it.
I loved our house in the forest, but I missed the big city quite a bit as well. I lived in Los Angeles for so long, surrounded by millions of people... I missed people... Not that I liked them, I just missed them. Mostly a lifelong habit. No matter what people might think about my past behavior, I had loved going to big nightclubs and having all these men flirt with me. Sure, some of them treated me like fresh meat, but the vast majority of guys just wanted to have fun and felt happy around the sexy little me twisting and turning her body on the dance floor. I felt good around cute guys too, so I totally got where they were coming from.
But now, Brian was MY guy, and I was HIS girl. How did that happen? Who knew? I could have stayed in LA and fuck all the men who would have approached me, but I didn't want to anymore. After I met Brian, that was it. It was like every other guy became uninteresting. It was an odd feeling for sure because my previous personality wasn't shy to sleep around with multiple men within any given week. The worst thing was that Brian wasn't even the man I was looking for... Was I even looking for one? I found him cute, but he wasn't magazine cover type of cute. He wasn't nearly as outgoing as I was, and his personality wasn't outstanding either. So what was it? Why did I fall for him?
It took me a little while to figure it out, and the answer was so boring. Brian loved me for who I was. That was all there was to it. Love. Brute love. All those men who had been attracted to me or that I had been attracted to never really conveyed that emotion. Brian... He didn't even try, and his love ensnared me like a bunch of tentacles. I felt it so strongly. It was so genuine and comfortable, and when I decided to offer mine in return, he took it effortlessly, never making me doubt for a single moment if he had really wanted it. Between us, the energy was flowing without the slightest impediments.
"Mia, you look happy today."
"Yeees! The snow is melting, and we are visiting the city. It's great."
"See, we have to go out more often. It's good."
"No! Not during winter! During winter, it's cold, and I prefer to stay home and watch cat videos."
"Or playing maid..."
"Or playing maid, yes."
"You suck at it, Mia."
"Bahaha! I know! Whatever. I'm still fuckable as a maid, right?"
"You sure are."
This piece of chicken on his plate was calling me, so I extended my arm and poked it with my fork before bringing it back to my mouth. What belonged to him belonged to me. Brian could have done the same, but he didn't like sharing food that much. Whatever. More for me.
"So, Mia, what do you want to do today?"
"We stay in the city until midnight!"
"Until midnight? Even if we have to drive an hour to get back to the house?"
"Yes!"
"Alright, then. So what are we going to do until midnight?"
"You are going to make love to me. You promised."
"I did. But it's only 11:30 am... We won't have sex during the next twelve hours. What else would you like to do?"
"Something fun."
"Like what?"
"Let's go shopping. I haven't bought anything in a long time."
"So, you want to spend my money?"
"Yes! You wasted all our money on the SusceptGear and latex maid uniforms, which means I can treat myself with whatever I want."
"I would like to remind you that you are the one getting the most pleasure out of the things you listed."
He knew I was teasing him, but it was also clear that he would let me do whatever I wanted to do. This false argument between us was just how we liked to have fun. It was entertaining to act like a spoiled princess, and I knew Brian enjoyed it too.
"Let's go to a sex shop and buy something kinky."
"Sure. A collar and a leash would look good on you, Mia."
"Okay!"
"What? I was just kidding."
"I don't care, Brian. That's what we are going to buy."
"Then, what if I say, a Catwoman outfit?"
"Okay. We will buy that too."
My direct answer affected him. It was great fun to stab him in the chest like that with something unexpected. I didn't know why I was doing it, but my strangely playful mood made me feel gutsy. Bring it on, Brian... Do your worst.
"And we are going to go to a kinky club to show off your costume?"
"Okay."
"You are going to act like a nymphomaniac too?"
"Suuure... maybe."
"Then we are going to rent a hotel room, tie you up to the bed and find a couple of males willing to pay to fuck you... maybe 200$ each to cover our expenses?"
"... Catwoman will slash your face with her claws."
"So aggressive. Alright, let's forget about the last part, but what about just a nice hotel room with a nice hot tub."
"Catwoman would love that and would postpone the face slashing."
"So, that's it? We have a deal?"
"Yes."
"Just like that?"
"Yes."
"HEY! Stop eating all my chicken, Mia! You have your own plate!"
It was not my fault if his food was better than mine.
***
After our meal, we browsed the local map to figure out where in the world we could possibly find a Catwoman costume. It was doubtful that we would find a full latex catsuit or a shiny PVC attire, but all we really needed was the famous Catwoman mask and maybe a tail. We located a giant sex shop about fifteen minutes walking distance from where we were, and I was willing to bet that we would find what we were looking for over there. I couldn't remotely imagine a sex shop staying in business without selling the classics. Plus, I knew Brian hated to go to those places, so I would enjoy torturing him during our visit.
Hand in hand, we slowly walked to that sex shop while taking the time to look around in case we found other fun things to do. It was such a beautiful day, and more than ever, I was happy to share it with Brian.
There were many nice clothing stores with big windows in the city, allowing us to see examples of what they were selling. All styles were permitted here, from punk outfits to Victorian dresses. One of the stores, in particular, featured some sexy french maid uniforms similar to mine, just not made of latex. They were the real deal. Looking at them from across the street made me feel a bit... confused...
"Master, I'm going to put my uniform on."
"Uh? Mia? Where are you going?"
"I really want to wear it right now. Would that be okay, Master?"
"Mia? Come back... MIA! CAR!"
As I began crossing the street to go put on my maid uniform, someone grabbed me by my jacket's collar and strongly yanked me back. At the same time, an angry driver honked at me. And then my Master scolded me.
"MIA! ARE YOU INSANE!? You almost got hit."
"I... I don't know Master... Did... did I do something wrong?"
"HEY! It's not funny! Drop the acting. What's wrong with you? If I had not stopped you, you would have ended up in the hospital!"
I was so confused. Shaking my head allowed me to regain some sense of where I was. Brian stood in front of me, angry.
"I'm... I'm sorry..."
"Don't make that kind of joke anymore, okay. You scared the hell out of me, Mia."
"I'm sorry... I think... I got distracted..."
"Yeah, well... I know you are all happy today, but be careful. There is a lot more traffic here than back in our little town. Alright, let's go. People are staring at us."
"Sorry..."
How strange... I wasn't too sure what I had done, but Brian was not happy with me at all. Maybe I should stay quiet for a bit instead of joking around as always.
As we kept walking, I tried to remember why I wanted to cross the street, but I couldn't find an answer. It was as if the stress of the event had wiped my memory for a short time. Mia, the distracted girl. Pretty much the same thing happened every time I started watching cat videos. I forgot about everything else I had to do.
Despite my silence, we reached the sex shop we were looking for. At least that store was on our side of the street, so I wouldn't get run over by a vehicle.
"Alright, we're here."
"Ah! I'm sure we will find a cute outfit for me to wear!"
As I was about to enter the shop, Brian held my arm and turned me around.
"Mia... I'm sorry I yelled at you. You just scared me."
"I know. I'm sorry too. Forget about it, and let's have some fun."
"Sounds good to me."
"But kiss me first... if you don't, I'll make your life miserable inside the sex shop."
"Right..."
It was mean, but I got a very nice kiss out of this threat, so it was well worth it. But then, I bolted into the store.
"Aaaah! Sex stuff everywhere!"
"Mia! You just said you wouldn't make my life miserable."
I knew what I said, but after seeing all the fun and kinky stuff on the shelves, I would have no other choice but to tease him anyway. Because he was shy, he followed me very closely, which allowed me to make him hold embarrassing items.
Dildos, anal sex toys, edible underwear, bondage gears... Touching those in public made him cringe, but it also made me smile. At the same time, I tried to keep an eye open for what we came here for, a potential Catwoman mask.
Tired of all the odd objects I placed in his hands, Brian finally decided to go explore the store on his own while I entered the clothing sections. What was cool about big sex shops was that we could find interesting clothes that were not necessarily erotic but still too underground for regular stores, like those shredded black pants that would mold my legs nicely while showing some skin. It would be a good start for a sexy cat outfit. A bit farther, I found a nice provocative black bra that would match the pants nicely. It would hide just enough boobs while allowing everyone around to see a lot of my delicious Latina tan.
"Hey! Mia... Look!"
"What is it?"
"Look... it's you."
"Me? What are you talking ab...!"
Brian brought a big box up to my face and forced me to stare at a girl's face who creepily looked like me. I took the box in my hands and checked it out; it was quite heavy.
"Mia, the Latina sex doll? You must be shitting me, right?"
"Yes, she has many orifices."
"BRIAN! It's terrible! It cannot be."
"Well, Mia is a common name, and guys like cute tanned girls, sooo... It sucks for you. This company decided to design a doll that looks just like you and give it your name. You are officially a sex doll."
"Shut your mouth! Put that back where you found it. It cannot exist!"
"Oh, no. I'm buying it. So, next time you have a headache, I will just fuck your copy. I'm sure she will be less sarcastic than you."
"Out of the question! You are not buying Mia! I mean... that thing!"
"Oh yes. I'm buying it."
"It's 150$... are you nuts!"
"I'm buying it."
"Creeeep!"
"Hahaha! Payback time!"
That was so unfair and humiliating. There was no way he would buy it. He was just teasing me, taking revenge because I had eaten all his chicken earlier. I groaned and went to the costume section to resume my shopping. Ignoring him would make that sex doll go away. He would see that it was not affecting me, and he would put it back on its shelf where it belonged. Why did they have to name this inflatable creature Mia? It was so unfair!
As expected, I quickly found what I was looking for, a perfect PVC Catwoman mask, the one with the white stitches, and it came with a fuzzy black tail too. Okay, Catwoman had no tail in the movie, but whatever. Brian could tug on it in case I tried to cross the street again.
"Brian, I got my stuff... I just need some black boots and... aAAAH!"
When I turned around, Mia, the sex doll encased in her plastic box, stared at me straight in the eyes. I was going to murder a certain boyfriend.
"BRIAN! Return that thing back on its shelf."
"Not a chance. You'll have to accept that Mia the sex doll will be part of your life from now on. She is your twin sister."
"Raaaaah! I need boots. Come help me choose!"
It wouldn't have been that bad if she had not looked so much like me on top of having stolen my cute name. Stupid doll.
While enduring Brian's mental assault, I managed to find a cheap pair of black boots. They were not high-heels, but whatever. They still looked sexy and would complete my outfit quite nicely.
Sadly, the sex doll was going home with us. Brian was way too happy with his finding to let it go, and he even made me pay for it along with my other items. My face was beet red when the cashier scanned it, and her big smile worried me.
"Oooh. Mia the sex doll. She is a cute one. Very high quality too. 150$ is more than half-price, you know."
"Whatever..."
"Wow... she looks a lot like you too. I can see why you selected her. You are both very pretty."
"Can we just pay?"
"Of course, can I see your ID?"
"My ID? Why?"
"Hum... This is an adult store. We need to verify your age."
OF COURSE! I was cursed. I handed my driver's license over to her, and she burst into laughter.
"Hahaha. Your name is MIA too... That's so awesome!"
"Someone! Kill me now!"
After paying, we collected our bags and walked out of the store.
"Well played, Mr. Brian. Today, I tried to be very cool with you and make you happy by giving you everything you wanted, and you totally abused the situation."
"Does that mean you don't want to go to the club and sleep at the hotel anymore?"
"Pfff... Of course, I still want to. But I will find a way to exact my revenge."
"Oh, I'm sure you will. Let's go get a room first. It's still early. Then we will decide where we will go out tonight."
"There is a hotel over there. It looks fine."
"Yep. Let's go, Mia the doll."
"If you call me that again, I'll murder you. I swear!"
***
"Woah! What a nice room!"
"Yeah... But there is no hot tub."
"I don't care. Look at the shower, Brian! It's giant!"
"Not bad at all."
"Let's take a shower now! I want you to play with my soapy body."
"We have plenty of time before going out, so why not."
The shower was so nice. There was even a small wooden bench on which we sat and cuddled for a loooong time. Brian was hard as a rock, and I impaled myself on him, but we didn't want to cum. We just wanted to feel good and connected.
I forgave him for the sex doll, and he forgave me for having jumped in front of a car. He told me that I had really scared the hell out of him, and as stupid as it sounded, it made me feel precious; and it fueled my sex drive.
Those languorous kisses were as good as when we had met in LA for the first time. Through this kind of affection, we had rediscovered how much we liked each other and, in my case, that moving to another country had been the right decision. I couldn't see myself living without Brian anymore. I wanted to see where we could go together. Who knew... maybe we would even have children one day. Of course, only the ones looking like me would be cute.
We finished the shower and returned to the room. I sat on the corner sofa, naked, and grabbed a random magazine from the pile. Brian, on his side, did the unthinkable. He pulled out Mia the doll from its box and placed her on the bed.
"Brian! Seriously!?"
"Read your magazine. I'm just taking a look."
"Sooo creepy!"
"Nooo... She is cute. Give her a chance. You might become lovers."
"Never in a hundred years!"
"Haha. I'm just too curious. That's all."
He laid her flat on the bed and began the long process of inflating it. Using the small cheap pump, he tried to give her life.
Of course, I kept my nose in my magazine but occasionally took a look at the progress. Her tanned skin was like mine, her long black hair was like mine, her eyes, color and shape were like mine, and she was about my size too. It was so unfair. I would never be able to find a copy of Brian's body.
"Look, Mia... It truly is your twin."
"Wha-te-ver!"
I flipped a magazine page, and a picture of a cute french maid on a cleaning product ad caught my attention.
My Master...
My Master loved it when I dressed up as a maid. I loved my Master so much.
"Hmmm..."
I felt so confused and didn't really know where I was. My magazine fell to the floor, and I noticed my Master near this woman on the bed. I didn't know who she was, but my Master looked at her with a smile. I was a bit jealous, so I went to see him.
After walking to him, I wrapped my arms around his waist and pressed my boobs on his chest.
"Master..."
"Mia? I swear... I was just taking a look at her for fun. Don't murder me."
"I don't know, Master. I'm your maid, and I love you."
"Oookay... You know you don't have the SusceptGear on, right?"
"I don't know what that is, but okay."
"Aaaah, feeling like roleplaying? Practicing your nymphomaniac persona for tonight?"
"Yes, Master, if you say so. Can we have sex now?"
"No, we just talked about it. We are going to have sex when we come back from the club, not before."
"Okay... But I really want sex right now."
"Sure, you can sleep with Mia the doll. She is all ready for you."
"Mia the doll?"
"Yes, she would love it if you made her cum."
"Yes, master."
I turned to the bed and crawled on it. The woman lying on there was so beautiful, and my Master wanted me to have sex with her. When I touched her skin with my hand for the first time, I realized how soft she was and how much I desired her.
Kissing her was not hard. She let me do all the work. Her soft lips received mine, and she even let me slide my tongue inside her mouth.
"M... Mia? Are you... okay?"
"Aaanh hmmm... Master... Mia is so hot... Please, watch me have sex with her. It would make me happy!"
"Oookay..."
My Master sat in the chair next to the bed as I was making out with Mia, my new friend. She looked at me in the eyes and wanted more, so I began massaging her breasts. I could do everything I wanted to her, and she didn't complain. I thought I heard her moan too, but I wasn't sure if it was her voice or mine. It was confusing to be so alike.



As I crawled down on her body, licking her everywhere, I murmured some soft words in her ear to make her feel at ease.
"Oh, Mia. You taste so good. My Master would love it if you were to have sex with him and me at the same time. But he just asked me to make you feel good. Are you okay with it? Yes? Good."
When I reached her crotch, it was so delicious. Her pussy was soft and warm, and her little clit was so fun to lick. For the next fifteen minutes, I worked hard to give her pleasure, hoping my Master would be happy with my performance. He allowed me to have sex with someone else, so I didn't want to disappoint him.
But I was so warm now, Mia had turned me on so much, but she didn't play with me a lot, so I started playing with myself while I licked her. However, that wasn't enough either. I needed more.
I climbed back on her soft naked body until my crotch reached her mouth. I gripped her headboard and began rubbing my pussy on her lips while she licked me.
"Aaaaanh! MIA! You are so good at it! Aaah! Keep going!"
For a long moment, she didn't complain at all and made me feel good. The more she licked me, the closer I was from the edge. I had never experienced something this good. It was my first time with a beautiful woman, and I intended to enjoy it as much as possible. My Master would be happy if I were to make Mia and myself cum hard.
So before I exploded, I finally got off her face to let her breathe and positioned myself in a way that we could have real sex, meaning we would rub our sex together until we came for our Master.
Mia was on the light side, so it was easy to move her to the right position. When our pussy touched, it was incredible. More than ever, I wanted to cum with her, so we began scissoring each other like this and just let our pleasure flow. Our loud moans didn't need to be restrained. Master loved it when I was loud and horny anyway.
"Aaaaah! Aaaan! Hmmm! Mia! Mia! I love you, Mia! Let's cum hard for our Master. HAaaa! Yes... Just like that. Hmmm!"
She was good, so good. Even if I were to have a desire to stop, Mia wouldn't let me go until I came. Her pussy pressed firmly on mine to help me reach my orgasm. I was so close, ready to explode. Waiting was no longer an option.
"Aaaah! HAAA! MIAAAA! I'M CUMMING! I'M CUMMING! CUM WITH ME! AAAAH!"
Our two sexy bodies thrashed on top of the bed as we lost all control and experienced euphoria. Was it possible... Was it possible that I had the best sex in my entire life just now? With my new friend, Mia? She was so beautiful. I laid down next to her and hugged her small body tightly.
"Miaaa... Miaaa... I love you so much! As much as my Master!"
For a while longer, we kissed until we drifted to sleep for a well-deserved nap. I was so happy.
***
"Hmmm!"
"Oh, my little lesbian is awake?"
"Uh? What? Lesbian?"
"We have to eat before going to the club. Put your clothes on. And as a reward for the incredible show you gave me, I'll take great care of you tonight. That was so unexpected. Alright, I'll wait for you in the lobby. I have to talk to reception. We need more towels. See you in a bit."
"What... are...?"
Brian left the room, leaving me alone with my ultimate confusion. I did fall asleep, but... Why was I naked, and why was I... cuddling with Brian's creepy sex doll.
My arms were tightly wrapped around the inflatable Mia, and my face was not even an inch away from hers. For an unknown reason, this unexpected physical contact... turned me on like crazy. A big sexual wave traveled throughout my body, making me moan.
"aAaaan! Wha... what the fuck happened!?"
I immediately sat on my knees and stared at the doll, and then, the worst thing ever happened. All the memories flooded back to my mind... I had hot sex with the doll... really hot sex... Incredible sex. But... I thought she was real. How was that even possible? How could she have gone from creepy as fuck to attractive like I was?
Slowly, I started putting the dots together. After our showers, I had weirdly turned into my maid character, and my Master made me sleep with Mia... the doll. And then I fell in love with her, kind of.
I quickly reached my head, but the SusceptGear was not there... and I knew Brian had not brought it on this trip because I was the one who had put it back in its box before leaving the house, and I was the last person to leave the house too... I was even the one who had locked the front door.
What was going on? And what about that little scene I had caused on our way to the sex shop when I had jumped in the middle of the street for no reason, wanting to put on my maid uniform. Was it possible that I had entered a spontaneous trance without the SusceptGear's influence?
I got off the bed and fetched my clothes. My body was still tingling from that mind-shattering orgasm that Mia the doll gave me... It was ridiculous.
After dressing up, I walked to the door and paused... I turned around, trotted back to the bed, and gave Mia the doll a long deep kiss, which made my pussy throb again.
"Why... Why are you so attractive now? What the hell?"
I ran out of the room. It was just too weird.
***
Our diner was nice. My emotions had returned to a somewhat acceptable level, but I refused to discuss what had happened earlier. Brian told me he had a blast watching me have sex with a synthetic copy of myself, even though he was shocked that I had dared to do that in front of him. Apparently, he had caressed me while I did it, but to me, it had felt like Mia the doll had been the one doing it.
No, even if it worried me a little, I preferred not to tell him about my weird trance because I knew he would worry too much and perhaps cancel our night out and maybe even send me to the hospital to have my head checked. Instead, I just smiled and said that we would talk about it later. Changing topics was the best way to put this behind us.
"So, where are we going clubbing tonight?"
"While you were napping with Mia the doll, I looked at our options. But only one really stood out to me."
"What is it? It has to be a place where sexiness is allowed, or else Catwoman will feel a bit odd."
"Well, I wouldn't worry about that. It's a fetish club called Fox & Spice. It's two blocks away from here."
"What? A place where everybody has sex with each other and smells like cum?"
"Mia! Come on! No. That club is for adults, but sex is not allowed. The site says it's a friendly place where kinksters can express themselves in a safe environment. Look at the pictures. What a beautiful lounge and dance floor! You love to dance, right?"
Brian turned his phone to me, I swiped through the pictures, and I had to agree. It really looked nice. I also had a soft spot for that cute waitress wearing fox ears. That was adorable.
"Sounds good. Let's finish our meal, and let's go. Oh, I want this!"
"MIA! Stop stealing food from my plate. You have yours."
"Pfff... You are mine. Therefore your food belongs to me!"
"Silly lesbian!"
"Gah!"
***
After our very romantic dinner filled with sarcasm and friendly insults, we headed to the fetish club. As advertised on the website, there was a changing room where I could put on my costume, so I didn't have to walk outside looking like a perv. The things I saw in that room were pretty interesting, so much that playing maid at home didn't feel that special anymore.
Those three girls near me seemed to have a lot of fun. One was wearing this transparent smokey latex suit with some sort of Egyptian mask, the Asian girl with big boobs had a very cute rubber maid uniform, and the third girl was geared up like a dog. From what I understood, she was the Egyptian-looking girl's sister and would serve her as a guide dog. I had not even set foot into the club itself and I was already overwhelmed by the weirdness level.
I felt a bit cheap all by myself, wearing my shredded black pants, my black top, and my little Catwoman mask covering my upper face and head. Everybody seemed to have a better outfit than me.
The Asian latex maid, feeling my gaze, turned to me and tried to be nice.
"Hey! Cute Catwoman costume!"
"... Nah... not really. Yours are much better."
"It's because Alex is rich and spoiled us!"
"MEI! Stop saying that to random people. I'm not rich!"
"Haha! Sorry. Anyway, I have a soft spot for Catwoman. So I like your costume a lot. That's the end of it. Plus, you are very very pretty."
"Aww... Thanks. You make me feel better about it."
"I'm Mei, by the way. What's your name?"
"Mia."
"Haha. Our names are both three letters long. Hey... Can... Can I give you a hug?"
"S... sure!?"
This excessive friendliness was a bit unusual to me, but I gladly accepted the hug. Mei was warm, her big boobs pressed on mine, and her latex maid outfit smelled not-so-strangely familiar. But... Why was I feeling sleepy all of a sudden? Was I... falling back into trance? Oh no! I had to stop it from happening... It couldn't happen here.
Thankfully, an authoritative voice pulled me out of my sinking mental state.
"MEI! Let her go. Can't you see you are embarrassing her?"
"How can you know that, Alex? You are blind."
"I have ears. She began to breathe all funny. Don't forget why we came here in the first place anyway. Go, doggy. To the club."
"Arf!"
The three rubbery girls walked out of the changing room, but just as the door was about to shut close, it reopened. And Mei trotted back to me.
"Mei!?"
"Shhh... I just had to do this. I'm sorry."
"... Had to do what?"
She wrapped her arms around my neck, pressed her whole body on mine, pinning me to the wall, and pressed her lips on mine. Why... Why was she kissing me? And why was I answering positively instead of pushing her away? Her tongue rubbed mine most exquisitely. She was so good at it... It was like when I kissed Mia and... wait... I was Mia... the doll wasn't Mia... Aaaah! So confusing!
"Woooow! Mia! I'm in looove! I love Catwoman, and you are so freaking pretty! I have to go, now, or else they are going to murder me. But I hope I'll see you around tonight. Okay?"
"... O... okay."
And she was gone, leaving me puzzled like never before. It was the first time a girl did something like that to me--an unsolicited yet non-threatening delicious kiss.
I shook my head out of confusion, finished lacing my boots, and ran out of the room to seek refuge in Brian's strong arms. He was there, waiting near the club entrance, and when he saw me, the pretty smile that grew on his face made me feel all better. I threw myself in his arms.
"Oww! Calm down, Mia. What's with you?"
"I'm so happy to see you!"
"Uh? We spent the whole day together."
"Yes, but I missed you. A pretty girl just french kissed me and said she was in love with me."
"Hahaha! Seriously?"
"Yes. Her tongue went deep inside my mouth and... and..."
"And what? She fingered you?"
"NO! And I liked it!"
"Oooh! So you ARE a lesbian after all!"
"HEY! I'm not! Kiss me. I want to check something."
"Sure."
In a very manly fashion, he grabbed me by my waist and pulled me on him. He said he loved me, and we engaged in a very long deep kiss. There was a lot more power in his kiss than the one I had received from Mei, and that was a very good thing. When HE let me go, because that was not for the little me who liked being handled that way to decide, I felt reassured.
"Okay. I decided that I still like you."
"I know you do. And I still like my Mia, particularly when you are wearing this sexy outfit. I'm a fortunate guy."
"Meow! Let's go dance! This place is PHENOMENAL!"
"I'm Brian, and I approve this message."
Arm in arm, Brian and I headed to the crowded dance floor where we could unleash our dancing skills. Mines were amazing, but his were deficient. Seeing him trying so hard made me love him just a bit more.
***
From a darker corner, near the dance floor, a certain Asian girl wearing a cute latex maid uniform felt a bit of pain in her heart while observing her perfect Latina crush dancing like a Goddess next to a guy who couldn't move to save his life. She seemed so happy with him, though. It looked like true love.
A tear rolled down her cheek, which she wiped using the back of her hand, but then a smile grew back on her face.
"Aaah! At least I got to kiss the prettiest girl ever."
***
This club, the Fox & Spice, was the best thing ever. I felt safe and loved. The people were beautiful, and I even got to meet the adorable waitress I had spotted on the website's pictures. Her name was Trish, and she gave me a little bracelet because I was new here. Oh, and a free drink too. Okay, Brian paid for it, but it was free for me.
I got to distort my entire body for hours on the dance floor, and Brian was a good sport and accompanied me for most of that time. He was actually getting better toward the end. We also briefly visited the play area but decided it was not for us, at least not this time around. But the lounge was an excellent place to chill, though. They permitted us to cuddle and kiss but not have sex, which was perfect for what we wanted tonight.
The club was packed, but we managed to find one available sofa. Brian sat on it, and I climbed on him, my knees on each side of his hips, relaxing my sexy Catwoman butt on his lap. Being face to face with the man I loved was always so much fun. I sipped my girly drink with a straw while he drank his whiskey in a manly manner.
"Brian! We will come back here, right?"
"Absolutely, yes. I love it."
"I have a question for you, though."
"What is it, Mia? You want milk?"
"Pfff.. No. Did you bring the SusceptGear with us?"
"Uh? No. You know it was my idea to leave it at home. Why would I have brought it? Weren't you the one who put it back in its box anyway?"
"Oh, yeah. I just asked out of curiosity."
"Miaaa... I know you. What's going on?"
"Nothing... It's just..."
"Just what? Are you okay?"
"Oh, yeah. I'm fine. I just... experienced some weird things today. And... you know..."
"You thought I hypnotized you without telling you?"
"No... well... I don't know. Maybe... but I know you didn't bring the device... I put it in its box and left it home. So I know it's not that."
"Okay, stop being cryptic and tell me what's going on."
"Well... I don't know... There was that little street crossing incident."
"That was scary..."
"I know. But then... when I had sex with Mia the doll... I think... I think I lost it. I really thought she was a real girl at some point."
"Maybe you just really liked it? It was fucking hot."
"Haha. I bet it was... but... I don't know. Just keep an eye on me tonight. Okay?"
"Mia, I always keep an eye on you at all times. You are my very precious girl."
"I love you, Brian!"
I leaned forward and licked his nose.
"Aaaah! Mia! Don't do that!"
"Whaaat? I don't want to kiss your whiskey breath."
***
We stuck around the Fox & Spice until around midnight. When we left, I didn't even bother changing back to my normal clothes. Since Brian was here to protect me, we walked back to the hotel with me as a sexy Catwoman. It was a long walk because we often stopped to kiss and caress each other. He fondled my boobs and ass, and I squeezed his cock through his pants. We had been waiting for this moment all day, and we were so close to making it happen. My manly man would take me and get pleasure out of me, and I would certainly not say no to that.
Under the amused gaze of the city people, we finally made it back to our hotel, and he pinned to the elevator wall as it was going up; I may have had a small orgasm when he did that.
"Brian, I want you to destroy my hips!"
"Haha... so romantic."
"Shatter them... make sure I can never walk again!"
"Mia... too much..."
"... make sure they have to amputate my two legs, and..."
"Okay, Mia... that's enough. I'll make sure you have a good time... but stop the craziness."
"Haha... no sense of humor!"
"Let's take a shower first. We danced a lot."
"Yes, go in first. I'll take my outfit off and join you, and then you can crush my pelvic bones to powder!"
"MIA!"
"Hahaha!"
It was always the same, and he loved me for it. My strange sense of humor kept things interesting, even if sometimes it ended up with me receiving a firm slap on the butt for going too far.
As he disappeared into the bathroom, I went to sit on the sofa to unlace my boots.
"Oww... cheap boots. I'll get blisters for sure. Ah well, it was worth it."
As I leaned forward to reach my laces, I noticed the magazine I was reading earlier before I changed into my maid persona. Back then, I wasn't doing anything other than reading, so I wondered if it could have had something to do with my spontaneous trance.
I picked it up and inspected it. Nothing special. A girl magazine like any other, and looking at it didn't make me feel strange at all.
"It's all in my head... Maybe I just had a bit too much fun with his creepy Mia doll after all. She is kind of cute and gave me a very good time."
Rapidly turning the pages to find the article I was reading last led me to the same ad in the corner, the one with the maid... The maid... She was pretty... Master liked me when I was a maid. Why was I feeling confused all of a sudden? It was odd.
I stood up and looked around.
"Master? Where are you?"
I heard the shower running, but I couldn't see him. As I approached the bed, my eyes landed on Mia, who rested peacefully on the mattress. Maybe she knew.
"Mia? Where is Master?"
She didn't respond, but I kind of knew what she meant. Since my Master wasn't around, she wanted me to take care of her, so I crawled on the bed and ran my fingers through her jet black hair.
"Mmm... You are so pretty, Mia."
I couldn't resist. I lowered my body on top of hers and started kissing her lips. She was so good at it. My tongue went very deep inside her mouth, and we moaned together. Rubbing my crotch on her thigh made me feel fantastic too.
For many long minutes, we pleasured each other. Nothing else seemed important at that point. I wanted her, and she wanted me.
"Hey, Mia? You coming or what? OH MY GOD!"
"... Master?... Can... can I have sex with Mia again."
"Mia! Did you fall back in a trance? Get off her right now!"
"Nooo... I want to make Mia cum again... Please, Master!"
"Oh boy... Now we are in trouble..."
***
"Okay... I just spoke with them."
"So, it was the right phone number then?"
"Yes... and now I have the full story. And I'm not sure you are going to like it."
"Why? Am I broken permanently?"
After I ruined Brian's evening in the city by accidentally falling back in a trance without even wearing the SusceptGear, we understood that there was a more serious problem with me. What had happened to me was nowhere near normal, and we didn't really know what to do about it. The only way he found to take me out of trance had been to let me make love to Mia the doll as I so desired. Apparently, I was at it for a full hour until I finally fell asleep, which returned me to my normal state. At least he said it had not been something unpleasant to watch.
But now we were back at home in our little village. The snow was melting, and spring was really on its way. The first thing Brian did this morning was to figure out how to contact the company that had designed the SusceptGear to get some intel and a possible explanation. One thing we knew for sure was that he had fully reset me after each of our fun sessions with the hypno-device. So why was I still falling in trances for no reason?
Brian sat next to me and took me in his arms.
"Okay, so here is the thing, Mia. We are going to put the device back in its box and return it to the company."
"Oh, they are going to return us a new one?"



"No, Mia. Forever."
"What? No! Why? It's my favorite toy."
"I know... but it's very powerful, and you know that. Do you remember when I told you it was the last one on the shelf when I bought it?"
"Yes..."
"It was because they recalled them all and discontinued the product. People overused them as we did, and they started to experience spontaneous trances like the ones you had."
"Awww... but I liked it a lot."
"I know. But it's harmful. So, we are not keeping it. It's not worth it."
"Okay... but... About those spontaneous trances, will they keep happening?"
"Yes. Based on what they said, you are just conditioned to certain weird triggers. But after a few weeks or months, they will gradually fade, and you'll return to your normal self."
"Awww... I'm so disappointed."
"I know. But you know what. You remember all your experiences with the SusceptGear. Why don't you just pretend next time? Pretend you are hypnotized and be a maid. Pretend that you love latex so much that you must wear it. Pretend that you are in love with Mia the doll."
"AH! I don't need to pretend THAT. Mia the doll is my new lover. She is way better than you in bed. And only I can fuck her."
"Haha. You are messed up, Mia. You aren't going to make me jealous."
"No?... Alright... So, you won't mind if I go upstairs, get naked, and make love to her for an hour or two while you are watching, and you won't be allowed to touch us. Would that work?"
"You are so cruel sometimes."
"Okay. We will let you masturbate and cum on our face, then."
"Mia! Seriously! So raw!"
"Mmmm... but you would love it... shooting your load on Mia and her twin's face."
"You are a sex monster!"
"Rawr!
It was not the end of the world to lose the SusceptGear, but it made me sad. I had so much fun with it, and it pushed me in all kinds of slutty directions. I had learned to open my mind to new experiences and to love some things I wasn't sure of, and it brought me even closer to Brian. He, too, had learned to explore the kink world a bit more and open up to what I liked.
But, somehow, I was confident that this was not the end of our kink exploration. I had plenty of ideas of weird things to try, here at home and certainly at the Fox & Spice club as well. The SusceptGear had only triggered something in us that allowed us to move forward and experiment with new things.
Even after we returned the SusceptGear to the company, I knew we could use another tool to make each other happy and force us to try crazy scenarios. It was a device thousand times more powerful than the headgear. And they called this incredible tool...
Love.
The End.
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"Why are you the one holding her leash? Give it to me, Trixie!"
"Misti! Stop it! It's my costume, not yours!"
"It doesn't count when you are not wearing it. I want to walk Clara too!"
"I'm gravely injured. I need her assistance."
"You are not gravely injured! You just have a cast on your arm."
"Well, I could trip and fall, then I would die, and everybody would be sad. If Clara is near me, she would catch me and save me!"
"Cut it out, you two! People are staring at us!"
Indeed, Accalia was right. Not only was I a giant latex bunny suspiciously walking along one of the outdoor pedestrian streets loaded with small shops, but on top of that, Trixie and Misti's pointless fighting to hold my leash was doing nothing good to our furtivity. We shouldn't have come here. There were way too many people that had stopped us for a picture so far.
Misti kept telling them that we were promoting the café, but the truth was that they just wanted to play with me today.
They managed to smuggle out of the pethouse, knowing that we would all get in big trouble if Lucy were to hear about that. Walking as a pet in the insurance building was apparently prohibited. Before leaving the luxury apartment, they disguised me with a long raincoat and a hat, but I was pretty sure they shouldn't have cut two holes in it for my long bunny ears. It seemed like a terrible plan. After using the staircase to avoid the elevator, we exited the big insurance building by the back door, and only then they removed my cheap disguise. For good measure, they wrapped a collar around my neck, leashed me, and now we were here in this public area, looking for I don't know what; cute outfits they said?
I felt so naked. Only a thin layer of white latex separated the world from my nakedness. The only thing I could cover my well-molded butt with was this little ball of fuzz that we called a tail. That said, in some odd way, it felt good. Mentally, knowing that I was looking good enough to wear such an outfit was an interesting sensation. I have never been very confident about my body. I knew I wasn't ugly, but I had a hard time believing I was as cute as my friends were. So this skin-tight costume was an excellent medicine for self-appreciation. It felt great to hear so many people telling me how cute and adorable I was.
My spotters told me the same thing, but the only difference was that they were grabbing my butt at the same time, and if nobody else looked, it was my boobs and crotch.
"Ha! There it is! The costume shop! Let's go in!"
"Wait, Trixie. Misi and I wanted to go get a slush first."
"Just go, then. I'll start shopping with Clara-bunny until you come back. I haven't decided how I want to dress her up yet."
"Alright. Do you want a slush too, Trix?"
"Yes, please."
"And you, Clara?"
I shook my head, no. It was unclear to me how I would be able to drink that, plus what if I got a brain freeze. What would I do then?
Misti and Accalia zipped away, hand in hand, and Trixie pulled me into the costume shop. I wasn't sure why we were here other than she wanted to "find me cute outfits." Since Trixie-bunny would stay around the pethouse for a while to keep Trixie-human company, I supposed she wanted to make it a bit more entertaining.
Unsurprisingly, the lady behind the counter walked to us immediately, intrigued by my animality.
"Aaaah! What do we have here! What a beautiful rabbit costume."
Not wanting to distort the reality regarding who the costume character was, Trixie didn't use my real name to introduce me.
"This is Trixie. She works at the Cakes & Pets café. She has a day off, so we wanted to find her cute clothes."
"Oh, I heard about that place. I always wondered what the costumes looked like. This is incredible quality. Can I ask who crafted her?"
The lady gently pulled on my ears and admired my big black eyes. She also ran her hands all over me, figuring out where the seams could be and how the suit was put together.
"I can't tell you that. It's a secret. The owner of the café doesn't want her artist to get overwhelmed with requests from fans."
"Fair enough, but it's going to bug me. So, what are you guys looking for?"
"I'm not sure yet. Can we just look around?"
"Of course. Let me know if you need any help."
"Come, Trixie. Let's go take a look."
Following the real Trixie in the first alley of costumes made me understand right away that this store was incredible. There were racks and racks full of outfits and even more hung to the wall, and it even looked like they had an upper floor too. From cheap Halloween costumes to very fancy victorian dresses, this was THE place. I had no problem believing that normal people and established theatres visited this place for any kind of need.
Trixie browsed randomly, hoping to find something she would like her giant bunny to wear, but she didn't seem too happy with what she had dug out so far.
"Not a pirate. Clara! You can't be a pirate!"
I shrugged.
"You would look sexy in a cop uniform, but I can't picture you in my head taking charge."
I shrugged.
"What about this? You could be a cute fairy! Nah! Too childish."
I shrugged.
"My God, Clara. Don't you want to communicate with something other than a shrug? I have no idea about what you think when you do that."
I shrugged.
"We definitely need to teach you how to be a better pet. OH! What's over there? Awww... Look! They have an animal costumes section!"
Uh oh! That voice tone meant she was really excited, but I wasn't... Already wearing an animal costume, I didn't have much interest in wearing another one on top of it. Trix wanted me to communicate better, so that was what I did. I wrapped my arms around her waist and pulled her away from the animal rack.
"Claraaa! Let me go! I want you to try some! What about the cute turtle!?"
I shook my head and kept pulling.
"Fiiine! But I will have to come back with Vix one day. Alright, let's go take a look upstairs then."
Trying not to trip in the old steep staircase, we reached the top floor, which was filled with even more costumes and rolls of fabrics. Trixie and I didn't know where to look anymore. But then, because of my rabbit charm, another employee interrupted our amazement.
"Awwww! TRIXIE! What are you doing here!?"
Oh no... That person was familiar with Trixie's costume, but I didn't know her. The real Trixie grabbed me by the neck with a sense of urgency and whispered in my ear.
"Clara! This is one of Trixie's huge fans... She is super intense. I really don't want her to find out who I am out of costume. Just pretend you are me, okay?"
I nodded but also got nervous. This was something I hadn't thought about before. The pets at the café had a lot of fans, many were madly in love with them, but virtually nobody outside Lucy, Elizabeth, and the pets themselves knew what they looked like out of costume. It wasn't hard to understand why they worked so hard at preserving their anonymity. As Trixie said, some fans could be a bit too intense.
The overly friendly employee walked to me and opened her arms. I did the same not to look too suspicious and received a spine-dislocating hug. As my feet couldn't touch the floor anymore and my eyes were about to pop out due to the heavy pressure, I looked at Trixie, begging for help.
"Hey! Be careful! You are going to crush her."
"Aaww! Sorry! I am just so excited to see her. And who are you? OH! Are you one of the pets too? OH! OH! Let me guess! You are ASHA!"
"Nonono! I'm not a pet... I'm just Trixie's spotter... that all."
"Awww! But you are all small and cute! You must be one of the pets! Are you Vix?"
"Nonono! I said I'm not a pet. My name is... is..."
"You don't remember your name?"
"Yes! I'm Clara!"
"I don't know any pets named Clara. Cute name, though."
"As I said, I'm not a pet!"
Poor Trixie, her identity was at risk, and that woman just wouldn't let it go. In a desperate attempt to save my friend, I walked up to the fangirl to take a bullet for a good cause. I wrapped my arms around her, and once more, she attempted to fracture my ribs. But at least, her focus was no longer on Trixie.
"Cla... Trixie... I'll go get you a costume while you play with your admirer. I'll be right back."
I nodded as much as I could despite my nervous system being overwhelmed. As Trixie quickly disappeared between the rows of clothes, I knew I was in trouble. Alone with the stranger, I knew I had to keep her busy for an unknown amount of time until Trixie found a good exit plan.
"So, Trixie. You are looking for a costume?"
I did the only thing I was good at while wearing this costume. I shrugged.
"What are you looking for?"
I shrugged.
"You don't know?"
I shrugged.
How was I supposed to answer complex questions like that while wearing a restrictive rabbit suit? That wasn't fair. I wanted Accalia and Misti to show up now to save me because I wouldn't be able to handle this person by myself for long.
"Do you need help? I can help you, you know."
I shrugged.
"Are you okay? Usually, you are much more expressive than this."
I knew that already! And the reason was that I wasn't a real pet. I did my best, but all I had learned so far was to shrug and nod. Moving my hands to get my message across was not something I had ever done successfully. I had no body language skills whatsoever, both in real life and in costume.
I shrugged again.
But then, it was Trixie's turn to save me. That was quick.
"Trixie, come with me to the fitting room! I found something for you to wear."
I nodded, but then the lady almost made our escape plan fail.
"Haha, Clara. Why are you taking Trixie to the fitting room? It's not like she will get out of her costume."
"Well... hum... I might try the outfit I found too... so... Trixie, come. Hurry!"
I didn't even have time to make one step before the lady grabbed me from behind for another sternum-cracking hug.
"Awww! Don't gooo!"
This time I flapped my arms like a distressed bird to make her understand that I wanted to go. The hug ceased, and I ran to Trixie. I was more and more comforted in my choice of not becoming a full-time pet at the café. I would never be able to endure this on a daily basis.
Trixie grabbed my leash and led me to the back of the store where the fitting room was. We entered one of the small rooms, and she locked the door behind us before whining.
"Aaaah! What a pain! Why did she have to work here?"
I shrugged.
"So, I just texted Accalia and Misti. They are coming soon and will cause a distraction to save us. They know that client too. She got more than one warning from Lucy because she handled the pets too roughly at the café. She doesn't mean bad, but she has no self-control. We aren't toys."
Now that she said that, I remembered seeing Lucy scolding a client once, and it was scary. Was it that girl? I couldn't remember because when that happened, I had hidden my face in Vix's chest until Lucy finished.
"Anyway, when I ran away, I bumped into this cute outfit. It will be perfect for you if it fits."
Trixie placed a little pile of clothes on the chair and unfolded the first piece so I could see it. Despite my smokey lens, the big red cross over the bright white fabric was impossible to miss. She had managed to dig out a nurse uniform from the rows of costumes.
"So, what do you think, Clara? Want to try it for me? With my broken arm, I need a nurse to take care of me. And since Accalia said she wants to become a nurse, I will make her wear it all the time too. That would be sexy."
That could be fun indeed. I nodded.
First, she made me step into the white mini-skirt with red trims. The fabric slid nicely along my rubber legs, and once it passed my hips, it sat snuggly around my waist. From what I could tell, it was just long enough to hide my crotch and bunny tail. I shook my butt a little.
"Haha! Clara! It's just the right size. Let's try the small blouse now."
One after the other, she made me slide my arms into the short sleeves. That matching top wasn't long enough to connect with the skirt, so it would expose the wearer's belly button; since I was a rubbery rabbit, I had none, but I had no difficulty picturing Accalia wearing this with pride. Trixie buttoned the three red dots in front and adjusted my pointy collar.
"Awww! And the hat! You need your hat!"
Giggling, Trixie placed the classic nurse cap on top of my head, all white with a red cross. It complemented my long springy ears nicely.
"Okay! We must buy it! Clara! I'm in love with this uniform! Rawr!"
Why wasn't I surprised? Trixie wrapped her arms around me, pinned me to the wall, and began nibbling my neck, which tickled. It was a bit odd to see her interact with me while she couldn't properly kiss me. Well protected in my suit, all I could do was to return her hug.
But of course, Trixie being Trixie, it didn't take long before her hands grabbed my body's most inappropriate places. We were in a store, not at the pethouse, so I tried to move her hands away from my boobs and crotch, but those pet paws were not very efficient against her sexual determination.
"Haha! Are you shyyy? Maybe we will get caught, Clara... It's kind of hot, no? We have to stay here until Misti and Acca show up anyway, so why not have a bit of fun?"
Oh no! That little devil sneakily unzipped my crotch. I pressed my legs together, but she pinched my butt to distract me. Was she really going to play with me that way inside a fitting room? That sounded way too cliché to be true. But when her middle finger entered me, I knew I was in trouble. She had no difficulty finding my clit as she had done that a million times before, which turned my legs into useless noodles. My will to fight this was gone. It was so wrong.
"Mmm... not complaining anymore? Sit down on the chair. I'm hungry. I want to eat some rabbit stew."
Unable to resist her words, I ended up with my butt on the edge of the chair and Trixie kneeling in front of me, keeping my legs apart. Without delays, she plunged her face under my skirt and began feasting on my naked crotch to compensate for the sweet slush she didn't yet have.
Chewing on my mouthpiece, closing my eyes, and breathing hard through my ears were the only things I could do to cope with the pleasure. That small woman was just too good at it, betraying her extensive sexual experience. My cushy paws held her head, half-covered by my new mini-skirt that we had not yet paid for. It was foolish on my part because she really didn't need my assistance to stay where she was.
The little voice of reason inside my head worried about what would happen if I were to leak some pussy juice on that costume and ended up not buying it. It was so dirty... so wrong... so pleasurable.
A loud knock on the door sent me to a cardiac arrest.
"Trixie? Clara? Do you need help with the costume?"
"No... We are good! Thanks."
Barely taking the time to respond to my impatient fangirl, Trixie kept working. I tried to push her away to make her stop, but my weakened arm didn't have enough will to convince her. Was I such a pervert that I wanted this orgasm even though there was a stranger right behind that flimsy door?
Trixie... Please... Don't stop!
I was so close. I had ridden my edge for a while now. I just needed this little extra nudge to tip over. My brain started to go blank.
"Scuze me, lady. Can you tell us how much this costume is?"
"Oh? Yes. Sure. Which one?"
"The princess one, in the corner over there... I will show you."
That was Misti. She was finally here to save us, and, as planned, she created a distraction to take the store lady away from our fitting room. To my great despair, Trixie, who understood that we needed to react quickly, pulled away from my almost orgasming pussy and forced me to stand up.
NO! NO! Don't stop, stupid bunny!
"Quick, Clara! That's our window! Let's sneak out while we can!"
Panting uncontrollably, still very much on the edge, Trixie opened the door and pulled me out. This was a terrible idea. My crotch zipper was wide open, and the cold air brushed against my freshly shaved and wet pussy. I pressed a paw on my crotch to hold my mini-skirt down, embarrassed like never before. Did she just forget to zip me back up?
We silently zigzagged between the rows of costumes and quickly arrived at the staircase. Tiptoeing down to prevent the old steps from crackling didn't work that well, but we were quickly welcomed by the other store lady, the good one.
My face must have been beet red behind my mask. I was loaded with endorphins and was one millimeter away from having my naked crotch exposed.
"Awww! That's such a cute nurse costume for your bunny! She looks so adorable! Spin around for me!"
WHAT? NO! I couldn't possibly do that. If my skirt were to lift only a tiny bit, my life would end. And why was this thought so exciting? I wanted to die. And Trixie didn't help at all. She grabbed my arm and spun me around.
"Come on, Trixie. Show your costume to the lady so we can get an amazing discount."
Keeping my legs together as much as possible while being forced to show off was the best I could do to prevent a disaster.
"Haha. She looks a bit shy. Maybe that costume is too sexy for her."
"Nah, she is always shy like that. That's why we are taking her out. She has to get used to people."
"So nice. Okay, I give you twenty percent off. So, it's 60$ plus tax, so 67.80$."
"Woah! That much? I don't think I have enough money for that."
Why was I not surprised? Trixie was always broke because she spent all her money on food and useless things. I had to admit, though, that price tag was pretty steep for a sexy nurse uniform.
"Well, this is not a cheap costume from your favorite online store, you know. It is unique and handcrafted. It's actually not that expensive."
"But, I only have 35$... Would that be enough?"
"I'm sorry. I would love to, but no. She will have to take it off. I can't go that low."
"Aawww!"
Trixie was disappointed, but I was terrified. My kinky friend resigned herself. She slid her fingers inside my waistband and was about to push my skirt down in front of the lady. With my cushy paws, I tried to prevent her from doing so as much as I could.
"Hey, stop, Cla... Trixie! I can't afford it. I know you really like the costume too, but it's too expensive."
No, no, no! That was the absolute worst. Not only would my dignity be obliterated, but I was willing to bet we would get in big trouble too if the store lady found my pussy juice on the skirt. I was panicking!
"Hey, wait. I'll pay the balance."
ACCALIA! She came out of nowhere and saw me fighting with Trixie, probably thinking I really wanted this costume. She poked Trixie on the forehead and scolded her.
"Stupid bunny! Don't you know you have to look at the price tag before trying clothes?"
"Awww! But I really wanted to see Clara wearing it! Plus, I'm wounded, so my judgment is impaired."
"Are you gonna blame all your dumb ideas on your broken arm?"
"Seems like the smart thing to do, no?"
"Pfff... Alright, let's pay and get out of here before someone steals our slushes. I was waiting outside because we couldn't bring them inside the store."
A quick transaction later, my honor was saved.
Trixie grabbed my arm and led me outside, which was a good and a bad thing. I was happy not to be in that store anymore, but at the same time, there was a light wind and a lot of people around who stared at me because I was a sexy nurse bunny, which was certainly not a common sight. It only took a second for people to take out their cellphones and snap pictures of me.
I turned to Trixie and tried to communicate my distress. For the first time, I would have to find a way to make her understand what I wanted. Shrugging wouldn't be enough.



Pointing at my crotch discreetly while making an up and down movement with my other hand was all I could think of doing.
"Uh? What is it, Clara? I don't understand."
Accalia, who had just retrieved her slushes, came back to us and tried to assist.
"What are you doing, Clara? You forgot something in the store?"
I shook my head, no, and kept gesticulating.
"You want a slush too? But you said no..."
"What? What are you saying? You don't want the costume?"
They just wouldn't understand. Was I that bad at expressing myself non-verbally? Misti walked out of the store as well and grabbed her slush from Acca's hand.
"What is going on?"
"Clara is trying to say something, but we can't understand."
"Show me, Clara. What are you trying to say?"
Conveniently, my three friends standing in front of me while sipping on their slush were like a wall blocking everybody else's view. So I quickly took this opportunity to lift my skirt with my paws, and that was all it took for their faces to distort.
"What the hell! Clara! Don't do that in public!"
That was Accalia.
"Aaaah! Clara! Think about the café's reputation. If someone takes a picture of your snatch and Lucy finds out, we are all dead!"
That was Misti.
"Oops! Hehe."
That was Trixie. But as soon as she giggled, the Misti and Accalia understood right away who was really at fault here.
"Trixie! You dumbass! Can't you spend a single minute without thinking about sex? Was that what you were doing in the fitting room?"
While Accalia discreetly zipped my crotch up, Misti reprimanded Trixie and pressed her icy-cold slush on her neck.
"Aaaah! Too cold! I'm sorryyy! Clara started it!"
"As if! I'll write dirty words on your cast when you sleep, so everybody knows how much a little perv you are!"
"Nooo!"
Accalia turned to Trixie and wiped her fingers on her shirt.
"Clara was so wet. You must have made her cum really hard."
"Aaah! Don't rub her pussy juice on me!"
"That will teach you!"
Actually, no... I didn't cum hard, but I really wanted to. Despite all the excitement due to my precarious situation, my little motor was still purring. It was like I hadn't come down from my edge and still needed affection.
I walked to Trixie and slapped her on top of the head.
"Awww... Sorry, Clara! I just wanted to have fun."
Communicating like a pet was still impossible for me. Trixie thought I was scolding her, but in fact, that little slap was because she didn't take the extra thirty seconds to make me cum in the fitting room. That was so mean, and once we would get back to the pethouse, I would make sure to let her know.
Bad Trixie!
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"Drive faster!"
"I will not!"
"But, we must get there faster!"
"I don't even think they are open this early. We may have to wait outside anyway. Would you calm down?"
"NO! I must see the animals now!"
Syr rolled her eyes at Kitty, whose behavior had been beyond childish since she had learned about her impromptu trip to the animal café. Sitting on the passenger seat, the small Asian girl pointlessly tried to look farther down the road as if that would take her closer to the cake shop faster. She was known to be excitable, but this time it was a severe case.
This surprise had flicked a switch inside her brain. Staying home and being lazy was something she has been mainly doing because nothing was appealing outside her little cat girl world; it was either too uninteresting, like going out shopping, or too complicated, like finding a job and making money. But the opportunity of going out to play with real animals while having breakfast was exactly the kind of unexpected activity that had the potential to motivate her. Her current nervosity showed how veridic that was.
"Hey, Kitty. Why are you so pumped about going there? I knew you liked animals, but... That much?"
"I'm not sure... When I was little, my father and mother used to take me to a petting zoo. That was my favorite thing in the world. I could play with the rabbits, feed them, and play with the baby sheep... Have you ever done that, Syr?"
"Yes, I did. Aunt Michelle took me to a petting zoo once for Easter."
"And?"
"They were just small animals... I don't know. They were cute, I guess."
"Cute? They are all so ADORABLE. You must be broken for not being thrilled about going to the animal café with me."
"Oh... I am, Kitty, I am. But not for the reasons you might think."
"What does that even mean? What are you hiding from me?"
Since they have left the house, Syr repeatedly sent blurry messages to her friend, more than likely on purpose. The apparent goal was to confuse Kitty and, perhaps, prepare her for something bigger than she envisioned. The small cat girl was smart, but she still couldn't figure out the suspicious attitude her roleplaying expert friend imposed upon her.
Nothing has worked so far. Kitty had stared at Syr from very close, trying to make her crack and tell the truth. She had even tried to hug her and lick her neck, which had only resulted in a hand in the face pushing her back to her seat. It was useless; Syr just wouldn't give away her secrets.
As the car rolled down the road, Kitty asked the same questions all over again.
"So, are you sure there is a raccoon there? Clara said there was a raccoon."
"Yes, they do. But it's not there all the time. I told you, you have to manage your expectations."
"But, I MUST pet the raccoon! Or else I'll be super sad!"
"If she is not there, we can come back another time."
"SHE?"
"..."
"What do you mean by SHE?"
"The raccoon is a female. I know that much."
"You seem to know an awful lot about the animals they have?"
"Remember, Kitty. The owner is my client. We talk on a regular basis. I've been there too once."
"Is it a big place?"
"No. It's fairly small. It's a small lounge. So you can interact with the animals easily."
"Are the waitresses cute? Clara and Misti were, so, are they waitresses?"
"I'm not sure. You'll see once we get there, I suppose."
Unsurprisingly, Kitty had now shifted her attention to the two cute girls she knew worked there. They had visited her home a while ago to do business with Syr, but she had not managed to pull a lot of details out of them, not for the lack of trying; that Clara girl had a serious problem expressing herself. Did she behave like that because she was shy or because she was trying to hide something? Since Syr clearly hid something, the latter seemed more plausible.
A nasty, nasty thought ran through Kitty's head for an instant, though. What if Syr, Clara, and Misti had not told her much about the café because they feared she would cause trouble? She was aware of her own personality. Playful, childish, and sometimes a bit too intense. For the first time in a long time, Kitty wondered if she had gone too far with this kind of behavior. Perhaps it would be worth considering rebalancing her energy level and relaxing her most annoying behavior.
She sank a bit in her seat when she revisited in her head what she had done to her friends during the past month when refusing to take off her latex suit. It was mainly to be playful, but was it possible that she had hurt her friends a little by going too far? Erika was delighted to spank her every time she broke a rule, but Mark and Syr were more "normal" in general and wouldn't do the same. All of a sudden, Kitty felt a bit selfish.
"Hey... Syr..."
"Yes? What is it?"
"... I'm sorry."
"Sorry? For what? You did nothing wrong."
"Well, I've been a bit annoying recently."
"Annoying? Why would you say that?"
"You know... My... behavior. Sometimes I do extreme things... but I don't mean bad. I'm just... having fun."
"Aaah. We all know that, Kitty. But, yes, you made Master Mark anxious recently. He cares about your well-being a lot, you know. He just doesn't want you to harm yourself with your games."
"Oh, I know that. But he always lets me do all I want. And sometimes, I go too far because he will never say no."
"I don't think it's your fault, Kitty. Master Mark has to learn how to handle you better."
"Uh? Handle me better?"
"Yes. At times, he can be... spineless."
"OH MY GOD! Did you just say that, Syr?"
"... Please, don't tell him I told you that."
"NEVER! But I want to hear more!"
"Well, you know... Sometimes I wish Master Mark would be more... masterly. But he doesn't seem to like that too much."
"Oh, and this is why you blackmailed him this morning? Because you wanted to go on a trip with him during which he would treat you like a slave?"
"You make my idea sound terrible... but yes. That was part of it."
"Niiice!"
That last bit of conversation cheered Kitty right back up. Not only did she not feel nearly as guilty for having caused Mark some healthy distress, but her friend had validated that she wasn't the sole responsible person for the recent chaos at the house. It was great to have a friend like Syr, who could bring in a different perspective on things.
The car slowly made its way downtown, where the café was apparently located. Looking left and right for a parking spot, they finally decided to get inside an underground lot. It was simpler than trying to decipher the numerous parking signs out on the street, and with a long-term parking spot, they wouldn't feel pressured to leave if they had a good time and wanted to extend their stay.
After exiting the car and slamming the door behind herself, Kitty discovered something remarkable about underground garages. She began yelling like a mad girl...
"SYR IS A PERVERT!"
"KITTY! What are you doing?"
"It's echoing. It's fun! I can hear my own voice back."
"Cease this at once!"
"SYR IS OUR SEXY MAID!"
"That's it. We are going back home! No animal café for you. Get back in the car."
"NO! NO! I'm stopping! I'm stopping!"
"I thought you would."
"So serious... But you are still our sexy maid."
Syr slid a few fingers under Kitty's pink collar and yanked her toward the exit.
"Ack! You are going to snap my delicate neck!"
***
"There it is, Kitty... Just across the street! Look."
"The cakes and pets? That's a cute name for a café."
"I hope you like... Hey! Come back, Kitty! You have to look at both sides before crossing!"
"I did! Hurry!"
At that moment, Syr had regrets for not having brought a leash to control the uncontrollable. Being a stickler for the rules more than her friend, Syr nervously crossed the street, feeling delinquent even though there were no moving cars around. It was too early in the morning, plus it was the weekend.
Kitty, of course, arrived at the glass door first, just to hit her nose to an undesired closed sign dangling at eye level.
"NO! NO! That's not faiiiir!"
"Oh, it's not open yet. I told you. We are too early. We had no reason to rush."
Trying to look through the window, using her hands to create some shade, Kitty hoped to see some little critters.
"I don't see anybody, but there is some light."
"It doesn't matter, Kitty. Come. There is a park not far from here where we can go and wait. We can come back in half an hour."
"No! Look! The door is open!"
"Kitty! Close that door immediately! They are not open. It doesn't matter if it's unlocked or not."
It was another broken rule that made Syr cringe, but since Kitty wouldn't listen and walked into the café, she had no other choice but to follow her.
Once inside, there was nobody around. The lounge door was closed, and there was a vacant reception desk. Syr suspected that Lucy was probably upstairs, preparing her pets for the day, but that was not something Kitty nearly suspected.
To prevent further misbehavior from her friend, Syr took charge and called the owner over.
"HELLO? Lucy?"
"Where is everybody?"
"She runs the café by herself. Give her a minute. Don't be so impatient, cathead."
"Only Mark can call me cathead. You must not! Come on, Syr. I want to see the animals. That shy girl said there was a raccoon... I never petted a raccoon before. I must pet the raccoon!"
"Kitty. Stop bouncing like that and relax a bit, would you, or else we are leaving. HELLO?"
Nothing. Not a sound. But after a few more seconds, something unexpected happened. A small woman with brown hair creepily emerged from behind the reception desk, with a terrified look on her face. It was Clara, the same girl who had visited their home with Misti not long ago.
"Oh? Clara? What were you doing behind that desk? Is Lucy around?"
"... N... No."
Something wasn't right. The poor thing was shaking, and her wet eyes betrayed obvious distress. What was happening here? Why was Clara in such a disturbed state... and why was she hiding behind the reception desk? It was just bizarre.
"Wait... Clara? Are you crying? Are you alright?"
"... No. I... I messed up... everything."
"Where is Lucy?"
"At... at the hospital..."
"WHAT? Is she okay?"
"Yes... yes... A pet got hurt... and... I messed up. I don't know how to take care of the café..."
"Aaah. Okay. Well, it seems we've picked the right day to visit then."
"Meow! Yes. Syr is our slave! She does everything around our house."
"Kitty, I'm not your slave! Why would you say such a thing?"
"..."
But Kitty wasn't entirely wrong, and she had understood what Syr had suggested a second ago. For her friend, being a self-made maid, the words "taking care of a café" had resonated loudly within her core. The prospect of assisting in running a small coffee shop like this one was extremely attractive, and she was beyond confident that she had already acquired the qualifications to perform well. For years, she had role-played maid at home, secretly at first, then openly with Erika, and then even more around Mark and Kitty. She was ready for any household challenge that she would have to face.
"Kitty and I will help you. Kitty, do you want to go take care of the pets while I'm talking to Clara and figure out what needs to be done?"
"WHAT? SERIOUSLY? CAN I?"
"Yes... But I tell you... It might not exactly be what you expect."
"Stop being mysterious, Syr! I've taken care of cats and dogs before. I'm super good with small furry critters."
"Right... You are in for a shock. Clara, could you let Kitty into the lounge? While she is meeting with your friends, we will see what we can do for you. I suppose the amount of cake icing on the floor has something to do with your bad day."
"Y...yes... O... okay."
Clara wobbled around the desk, access card in hand, and approached the lounge door. Kitty amusingly crouched, more than likely expecting that a small cat would try to escape the room as soon as the door would crack open, which confirmed Syr's apprehension; her friend still had NO clue what was waiting for her behind that door.
As soon as the door unlocked and Clara opened it, Syr grabbed Kitty by her collar and firmly shoved her into the lounge.
"Close the door, Clara! Quick! Quick!"
***
"Ow! Syr! What was that for? I could have landed on one of the pets and...!"
Lying flat on her belly, annoyed by the sudden and unnecessary treatment, Kitty pushed herself back to her knees while whining. But her words ceased when she noticed something staring at her in the eyes, about a foot from her face. Two big black eyes were piercing her soul. In shock, she fell on her ass, and her back hit the door.
In front of her was a creature. Something she didn't know existed before. Her playfulness was gone. Her expectations turned to ashes. Her rational mind kicked in, but it couldn't comprehend what her eyes were seeing. And then, something that hadn't happened in a very long time happened, she trembled. The smile that had accompanied her since the first second she was told she would get to play with small animals was utterly gone.
Making two steps closer and sitting right in front of her was a giant raccoon. Kitty's brain attempted to rewire as if she had been injected with an experimental drug. It didn't feel real at all. It didn't feel possible. It didn't feel normal. Her head started spinning...
"Oooh... I... I don't feel... so good..."
Her teeth and cheeks began tingling, and her breathing accelerated. As her heart pounded relentlessly inside her little chest, her body turned limp and slid down the door like a ragdoll, and her eyes rolled up.
Everything went dark.
***
A few minutes after listening to Clara's story, Syr was already in control of the situation. She had sent Clara upstairs to fix things with her friend Oreo and immediately began cleaning the place. It was nothing worse than the trail of disorder that Kitty occasionally created at home. That said, she could understand how such a small event could have scared Clara if she had never faced similar situations before, so she didn't judge her for being unable to handle a minor kitchen incident. Perhaps she only had a stressful day.
It took a mere few minutes to clean the cabinets and food bottles. The chocolate cake that had exploded on the floor was a bit more work, and it was very tragic, but overall, this was just regular maid work, so Syr was happy to do it as efficiently as possible. Being helpful was her favorite feeling.
The main thing left for her to do was fixing the cakes that had fallen from the fridge to the floor and mopping the place. Somehow, there was cake icing everywhere, all the way to the reception desk. It seemed that Clara had panicked and dragged her feet here and there, trying to figure out a solution to her misery. That young girl seemed quite the anxious type.
Before tackling these tasks, though, Syr decided to go see how Kitty was fairing, surrounded by her new friends. Clara had left her access card on the countertop, so she grabbed it and headed to the lounge.
When she opened the door, a panicked black latex cat girl immediately gesticulated in front of her. Syr knew who she was because she had created her.
"Hi, Misti! So, how is my friend doing?"
Misti wrapped her arm around Syr's and pointed in the direction of a pile of pets that were quite agitated around a girl who was lying flat on her back.
"What in the world? What's going on here?"
As Syr approached, Kitty began moving slowly while groaning.
"Kitty?"
"Mmmm... aaah."
"Kitty? Are you okay?"
"S... Syr...?"
"Everyone, give her some breathing room."
All the rubber pet girls stepped away from the poor Asian girl who was slowly emerging from her unexpected nap.
"What happened, Kitty?"
"I... I don't know... I had this weird dream... About a giant raccoon..."
"..."
"Oww... That was weird. Maybe I was a bit too excited to come here."
"I would say... Did you faint when you saw the pet girls? That is kind of funny, actually."
"The... pet girls? Are... Are you saying that... I didn't dream this?"
"Oooh. Poor Kitty. Look behind you."
Rapidly coming back to her senses, Kitty had trouble making heads and tails of her weird dream and what had happened to her. And now that Syr talked about pet girls and asked her to turn around, she didn't want to believe that what she had not yet seen was real, so she feared looking anywhere else than in her friend's eyes.
"Come on, Kitty. Look."
"..."
With a great effort, Kitty managed to turn her head, apprehending the giant raccoon again. But no... her eyes first landed on the cutest thing she had ever seen, an adorable red fox. Syr walked to the animal girl and placed her hands on her shoulder.
"So, this is Vix... The red fox. She is the first pet I ever created for Lucy."
Misti rushed to Vix and wrapped her arms around her friend.
"And that one is Misti, the black cat. Yes, the same girl you saw at our house. Isn't she cute wearing this costume?"
Kitty's mouth was stuck open, and her throat was paralyzed. It couldn't be. Looking at Syr walking around those creatures so comfortably just didn't make any sense.
"And this is Meeka, the raccoon. Be careful, Meeka, Kitty wanted to meet you so badly. Oh! And the one over there, one of my most recent work, is Asha, the snow leopard. She might be my favorite one."
Embarrassed, Asha wrapped her arms around Syr and buried her muzzle in her chest.
"..."
"Don't you want to at least say hello to them, Kitty?"
"H... Hi..."
That was too much. Kitty didn't know where to look at anymore or what to think. For so long, she had dreamed of visiting the animal café so she could pet small furry critters, but now... She faced a bunch of surreal latex pet girls who came out straight from a fetish magazine. How was this even possible? The maths were hard to make but finally, the wires connected, and she managed to build her first intelligible sentence since she had entered the lounge.
"S... Syr!"
"Yes?"
"You... YOU LIAR!"
"Who me? Never... I'd never lie. Master Mark would never allow me to... EEP!"
Out of the blue, Kitty sprang to her feet and rushed to Syr. She threw herself in her chest and wrapped her arms tightly around her waist to give the strongest hug she could give despite her lack of muscle. Asha barely had time to dodge before the incoming bullet-girl hit.
"SYR! THAT'S AMAZING!"
"I suspected you would like them."
"WHY? WHY?"
"Why didn't I tell you before? We can talk about that later... I have to go back to the kitchen to help Clara. Will it be okay if I leave you alone with them? No more fainting?"
"YES! YES! TRIPLE YES!"
"Okay, but be gentle. They are worth more than gold to Lucy. So don't do crazy things to them, okay? Or else we are leaving."
"I won't! I won't!"
After peeling Kitty-velcro off her torso, Syr walked out of the lounge, confident that her friend would figure out what to do from there. Finding her out cold on the carpet was a bit unexpected, but she had quickly regained her vitality once she put her bearings back together. That little incident was a testimony of success. The surprise had worked flawlessly.
***
Kneeling on the floor, Kitty observed the pets who weren't too sure how to behave. The Asian girl had passed out once, and they didn't want that to happen again. Talk about a weird introduction.
The first one to move was Vix. She walked to the nearest table and grabbed a bottle of water that Lucy kept at all times on the tables. A choking client was never a good thing, so free of charge water bottles were a small price to pay to prevent them from ending up at the hospital because they ate their cake too quickly.
With the bottle between her two cushy paws, she approached Kitty, who was still mesmerized by what she was seeing.



"Aww... Water for me? Thank you. I have to admit I'm a bit lightheaded. You are Vix, right?"
Vix nodded and sat next to Kitty before wrapping her arms around her waist. She and Kitty were pretty much the same size, so they could easily look at each other in the eyes.
"You are so cute! It's unbelievable. Okay, so you guys are Misti, Asha, and Meeka?"
That was quite impressive. For some reason, Kitty had managed to memorize all their names effortlessly, which earned her a round of applause from the pets. She took a big gulp of water, which rehydrated her throat.
"Can you guys talk?"
All the pets shook their heads asynchronously.
"Cool! That's hot. So, Vix? Syr said you were the first costume she made. When was that?"
The small red fox tilted her head to the side and brought a paw to her chin as if trying to remember. Was it two years ago already? Maybe a bit more? She pawed the carpet twice.
"Two months?"
Vix shook her head and pointed upward with her paw.
"TWO YEARS!?"
Vix nodded.
"I didn't even know her two years ago. Why didn't she tell me she was making those costumes?"
Poor Vix had absolutely nothing to do with this. Until now, she had never met Syr and didn't even know her under that name anyway. Elizabeth was the creator of the costumes. Was Syr her nickname or something? She didn't know and had no means to ask. So she shrugged.
"Have you met her before?"
Vix shook her head.
"Oh, I see. She really kept this a secret then. So, Misti and Clara were the first ones to meet her?"
Misti nodded. She was indeed the first one who had uncovered the mystery behind the costumes after she had ripped her tail off, and Lucy forced her to visit the creator of the pets in person to apologize. That little adventure had been very embarrassing but also very useful because she took much better care of her costume after that.
The black cat had also met Kitty, which didn't go super well. Kitty had pushed very hard to squeeze information out of her about their business and had even terrified Clara. But today, Kitty seemed a bit more vulnerable. She was just sitting there, on her knees, and had not even returned Vix's hug yet. Usually, nobody could resist Vix's charm, so that was a bit odd.
"So, Clara is a pet too?"
The pets shook their heads.
"Oh, she is not a pet? Odd. I thought she would be. She is all small and cute."
The pets nodded on that one. It was an accurate description of what Clara was.
"Sooo... Nobody told me anything about you guys. I don't know what I'm allowed to do or not. And since I'm a little bit out of control when I'm around people wearing rubber... I'm a bit scared to mess up. Can... Can I... touch you?"
The pets nodded.
For one rare time in her life, Kitty was uncomfortable. It somehow reminded her of when she first visited Mark at his townhouse. She was so shy to interact with her instant crush that she had messed up big time. Not only had she got drunk within fifteen minutes, but on top of that, she had decided that it was a good idea to put her latex catsuit on at the same time without even telling him. Things had turned out fantastically well, but it could have gone very wrong very quickly.
And now, with these incredible pet girls, she didn't want to remotely take the risk to mess up because she already knew in her heart that she wouldn't be able to survive away from them. So she disconnected her sexual brain for a moment and adopted her best behavior. Losing the most incredible thing she had ever seen was not an option.
Since the pets had granted her permission, she carefully rubbed Vix's back. Rubber was very familiar to Kitty, of course, but this felt different. It was not like cuddling with Erika to obtain sex. She had no idea who was in the fox suit and couldn't even have a chance to understand what the wearer was thinking because of the black lenses covering her eyes. It was like cuddling... a real animal. A latex red fox. Not a human.
The very familiar scene of Vix getting the first cuddles of the day had annoyed the other pets, though, so they all converged on Kitty to get some affection too.
"Hey! What... What are you doing? Haha! Wait! Wait! Syr will scold me if I cause problems."
It was useless to resist the pets. Like a small cuddly rogue wave, they all crawled over Kitty until she ended up on her back with a bunch of cushy paws rubbing her all over. Was this even permitted?
There was nothing Kitty could have done against this, so she abandoned herself to the pets.
***
A bit later, still buried under the cuddly pets, Kitty heard the lounge door opening, but nobody came to tell her to leave the pets alone, which was a relief. The only worrying time was when a new pet she hadn't seen before, a black and white cat, pulled Misti away from her by force.
From afar, Kitty saw Clara sitting at a table and placing a bunch of plastic bottles in front of her. Then Misti climbed on the seat and laid down on her lap. Clara selected a bottle and did something with the black cat.
A bit curious about this strange activity, Kitty sat up to observe the scene better and asked Meeka about it.
"What are they doing, Meeka?"
Meeka briefly looked behind her and turned back to Kitty. With her cushy black paw, she poked her new friend in the stomach.
"Haha! That tickles. What do you mean? Is she feeding her?"
Meeka nodded.
"So, you guys don't take lunch breaks?"
Meeka shook her head, no.
"Are you saying that you are wearing this restrictive costume all day?"
Meeka shook her head, no, and rolled her paw, trying to say something else. It was interesting to see Kitty paying attention and grasping most of the non-verbal dialogue the pets threw at her. That made her look even cooler.
"No? You mean, you wear it for more than a day?"
Meeka nodded and clapped.
"... I'm doing the SAME! At home, I wear my latex catsuit all the time. I don't want to take it off, but everybody is asking me to. It's so annoying!"
Meeka nodded. Indeed, taking off her costume wasn't fun. But aside from that, when Kitty said she wore a latex catsuit at home, it made this little client even more intriguing.
"And do you sleep at the café too?"
Meeka nodded.
"So cool! And why can't you talk? Are you gagged or something?"
Meeka cocked her head to the side for a second, then made a "kind of" gesture. That was not really an angle she had looked at, so she had to think about it. Her mouthpiece was mainly there for comfort to allow her to stay in costume for longer, but Kitty had a point; it was an efficient gag as well. She had never discussed the "why" with Lucy because there was no need to. A silent pet was somewhat cuter than a talkative pet. If they would have been allowed to talk, Meeka could only imagine Trixie and Misti arguing all day long about random things. All the clients in the café would have left with bleeding ears. It was definitely better to prevent the pets from talking. Additionally, it brought a different dynamic. It forced everyone to take the time to listen to each other, the pets and the client alike. Today's society was an overload of pointless discussions, opinions, and arguing, so taking the time to listen and observe was almost a necessity these days.
"So, is this a job, or are you slaves?"
The three pets sitting next to Kitty all fell to the floor and started rolling around.
"Heeey! Don't laugh! I don't know. Syr didn't tell me anything about this place."
For the next little while, Kitty kept bombarding the pets with questions about the café. It was rare that a client had such a strong interest in what was going on here. Usually, they came to the café to pet the girls and eat some cake, but it was because THEY wanted to feel good. Those clients wanted to cuddle, feel the warm rubber with their hands, experience what it was like to be so close to cute kinky girls, a bit as if they wanted to convince themselves that they were capable of entertaining a relationship with a loved one without being rejected.
But with Kitty, it was different. The small Asian girl had a genuine desire to get to know them and understand how the café was working, and even why it was there in the first place. Obviously, she liked the latex costumes, but it didn't seem the most important part. She was much more interested in the "why." Why was Meeka a pet? Why was Vix so adorable? Why was Misti so playful?
One at a time, the pets went to eat in Clara's arms, which was fascinating to watch. But then, a few more clients entered the café to get sweet cakes and warm drinks. It was funny to see the pets happily climbing on these strangers to get and offer some cuddles. It was also entertaining to see a very anxious Clara running around trying to get their orders and keep things relatively under control. Soon enough, Kitty was alone with Meeka and Asha. It was a bizarre feeling to sit on the floor with them while the others got to work. It made her feel like a pet too. If more clients were to walk in, perhaps she would have to play with them too. It was not the reality, but it felt like it.
Syr pulled her out of her daydreaming when she entered the lounge with two plates.
"Kitty, I prepared you a little breakfast with what I found in the kitchen. Come eat."
As Kitty stood up, another client entered the lounge right after Syr. Since there were only two pets left, Meeka pulled on Kitty's arm.
"What is it, Meeka?"
Meeka pointed to Asha and then to herself.
"You want me to choose?"
The two pets nodded.
"Oh, that's easy! I want the raccoon!"
Asha, almost offended, glared at Meeka, but that earned her a raccoon paw in the face. She decided it was better to just trot to the new client. It was part of life at the café.
"Come, Meeka. I'm starving."
Arm in arm, the two friends headed to the table where Syr had placed the plates. Meeka climbed on the seat first, followed by Kitty, who sat right next to her. The next few minutes would certainly be interesting. After having kept this place a secret for so long, Syr certainly had some explaining to do.
"So, Kitty... How do you like the animal café?"
"..."
Instead of answering, she poked a potato with her little fork and put it in her mouth. Not only did she not know how to answer that question, but on top of that, Syr already knew the answer.
"Are you mad at me for not telling you about it?"
"No."
"So, why the long face then?"
"I'm... not sure."
"You like latex and animals, no?"
"Of course I do. You know that! But... this is different."
"It is, Kitty. It is."
Between two bites, Kitty watched Meeka, who just sat there, looking adorable. Since she had set foot in the lounge and discovered the rubber pet girls, she still hadn't managed to wrap her head around this whole experience.
"Kitty, why don't you tell Meeka about what you are doing at home."
"What... am I doing at home?"
"Yes, your little habits."
"Oh, I already told her some stuff. I don't think I can tell her everything."
"Of course you can. Isn't that right, Meeka?"
Meeka nodded, suspecting what it might be, but she was surely interested to hear it from the horse's mouth. Kitty turned to her, a bit embarrassed to spill the beans in front of someone who was seemingly taking things even farther than she had been.
"Mmm... So, Meeka... I like wearing latex too... You understand that, right?"
Meeka nodded. Of course, she did.
"... And... I like to wear a restrictive suit, but now that I saw yours, mine doesn't feel that extreme anymore. Then... I like when my partners play with me... like... "play" with me..."
Meeka giggled inside her mask. What she heard just now wasn't very surprising. Sex and latex were a perfect match, and it was fantastic to know that Kitty was already comfortable with this combo. But the raccoon girl had a question burning her muzzle. She pointed at both Syr and Kitty at the same time and then brought her paws together.
"... You want to know if Syr and I are together?"
Meeka nodded.
"No. She is my friend. But I do have a boyfriend and a girlfriend. I know it's weird, but they are super nice. They tie me up and then... oops... I didn't mean to say that."
Déjà vu. Meeka had a friend, Oreo, who was into bondage big time. Nothing shocking slipped out of Kitty's mouth. Honestly, it was very common for people into latex to also like bondage. But what caught Meeka's attention the most was that Kitty seemed to be bi-sexual, which potentially opened the door wide to some extra fun.
Syr smirked as well since Kitty's behavior had drastically changed since they arrived at the café. The catgirl, who was generally inappropriately sexual, self-confident, borderline abusive, and clever, had turned into something much more toned down, which was incredibly surprising. One would have thought that being surrounded by her favorite things in the world, restrictive latex suits and cuddly cute girls, would have put her mind into overdrive. But no. Instead, she barely touched the pets, didn't address them with her usual dirty language, and even seemed to feel bad for having brought up her sexual habits. Something strange was going on.
"Kitty, what's wrong?"
"What do you mean? What did I do now?"
"Nothing. I just can't help but notice that you are not yourself since we got here. I thought you'd be happier than that."
"I AM happy, Syr. But I'm scared!"
"Scared!? Why? Scared of what?"
"Well, I know you... If I do something you don't like, you'll scold me, and we will have to leave."
"I wouldn't do that."
"Yes, you would. You are all protective of your work and hide it from me all the time. All those costumes are your work, so if I do something slightly inappropriate, you'll kick me out."
Instead of denying it, Syr lowered her head, reflecting on what Kitty had just said. Meeka moved a bit closer and rubbed Kitty's back, sensing a hint of frustration in her voice. The café wasn't a place where people should feel anxious. It was a place to have fun, get sweet cuddles, and enjoy the overall experience.
It was true that Syr had been very secretive, always using the pretense of preserving her client's privacy to deny Kitty's access to her workshop. But it was also true that she did this a lot for herself. She had hidden the animal costumes for a long time because she feared Kitty would incessantly bug her to get one too, something she couldn't do because of her contract with Lucy.
Only now, she realized that it was a bit mean and realized that it had affected Kitty more than she thought. Sure, Kitty was playful and expert at annoying people just for fun, but she didn't mean bad. Being prevented from seeing what was going on in her workshop over and over had perhaps caused some unnecessary distrust. And now that Syr had finally decided to share the incredible work she had done for the Cakes and Pets with her friend, that was enough to cause a conflict. She had stretched the rubber band too much, and it had just snapped in her face. Asking Kitty to share with Meeka her private life had been the opposite of what Syr had done about her workshop.
She felt selfish.
Her eyes returned to Kitty, who was stuffing her mouth with eggs and potatoes while playing with her new raccoon friend, not too sure how much she had hurt her.
"I'm... sorry, Kitty."
"What for?"
"For not telling you earlier about this place."
"I would say, yes! You knew I would have loved it."
"Yes. And... this is why I didn't tell you."
"... and what is that supposed to mean exactly?"
"I thought... you would bug me... to get a costume... But you know, I can't... because of the contract with Lucy... It's not that I don't want to make one for you... it's just..."
"Woah woah! Stop! Are you saying you thought I wouldn't be smart enough to understand that?"
"... No... It's just..."
"Syr... I'm almost thirty years old! Come on!"
"... I'm... sorry."
"Shhh! Not another word. I have decided what your punishment would be for underestimating me..."
"... punishment? What are you talking about."
"Shhh! Brace yourself!"
Kitty turned to the rubber raccoon and whispered something in her animal ear. Did she even realize that her raccoon ears were not her real ones? Nevertheless, Meeka understood everything Kitty had told her and stood up on the bench. She then expertly stepped on the table and crossed over to the other side of the booth, right next to Syr, who stared at her from below, a bit intimidated; she had created those costumes, but it felt quite different when they were animated by skilled girls.
Meeka then raised her paws high in the air as if she was going to smack Syr in the face, but instead, she let it fall softly on top of her head, which had been enough for her target to lower her head and raise her shoulder. A gentle head rub ensued, ruffling her short blonde hair. Meeka was petting her, to Kitty's great satisfaction.
"Ha! Syr! You are such a cute pet!"
"..."
"I'll totally tell Mark to force you to wear a cute animal costume at home. You wanted him to be more masterly, no?"
"... No! Don't tell him that. I'm not a pet!"
"Well, what are you going to give me in exchange for my silence, then?"
"... Are you blackmailing me?... Meeka, please, stop petting my head."
"No, Meeka! Keep going... She likes it!"
Of course, Kitty knew Syr wouldn't push the cute raccoon away, which was hilarious.
"Fiiine! I won't keep secrets from you anymore."
"So... I can go sit in your workshop whenever I want to?"
"... Yes... I guess it would be okay."
"And, I can touch the pets a bit more without you scolding me?"
From afar, unaware of what the little trio was discussing, Clara noticed Meeka standing on the couch and reprimanded her.
"Meeka! Lucy told you not to stand on the couch. You might fall, and then she is going to be really mad."
Meeka crouched down, just enough to reach the legal limit of height. Syr sighed and rubbed her neck while reaching for her coffee cup.
"Kitty, I don't have a word to say here. It's Lucy's café, and Clara is the one enforcing the rules today. She will tell you if you go too far."
Meeka nodded.
"Meeka, you'll tell Kitty too, right?"
Meeka nodded again.
"Alright then. Finish your food and go play. We won't stay here all day."
"I'm done eating already! Come Meeka! That pile of fluffy pillows at the back looks super comfy."
Meeka crawled under the table to get out, and Kitty ran after her.
"Kitty! You didn't even finish your plate... aaaah! Whatever!"
Trying to reason with Kitty was pointless when she was in that mood. Plus, the animal café was her surprise, her gift. It wouldn't be the right thing to do to prevent her from having fun, not after understanding that she could be trusted. Syr had understood her mistake, and how it had hurt her friend, it would be a long road to breaking that habit of being too secretive. The whole point of having friends was to share life together after all.
Kitty quickly reached the pile of pillows in the corner and let herself fall flat on her back.
"Oof! That's like a giant pile of marshmallows. Haha!"
The raccoon girl didn't wait one second before climbing on top of her. There was something about Kitty that was so familiar. That girl was very much like a playful pet, a natural, as they said. And now that she had been freed from her invisible leash, it was even better. Kitty finally let her true personality out, and her hands traveled on Meeka's rubber body, including butt and boobs, discreetly, so Clara wouldn't notice.
For the small cat girl, this was a perfect day.
***
Two days later.
"Mark! I'm going out on a date!"
"A date? Shouldn't you let Erika and I know before adding extra lovers to our already messed up relationship?"
"I'm telling you now!"



"Okay, cathead, what's the deal?"
Kitty has always been like that. She climbed on me out of nowhere and spat some non-sense, trying to provoke me for entertainment purposes. But it didn't work as well as before. I had developed a certain immunity over time. That said, this time around, it was a bit strange. Kitty never left the house on her own, and she had dressed up much better than usual.
"Okay, I'm not really going on a date. But I'm going out with a friend."
"..."
"Whaaaat!?"
"Kitty, you don't have friends outside Syr. What's going on? What friend?"
"You don't know her. But she is a cute girl. You'd like to fuck her."
"No, thanks! With Erika, Syr, and you, that's pretty much all I can handle if I want to keep my sanity."
"Mark, your sanity was obliterated a long time ago."
"Right. So, who is she?"
"Just a girl I met when I went downtown with Syr the other day."
Since Kitty went to that animal café with Syr last weekend, her mood had been a hundred percent better than recently. She had respected her word not to wear her latex suit all the time, and her relationship with Syr had greatly improved too. It was like they were closer to each other all of a sudden, not that there was anything wrong with it.
I pinched her cheeks and pulled them out to give her a funny face.
"Kitty, you text me if you need me, okay? Don't do anything stupid."
"I wooon't. I'm not a child."
"Do you need a ride?"
"No, Syr is giving me a ride already."
"Syr? Alright? Why not Erika or me?"
"Because Syr is prettier."
"You know you are going to pay for that comment later, cathead."
"Yes! Please! Be rough and dominant! You can choke me and slap me and..."
"... Seriously. Get out of here. Go have fun with your new friend."
Kitty leaned forward and kissed me. Definitely, someone was in a good mood.
As my small cat girl walked away to find Syr, who waited for her outside, I couldn't help but notice that she looked awfully normal for once. Something had happened to her. I didn't know what it was, but it was good.
I decided to escort her to the car. She brought her little backpack along, the same one she had the first day we've met, and it felt like I was walking a kid to the bus stop for her first day of school. Kitty had never gone out with friends once. It was a very strange feeling to let her go on her own. Half of it was worry, and the other half was pride.
After Syr got in the driver's seat, I rested my hands on the top of the door, leaning forward to squeeze some info out of her.
"Do you know who her friend is?"
"Yes, Master Mark."
"You aren't going to tell me?"
"No."
"Even if I order you to?"
"No. Kitty is your girlfriend. Not mine."
"Yes... I guess you are right. Alright, see you later, you two."
The car backed out the driveway, and as they drove away. Kitty waved goodbye at me through the open window and shot me with one last bullet.
"Byyye, Mark! See you tomorrow!"
"... wait... WHAT? KITTY! What do you mean, tomorrow? Hey! Come back, cathead!"
If there were one thing I would never learn, it was that I could trust my girlfriends to continuously play with my head, even when I least expected it.
***
"Haaa! That's what you look like!"
"Haha. Yes. How are you, Kitty?"
"OH! You can talk too?"
"Indeed."
Shortly after Syr had dropped Kitty off downtown and drove away, Meeka had shown up, out of costume, at the pre-arranged meeting spot. The two short girls hugged each other. It was early in the morning and surprisingly warm for this time of the year; wearing a jacket was almost unnecessary.
"Aww! You hug me the same way as the raccoon!"
"It's because I'm the same person. Haha. Let's go grab a hot drink and chat. Do you like coffee?"
"Yes. But I always drink whatever Syr serves me."
"Haha, Kitty. You keep calling her Syr. I know her name is Elizabeth. Where does that nickname come from?"
"It's a long story, Meeka. I'll tell you all about it later. It involves sex and slavery!"
"You are so weird! But, yes, please. We all admire her, yet, we barely know anything about who she is. All we know is that she is sooo pretty! When she showed up with you at the café the other day, we all fell in love."
"Haha. You should see her wearing a swimsuit. But, she is into males and males only, so don't dream too much. I tried to coerce her to no avail."
"That's fine. Dreaming doesn't cost anything. Alright, let's go."
The two girls trotted to the nearest coffee shop and ordered a little something before sitting at a quiet table in the corner of the room. Kitty, unused to ordering anything by herself, opted for hot chocolate and a carrot muffin while Meeka simply went for a black coffee.
"Drinks must have sugar in them, Meeka!"
"You sound like Trixie. She is such a glutton."
"Trixie? Mmm, I don't think I remember who that was."
"You don't know her. She wasn't there when you visited. She is a white rabbit."
"Oooh... Right. The one who broke her arm. I heard Clara talk about her at some point. Is she okay?"
"Yes. She is going to be on sick leave for a while, though."
"That's sad."
Meeka watched the steam rise from her coffee. This topic, a priori common, had made her uneasy a bit faster than she had expected. Something weighed on her soul, and she knew keeping it bottled up was probably not the right course of action. She just needed to find a good way to bring it up.
"Soooo, Kitty... I invited you to spend time with me because I thought you were awesome."
"Uh? I know that! Haha! I'm amazing! I tell Mark and Erika all the time!"
"Haha. Your partners, right? It looks like you are open-minded."
"Yush! I love them! I'm fortunate to have them. But they keep telling me that I need to make new friends. So here I am."
"New friends are good. Buuut... Hum..."
"Uh?"
"Well... I didn't tell you the whole truth when I invited you over yesterday."
"Are you going to rape me, Meeka? Because if you do, I'm totally in! You can do it as often as you want! Until I can't move anymore..."
"What!? No! Haha! You are nuts! No... okay... Let me give it to you straight. I'm one of the three original pets. Vix was the first, then Trixie, then me. So I've known Lucy for over two years now, and she trusts me a lot."
"Okay?"
"So, since we lost Trixie, who is a crowd favorite, we are going to be short-staffed. So, I told Lucy that I knew a friend who was willing to try to be a pet for a day, mostly to give Lucy time to get her bearings together and rearrange our schedule."
"..."
At that point, Kitty's jaw fell to the floor and pretty much stayed there. Mouth wide open, she stared at Meeka with a blank face as if what she had just heard broke something inside her brain.
"Uh? Kitty? You okay?"
"..."
"You... you don't have to say yes... I mean, you told me you liked to wear latex so... I just thought that..."
Kitty sprang to her leg and carelessly slammed her two hands on the table, making their drinks wobble dangerously. Good thing Meeka was quick and grabbed the two cups.
"YES!"
"Aaah! You scared me!"
"YES! YES! YES!"
"Oh... So, you want to try?"
"YES!"
"Good... This is also why I asked if you wanted to sleep over. If you don't piss Lucy off today, she agreed to let you sleep with us at the café. But you don't have to wear your costume at night, of course."
"Bahaha. This is awesome, Meeka! You have so much to learn about me! I could wear a latex suit for months in a row!"
Little did Meeka know that Kitty was actually serious. Spending a night in latex was not only very easy for her, but on top of that, she needed it. This day was quickly turning into something better than Christmas for the small Asian girl. Coming here at first just to spend time with Meeka and get to know her, that plan went out the window real quick and was replaced with something a thousand times better. She would get to spend time with Meeka AND wearing one of those incredible animal rubber suits.
"So, it is a yes?"
"YES!"
"Alright then. I think Lucy has a new trainee she found as well, so you won't be the only newbie."
"The more pets, the merrier!"
"I can't disagree with that. Finish your muffin, and then we can go to the café."
As a kid would do out of innate generosity, Kitty used her little fingers to rip her muffin in two halves and give one of them to Meeka.
"There... if you help me, it will go faster."
***
After a ten minutes walk, the new friends arrived in front of the café. Meeka was rather calm, but Kitty was getting anxious. She just couldn't wait before trying one of those petsuits. Despite her excitement, a spontaneous question popped inside her head. Her hand grabbed Meeka's shirt before she could open the door.
"Hey... Meeka, wait. Does... Does Lucy know who I am?"
"What do you mean? I told her you were a friend. Nothing more."
"But... Does she know I'm Syr's friend?"
"Oh, no. She doesn't know that."
"Should I tell her?"
"No. Let's not go there. It's not important. Lucy is super nice and won't dig into your private life unless you want her to. All the pets know who you are now, but they won't say a word. Mind you, if they don't see you before you put your costume on, they won't have any idea who you are either."
"Okay then, I won't say anything for now. Come on! Let's go in! Haha! I can't wait!"
Meeka opened the door and let Kitty in first. Since the place wasn't yet open, nobody was around. Trying to find Lucy, Meeka went to the kitchen, but she wasn't there.
"Let's go upstairs. She is probably in the costume room. Follow me."
The two small women climbed the narrow staircase and quickly arrived at the top floor of the café. Kitty noticed those strange pods in one of the rooms, but before she could wrap her head around what they were used for, she ended up face to face with a taller woman.
Meeka bounced forward and stood up next to her.
"Lucy, this is Kitty. Kitty, Lucy, the owner of the café."
"Kitty, uh? Is that your real name?"
"No, my name is Theresa, but I don't like it. So people call me Kitty instead."
"And you want to get a job as a pet?"
As Lucy said the word "job," Kitty's neck twitched violently. Working was not something she had ever considered doing because it was much easier to let Mark and Erika pay for everything, but in this current scenario, her answer to that unexpected question mattered.
"Y... yes... I mean... having a job... is good. Right? Hehe..."
"Yes, it is. So, working here as a pet is not a game. It's not just about wearing a latex suit and looking cute. Meeka told you all about that already, I'm sure."
"Y... yes... Of course. I'll... work hard."
"Good. I'm glad we have an understanding. There is no tolerance for slackers around here. Let's go to the costume room and dress you up then. Meeka told me that you are familiar with wearing latex suits, so it's going to make my life easier."
"Yes... a little..."
Lie after lie, Kitty made her way to the costume room, trying not to say something wrong that would either expose her strong slacker personality or display her high perversion level. But soon, her worries vanished. She entered the small room, and on the shelves, there were several beautiful pet suits. Immediately, she wondered which one she would get to wear.
There was a white rabbit, probably Trixie's, a raccoon for Meeka, a dog suit, a little wolf, and a fabulous cheetah. At that point, there was no doubt in Kitty's mind as to which one she wanted to wear. She HAD to wear the cheetah costume. Cats were the best.
But there was a little problem... Competition.
"Kitty, Meeka, this is Stella. She is applying for a job too. You'll get along because she is also familiar with wearing latex."
"N... nice to meet you."
"Alright, please undress. The café is going to open soon, so you have to suit up. Stella, you are going to be Savannah, the cheetah."
Kitty's neck twitched again as her hope to wear the cheetah costume had crumbled to dust because of that other newbie. Would it be inappropriate to ask Lucy to change her mind? Maybe Stella didn't care too much about what she would wear. Unfortunately, her joyful scream busted that last theory.
"YAY! I get to wear the cheetah! It's my favorite!"
"But... I... I would have liked... to wear it too..."
"No, Kitty. You are going to be Apricot, the dog."
"..."
Meeka sensed the problem here and rubbed Kitty's back to comfort her. She knew very well that once covered head to toe in the suit, no matter which one it was, they pretty much all felt the same. But for sure, a girl nicknamed Kitty probably had a soft spot for cats.
"Come Kitty. I'll help you dress up while Lucy takes care of Stella."
"But... I really wanted the cheetah."
"I know. But Apricot is super cute too. You'll see. The clients love her."
Kitty wasn't shy at all about her body. She stripped naked without any second thought while Stella seemed a bit more self-conscious, trying to hide her boobs and crotch. At least it was sweet revenge over the girl who had stolen her favorite costume. Kitty was also faster at putting her latex suit on, which was another win. Lucy even noticed her unusual skill and gave her a satisfying thumbs up.
Meeka held the doggy paws while Kitty pushed her hands into them.
"Oh... Those are very comfy. I won't be able to grab anything. That so h..."
"Shhh... Kitty. Quiet. Don't say things like that in front of Lucy."
"Sorry... I said nothing."
"Alright. Are you ready for the mask?"
"Meooof!"
"Bhaha... Weirdest sound ever coming from a kitty becoming a doggy. So, the mouthpiece goes in first, then the nose tubes. It feels strange at first, but it will get very comfortable after a short time."
"Don't even worry about it! I love it already! What about you, Stella the cheetah?"
"Urrrh... That's going to be odd... but... I'll do my best."
"Don't worry! It's going to go deep inside your skull and... Ow!"
Seeing where Kitty was going with this, Meeka had to put a stop to her vindictive behavior by pinching one of her nipples through the latex. Lucy didn't say a word, but she certainly heard everything, and the trainee's attitude was an element she would definitely consider before hiring anybody. If Kitty weren't careful, she could shoot herself in the foot.
"Kitty, stop taunting her. She is not your enemy."
"Bah... She stole my... mmmph!"
"There you go... open wider so I can push the mouthpiece all the way in, and then put your teeth in the trenches. It's silicone, so it's super comfy."
Of course, Kitty got turned on a bit because she loved being gagged. It was a good thing she couldn't talk anymore because she would certainly have said something inappropriate. When the nose tubes slid deep inside her nostrils, that too gave her a little rush of pleasure that she barely managed to conceal. Those suits were even better than what she had expected.
But really, the best part was when Meeka pulled the hood over her head. It was the first time Kitty wore a mask with black lenses allowing her to see the world while nobody could see her eyes. There was a sense of functionality mixed with anonymity. After making sure her long black hair wasn't in the way, Meeka zipped her up, molding her torso, shoulders, neck, and head inside the smooth latex. The material was arguably better quality than her regular suits. The rubber was thicker.
Kitty turned around and hugged Meeka while bouncing.
"Heeey! Chill! I know you love it, but we are not done yet! We need to ensure the clients can't unzip your suit. They always try."
While Meeka stepped aside to fetch whatever she had in mind, Kitty felt quite happy when she noticed Lucy struggling to put Stella's mask on. So far, she was winning the race big time. Her chances of being hired were way up...
Then she paused... Did she really think about... getting hired? Meeka had not told her anything about getting a job. It was simply an assumption Lucy had made earlier, not knowing that Meeka had simply invited her to experience a day as a pet. But now, the small catgirl wearing the dog suit would have something to think about until she could speak again.
Something clicked at the back of her neck.
"There. All locked up until we decide it's over. Haha!"
"..."
"Naaah. Don't worry, Kitty. If you want out, just let Lucy know. Usually, newbies don't last very long. It's normal."
Kitty shook her head. She was confident in her ability to wear latex. Actually, not wearing a rubber suit was harder for her.
"Do you want to see what Apricot looks like?"
Kitty nodded.
"There is a big mirror in the corner. Look at yourself. You are sooo cute. It's great to have Apricot back finally."
Looking at herself in the mirror was indeed very different than looking at an inert costume sitting on a shelf. Kitty was obviously a cat person, but she liked all animals, including herself at the moment. She was one sexy doggy.
Putting her finger on a single breed was not possible as this was more an artistic creation than a specific dog replica. Still, she could sense some Labrador and Golden retriever inspiration. Her pale caramel skin with white belly going all the way up to her muzzle was pleasing to look at, and the clients would certainly play a lot with her squarish floppy ears. The black eyes definitely fitted her canine look. Her rubbery dog tail was squishy and kind of funny to wag around, even though it was bulkier than her usual cat tail.
After a little while, and not without some difficulties, Savannah was also ready, looking felinely magnificent. Kitty thought Stella looked better that way than when she was a human, but it was just to be mean.
"Alright, Meeka. Walk them to the lounge and tell Misti to come to see me."
"Misti? Why?"
"I'm giving her the day off. She was very worried about Trixie, so I'm pretty sure she won't say no to going back home to take care of her. We have two extra pets today, so we will be fine."
"Alright. Come, Apricot and Savannah. I'll show you the lounge.
Of course, Kitty had seen the lounge from up close already, but she just played along, skipping her way happily toward the door. This was a good day.
The girl and her pets returned to the first floor, and Meeka let them in the famous lounge. Unsurprisingly, Vix, Misti, Asha, and Oreo stared at the newcomers. They were familiar with the costumes but not the wearers. Still, a warm welcome couldn't hurt, so they fast-walked to them to offer some free welcoming hugs.
"Misti. Come with me. Lucy is giving you the day off so you can go take care of Trixie."
Misti pointed at herself.
"Yes. We have enough pets today, and Trixie would be happy to see you. Come on. Hurry. I have to dress up too, and Lucy has to open the café."
Misti nodded and followed her friend out of the lounge. She was sad not to be able to learn more about the newbies, but it was more important to go take care of her suffering friend, who was pretty much her lover too.
The workday hadn't even begun that Kitty was all over her new friends. Vix was so adorable, Asha climbed back on a table and tried to get some more sleep, and Oreo seemed awfully intrigued by Savannah, who didn't seem too much into it. She kept rubbing her muzzle with her cushy paws, attempting to make her inserts a bit more comfortable. Why would it bug her that much? Kitty's philosophy was that every orifice had a role to play in life, and penetrating them was supposed to be enjoyable. Actually, she found she could breathe better with those nose tubes in, so all was good.
***
A bit later, Meeka, all dressed up as a raccoon, entered the lounge, followed by Lucy. The latter pulled Apricot and Savannah aside and made them sit side by side on a couch while she sat in front of them.



"Okay, the café is open now, and the clients will show up soon. I think it's going to be a busy day, so get ready to work hard."
The pets nodded.
"So, just a few tips and rules. See the room in the corner over there. If you have any problem whatsoever with a client or anything else and I'm not around, you go in there, and you press the big red button with your paw. I'll come to rescue you right away. If you need water or food, just let me know, but your lunch is at noon, so you'll get fed. You just have to be patient because I can only feed one of you at a time. Clara is not here to help me today."
The pets nodded again.
"So, now, your job is just to take good care of the clients. I don't mind them touching you here and there as long as it's nothing sexual. It's up to you to tell them what is good or too much. But crotch rubbing is a big no, and if it happens, you tell me immediately. And that is valid for you as well. No touching the clients in inappropriate places, that's not what the café is about."
Savannah nodded, but Kitty was a bit disappointed. Wearing latex without getting fucked hard was a relatively distressing prospect.
"You have a problem with that, Apricot?"
Apricot shook her head, no. She would have to focus if she wanted to do better than her competition.
"Good, we are all set then. Take great care of the clients, make them stay and buy more cakes, and if you do well, perhaps you'll be able to do it again in the future."
The pets nodded.
As soon as Lucy left her seat, Kitty stared at Stella through her black eyes. It was not evident to know what she was thinking, but she was pretty sure the rivalry was on. This girl wouldn't sell more cakes than her. She would not allow it.
But there was one problem. Even though Kitty had been a valuable asset at keeping the clients entertained at the Cats of the Caribbean, her most efficient skill, her voice spitting insanities like an eternal river, would be unusable. How would she manage to entertain the guests if she couldn't make them believe that they had a shot at fucking her? It was a bit problematic.
She got off her seat and went straight to Meeka, who offered some reassuring cuddles.
It only took about 10 minutes before Lucy let the first clients into the lounge; a young couple, a male a female. Not wanting to lose her chance to experience this, Apricot rushed to them and literally tackled them as if to say, "mine!"
"Oof! Doggy! Yes, yes. You are very cute. A bit intense, though."
Meeka grabbed her doggy friends by the waist and pulled her away from them. The clients then turned to another pet they were familiar with.
"Viiiix! Yay! You are working today. Come. We have so much to tell you."
Vix trotted to them and pushed her back against the woman's chest, wanting to be hugged. Those seemed to be regulars, and Vix was their favorite pet ever.
As the little group walked to the nearest table, Meeka signaled Apricot to calm down a bit. There was no reason to rush this. Chances were high that soon enough, a dog lover client would show up and select her. It wasn't something she could force upon people. To Kitty, this felt a bit unfair, she thought, because a lot more clients would lean toward the cheetah rather than the dog. Cats were the best, after all.
Shortly after, a few more clients showed up. This time, Apricot kept her distance, letting them choose whatever pets they wanted to spend time with. To her greatest despair, Savannah was the second one to go... then Asha... then Oreo... then Meeka... That couldn't be good. She lowered her head and went to the pillow pile in the corner and belly-flopped on it. Being a pet without being petted was not that fun, and now that she was alone in her corner, it was even worse on her morale.
For many long minutes, she relaxed, eyes closed behind her mask, and let her mind wander around. It could only remind her of home when Mark and Erika were at work, and Syr isolated herself in her workshop. At first, it wasn't a problem. She liked staying inside her crate, waiting patiently for someone to come get her. But since she moved into Erika's home with Mark, she got used to being surrounded by the people she loved.
Mark always took good care of Kitty, Erika was so into her for sex and other twisted games, and Syr always addressed her other non-kinky needs, like talking and eating. But everybody got busy with work recently, and waiting was not as fun. She was even a bit lonely at times.
The animal café had changed something, though. After having spent a few hours playing with Meeka and the other pets a couple of days ago, she got a sense that, maybe, it would be a good idea to make more friends. Not necessarily to do perverted activities, but just to expose herself to something different... something that was more... like her.
There was no question about it; she was still madly in love with Mark. Erika was a lot of fun too, and there was no one else like Syr, particularly when she wore her bikini. However, they all lived under the same roof, had the same routine, and didn't do much outside trying not to go insane because of their jobs. Now that Kitty had a steady life and felt safe around those people, perhaps it was time to look into doing something new with her life. Would getting a job the answer to this growing sense of emptiness?
"Apricot? APRICOT! What are you doing? Are you asleep?"
Apricot turned to her back and looked at the person who had startled her, Lucy. And she didn't look too too happy.
"What are you doing, lazy butt? There are two new clients over there. They wanted to spend time with you, but they weren't sure if they could because you looked dead on those pillows. Come on! I gave you a great opportunity here, at least try to do your job."
That couldn't be good. She had not noticed these new clients getting in the lounge, and now Lucy caught her napping in the corner instead of taking care of them. Very bad timing.
"Don't look at me with those puppy eyes. Go say hi to them! They almost left. Don't forget that people come here mainly to spend time with the pets. If they can't do that, they might not stick around."
Apricot got up on her feet and rushed to the other end of the lounge, trying to find the clients, but Lucy recalled her and rolled her eyes.
"Nooo! Silly dog. They are here. Come on, Apricot. Use your eyes!"
She trotted back toward the booth that Lucy was pointing at. Because of the tall backrest, she couldn't see who they were right away, which was kind of exciting. Who would be her first clients? Two girls? Two guys? A male and a female? Young? Old? Cute? Ugly? Fat? Skinny? Black? White? Brown? Nice? Angry? Nerdy? Boring? Fun? The possibilities were endless.
Back to her previous thought, could this be a job she liked? Could it be what she needed for a change of pace? A place to express herself that wasn't home? Clearly, she loved people, and she loved latex, and she loved animals, and her new friend Meeka was incredible. If she stopped angering Lucy for a minute, perhaps she could get a job here.
"Alright. Apricot was asleep, so that's why she is a bit lost. She joined the café a couple of years ago, so I'm sure she will take good care of you two."
Apricot looked at Lucy in shock. That was such a lie... or was it? The Apricot costume was not new. Earlier today, she had heard Meeka talking about how she had missed that costume. Perhaps another girl wore this character in the past and had moved on.
Lucy rubbed her head and walked away.
"Do a good job, Apricot. I'm counting on you."
Apricot nodded before making the last few steps separating her from the clients and discovering them for the first time.
When her eyes landed on them, she stopped breathing.
"AAAWWW! Mark! Look! She is soooo cuuuute!"
"Deja vu..."
"Ah! Come on! That's not the same as what you are used to. If you don't cheer up a little, I'll gut you like a fish!"
"Fiiine, Erika. But let's not stay here all day, okay."
"Awww... Don't listen to the mean man over there. Come sit next to me, doggy!"
Apricot looked left and right but couldn't believe what she was seeing. Mark and Erika, her romantic partners, were here at the café for no apparent reason. Syr must have told them about this place... but at the same time, Syr had no idea that Kitty would be here today. All Syr knew was that she was going to spend time with Meeka. There were no talks about going to the café again. So... HOW!? WHY!?
Not having any answers to those questions, Apricot thought it would be better just to play the game and gather more information. She didn't even know if they knew if she was a pet or which one. Walking away from them wasn't an option since Lucy would undoubtedly kick her out, so she climbed on the seat and sat next to Erika. Being very close to the girl she savagely fucked every night was definitely not a challenging experience.
"Haha! Look at her, Mark! So cute. Well, if the dog has been around for a couple of years, we can scratch her off our list. It's hard to tell which one Kitty could be. They are all small and adorable."
"Syr didn't say Kitty was working here. She just said that it was the place they visited the other day."
"I know, but... I could totally see her working here. It would be perfect for her."
"Well, why don't you ask your new dog then. Maybe she knows something we don't."
"Good point... Apricot, is it? Do you know a girl named Kitty? Or Theresa?"
Apricot shook her head, no. Lying was absolutely appropriate.
"Do you know a woman named Syr? Or Elizabeth? She is the one who crafted your costume."
Apricot faked thinking about it for a moment but then offered a generic lie. She shook her head, no. This was super fun.
"What? You don't know who made your costume?"
Same hypocritical answer.
"So, you've never met a small Asian lady who always talks about sex?"
"ERIKA! Don't get us kicked out, at least. This is a café, not a nightclub. The owner was pretty clear about that."
Trying to defuse the situation and stop the ongoing interview, Apricot stood on the bench and, with the cushy paw, dragged the plastified food menu toward Erika. Not only she had to sell cakes if she wanted to be hired, but it would have the benefit of shutting Erika up. It would have been easier if it had been a whiskey lounge, though.
"Aaah! You want me to try a cake?"
Apricot nodded.
"You've been here for a long time. So, which one should I get?"
Apricot had never seen that menu before, so she had no idea about what she was doing. For the sake of trying to be entertaining, she comfortably sat between Erika's legs and looked at the menu through her smoked lenses while her red-haired companion held her by the waist.
Having an ace up her sleeve, basically knowing Erika like the back of her hand, she spotted the Triple chocolate cake and tried to isolate it on the menu with her big paws.
"Oh... Nice. You are well trained, doggy. I love chocolate. It looks delicious."
Apricot then pointed at Mark and selected the most sugary-looking cake from the menu, knowing very well that he wasn't a fan of sugar at all. That would teach him to invade her privacy like this without warning.
"Haha... Alright. He can try that one."
"Can't I choose my own cake?"
"No, our café dog is a superior species. She gets to decide in your stead."
"Very funny. At least let me choose my drink."
Erika was unsurprisingly not shy to pet her new rubber companion. Apricot returned the affection but giggled internally because her girlfriend had no clue who she was. Lucy's lie had thrown her off track big time, to the point where both Mark and Erika were now scrutinizing the other pets from afar to determine if Kitty could be one of them.
"She can't be the fox. Kitty doesn't move like that at all."
"I agree... And the raccoon... It's hard to tell. But I don't think that's her either."
"Yeah, no. Kitty would never wear anything else than a cat costume. She would make a fuss about it until she gets what she wants."
"Yes. She would be like, I must wear the cat costume! I must!"
"Haha. So true."
That last snippet of discussion was almost offensive to Apricot. She was nothing like that... Well, maybe a little. But they made it sound way worse than the reality, in her opinion.
"So, I think she might be the black and white cat."
"I don't know, Mark. I think the cheetah is more her body shape."
"No, definitely not. Kitty got fat recently because of all those brie and fig jam grilled cheese she eats."
That time, Apricot sank in her seat, crossing her arms. She wasn't fat... she was just a bit healthier... And Mark would totally pay for that comment later. She would bite his dick off. But now wasn't the right time to act on this as she would get discovered.
"How are we going to find out? I'm pretty sure the owner lady won't tell us. And Kitty won't tell us either. She probably saw us walking in already anyway and just ignored us. She might be mad because we came to her café without her permission."
"Erika, we don't need permission to come here. Anyway, we wouldn't have found out about that place if you had not exchanged the information for a new light novel. You knew Syr wouldn't say no to that."
"Whatever! I just wanted to see why Kitty wanted to come here so badly. Now, I know."
It was not easy for Apricot to keep a straight face even with a mask on. Now she would have to take revenge on Mark, Erika, but also Syr, who had spilled the beans just to get a new nerdy book. That said, learning the truth from unsuspecting people was also amusing. That was one more thing to love about being a pet at the animal café.
For the next little while, Apricot innocently listened to the conversation. It was no longer enjoyable because they talked about work and other boring things, but at least she got to cuddle with Erika during all that time. Lucy had dropped by to take their order and, a few minutes later, bring the cakes to the table. Erika loved hers, but Mark thought his was too sweet, which was well-deserved.
Mark and Erika agreed that Oreo, the black and white cat, was the most probable candidate to be Kitty, but they had no way to confirm it. Only a bit later, when Oreo's clients left, the small black and white cat, exhausted, dragged her feet toward the pillow pile for a short nap before lunch.
"Oh, Erika. Look... The cat is coming."
"She won't tell you, Mark. It's pointless. They can't even talk."
"I know... But I have an idea. Just watch... Hey! KITTY!"
Oreo stopped in her tracks and turned to Mark, who was seemingly talking to her. The small cat pointed at herself, wanting to confirm she was his target.
"AH! I knew it! She IS Kitty!"
"..."
"Come here, Kitty. We suspected it was you."
Oreo scratched her head, having no idea what this guy was talking about. Nonetheless, it was her job to entertain the guests, so she walked to the table and sat next to him. That done, Erika had an urge to make him understand how dumb his strategy had been.
"Mark... If you call a cat "Kitty," how is she supposed to react?"
"... Hmm... I didn't think about that..."
"Hey, small cat, are you OUR kitty?"
Oreo scratched her head some more. Did they mean Kitty, as in her being a cat, or as in the girl who had visited a couple of days ago? How was she supposed to know who they were talking about? She shook her head and laid down on Mark for her nap. Trying to understand those strange people was irrelevant.
"Yeah, I don't think that's her, Mark, but she likes you."
"Urgh... I have enough latex catgirls at home. I don't need another one snoozing on my lap."
"Hey, be nice. That cat did nothing to you. Alright. Finish your cake so we can go to the giant liquor store. That's why we came downtown in the first place. There are a few bottles of whiskey I wanted to add to my collection."
"You spend way too much on those."
"To each his own. I play with my whiskey, and you play with your nerdy maid."
***
The day went by, and Apricot got to experience many fun things at the café. First, obviously, was that her real-life partners, Mark and Erika, had come and gone, not suspecting for one second that she was wearing the cute dog costume. Then, at lunchtime, Lucy showed her softer side when teaching her how to eat and drink while in costume. She thought it was kind of hot, but Stella, wearing Savannah, didn't appreciate the experience nearly as much, which was satisfying to watch. And from the afternoon to the evening, Apricot got to spend a lot of time with many different clients. Lucy had asked her if she wanted a break, but she was not remotely finding this job difficult to do, so she declined.
She also got to spend time with all the other pets, who, outside Meeka, had no clue that she was the same girl who had visited with Syr two days ago. They were still as friendly but would certainly make a funny face when Meeka would tell them later about who wore the dog costume.
It was only fun and entertainment until the sun had completely disappeared behind the city buildings. Lucy was closing the café, but before she could leave, she had something else to take care of. As usual, the lounge was tranquil after a busy day. The pets rested here and there on the comfy sofas or pillow pile and even on top of a table, Asha's favorite spot to chill.
"Savannah, Apricot! Come here, please."
The two small pets extracted themselves from their comfy position, Savannah from the pillow pile and Kitty from Meeka's arms, and they walked up to Lucy.
"Good job, you two. Not bad for your first day. Did you like it?"
Apricot nodded energetically and even bounced a little, but Savannah's reaction was much timider. She did what she was asked to do and did it well, but did she enjoy it? That was hard to tell.
"Okay, let's take you out of your costume now, so you can go home."
Savannah went straight to the lounge's door as if she couldn't wait to get out of here, but Apricot froze in place. That wasn't the deal. Meeka had told her she could sleep at the café tonight, whatever that meant.
"What's wrong, Apricot? Come on. I know you liked it, but that's it. The café is closed."
From the back of the lounge, Meeka rushed to Lucy and began flapping her arms, trying to tell her something. She pointed at Apricot and herself and pointed at the ceiling.
"Oooh! That's right. I almost forgot. You asked me if Kitty could sleep here tonight. Hum... Let's see... I'm not comfortable letting a newbie I don't know sleep here with you guys. But if you both take your costume off, then that would be fine, I suppose. You can play with the pets and sleep upstairs. I trust you, Meeka."
That sounded like an amazing deal to Apricot, or at least it was better than being evicted from the café late at night. But it didn't seem to be what Meeka wanted. So she gesticulated something incomprehensible that only Lucy appeared to have the skills to understand.
"Alright... That would work too. But I'm warning you, if she damages her costume in any way, shape, or form, it's not going to go well for you tomorrow morning. You are responsible, Meeka. Are you okay with that, Kitty?"
Apricot didn't follow the conversation at all and scratched the back of her head.
"Ah, you didn't understand. Meeka said that she would take her costume off, but you'll stay in yours overnight. That way, if you want out, she can help you. Are you fine with wearing your costume overnight?"
Once more, Apricot bounced in place and clapped her hand before throwing her arms around the raccoon girl.
"Good to see you are a happy pet. Alright, Meeka, Savannah, let's go. I'm tired. I just want to go home and take a hot bath.
***
After Stella and Lucy left, Meeka returned to the lounge as a human. She would be in charge of the pets for the night.



Asha and Oreo were spooning on the pillows, not looking too motivated to do any additional activities tonight. It was amusing to see how well those two black and white suits merged together. If Meeka didn't know them well, they could have passed for lovers.
Vix and Apricot had cracked open the blind and observed the outside world through the window. Meeka couldn't help but love what she was seeing. The previous girl who wore Apricot was her good friend, but she left the café a while ago and now lived in a remote city with no intention of returning. They still texted each other, but it wasn't the same anymore. Seeing Kitty wearing that same costume and doing an excellent job at it was good for her soul.
She walked to her two friends, placed her hands on the small of their back, and peeked outside with them.
"What are you two looking at?"
Of course, they couldn't reply, but Meeka saw right away what had captivated their attention. Right across the street, there was a traffic stop, and the cop was performing a sobriety test on the driver, a young woman.
"Aaaah! Stupid people. Driving drunk is ridiculous. Why can't they just call a cab instead of risking killing someone? Come, let's not watch this. It's depressing."
Meeka sat on the sofa, letting Vix and Apricot join her on each side, close.
"So, Kitty aka Apricot, I think you did an amazing job today. Isn't that right, Vix?"
Vix nodded.
"I'm glad you liked being a pet and wanted to sleep here tonight. Maybe we can sleep upstairs in the capsule room?"
Apricot had no idea what that was, but it sounded good, so she approved. Plus, Meeka was cute, so hopefully, she meant "sleeping together" as in having hot sex. She didn't know her a lot, so it was hard to tell how far she would be willing to go in bed, but she had a feeling that a night with her could be a lot of fun.
"Do you want to sleep with us too, Vix?"
Vix nodded.
Things were looking better and better. Not only Meeka had kind of confirmed that they would sleep together, but on top of that, she invited Vix to join. A threesome with a cute girl and an adorable pet was more than she had hoped for. It couldn't do anything else but remind her of the amazing time she had with Mae and Erika in the Caribbeans. It had been the first time she had a chance to sleep with two women, and she would never forget how much fun it had been.
But Meeka had a little unrelated concern.
"Hey, Vix. Why are you rubbing your cheek like that? You've done that all afternoon. Is there something wrong?"
Vix shook her head, no.
"Come on, foxy... I know something is wrong. What happened?"
Vix sighed through her ear tubes and lowered her head. She had tried to conceal her discomfort all day, but her friends were just too good at noticing any slight change in her behavior. They just knew her too well.
She began moving her arms in a way that only an experimented pet reader could comprehend. When she mimicked someone elbowing her in the face, nobody had trouble understanding that part, though.
"What? You got hit in the face? By a client?"
Vix nodded.
"Was it an accident?"
Vix nodded.
"Okay, let's go upstairs and look at it. You should have told Lucy about it, silly. Come. You too, Apricot. Lucy said I shouldn't leave you alone in case you were a criminal! Haha."
Hand in paw, Meeka and Vix exited the lounge, followed by the obedient puppy. They went up the stairs, directly to the costume room where Apricot sat on a chair and watched Meeka unlock the Vix's costume.
As Meeka unzipped Vix, the fox girl became a bit agitated. But again, those two friends knew each other very well.
"Don't worry, Vix. It's Kitty wearing the Apricot costume. Remember how nice she was? She won't judge you for what you look like. And we told you a hundred times too. You are super duper cute. Just trust me on that, okay."
Vix sighed and let her arms fall to her sides. It was not like she had any other choice but to expose herself this time. At least, she wouldn't have to face Kitty's direct gaze. On her side, Kitty had no idea what Meeka was talking about and became apprehensive. What she had explained to Vix also sounded like a warning to her. Perhaps to prepare her for something maybe a bit unusual.
When the fox mask fell, there was not much to see because Meeka immediately wiped Vix's face with a wet towel, but this short brown hair was just adorable. It seemed to fit Vix's personality so well, a pretty young girl unable to take care of her hair.
"Ow ow ow! Meeka! Careful... My cheek!"
"Geez, Vix! Seriously! Why didn't you tell Lucy? It looks like you are going to get a black eye. Who did this to you?"
"A client. I didn't want him to get in trouble. It was not his fault. I sat next to him, but he didn't see me because I'm too small. When he turned around, he elbowed me in the face. Lucy would have banned him."
"Nooo, she wouldn't have banned him. She would have taken care of you and asked what happened first, silly fox. That's it. We take off your costume for the night, we give you some pain killers, and you sleep with us in the capsule."
"Fiiine..."
Apricot just observed the scene, which gave her some insight into how life was at the café. Until now, she had not realized that the job came with some risks. Being a pet also meant being vulnerable and unable to always handle situations on their own. Having friends around was tantamount to safety.
Her second thought was about what Vix looked like out of costume. Right away, she understood the purpose of Meeka's little speech prior to removing the mask. Vix had some noticeable scars on the side of her head and on her cheek. It was not ugly or anything, but a feeling of compassion invaded Apricot's heart. What could have happened to Vix, and was this why she liked wearing the costume? To hide? And then she felt guilty, real and solid guilt. Why did she notice the scars before Vix's cuteness? It was so unfair because the fox girl was truly lovable with her ruffled brown hair and matching big brown eyes.
Vix briefly looked at Apricot but quickly turned her head to hide her scars, which was a reaction Meeka had expected from her friend.
"Stop it, foxie. I tell you. Apricot is super nice."
Inside Apricot's costume was Kitty. The same perverted catgirl who would love to have sex with everything that had a pulse, particularly a cute girl like Vix. Her sexual instinct was strong, and it knew exactly what would make the complexed girl feel better--an inappropriate move.
Apricot walked to Vix and placed her two paws right on her naked boobs.
"Bahaha! Vix! See... That's what Apricot is after! Your delicious boobs, not your scars. Not too far off from what the previous Apricot would have done."
"Aaah! She... she is massaging them too."
"Well, foxie, that just means you aren't going to get a lot of sleep tonight. Anyway, when was the last time we got to do dirty things together?"
"Aaah! I don't do dirty things like that. I'm not like Trixie."
"Oh! That is such a lie! You won't be able to keep your innocent image forever, Miss Vix. Alright, let me take you out of this costume, and then I'll give you your pain killers. After that, I'm going to tell Asha and Oreo that we are going to sleep upstairs and see if they want to join. I feel that this is going to be a fun night."
Things couldn't have taken a better turn. Kitty was going to wear this fantastic costume all night, and she was about to spend the said night with two hot girls, maybe four. What more could a catgirl desire?
***
"Alright, Apricot. In you go! You'll see, those capsule rooms are so comfy!"
Apricot crouched down and crawled in the bottom capsule. It was indeed comfy. The micro-room was relatively spacious, and all the lights were blue, making the ambiance very futuristic. The soft mattress was about as big as a queen-size, which was good; the closer to the other girls would be, the better.
As she sat down in the far corner, she heard her two friends chatting outside.
"Are you sure they don't want to sleep with us?"
"No, Asha and Oreo said they were too exhausted. I mean, did you see the clients they got today? They were so excited, and drained them of all their energy. I think they never sold that many drinks and cakes in a day. Lucy is probably going to give them a bonus too."
"Okay... it would just have been nice for all of us to sleep together."
"Yes, but just give them a break. They deserve it. Come on. We have a special doggy to take care of."
Vix and Meeka entered the capsule room and slid the door close behind themselves. Apricot had not expected them to be completely naked already. While they were chatting, they had undressed as if it was a normal thing to do.
The first one to join her was Vix, and it was, as usual, to get a skin-on-latex hug.
"Awww. Apricot. Meeka is right. You did an amazing job today. It's like you have done this before."
"Haha. Vix. I told you. It's Kitty in the suit. She wears a latex cat costume all the time at home."
"Oh, I didn't know that. So you like being a pet that much?"
Apricot nodded. What a silly question. Of course, she loved it more than anything else in the world. Being a rubber pet girl was her entire life.
"So, tell me then. Is this costume better than what you wear at home?"
That was a tough question. Today, whenever she had some downtime between two clients, she wondered what would happen next. Would she be able to go back home and be satisfied with her usual pink catsuit with attached mitts, or would she want a full pet costume like the one she currently wore? On the one hand, she loved being able to talk a lot and use her mouth on Mark and Erika, but on the other, she loved the extra restriction that came with this café pet suit. Vix's question couldn't be fully answered on such short notice. It would be necessary to think about it some more and see how the next couple of days would unfold once back at home.
Apricot shrugged, unsure what to do.
"Ah, it's okay. Many of us don't know what we really want either. We love being pets, but we also love spending time with our friends too outside the café."
Those words were reassuring, and it also felt like her friends understood the pros and cons of being a pet girl fully. How could a pet have a normal life?
"Hey, foxie. Let's show Apricot how close we are outside the café. Hehe."
"Hehe. I'm okay with that."
"Come here! Rawr!"
Inside her Apricot suit, Kitty had a mini orgasm when Vix knee-walked to Meeka and pressed her naked body on hers. The heat had barely been turned on that she already wanted to participate. Unfortunately, she was confined to the suffering role of being an observer at the moment.
The two girls wrapped their arms around each other, crushing their soft boobs in the process, and began kissing... slowly... erotically. Vix was shy but clearly liked Meeka enough to let herself go. Those little moans were unbearable.
"Hmmm"
"Aah mmm!"
Apricot's paw went right down to her burning crotch, and then the worse thing happened. She realized that Meeka had locked her in the suit to prevent the clients from accessing her sensitive area. This safety feature was a huge downside in a situation like this. Would Vix and Meeka have sex in front of her, and she wouldn't get to experience pleasure and release? If that were to happen, it would mean only one thing...
Death.
There was a hundred percent chance that she wouldn't be able to endure watching her sexy naked friends having a great time right next to her while she would be unable to get anything out of it. Too scared of this scenario, she crawled to her friends, demanding attention, but Meeka pushed her back in her corner.
"Bad doggy! No! Vix is MY foxie. Haha. And all locked up as you are, there is not much you can do for us, right?"
Confusion.
Was Meeka serious, or was she just playing with her mind? That wasn't fair. In normal circumstances, it was Kitty who was playing with people's minds. The opposite was illegal. Meeka wasn't allowed to behave like that in her presence.
The two naked girls kissed for a long moment, sensually, and making sure Apricot had a perfect view of their erotic activity and their drooly tongues rubbing chin, lips, and nose. As it wasn't enough, they cranked up the heat and started fingering each other.
"Aaah! Mee... Meeka!"
"Haha. You like that Foxie? I'm sure you... Aaaah! Oooh... that's a good spot... mmm"
Obviously, it was not the first time that these two played with each other. They knew which button to press to provoke a positive reaction and get the juice flowing.
Apricot uselessly rubbed her crotch, trying to feel something, but it was not very efficient. In dire need of assistance, she crawled again to her two friends with renewed resolve. Were they just teasing her? It sounded like it, but they were pretty good at pretending.
"Aaah! Our dog is insisting. Do you want to have fun too, Apricot?"
Apricot nodded furiously, and this time, she pushed Meeka to her back and poked her in the belly, leaving her no other choice but admitting that she was just teasing her.
"Hahaha! Stop! Apricot! Stop! Okay okay! We will play with you too. Vix, give me her key."
"Yes. I hid it in the corner here."
Vix dug out the key from the corner of the capsule, a little rubber dog keychain looking just like Apricot with a tiny silver key dangling from it, and gave it to Meeka, who was still trying to fend off her cuddly attacker.
"Alright, Apricot. Calm down for a sec. Stop moving."
The tip of the key entered a little hole on the metal block covering Apricot's crotch zipper tabs, and then it popped off. All there was left to do was to unzip it to reveal her most sensitive spot.
"Aaaand, there you go... Oooh... it's a bit warm in there. Hehe."
Instead of discussing any further, Apricot moved up Meeka's body, blocked her arms under her legs, and pressed her now liberated pussy on her mouth, surprising the raccoon girl with such boldness.
"Aaaah! Aprimmmph!"
"Haha! Meeka! You shouldn't have teased her. Now our doggy needs something from you. It's funny. The old Apricot would have done the same thing."
"Mmph! I... I know... mmmph"
"Woah... She really wants you. Hehe. Okay, then I'll do this while you are busy making her feel good."
A bit bolder than usual, inspired by Apricot's sexual behavior, Vix crawled between Meeka's legs and forced them open to access her smooth crotch. It started with some licking on her inner thighs, which totally drove her nuts, and gradually, the fox girl moved to the most interesting part.
Her little tongue began teasing Meeka's swollen clit. Up and down, side to side, sucking and licking, it quickly sent Meeka to a very happy place. Having her crotch licked like that by her adorable friend and responding to Apricot's forceful demand for pleasure, Meeka was almost in a trance. Inviting Kitty to spend the night over was somewhat of a shot in the dark but a very rewarding one. It was rare that she could have sex with both a pet and a friend simultaneously, and no matter what would happen next, she would have no regrets.
Apricot's breathing accelerated, but she had no good way to moan. On the edge, she was about to explode in Meeka's mouth because it was so hot. Why were the café pets so amazing? It was only her second visit to this place, but she already couldn't imagine living without them. She wanted to be friends with everybody. They were so much like her, so much like what she wanted to become. If Lucy were to offer her a job now, there was no way she could turn it down, even if it meant that she would have to do the most unthinkable thing... Working.
Her little body thrashed as a powerful tongue-driven orgasm assaulted her. Meeka seemed to have a lot of experience doing this and was pretty much as good as Erika. She stayed in position and pressed her pussy on Meeka's mouth again, sending a clear message that she needed more.
"Haha. Meeka... I think you are in trouble now."
"Mmmph! Aaah!"
The raccoon girl was pretty much gone. Between the delicious juice flowing from Apricot's crotch and Vix's soft little tongue teasing her clit, her soul floated between earth and sky in a realm of happiness. And when her oppressor squeezed her head using her rubbery legs, making this licking even more forceful, she lost it and came very hard.
"MMph! Mmmphaah! Mpph!"
For way too long, the three girls kept this same position and randomly came. Vix didn't get the same pleasure, but she knew very well that escaping the capsule wouldn't happen anytime soon. Nobody would forget about her. That said, neither Vix nor Meeka knew how sexually enduring Kitty could be, it would be a long and gradual discovery.
One of the hottest positions Apricot experienced during this frolicking, and that was when having a female-only threesome came in handy, was when Vix decided to do some nice scissoring with her while Meeka deep-kissed Vix. This made the small fox girl, who looked so innocent so far, definitely look more whorish, in Kitty's terms. Vix's cute body reacted so well to sexual pleasure, and she didn't seem to have the same shyness in bed as she had when her facial scars were exposed earlier. This proved that when you had good and reliable friends, a person's problems became not as bad as they seemed. With many hot sessions like this, it was possible that, one day, Vix would be a full-on self-confident woman who would not let her fears get in the way of her life. Every time the fox girl came, it was a new step toward mental freedom.
"Hehe. Vix. Do you think Apricot likes the same thing as the old Apricot?"
"Oh, you mean her toes?"
"Yes."
"We should try. Haha."
What was that? Toes? Apricot lifted her head just enough to see her two naked friends grab her ankles.
"Little rubbery toes."
Vix took the first bite. Her mouth was barely large enough to get the tip of Apricot's rubber sock in her mouth, but it was just perfect for nibbling on her toes.
Surprisingly unfamiliar with this feeling, Apricot jerked on the mattress, unable to control her limbs. It was such a strange sensation, something between pleasure and... whatever else that was. It was too new to understand. But when Meeka did the same with her other foot, there were no longer any hopes of figuring it out. Since she had no muscles, she couldn't even fight back and escape this torture.
"Ah! That will teach you for having forced me to lick you for so long."
"Meeka, I think we have a winner. She loves it."
"Yes! It's awesome! She is really a good doggy! Haha. I missed playing with Apricot a lot."
"Me too. I hope Lucy will hire her."
Tonight's goal was simply to have fun. There was a lot of teasing like this funny toe nibbling, intense sex, and some long breaks to chit-chat and cuddle with the latex doggy. Vix even went to get Apricot some water at some point so she wouldn't get dehydrated.
After hours of this, exhausted, the three of them finally fell asleep in the cutest position ever. Apricot was on her back, on her left was Vix, and on her right was Meeka, both curled like small critters. Even though they were all sinking in Morpheus's comfy arms, the chemistry was still flowing.
***
Early in the morning, the capsule room's door slid open silently, and Lucy peeked inside. Nothing could shock that woman anymore, so seeing the two naked girls clinging to the latex dog was nothing to write her mother about. She never minded when her girls had some good adult fun as long as they didn't damage the costumes. But today was a business day, and she heartlessly put an end to this little romance.
"Hey, all of you. Wake up. Vix, Meeka! You are working today. Go get a shower and get in costume, and... VIX! Why do you have a black eye!?"



"I... I do?"
"YES! You do! Who did that to you!? Why didn't you tell me!?"
"Lucyyy! It was an accident!"
"Accident, my ass! I'm going to ban whoever hurt my pets!"
"Nooo! It was my fault! Don't ban anybody!"
"Come on out! I need to look at it! Meeka! You come too. Did you know about it? Why didn't you tell me that someone hit her?"
"Nobody hit her... As she told you, it was an accident. She is fine. I gave her some pain killer last night. She is just going to look funny for a few days."
As soon as Vix was in range, Lucy, feeling particularly motherly, pulled her out of the capsule by the arm, and Meeka followed, trying to explain what happened to save her friend from zealous care.
All that to say, Apricot was now alone in the capsule, not too sure what to do with herself outside remembering the terrific night she had with her new friends. Still trapped in her dog costume, she didn't even know if she was going to work again today. That had not been discussed yet.
After a minute or two, when the loud voices ceased, she got on her fours and crawled out of the capsule. A good stretching session was in order to take care of those sore muscles. Vix and Meeka definitely gave her a good run for her money.
The first logical place to go was the costume room which was just across the hallway. Still filled with endorphins, Apricot danced her way over there and found Lucy preparing the fox and raccoon suits.
"Ah! You... yes. You look happy. Slept well?"
Apricot nodded and danced a bit more.
"Glad to see you enjoyed yourself. Come here now. I'll take off your costume while the girls are showering."
That was not what Apricot wanted to hear, but this Lucy lady didn't seem like a person she should be arguing with. Plus, it would be a good idea not to push her luck. Since yesterday, she had a unique experience, and requesting more of it would just be greedy at this point.
"Mmm... Where is your key? It's not in the key box... Is it in the capsule room?"
Apricot nodded.
"Ah, it's fine. I have a spare over here. Come."
Lucy went to the nearby dresser, opened the first drawer, and grabbed a full keyset, the keys for all her animals. It was not the first time the girls lost their keys, so she had learned to have a backup plan.
"Turn around, Kitty."
Click!
The metal cap holding the zipper tabs popped off, and a second later, the cold ambient air chilled Kitty's neck skin, a sensation announcing that the fun was truly over. The suit opened all the way down to the small of her back and then to the top of her head.
"Okay, let me do the work here. I'll remove your mask and clean up your face. You know, your hair is very pretty, Kitty. It reminds me of Accalia's hair, but hers is shorter. She is Asian too, you know. You guys are so lucky to have straight black hair like that. Alright, take a deep breath and open your mouth. I'm going to pull off your mask. You can close your eyes too if it helps."
"Bleeerh!"
"Haha... I know. It feels funny when the nose tubes come out. Here, let me wipe your face with a wet towel."
It obviously was not Lucy's first rodeo. That wet towel felt great and smelled equally pleasant. It was so refreshing, making the end of a fun adventure more bearable. The store owner seemed a bit overprotective and motherly, but God, she knew how to take good care of her pets.
After popping Kitty's arms out of the latex sleeve and pushing the suit down past her hips, Lucy wrapped her in a big soft towel to keep her warm, a feeling that Kitty had not really experienced since she was a child. Did the pets get this nice treatment every time they got out of their suit? Was this some sort of comfy reward for having done a good job? No matter what it was, Kitty buried her nose in the large towel and appreciated the attention.
Once Lucy pulled Kitty's feet out of the socks, she hung the suit to have it cleaned later.
"So, Kitty. How did you like working as a pet."
"Oh... I loved it."
"Good. Outside some little mistakes, you did okay. Stella did well too. Are you still interested in working for us?"
The first thing that Kitty wanted to say was yes, but she paused for a moment instead of answering. The truth was that she had not done this for a job. Meeka kind of put her into this situation just to make her happy. Kitty was many things, from being childish to being an absolute pervert, but there was one thing that she wouldn't do, and it was to lie. Even though it could cost her something important, she preferred to be honest.
"Well... about that... I... I wasn't here for a job. Meeka just wanted me to have a chance to wear a pet suit because she knew I would like it."
"Is that so?"
"Yes... I'm sorry. But... I mean... Stella wanted this job, and me, I just happened to be at the right place and the right time. So it wouldn't be fair to steal her job, right?"
"Mmm... Yes. You are right. Thanks for telling me the truth. I appreciate that a lot. I'll close my eyes on this and still consider you as a potential candidate. But let me be honest as well. I'm very picky when the time comes to choose a new pet, and I'm not convinced that you nor Stella would be good pets yet."
"N...no?"
"No. Stella did a great job around the clients, plus I think being a pet would be beneficial to her. It would change her world. But she wasn't very comfortable wearing the suit. When I let her out, I could tell she didn't enjoy it nearly as much as she thought she would."
"And... me? What did I do wrong?"
"You? Haha. Nothing. You did nothing wrong at all. You are a natural. I don't know what you do at home, but you were born to wear a pet suit. You are the best!"
"But... Why do you say you are not sure if I could be a good pet, then. What does it mean?"
"Kitty, to be a pet here, you need a good reason. Just wearing a suit is very fun, but why would you do it at a café when you can do it at home. Meeka said that you have a boyfriend... Surely you can express your love of latex with him, right?"
"Well, yes... I do that already... but... I don't know..."
"And that's exactly it. You don't know. Look, if you ever figure out why you'd like to work here, I would be happy to hear it. Until then, I don't think I can hire you. I'm sorry."
"No... It's... it's fine. You are right, Lucy. Thanks for letting me try it, though. It was a lot of fun."
"You bet. Your clothes are in the little locker right there. Number 4."
"Thanks."
Lucy exited the costume room, leaving Kitty alone, cocooned in her warm towel. She fixated the floor for a moment, thinking about this conversation. It was not often that somebody reached her core so easily. But the message had been pretty clear, for now, she couldn't be a pet at the café.
After retrieving her clothes from the locker, she dressed back up in her civilian clothes. The fabric rubbing on her hairless skin felt a bit boring. As she finished tying her shoes, Two supercharged naked girls wearing nothing but towels around their torso rushed at her.
"KITTYYY! You are no longer a bitch!"
"Haha! Hi! No, I'm no longer Apricot the bitch. That's funny."
"Sooo? Did Lucy hire you? Please say yes!"
"Nooo... She said I did well, but I don't think she is interested."
"AWWW! WHY?"
"It's okay, Meeka. It's fine. I had a lot of fun, but having a job is not for me, I suppose. It would require effort. and effort is too difficult anyway."
"Awww. Okay, but I'm still disappointed. I think you did super great. Lucy is a good judge of character, though. She knows what she is looking for, and sometimes, her thinking is pretty mysterious."
"We can still be friends, right?"
"OF COURSE! Silly Kitty! We work a lot, but I'll text you when I'm off so we can do more fun things."
"Great. And you too, Vix. You are the most adorable girl I've ever met."
"Awww... Don't say things like that. It's embarrassing."
The new friends hugged each other, wet eyes included, and then Kitty said goodbye and headed out of the room. The staircase leading downstairs seemed a bit longer than it was yesterday, or perhaps she was a bit slower. With Kitty, air density was enough to slow her down. When she reached the main floor, Lucy was doing some paperwork at the reception desk.
"Goodbye, Lucy. Thanks again for the opportunity."
"Don't mention it. See you later. I'll tell Meeka to text you when your salary is ready."
"Right!"
Dragging her feet as if she carried a heavy weight on her shoulders, she was still ready to go; her body just didn't seem to want to. When she finally reached the glass door separating her from the outside world, she pushed it open, but a voice interrupted her.
"Oh, Kitty..."
"Yes, Lucy?"
"Say hi to Elizabeth for me, would you?"
"... How... how do you know that?"
Lucy pointed at the security camera in the corner of the lobby.
"You... you knew all along who I was?"
"Of course."
"And... You didn't mind?"
"Nope!"
"A.. alright. I'll pass the message."
"Thanks!"
The wind pushed the glass door close as if an invisible force wanted to prevent Kitty from leaving. Having no muscles, she struggled to push it back open, but as she put a foot outside, the same voice stopped her a second time.
"Hey, Kitty..."
"Y... yes?"
"Aren't you forgetting something?"
What? Kitty thought about it for a second and had no clue what she could have forgotten. But Lucy helped her a little by placing her backpack on top of the desk.
"Oh! Darn! My backpack! Thank you!"
"Your mind is definitely elsewhere this morning."
"Yes... I'm sorry."
She trotted back to the desk and hugged her bag before returning to the door that had slammed shut again. With her tiny shoulder, she pushed it open again, and once more, Lucy called her name again. It was almost getting irritating.
"Kitty..."
"Uh? What did I forget this time?"
"Nothing... I was just wondering how badly you wanted to leave. Have a good one."
"... O... okay..."
Kitty finally stepped outside, still hugging her backpack and being puzzled by Lucy's strange comment. How badly did she want to leave? What did Lucy mean by that?
She shook her head and headed toward the nearest bus stop to sit on the plastic bench. Her next move would be to call Syr so she could come to pick her up.
As she walked on the busy walkway, she realized something. For the first time in a very long time, she was all alone in the big City. Meeka wasn't there to accompany her, and Mark, Erika, and Syr were not around either. It reminded her of her previous life when she had a hard time making ends meet and simply survive a society she didn't fit in.
There was still a bit of guilt coursing through her veins regarding this previous life before Mark saved her. Her bad situation back then was due to her extreme laziness. She hadn't been capable of holding a job, had trashed all the opportunities offered to her because she got distracted by more fun things, or simply had been so uninterested that she gave up on everything.
If she had been smarter, she would have kicked her own butt hard and did something about it. But no, she had failed over and over, never learning her lessons. To this day, even though she now lived a much happier life, she had a hard time forgiving herself for having been this lazy and stupid. Simply put, everything she possessed today, love, money, home, friends... She only got that because of luck. She had not worked for any of those things she had. They had been handed over to her by people much more valuable than herself. She knew that... it was burning her insides just to think about it.
After sitting on the bench, she retrieved her phone from her bag and dialed Syr's number. It rang two times, and a melodic voice answered.
"Hi Syr... Yes. I'm done. Can one of you come to pick me up?... Cool. I'm at the bus stop near the café... Yes, same street... Okay... I'll see you in a bit then... Thanks... Bye."
Soon, she will be back home with the people she loved the most. At night, she would have tons of fun, and during the day, she would just chill and do nothing, as usual, watching Syr do her crafting and being fed by her too. She would wear her latex suit, get tied up for Erika's pleasure, play mind games with Mark, and get punished accordingly. She would also spend a lot of time locked in her crate or tied up in the leather sleepsack with a bit of luck.
For what? For herself? For them?
Was she supposed to be a toy? An entertainment? Did the fact that she loved all those things meant that her entire life had to revolve around this little BDSM planet? Was this her limitation? Or could she do better?
"No... Kitty... You are an absolute idiot! Aren't those people worth more to you than that? Can't you be better? Can't you offer them something better? Mark, Erika, and Syr bust their ass to earn money so we can do all kinds of cool things... and me? I just take everything for granted. Erika pushed me hard so I could get my secondary school diploma, and what do I do with it? Nothing! She wasted her time on me, and I gave her nothing extra in return. Just my usual warm body. This is sick."
Eyes watering, Kitty mumbled things to herself... harsh things. Her mind spiraled out of control, ejecting questions and considerations, memories of all sorts. A tornado of bad choices that had led her to undeserved happiness.
"Hey? You okay?"
"... uh?"
"Are you okay?"
"... Oh... yes... sorry... I was just talking to myself."
"You don't look too good."
Kitty wiped her eyes with her sleeve so she could see who was talking to her. It was a short Asian girl, like her, wearing a worried look on her face.
"Sorry... I was just thinking about things. I'm fine, really."
"Do you want a hug?"
"..."
"You can say yes, you know. It's free."
"I... I would love a hug, actually."
That was very special. An unknown young woman sat next to Kitty and pulled her in a warm hug. It felt so good. For about a minute, Kitty's mind calmed down, and her thought became somewhat coherent again. Why was this girl so generous? Why was she doing this?
"There... Do you feel better?"
"Yes... Much better. Thank you."
"I'm Lian, by the way. And I have to go. I'm already late, and my boss is kind of a dictator. Haha! Maybe I'll see you around."
"Haha. I'm Theresa. Have a great day. Thanks again!"
Lian walked away, but after a few steps, she turned around while jogging backward.
"Hey! Theresa! If you need more hugs at some point! You should visit the Cakes and Pets Café! It might just be what you need. Byyye!"
Kitty froze and whispered back the words she had heard.
"The... Cakes & Pets... might just be... what I need?"
As if a lightning bolt had traversed her brain, Kitty stuffed her phone in her bag and zipped it close. She sprung off her bench and ran after the girl who had disappeared into the crowd.
"HEY! WAIT UP!"
Lian was already out of sight, but Kitty exactly knew where she had gone. Despite the tears that had restarted running down her cheeks, it didn't take her long to travel the hundred meters separating her from the animal café. As soon as she arrived at the glass door, she took a deep breath in and opened it with one hand. That was so much easier than when she had left.
She stepped inside and found Lucy, still working at the reception desk, and Lian, the mysterious girl she had just encountered, was about to climb the stairs.
"LUCY!"
"Kitty? Back so soon?"
"YOU MUST HIRE ME! YOU MUST!"
"I must?"
"YES! YOU MUST!"
Lucy smiled and placed her two elbows on the desk and rested her chin in her hands.
"And, why would I do that?"
"BECAUSE! BECAUSE I WANT TO!"
"Sorry, Kitty. Not good enough. Try again."
"BECAUSE I LOVE IT! BECAUSE I WANT TO BE A PET AT THE CAFÉ!"
"Why?"
"BECAUSE I'M LAZY, AND I'M SICK OF IT!"
Tears were flowing down Kitty's cheek as she was clumsily pleading her case to a very calm and composed owner who didn't seem to mind being yelled at by a hysteric girl.
"So? What would working here do for you, exactly?"
"I'LL BE WORTH MORE! I'LL LEARN THINGS! I WANT TO GIVE MORE TO THE PEOPLE WHO LOVE ME! I WANT TO DO SOMETHING THAT WILL MAKE ME BETTER PERSON. I KNOW I CAN DO THIS! I WANT MY OWN LIFE AND STOP BEING A FOLLOWER. I WANT TO IMPROVE WHO I AM, SO I HAVE MORE TO OFFER!"
"Okay, you are hired."
"NO! PLEASE! YOU MUST HIRE ME! I MUST WORK HERE! I KNOW I CAN DO IT!"
Lian walked to Kitty and smacked her forehead with the palm of her hand, which petrified the crying girl.
"Hey! Snap out of it, nutcase... She just said that you are hired."
"..."
"Hello? Did I break you?"
"She... she did?"
"Yes. She did. Welcome to the Cakes and Pets' family... whoever you may be."
Kitty fell to her knees. Crushing her backpack in her arms was the only thing that prevented her from fully collapsing to the ground. Her tears wetted the floor, and her whole body was shaking. She couldn't comprehend what had just happened. As much as she would have loved to make sense of this moment, her brain had turned into useless scrambled eggs.
Meanwhile, Lucy wrote a little message on a piece of paper and placed it on the floor in front of Kitty before turning away.
"Alright, Accalia. Come put your costume on. You are late."
"I knooow! I'm sorry!"
"Next time, I'll revoke your fridge privilege."
"Nooo! I'm sorry. It was Trixie's fault. She wanted me to wear this cute nurse uniform and... then she started touching me and..."
"Have mercy! I don't want to hear about that. I'm paying you to be a pet, not to be a nurse."
"Awww... But it was such a cute outfit..."
As Lucy and the girl climbed the stairs, Kitty stayed on the floor for a bit longer, trying to recover from her flash meltdown.
Did she... get a job? By herself? Without anybody's help?
Her shaky fingers picked up Lucy's note, and then her reddened eyes began to read it. It was only a few words, but they opened a whole new world to her.
"Monday 8am to Thursday 8am. Don't be late, Savannah."
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"Alright, let me do this, Isuki, then you can go see the nurse just outside my office and give her your leash. She will walk you back to Misha."
"Do what? AAAAAH!"
"Turn on your butterfly vibrator to the highest speed, of course. It's going to make you forget about your sore nipples until you get back to her."
"Aaaaah! It's... It's too powerful..."
"Don't you like pleasure?"
"That's... That's not it..."
"Ah well, go now. I have work to do. Thanks for visiting, Isuki. Come see me if you have any issues with your piercings."
Dr. Carroll had been very nice this afternoon; she gave Isuki some unexpected shiny nipple rings, but what she did just now was not as nice. Isuki's butterfly vibrator pressed hard on her pussy and clit because of her tight rubber shorts, and her dog paws prevented her from reaching the remote that Dr. Carroll had nicely tucked inside them.
When she pushed Isuki out of the room, everybody around turned toward the pet girl, curious about this buzzing noise coming from her crotch. With a paw covering her sensitive spot Isuki rushed to the closest nurse and showed her the leather leash.
"Aaaah!... Dr. Carroll said that you have to lead me back to Misha. Let's go! Hurry!"
"Oh? Is that a way to ask for help?"
"S... Sorry... aaah... Would you escort me back to... Misha... please?"
"Mmm... okay... But why are you so tense?"
"I... I... Dr. Carroll... She put a.... something... in my shorts."
Of course, that just made the nurse grin some more. She already knew what this buzzing noise was but, for entertainment purposes, just wanted to observe the way Isuki would explain it.
The tall brown-haired nurse walked around her desk and grabbed Isuki's leash.
"Let's go, doggy. You are distracting everybody with this inappropriate behavior of yours. Come!"
"Eep!"
Why did everybody think it was okay to yank on her leash so hard? It was a mystery, but they all seemed to enjoy doing it.
Ashamed like never before, the path leading to the central elevator seemed slow and long even though it wasn't that far. Not only everybody looked at her, making various comments about how funny it was to have an office pet, but on top of that, Isuki was getting dangerously close to her first involuntary orgasm. Cumming in public would certainly be the most awkward thing that could happen to her.
Fortunately, she managed to control her volcanic body until the metal doors parted. Isuki rushed inside the elevator, and as soon as her assigned nurse joined her and pressed the down arrow, Isuki dropped to her knees and exploded uncontrollably.
"Aaaaah AAAah! AAaah! I'm... I'm cumming! I'm... I'm cumming! aAaaah!"
"Oh my! I didn't think pressing that down button would bring you to your knees. How adorable...."
"Aaaah! Aaah! It has nothing to do with the elevator button. Aaaah! Make... Make it stop... Please... Take this thing out of my crotch!"
"Oooh... Are you asking me to reach in your shorts and remove a juicy toy out of your vagina?"
"I... I mean... yes?"
As soon as she said that, Isuki experienced remorse. The powerful orgasm had scrambled her brain, and she had not realized the implication of her words.
"Okay, let me turn it off first. Then we will go somewhere quiet to take it out. We can't do that in public, right."
"... I mean... You can just turn it off... That would be fine."
"Yes, but that is not what you asked for. I don't mind helping you take it out. Don't worry about it. I'll be happy to do it for you."
"..."
That tone and the way she patted her on the head made things crystal clear. This unknown nurse had something else in mind, but Isuki just couldn't bring herself to voice an accusation. If she were to be wrong about this double meaning, she would basically charge a woman with a crime she had no intention of committing.
"I'm Cora by the way. Let me turn this off for you."
"I'm... Isuki."
"I know... Someone sent a note to everybody explaining that you were our new office pet this month."
"WHAT!?"
"Oh? You didn't know about that? Yes, we all know about you now. I'm lucky to have bumped into you so quickly. I was super curious to see what you looked like. You are adorable."
"Wha... what did the message say?"
"It's not important. Alright, your vibrator is off. Let's go to my quiet place."
"It's okay... I can go see Misha like this... No need for a detour."
"Shhh... Let's go to my quiet place, I said."
Apparently, Cora had no intention to negotiate the assistance she had offered earlier. The way she would help was entirely up to her, and she didn't need Isuki to chip in. She wasn't mean or anything, but this was definitely fishy.
Cora routed the elevator to a floor other than the ones Isuki were used to. It was the one known as "the residence". Isuki knew about this floor but wasn't allowed to access it. It was reserved for a limited number of employees who could potentially be asked to stay overnight to keep an eye on things and be rapidly available in case of an emergency with the males. Some of the most experienced nurses were on that list, and Cora seemed to be one of them.
The residence floor was pretty much a big living area filled with nice green plants. There was a fancy kitchen with shiny utensils, a comfy living room with nice leather couches and a big TV, and many bedrooms assigned to the different individuals who had the burden of being the first responders after business hours. They all totally deserved this nice environment to feel a bit more at home while they would be unable to see their loved ones.
Cora walked fast as if she was looking forward to playing with her new doggy girl. Trying to keep up, Isuki, almost out of breath, didn't have a chance to add a word until they reached Cora's bedroom.
After entering her small apartment and yanking Isuki in, Cora slammed the door shut. Looking around for the first time, Isuki ran out of words to describe the place, but she liked it right away, making her forget her problems for an instant. The walls were all pink, there were a couple of stuffed animals here and there, likely gifts from her girlfriends, and white furniture made the place very girly and quite pleasant to look at. It was nice to see that those nurses who sacrificed part of their life to protect the precious sleeping males were treating this well. A small apartment that felt like home was proof that people cared about each other.
"Aaah! See. This is my quiet place. Do you like it?"
"Y... yes... It's very cute... But... Misha is waiting for me and..."
"Aaah, don't be mean, Isuki. I was very happy to show you my place."
"Sorry... I didn't mean to..."
Cora grabbed one of the small stuffed animals and showed it to Isuki.
"This is Lieutenant Asterios, my favorite."
"You named your favorite plushy Lieutenant Asterios?"
"Yes. Isn't he cute?"
"Well, yes. It's a cute little raccoon."
"It's NOT a raccoon. It's a tanuki."
"Oh... Sorry."
"Your name is Isuki. You should know what a tanuki is. It sounds almost the same."
"This is kind of... unrelated?"
"... and you are both pets."
Just now, Isuki understood something that she would have preferred not to. Cora was a pet lover. Seeing how much she adored Lieutenant Asterio didn't announce anything good. Did she invite her into her girly apartment because she saw Isuki the same way as a stuffed animal?
"Okay, Isuki. Let me take off your shorts. You are pretty bold to wear this outfit in public, by the way."
"I... I didn't decide to wear this... It was Misha who..."
"Would you stop talking about that Misha person? You are with me right now. Whether or not it was your idea, if you wear this outfit, it's because you like it or else you would have asked someone to help you take it off."
"But... what I'm trying to say is..."
Isuki couldn't finish her sentence, interrupted by Cora and her latex shorts that went down a bit too rapidly to her taste, exposing both her naked butt and stuffed pussy.
"Oooh, nice little toy. You are a little perv..."
"I'm... I'm not... It's Dr. Carroll who put it in... Aaaah!"
"Oh, sorry. I shouldn't have taken it out so fast... Are you sore down there?"
"A... A little bit..."
Using one of her dog paws, Isuki wanted to rub her crotch, but Cora interrupted her intention.
"No, don't. I have a better treatment for this. Trust me. I'm a nurse. Just lie down on the bed and close your eyes. I'll be back in a second."
"But... I'm... I'm fine... Really..."
"Tsk... Don't argue with a nurse. It's not polite!"
"I'm sorry."
Why were things always moving so fast since this morning? Isuki hadn't had a single quiet moment to herself since this out-of-the-ordinary day started. She sat on the bed, a bit tired, and somehow, Cora's idea didn't seem all that bad anymore. Her temporary room was indeed a comfy and relaxing place.
Perhaps this strange nurse didn't have any bad intentions after all, and maybe she just wanted her to feel better. It would be nice if Cora would take the time to listen to what she had to say. A little chat with no pressure while quietly resting on this bed would kind of be pleasant.
Isuki let herself fall flat on her back and positioned her body in the middle of the bed. She closed her eyes, not only because Cora had asked her to, but also because she tried to decompress a little bit and push away her misconception that her host had something else in mind.
The small pet girl had a minute or two to herself before Cora came back from the washroom.
"Awww, you look much calmer now. Isn't this bed very comfy? Keep your eyes closed, doggy. I'm sure you'll love this next feeling."
"Mmm?"
Already half asleep, Isuki obeyed and kept her eyes shut, even though she felt Cora climbing on the bed and over her legs.
And then... She felt something touching her crotch. Was Cora going to apply some soothing cream for her poor abused pussy? Dr. Carroll must have shopped around a lot to find the most destructive vibrator ever. It gave her a run for her money. What Cora was doing was all gentle and pleasant... until something slammed inside her vagina without any resistance, causing her to jerk and open her eyes wide. Cora was towering over her in a position that left no doubt about what her intentions were.
"Aaack!"
"Shhh... Relax. When I have a sore pussy, this always helps."
"But... But... Is this... a..."
"Yes. It's a strap-on. You seem to know what it is, so you also know how good it will make you feel, right?"
"... yes... but... you... you are going to... fuck me?"
"No... I'm just massaging you. Just like that..."
"Aaaah!"
When Cora began to move her hips, Isuki's loin caught fire, so was her face. Her little involuntary moans played against her as Cora had totally heard them and knew the pet girl felt very good about her sudden treatment.
"Wait... wait... I... I didn't... decide to do this..."
"Not really, but sometimes it's nice to let people decide too... Don't you think?"
"No... well... Aaaah... Maybe... Aaanh!"
"It feels good, right?"
"Y... yes... aaah!"
Once more, Isuki's willpower disintegrated. She unconsciously raised her arms above her head, not realizing that her body language sent another solid signal to Cora, inviting her to continue her questionable massage.
Sure, Isuki had played with dildos before, but being penetrated like this by someone else was a first. Somehow, she never had huge expectations regarding the first time she would do this. She liked to feel good sexually and didn't think this was ruining a romantic dream or anything. Her attention was more toward how good it felt to have another person doing this to her.
Earlier today, when she licked Jennie into orgasm, it was her giving pleasure to another person. In this current case, Cora gave her pleasure without asking anything in return, and it felt somewhat comforting, even though it came out of nowhere.
"Aaahmmm Cooora!"
"Having a bit of fun, little pet?"
"I'm... I'm not a pet... but... AAah!"
Cora smirked and leaned forward to steal a kiss from Isuki. If there had been any doubts that she didn't want this, those could be now considered officially eradicated.
For the next thirty minutes, Cora fucked Isuki's brain out. They kissed a lot, which felt incredible, particularly when she was cumming from the strap-on at the same time. It was going very deep inside her, as she liked it.
After this last orgasm, Cora pulled out and just observed the tenderized doggy girl with a smile. Isuki's eyes had rolled up, and her tongue stuck out, confirming that her first time with this kind of toy had been a huge success.
"Hehe. You are such a nice pet. We will have to do this again."
A small gurgling noise was all Isuki could offer in return to this proposal.
As Cora unfastened her strap-on, the bedroom door opened, and another nurse entered. Was this a girlfriend? Or a co-worker?
"Aaah! Here you are, Cora! Dr. Carroll is looking for you everywhere. You left your post and never came back."
"Oh... sorry... I... I got distracted..."
"I see that... Go now. She really needs you. I'll take care of the pet for you."
"Okay, thanks. You have to bring her back to Misha. It's a girl working on the office floor. Isuki can lead you to her."
"Gotcha! Go now, before getting in trouble."
Isuki was too out of energy to care about this change of ownership. She saw Cora jumping back into her nurse uniform from the corner of her eye and leaving the room, abandoning her to her friend.
It really didn't take long before things turned into something dirty again. Without a word, the new nurse dropped down her mini-skirt and picked up the strap-on.
"Hehe... Round two, cute doggy. Since you are already willing..."
"..."
"If you are tired, don't worry. I'll take care of everything. I'm a nurse. Trust me."
Isuki had heard that before. Curiously, her time with Cora had felt so good that she was still on a high because of it, so much that her brain wanted more of this feeling and was ready to accept another good fuck from this unknown person. If her sexual hormones hadn't altered her judgment, she would have maybe asked her new lover for her name first.
It took no time for the nurse to climb over Isuki and penetrate her still wet and tingling crotch.
"Aaaah!"
"Oooh, you like it deep. I see."
"Mmmhmmm."
"And what if I do this?"
"EEEP!"
This little yelp from Isuki startled the nurse. When she pinched her freshly pierced nipple through the latex, it didn't feel very good.
"Ow ow ow! I... I just got those rings earlier today..."
"Oooh. I'm sorry. I didn't know. Let me take that latex bra off you then it will relieve some pressure. I have a girlfriend who went through the same thing recently."
The black rubber bra flew from the bed to the floor, exposing Isuki's small boobs and her shiny nipple rings for the nurse to caress as she fucked her. It was such a strange sensation to have metallic objects attached to her body without having the possibility to remove them. Well, maybe there was a way, but she didn't know it, particularly while wearing those latex dog paws. Dr. Carroll had not really mentioned anything to her.
"I love piercings on my girls. That means you are extra slutty. You know that, right?"
"..."
"You should get more of those. Did Dr. Carroll install them on you? They are perfect, so I'm willing to bet it's her work. I'll tell her to put more on you. She will be thrilled to know you would love that. It's her favorite hobby. Many of the nurses go see her for new ones because she is so good at it."
"I... I haven't asked for them..."
"Oh? You don't like your nipple rings?"
"No... No... I mean... I like them but..."
"Alright then, I'll tell her next time I see her, okay? Now keep quiet. I don't want to chat as I fuck you. You can moan all you want, though, because that's very hot."
"Aaaaanh!"
"Good little doggy!"
This time around, the new nurse was at it for a full hour. She played with Isuki in various positions, switching every couple of minutes, which made this fuck session a very active one compared to the one with Cora. It was not a one-way game either, as Isuki had to apply what she had learned with Jennie earlier. Apparently, the tales about her magical tongue prowess had already circulated throughout the facilities.
That torrid adventure left Isuki completely drained and unable to move anymore. They made her cum so hard and so often that there was nothing left of her soul. All her mitochondria had gone to bed already. The naked nurse was quietly relaxing next to her, gently playing with her nipple rings.
"You know, doggy. In not too long, Dr. Carroll will be able to increase the size of those rings. She can put much sturdier ones."
"I... I don't think I want that... Those are cute... but..."
"I'll tell Dr. Carroll to prepare them. It will make people happy. Don't you want to make people happy?"
"... Sure... I do, but..."
"If you don't want them anymore one day, you know the holes will heal and close, right? So what's the risk for you?"
"O... okay. I didn't know that."
"Yay. I can't wait until they get upgraded."
Why did Isuki always get that feeling that people were manipulating her for their benefit? This thought was an ongoing one inside Isuki's head, but she was so mentally disorganized that she couldn't come up with a rational explanation as to why it would be a bad thing.
The bedroom door suddenly opened, and Cora walked in.
"Aaaah! Perfect! She is still here."
"Cora. Are you done for the day too?"
"Yes. And I have good news. Isuki now has to report to us every day in the afternoon. I got Dr. Carroll to sign an official prescription for a daily massage. So she doesn't have a choice."
"You hear that doggy girl? We will get to fuck you every day from now on!"
"..."
"Oh, and that's not all. I went to see Misha, her friend, but she just yawned and called it a day when I told her the good news. She went home and said we could keep Isuki tonight. That means we have Isuki for ourselves until tomorrow. We can do whatever we want to her!"
All those words entered Isuki's ears, but she had trouble processing them. It was late, so she understood that Misha went home, but the plain language they used afterward about using her as a sex toy was a bit harder to digest.
But before she had a chance to object to anything, Cora and the other nurse made sure it wouldn't happen.
Isuki quickly ended up with a wet pussy pressed against her mouth while the two caring nurses began to make out, enjoying their new pet thoroughly.
***
"Good morning, Misha. We bring back your dog."
"About time. Woah... She has wobbly legs..."
"Yes. She didn't sleep much. Probably because she wasn't used to the bed or something like that."
"Right... as if."
"Alright. See you later, doggy!"
After patting Isuki's head between her pointy dog ears, the two nurses let her go and left the office. She fell to her knees and slowly crawled to Misha and rested her head on her lap.
"Awww... You look so tired. The nurses had fun with you?"
"Don't tell me about it..."
"Do you need more sleep?"
"Yes... Please."
"Please? Oh my... Those nurses are doing a good job at re-educating you."
"Don't tell me about it. I have to go see them every day, apparently. Dr. Carroll's order."
"Haha. And you believed that? Dr. Carroll would never do that. They were just playing with you."
"It didn't sound like a joke."
"Well, if you were unsure whether they were serious or not, and if it worried you, why didn't you ask them if it was true? They would have told you."
"... Whatever... I thought it was true."
"Still spineless from what I see... HEY! What's that?"
"What's that what?"



"Those bumps under your bra?"
"... Piercings?"
"REALLY? You let Dr. Carroll do this to you? I know it's her hobby and would pierce every girl at the facility if she had an opportunity to do so, but do you realize how slutty it makes you look?"
"I didn't ask... She just decided to do it."
"Unbelievable. Why do you keep lying like this about what you like? It's okay if you like piercings."
"I don't... well... I do like them... but..."
"If you like them, then she didn't force you. Aaaah! You are a pain, Isuki. Go take a nap in the supply room. If you are less tired, maybe you can come with me to inspect the males this morning."
"Sure... Come pick me up when you go. I'll help you."
Isuki dragged her paws all the way to the infamous supply room. Yesterday had been the most intense day she ever had in her life. Misha's plan had been to keep her as a pet for a whole month, but with this level of intensity, Isuki would surely be dead within three days.
That said, not everything was bad. Even though the approach seemed wrong and controversial at a time, Isuki had discovered a couple of interesting things; kissing was fun, licking pussies was interesting, being fucked deeply and incessantly had its merits, and shiny nipple rings were kind of cute.
Was everything they did to her imposed, or did she have a word to say at some point but just didn't have the mental capacity to ask? Did it really matter anyway since the result was somewhat positive? Given the culture of the current society, getting whatever you want as long as everybody is happy, her experience certainly seemed aligned with this line of thought.
Triple checking that Jennie wasn't around before entering the storage room, Isuki sneaked into it and carefully walked in the dark toward the corrupted bed. She couldn't wait to lie down and close her eyes; without a good nap, she wouldn't survive the day. The prospect of recovering sounded very good... until her paw bumped into something... or someone... as she climbed on the bed.
"Heeey! We are here already! Find another room!"
"JENNIE!?"
"OH!? Isuki doggy is joining us! Yaaaay! Since it's you, you can totally stay!"
"... No... no... I'll come back later... thank!"
"STAY!"
"ACK!"
A pet's life was not always easy.
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"Alright, Clara. Let's put your hat back on, so you are well disguised when we walk back into the building."
"Oh, and her raincoat too!"
"Right!"
It was a terrible idea when we left the building, and it was still a terrible idea now that we tried to sneak back in. To reach the pethouse at the top of the big insurance building, we were about to enter using the back door, but we would still have to walk through some common areas before reaching the elevators near the lobby.
The problem was that I was still helplessly wearing Trixie's white rabbit latex suit with its long springy ears along with my new sexy nurse uniform. Since my friends didn't want me to take it off, they opted for a doubtful solution, disguising me so I could walk around incognito. The problem with that brilliant idea was the way they dressed me up to hide my identity.
Accalia placed the hat on my head, the one in which she had cut two slits so my rabbit ears would pop up on top. How was that supposed to help if my ears were still towering over my head? Then Misti helped me put on that black plastic raincoat that was only making my bright white latex legs stand out even more. Were they doing this on purpose to play, or were they really convinced that it would work?
"Cool! No one will recognize you like this, Clara!"
Unfortunately, it was the latter. We were so going to get in trouble for this. I could feel it.
Misti was the first of us to get inside the building. Like a ninja, she cracked the door open, looking left and right, and silently disappeared inside. Accalia did the same exact thing right after her. With her broken harm, Trixie would be the one staying at my side.
Twenty seconds later, the door reopened, and Misti poked her head out.
"Clear! Let's go! Accalia is distracting the security guard!"
Trixie pulled me inside, and we followed Misti. What did she mean by "Accalia is distracting the security guard?" Were they not pushing this a bit too far? Half-crouched, we hugged the wall as if we were about to escape a prison.
"Crouch!"
Trixie reacted quickly, but not me because the fear of getting caught petrified me. Since I was still standing, I realized that we were right in front of the security desk, and they wanted to crawl below the counter level so the security personnel wouldn't see us. But before I understood the plan, if there was even one, it was too late. I got a perfect view of what was going on inside that office and froze in place.
What I saw was not right at all. Accalia was sitting on the guy's desk, and he was freaking out about it.
"Miss! Please! Get off the desk. You can't be here! You must leave."
"Aww! Why? I was just curious about all those little TVs you have on your desk."
"Miss! We are not allowed to speak to you. Please, I could lose my job if my boss finds out you are here."
"Oh! What's this?"
"It's... it's just a stapler."
"What is it for?"
"... to... staple papers? Come on. Please! Miss! You have to go!"
"Oh! And what about this?"
"That? But... that's just a phone... No, please, don't press those buttons..."
It was crystal clear that Accalia was just buying us time. She capitalized on the fact that the security guards had been told not to interact with us to distract them. That way, we could make some progress without being intercepted or reported.
A small hand grabbed my wrist and yanked me sideways.
"Clara! What are you doing!? Follow us! Hurry!"
I crouched and followed Trixie and Misti. We needed to quickly get away from here before Accalia ran out of everyday office supplies to inquire about.
With my long ears bouncing around, we swiftly reached the elevator area where a couple of people stared at me, effortlessly seeing through my disguise. Fortunately, they didn't speak to us because it would have been very problematic. With a bit of luck, they would just go back to their busy schedule and think they had dreamed all this.
After what seemed like an eternity, the elevator doors opened for my friends and me to engulf ourselves inside it. Hurriedly, Misti swiped her card on the reader and drilled the P button with her little finger. I couldn't believe it. We pulled it off! We managed to return home without being intercepted.
But just as the doors were about to close fully and I regained my ability to breathe, a hand unexpectedly blocked the doors, making my rabbit heart stop.
"Heeeey! Don't leave me behind! That's mean! I don't even have my card on me."
"Hurry! Acca! We have to get out of here!"
Our small Asian friend squeezed in, and Misti resumed her frantic button pressing until, this time, the doors closed entirely.
"Feeeww! We made it! Haha."
"Yes! But I think we scared Clara... She is shaking."
"Awww... Pour rabbit. We will have to give her a massage or something."
Both Misti and Trixie sandwiched me in a warm hug, making my plastic raincoat crackle. Accalia, her, fixated the control panel to observe the numbers go up. Finally, after a second eternity, the letter P flashed, and the bell rang.
We were home.
We all walked out of the elevator and headed toward the two big wooden doors separating us from the pethouse. At this point, all risks were gone because nobody outside us had access to this special floor.
Trixie unlocked the door and pushed it open with her delicate shoulder, allowing us to all trot into our safe zone.
"AH! See! Easy peasy! We are great ninjas!"
"Haha! Yes! We are safe now!"
"Let me take your hat off, Clara. You look silly."
Accalia reached for my head and pulled off the little hat, liberating my bouncy white ears. Then, she took my raincoat off, exposing my brand new nurse outfit.
But our happiness was short-lived. A dissonant male voice startled us all.
"... and all of you, you sit down in the living room... now."
In shock, we all turned toward the kitchen, where the voice came from. A man was standing there, making himself a sandwich using our food.
Misti and Accalia were awfully quiet, probably as terrified as I was, but Trixie reacted in a non-distressed way.
"Aw! Crap! Come, guys. Let's go sit. It's okay. I'll deal with this."
"I wouldn't say it's okay, Trixie, and you know it."
"Blaaah!"
I was glad to be in costume right now because hiding was all I wanted to do. At first glance, Trixie knew this person quite well, or else she wouldn't have reacted the way she did.
Motivated by fear, we made our way to the living room couch. It was a three-seater, but the four of us fit on it quite easily because we were so small. I sat between Trixie and Misti, and Accalia was at the other end. What was going on? Who was he, and what was he doing in our apartment? And why was he eating our food? The bread he was using was the special bread I had dared to order from the fridge's screen, and I still felt guilty about it. Seeing a stranger touching it was not cool.
It took him a minute to calmly finish assembling his sandwich, and then he walked to the living room and sat on the sofa in front of us. He didn't seem to carry any specific emotions, and certainly, the view of a giant white rabbit didn't seem to bug him.
He took a bite in his snack and interrogated Trixie between two chews.
"So... Trixie. Who's paying for the penthouse?"
"... Not me!"
"Correct. So, what would happen if the person paying for the penthouse couldn't pay for it anymore?"
"... we wouldn't be able to stay here anymore."
"That's right. So, what would happen if the clients coming to this building to do serious business were to see rubber animals running around the place?"
"... It was just one... not many."
"Don't be a smartass, Trixie."
"Aaaah! They would think the company is not serious. Stop treating me like a child. I know where you are going with this."
"So, if you know, why did you guys break our agreement? How does it make sense?"
"... It was fun... I mean... yeah... we probably shouldn't have done it. Are you going to call Lucy now?"
"Should I? Maybe I should. It's not the first time you are involved in something like this."
"Bleeeh!"
Without background, it was tough for me to understand what was going on. I chewed hard on my mouthpiece, making my muzzle wriggle, and tried to follow the conversation. It seemed that part of the secret about the pethouse got exposed. The insurance company financed this luxury apartment, and perhaps this man was the owner. It also seemed that Trixie was aware of this and was also supposed to know about some non-interference rules, but she broke them anyway. And now we were all in trouble because he was one phone click away from calling Lucy.
But before he did that, he turned to Misti, Accalia, and me. I had no idea if my two friends knew as much as Trixie did or if they were as ignorant as I was.
"And you three? Weren't you told that the pets weren't allowed in the building?
Accalia nodded, Misit was about to cry, and I shrugged because that was the only thing I knew how to do when wearing a costume.
"Alright. I'm calling Lucy. She is the one who is going to have to deal with you."
As he said that, a lightbulb finally turned on inside my brain.
This man... I saw him before.
Yes. On Christmas day. All the pets were in front of the café, taking pictures with random people and selling cakes for charity. This man. Yes. It was him. He was the one from whom Lucy had demanded the ludicrous amount of ten thousand dollars for a simple picture with the whole crew... and he had actually paid that large sum without frowning. And shortly after he left, Trixie had explained something to me...
He was Lucy's HUSBAND!
Suddenly, I got all excited, proud of having completed this association all by myself, and I pulled on Trixie's arm while pointing at the man.
"What is it, Clara? What are you doing? We were having a conversation here."
I kept bouncing on my seat and pointing at the guy. I also tried to pretend to take a picture of him with my cushy paws, which was not easy to do.
"What!?... Oh! Oh, I get it now. Yes... That's him. Good job, Clara. You managed to say something as a pet."
I sat back in my seat and stared at the man with a sense of pride. So many questions needed answers, though. Why was he Lucy's husband? Why were they not living together? If this guy was wealthy, why was Lucy residing in a small apartment near the café? Why did she even run a café?
But there were more pressing matters because he plunged his hand into his pocket and pulled out his phone. We were definitely going to lose some privilege here. Were we going to get evicted? What would happen then? I just moved in here recently. What would happen if I were to lose my new home? Would I have to move out of the city to find a cheaper apartment? All of that made me very nervous. Misti was also distraught based on how hard she was holding on to my arm. The last time she got punished by Lucy was still fresh in her memory, and on top of that, she had a natural tendency to see the end of the world coming as fast as I did.
But one of us didn't seem terrified, and it was Trixie. She and her broken arm stood up and walked to the man. Before he could dial and without any hesitation, Trixie punched him really hard on the shoulder... which had no other effect than hurt her last good hand.
"Oww! You hurt my hand!"
"Hum... Do you realize that you are the one who just punched me?"
"Still, you can't do that. I'm already injured."
"Do what? Stay in front of you while you are attacking me? Give me a break."
What did Trixie do!? By now, my face was probably as white as the mask I was wearing. Why did she have to do something so senseless? We all knew our rabbit girl was impulsive and not always acting smart, but this was a whole new level of insanity. There was no doubt about it anymore. We were screwed and could kiss goodbye to our beloved pethouse and perhaps even our animal café. And the worse, no matter what it could be, was to come because Trixie was not even done yet.
"Don't call Lucy!"
"What else do you want me to do? You keep breaking the rules, and you are only listening to Lucy apparently, so I'll let her handle this."
"No! If you call her, it should be about something more important! Coward!"
Dying! This option seemed appealing. Please, heart. Stop beating! It was too much stress for me to endure, and Misti even started sobbing. Accalia hugged her knees and rocked back and forth, too, trying to get some self-reassurance.
Trixie had obviously struck a nerve because Lucy's husband stood up and stared at her from above, a stare that the rabbit girl returned with even more severity. This altercation wouldn't end well. He was six feet tall, and Trixie was only five foot two. But the height wasn't the only thing; that guy was fit too. Not bulky or anything, but if he decided to use his strength to kick us out of the apartment, he wouldn't have any issues controlling the four of us all at the same time. At least, the good news was that the conflict appeared to be only between the two of them. It was good to be somewhat irrelevant.
"And what is that supposed to mean, exactly?"
"You exactly know what it means!"
"Watch your mouth, Trixie... This is none of your business..."
"It sure is! Who do you think is keeping Lucy company every single day? Should it not be her husband fulfilling that role?"
"AH! Good one! Do you really think that I didn't try to make things better between the two of us?"
"You didn't try hard enough, apparently! When was the last time you called her for something other than business?"
"I'm not going to warn you again! Keep your nose out of our private life!"
"Why can't you just say it! You just don't care about her!"
Ouch! These last words from Trixie had the same effect as if she had thrown a heavy brick in his face. He turned his back to her and looked at the ceiling, exasperated. After a short moment, he abruptly turned back to Trixie and pointed a finger straight at her nose. For a moment, I thought he was going to punch her blonde head, which wouldn't have been entirely undeserved. But instead, he raised his voice and flat-out rejected her accusation.
"Don't you DARE to say that EVER again! I LOVE Lucy!"
His carefully selected words worked. Trixie, perhaps, understood that she went a bit too far this time around, and she didn't find a way to add another word. Instead, an expression of regrets formed on her face.
"Ah! Whatever! You guys, just stop walking around the building in costume, okay? It truly makes things difficult for me."
Without any goodbye, He grabbed his sandwich, walked to the door, and exited the apartment, leaving us in our traumatized state. Trixie did the same, but instead, she went upstairs and disappeared into one of the bedrooms. Her strange facial expression was hard to miss, as it was a mix of frustration and sadness.
Misti, Acca, and I just looked at each other in silence. What have we just witnessed? Being the most sensitive one, Misti finally cracked.
"Bwaaaah! We are going to get evicted! Baaah!"
"Nooo... Come here, Misti. Nobody is going to get evicted. It's just a little conflict between Trixie and this guy."
"Bwaah! I didn't know walking around in costume was so serious. We got scolded."
"I didn't know either. Alright. Trixie probably doesn't want to play anymore. Let's get Clara out of her costume. We can go take a shower together, and then we will have a chat with Trixie. She needs to tell us the full story because those little secrets seem to be chewing everybody from the inside. Do you want out of your costume, Clara?"
I nodded—more than ever. At least the costume had helped me to ride the storm a bit more gracefully.
***
The hot water running all over my body felt great. After I turned back into a human and the white rabbit costume had been neatly folded away, we all headed to the large bathroom and took our shower together. More and more, I was getting comfortable being naked around my sexy friends. And now that we were all soap-covered, it was ever more pleasant.
Of course, we didn't say anything because we were still experiencing the aftershock of Lucy's husband's impromptu visit and the major crisis that ensued. So, we needed a bit of innocent affection to lower our high anxiety level.
There was something about Accalia's tanned skin that just felt amazing. Was it because of her Asian genes? Was it even possible that it was softer than ours? All I knew was that I pictured her in my head as delicious wet caramel that I wanted to eat. While Misti washed her hair and whined about the shampoo in her eyes, Acca and I spent a bit of time rubbing each other. Small slippery boobs were just the best. She was in great shape, and her curves were just flawless; I could spend the whole day rubbing my hands around her tiny waist. All the pets were pretty much like that. It was probably due to their playful nature, running around the lounge all day and having their diet well-controlled by Lucy most of the time. Even Trixie, who was eating all the garbage food she could get her hands on, managed to maintain a pretty respectable silhouette.
In my case, since I stopped working in a place where I had to stand all day long, I could feel my body mass flagging. I would really have to be careful and keep being active. Was sex a valid workout? Because I was getting quite a bit of that since I moved to the pethouse.
Accalia grabbed my soapy butt and squeezed it with her fingers. It was a bit inappropriate considering what happened only a moment ago, but kissing her felt good. I think I was getting better at kissing. Our kisses were softer and more erotic... the way our tongues slowly rubbed on each other was more relaxed, more slippery, and wetter, all that without being messy. I loved kissing my friends more and more, and in this case, it was an excellent way to vent out our anxiety.
Misti eventually joined us, sandwiching me between her and Acca. I felt so lucky and had learned to accept what felt good. Before discovering the café, doing something like this with two cute girls was not something I had remotely considered, but I was delighted to have this now. It was important to me. The way the blonde girl was sucking on my earlobe while rubbing my belly from behind just drove me nuts.
That said, even if we wanted more of this, it was time to move on. We were all in agreement that we shouldn't leave Trixie alone for too long. It was okay to give her some space, but we had to check on her and do whatever we could to make her feel better.
We dried each other using the large soft towels, making sure not to use Vix's special one, and we exited the room wrapped in them like curvy sausages.
The bedroom door was still closed, which meant the bunny girl had not left it yet. When we walked in, in the middle of the bed was a little ball covered by the comforter. Trixie had curled under there to hide from the world.
After climbing on the squishy mattress, we all sat around her and began petting her through the thick blanket. She looked so much smaller than usual. Then, her small voice pierced her hiding spot.
"I'm sick of this!"
We looked at each other, and Misti, who was the best person to talk to Trixie, tried to dig deeper as she didn't know much more than I did.
"What is it, Trix? Sick of what?"
"These secrets!"
"What secrets?"
"Shane and Lucy messed-up relationship, the café, the pethouse... Why do we have to endure that?"
"Shane? Is that his name?"
"Yes, and I'm going to kick him in the face."
Perhaps it was not the best reaction ever, but we all chuckled when Trixie said that. Imagining the tiny girl jumping high up in the air to reach this tall guy's face with her foot was quite amusing.
"So, Trix. What's going on exactly?"



The little ball under the comforter took a deep breath in and let a long sigh out mixed with a groan. Clearly, something was bugging her.
"Vix and I know the whole story. We tried to stay out of it to respect Shane and Lucy's lack of desire to talk about this, but now I'm tired of it. They are acting like children, and it's Vix and me who have to pay the price. Not being able to talk about them while everybody else is wondering what is going on is draaaining! I know Vix is sick of it too. She told me more than once."
"But... What secret? What is going on between the two of them? If they are married, why are they not together or divorced?"
"Aaaaah! See! That is exactly it! I can't talk about it! It's their private life."
"Whatever, Trix. If it's hurting you or Vix, it's not worth carrying this secret on your shoulders alone. It's not fair."
"I knooow! But what do you want me to do?"
"Oh, I don't know."
None of us had any good ideas. On the one hand, Lucy had the right to keep her private life private, but on the other, if Trixie and Vix were victims of the situation because they happen to know something we don't, then I agreed with Misti; it was not okay.
Trixie-ball migrated from the center of the bed to the edge of the blanket. It was quite amusing to see her trying to find the exit, but it was not as funny when the little blonde head finally popped out. It looked like she had cried at some point and her eyes were a bit red.
But the good news was that her expression morphed into one of determination. It was Trixie, after all, a brave little woman.
"Aww. You guys are not naked. I would have loved it if you had been naked."
"..."
"Alright... Follow me. I have an idea."
"Follow you? Where?"
"We are going to play ninja again."
Whatever Trixie had in mind, it made me nervous. After having been discovered roaming around the building, I thought that we would have stayed inside the pethouse for a while longer, but she seemed to suggest otherwise. Breaking the rules after having broken the rules was probably not the best of ideas. One thing that worried me the most was that I probably could not say no to whatever plan she had crafted in her rabbit head. But she was my friend, and I would have to follow her.
***
"We are so going to get caught!"
"Shhh! Acca! Just stay in the shade."
"Trix! There is no shade here. It's an office hallway lit by ceiling neon lights. Why are you hugging the wall anyway? It doesn't make any difference."
"I'm a ninja!"
Accalia rolled her eyes at her friend's childish behavior while unable to comprehend what she was trying to achieve. Not only Trixie decided that we would all go on a risky excursion to the office floor, heading to an unknown destination, but on top of that, she forced Misti to wear the latex bunny costume, which was multiplying the risk level by a million. I was trailing at the back of the convoy next to Misti-bunny, holding her arm tightly not to lose her.
"Where are we going anyway? We are so not supposed to be wandering around on the office floors."
"Our access cards grant us access to the whole building, so technically we are allowed. But, anyway, it's late, and everybody went home already."
"True, but if everybody went home already, why are we here?"
"Aaaah! We are going to see Shane."
"Shane? But why? And he probably left the building already."
"Nah! I'm sure he is still here."
"How do you know that?"
"I just know, alright!"
"Sheesh... Relax. I'm just telling you that this is super weird."
"Ah! It's right there... Look!"
Right around the corner, a fancy reception desk with neat green plants separated us from two massive wooden doors, similar to the pethouse ones. A single one of these was probably worth more than my total net worth. Why were insurance companies making so much money? Shouldn't they return all that extra profit to their hard-working employees or something?
Fortunately, nobody was sitting at the reception desk, so we circled it and lined up in front of the massive doors.
"So? What now, Trix?"
"We break-in!"
"WHAT? What is this place anyway?"
"The CEO office. Mmmph!"
With all her might, Trixie turned the golden door handles and slowly pushed the doors open as if she was a superhero. Being this small had its disadvantages, but seeing her struggling was kind of entertaining. Interestingly enough, we had broken so many rules so far that this last-ditch effort didn't feel as dramatic as it should have been. Perhaps we could end up in jail for this, but somehow, even though Trixie was a nutcase, I trusted her very much.
When we entered the CEO's office, it was exactly like in a movie. The room was HUGE, and there was a big desk at the foot of a wall of windows.
"Is this... Shane's office?"
"Yup. Well, I think so. Where is he? Ah, over there, maybe."
Inside that giant office, there was also a big lounge room with big leather couches facing some oak shelving units full of books and a giant TV. So luxurious. Even the squishy carpet made me feel out of place.
We walked around the couches, and we finally found Shane, asleep on the couch, and in front of him on the coffee table, a half-emptied bottle of spirit. I wasn't an expert in interpersonal relationships, but to me, it looked like someone had medicated himself after an emotional altercation with a certain vocal bunny girl.
Trixie didn't care. She rushed to him and poked him randomly in the chest until he emerged from his slumber.
"Hey! Wake up! We need to talk!"
"Hmmm... Trixie? What the hell are you doing in my office? Oh my God! You took the rabbit out of the pethouse again!?"
"Come on! Sit up, Shane! We need to talk!"
"Aaaah! What do you want, now?"
"Just talk. Misti, sit on him!"
Misti jerked back, making her long ears bounce back and forth. She looked at Accalia and me, then back at Trixie. Was this why her friend had asked her to wear the bunny costume out of the blue? Was this the plan all along?
"Come on, Misti! That's your job! You are a café pet. Sit on his lap!"
"I don't want her to sit on me! Why would she do that anyway?"
Unfortunately for Shane, even though Misti was a bit shocked by this request, she was indeed a café pet, and sitting on people was something very natural to do. So she fast-walked to him and jumped on his lap, twisting mid-air so she could land her back against his chest. All he could do was open his arms, not to directly touch the rubber bunny that was trying to find the most comfortable position to sit.
"Aaaah! Get her off me! You know I'm not into this."
"No! You have to hug her."
"... Hug her... WHAT? Why? She is not my girlfriend."
"She is your comfort pet. Hug her. Then we'll talk."
"You are crazy, Trixie."
"Hug her!"
"No!"
"Hug her!"
"No!"
"Hug her!"
"Aaaah! Whatever... There. Happy?"
"Yes."
"What do you want from me, now?"
It was very impressive to me. Trixie was so bold and courageous. I would never have the necessary skills to break someone like she just did. When he finally wrapped his arms around Misti-bunny, it really made me feel funny. That was how the pets got to me at first. They made me touch them and hug them until I let go of my fears.
But now, I was very curious to see where this unsolicited visit would go. So Trixie emptied her bag.
"So, I'm sorry we walked in the building with a giant rabbit earlier. We shouldn't have done it."
"Ah, it's okay. Just don't do it again. You didn't come here just to apologize, right?"
"No. I want you to talk to Lucy."
"That again? I told you! I tried all I could. There is so much I can do. It is what it is."
"No no no. Let me explain. See my three friends here? They don't know anything about you and Lucy. Only Vix and I know the full story."
"Well, it's our private life. I don't see why we should put it on display for everyone to see. You and Vix have been around us for a long time, so that's why you know more, and we appreciate your discretion."
"Nah, you are missing the point, Shane. When you showed up at the penthouse earlier, you scared my friends. If you had worked on your relationship with Lucy, it wouldn't have happened."
Shane hugged Misti-bunny just a bit more. What Trixie told him was indeed not what he had expected to hear.
"I... I did?"
"Yes! But that's not all. You are hurting Vix and I. Probably even more Vix because she is sensitive."
"I'm not hurting her... What are you saying! I'd never do such a thing."
"Yes, you do. I mean, not just you, but Lucy too. Vix and I are sick of keeping all those secrets from our friends, and we have a lot of friends. If you two were to fix your heads, we wouldn't have to carry that weight. But now, we are done with it."
Shane was now crushing Misti in his arms. He was now glad to feel her comforting presence.
I remember on Christmas day when Shane walked away without taking his ten thousand dollars picture with him. Vix had grabbed it from my hands between her two cushy paws and brought it back to him. From afar, I saw him talking to Vix lengthily while rubbing her arms, as if she was his daughter or something. It was unlikely that it was the case because Vix was in her early twenties and Shane looked mid-thirties, but I was really wondering who she was to him.
Clearly, when Trixie confronted him about how difficult it was for Vix to keep silent about everything related to the pethouse, I could read guilt on Shane's visage. It was my conviction that he never had any intention to hurt them, and hearing that he might have inadvertently done this was not a feeling he enjoyed. Good thing Misti was there to comfort him with her little rubber body. He would have to be careful not to crack one of her ribs, though.
"So, I would like you to man up, and once and for all have a good discussion with Lucy. I'm done with this. You two have to act like adults."
"I... I tried..."
"I know... but this time, tell her what I just told you. Then she will listen. We are worth gold to her. It should help you get to her and open an adult discussion."
"..."
"Alright, guys. Let's go back to the pethouse. We are done here."
Trixie walked around the couch and headed toward the exit. Acca and I, as puzzled as before, followed her obediently. Tonight, she was our leader. But then, as we were about to go through the door, Trixie turned around.
"Oh... Can I have my rabbit back? I mean... Misti is not off work often at the same time as me and..."
"Yes yes... You can have her back... You don't need to give me details, please!"
"Cool! Come, Misti! Now I'm in the mood to have wild pet sex."
"AAaarr! Trixie! I said I didn't want to hear those details! Get out of my office now!"
As Shane shook his head, Trixie's proposition had cheered Misti up, and she danced her way back to us before throwing herself in Trixie's arms.
Despite this incomprehensible drama, I was under the impression that we wouldn't sleep a lot tonight.
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"WHAT WAS THAT!?"
"..."
"SERIOUSLY!? WHAT WAS THAT!?"
An infuriated Sophie screamed her lungs out at her two terrorized ponies who had never seen her this angry. With their backs against the wall, still fully geared up in their racing attire, Morning Star and Moonlight trembled so much the scolding directed at them was intense. With their hands fastened to the waist and their bit well secured between their teeth, there was nothing they could do or say to dodge the storm. They had to endure it.
"THAT WAS PATHETIC! PATHETIC!"
"..."
"ARE YOU PONIES OR TURTLES?"
Sophie was angry. Very angry. And that was not the worst. No, the worst was that she had valid reasons to be. The team has just completed its first exhibition race on a real 3000 meters track and finished last. But even that was not the problem. On top of losing the race, they have lost their reputation because they didn't even come close to being a threat to any of the other teams.
"I can't believe this! You didn't even come close to your worst training lap. You looked like amateurs out there! It was HUMILIATING!"
"..."
Coming from their trainer, this was not a fun thing to hear. And considering Morning Star was supposed to be the fastest ponygirl in the world made it even harder to digest. But, as if they had not heard enough already, this enraged version of Sophie still had more venom to spit at them.
"Do you know where I'm coming from? The Triple Crown discipline board! They convened Penny and me to an emergency meeting. They said that they believed that we had falsified our training results to get accepted on the circuit. So, they said that to preserve the organization's reputation, they had to eject us from the competition. Do you know how often this happened in the history of the Triple Crown? NEVER! SO, I HOPE YOU ARE PROUD OF YOURSELVES!"
Was that true? Were they now considered the worst team in the history of the Triple Crown? Was that it? Was their dream over, and Penny's stable would go bankrupt? Having a hard time believing what she had just heard, Morning Star made one step forward but was quickly pushed back against the wall.
"BACK OFF, Morning Star! If it hadn't been for Penny and her carefully chosen words, that would have been the end of it. You'd have made history in a terrible way. But, instead, they gave us ONE more race to prove we belong here, and if we can't at least follow the pack, we will be ejected with no appeal possible."
"..."
"Now, I'm going to remove your bridle. I don't want to hear apologies, and I don't want to hear excuses. I just want you to tell me what you think went wrong. Is that clear?"
Morning Star and Moonlight nodded. It sure felt like the wrong time to disobey. Sophie detached their wrist cuffs and unbuckled their bridles before tossing them on the ground, which was almost a crime for a trainer to do that. She then stepped back and crossed her arms.
"Go ahead, Star... I'm all ears."
"... We... we didn't... listen."
"Yeah... I kind of notice that. What else?"
"... I... I don't know..."
"You don't know? Do you want me to tell you?"
That was a rhetorical question.
"You kept looking at Moonlight because you were angry at her."
"I... wasn't angry... I..."
"Yes, you were! You even pushed her after the race."
"But... she ran all wrong... and..."
"STOP! She isn't YOU! You are the lead pony! Your job is to run as perfectly as you can to make her life easier!"
"I... I know... but..."
"No buts! I know what I saw! If you can't admit it yourself, we have a major problem."
Morning Star lowered her head and looked aside. She knew Sophie was right, but running with someone else was hard.
Her trainer wasn't done, though. She still had to get Moonlight's point of view.
"And you, Moon? What do you think went wrong?"
"Oooh... I don't know..."
"What do you mean, you don't know!? It didn't feel like you were on the track with us today, but you were!"
"Yeah... but..."
"So? You must have seen something?"
"..."
Something different appeared in Moonlight's face. Something Sophie had not seen since that time when Tiantang Zhi Ma had lent her to Penny's stable for a year. A face of reluctance and anger.
"Moonlight? I'm talking to you!"
"That's it... I'm done! Being a pony is stupid."
"WHAT?"
"I'm going home! I don't want to play anymore."
"Moonlight! Seriously? This is not a game! This is your future! This is OUR future! Don't you care about Penny's stable?"
"I DO! BUT YOU HAVE TO LET ME RUN!"
"..."
Moonlight, not caring anymore, started to undo her harness. She had done all she could to obey Sophie, but this last scolding was too much for her. Being a ponygirl wasn't something she had ever considered to do as a career, and all of this was based on a request from Tiantang Zhi Ma, not a personal desire.
"Heeey! You can't take your harness off!"
"Whatever, Sophie. I'm not your pony and never will be. I'm not like you guys. You showed me that I could trust you... I did... I tried everything you asked me to, but now it is you that don't trust me."
"What do you mean? I trust you, Moon. You are amazing!"
"Ah yeah? Moonlight, listen to me. Moonlight, don't sprint so soon. Moonlight, do this, do that. You spend all your time holding me back."
"I'm not holding your back! I'm managing your race. I've done this all my life and won my fair share of races. That's my job!"
"See, you are not even listening to what I say! What I can do doesn't matter because you won't allow it."
"... That's not true, Moon... I'm gradually turning you into a champion, but I do it the right way."
"I'M NOT A CHAMPION! I DON'T WANT TO BE ONE! I JUST WANT YOU TO LET ME RUN!"
The angry pony kicked her harness in the corner and stormed out of the stall, frustrated. It was her old life all over again. Since she was a kid, everybody had pushed her down. Her parents, her teachers, everybody! Trust was not something she was willing to give lightly anymore, and just when she had finally accepted to give it to Sophie, the same thing happened. Moonlight, you can't do this. Moonlight, you do it wrong. It was the same nightmare she had never managed to escape. Nobody trusted her, and she would be better off on her own.
Moonlight jogged all the way back to the race track in the middle of the now-empty stadium, jumped over the fence, and started running, even though the staff grooming the track yelled at her to stop.
Back in the stall, Sophie grumbled. There was nothing else to say. This day was a disaster, and their road to the Triple Crown had died at this very moment.
***
"Ooooh! That felt soooo good! I'm having a mental orgasm right now!"
Neigh!
As Brittany loaded up her two pink ponies in the trailer, she was jubilating. Not only they finished in third place during their first exhibition race, but Sophie the bitch and her two retarded ponies had humiliated themselves in front of the whole world. The latter was so much more satisfying. On top of that, the rumor saying that Penny's stable faced ejection was just icing on the cake.
"I'm so proud of you two. I'll let you play with Cassy to your heart content all week as a reward. I also spoke to Stardust, and she was beyond thrilled to hear about your good result. And you know what? More than ever, I think we can win the three main Triple Crown races. I learned tons today, and I will have the perfect strategy for next time. I think you two are stronger than anybody else who was on that track today."
Hemlock and Nightshade were still feeling fresh like roses even after this long tough race. This one had been more than three times longer than the Super Cup ones they used to win before the NRPA league suspended them. The two ponies tried to nose each other while Brittany secured the trailer chains to their harness.
"Oooh! It was such a good day. I haven't felt good like this since... forever!"
***
During the three hours trip back home, Sophie and Moonlight didn't say a single word to each other. It was over. Nothing else needed to be said. Morning Star was alone in her trailer because Moonlight had refused to travel like a pony. Instead, she just laid down on the rear seat of the pickup truck, and Sophie sat in front by herself.
The truck and trailer pulled in the driveway of the stable that was now doomed to go bankrupt. In a few weeks, this dream would be nothing more than a bad memory.
Sophie struggled. As much as she wanted to hate Moonlight for her harsh decision to abandon everything, a lot of truth had come out of her mouth. The young girl never had the profile of a ponygirl, but she had tried really hard. She had attempted to be part of this crazy racing world, but it hadn't worked in the end.
Finally, the reality had caught up to Moonlight, and she didn't have an ounce of obedience left in her heart. Winning or losing was just an irrelevant concept in her eyes, one reserved to people who had given in a system of fame.
The sad trainer parked the truck in front of the house and let her head fall back on the headrest. After turning the engine off, a heavy silence that was both calming and disappointing overwhelmed her. Sophie had run out of options. The fragile connection linking her to Moonlight had been severed, and the two girls had already started to drift away, physically and emotionally.
"So, I'm going to call Tiantang. She will come to pick you up. Okay?"
"Yeah."
"Do you want to pick up your stuff in the house?"
"I have nothing in the house. I will stay in the car until Tiantang shows up."
"It might take a while..."
"Yeah."
"Okay."
Sophie exited the car and closed the door behind her. For a moment, she stared at the orange sunset. It was curiously beautiful, clashing with her dramatic day. Nature never cared too much about what its inhabitants decided to do. It was only there to provide them with a scenery they could use to live their lives, whatever they decided to do.
A faint smile grew on the lips of the small trainer. It was indeed a beautiful evening.
The few steps separating her from the trailer was all she had to cross to find happiness again. When she opened the door, she saw her relaxed pony, waiting patiently to be freed, fully trusting her trainer to do the right thing at the most appropriate time.
Sophie climbed into the metallic trailer and unhooked the chains restraining her beloved ponygirl. Then, with a finger around one of the bridle's straps, she led Morning Star outside and walked a few steps away from the vehicle before stopping and hugging her friend.
"Can't win them all, uh? So it looks like it's just the two of us again, at least for a little while longer."
Morning Star nodded.
"Do you want to go for a little run while I'm putting the trailer away? Yes? Don't go too far, okay. Let me take that bridle off for you. I'll call you when the dinner is ready."
It was extremely rare that Sophie allowed Morning Star to run freely without her bridle and waist cuffs, but it seemed the right thing to do after what happened. Without a word, the elite pony started trotting toward the arid land where she would zig-zag between the rocks and kick some cacti with her pony boots. It would be a moment she would use to reconnect with herself and the land beneath her horseshoes.
As she exited the property limit, Morning Star stopped for an instant and looked at Ivory's words written on the palm of her hand.
"You are not alone."
And then, she playfully bolted toward a big rock that was about a hundred meters away. Perhaps she would run around it a few times while enjoying her freedom.
Everything would be okay because she wasn't alone. That was what Ivory had promised her, so it must have been the truth. Therefore, there was nothing to worry about.
***
About two hours later, a red car parked next to Sophie's truck. A well-tanned hand knocked in the window of the latest. It was already nighttime when Moonlight exited from her hiding spot for the first time since she arrived at the stable.
In front of her was Xiuying, alone, who had come to take her away from this place.
"How are you, Moonlight?"
"That's not my name anymore."
"I see. Do you want to say goodbye to Morning Star and Sophie before we leave?"
"No. There is nothing else to say. I am nothing to them."
"I see. Follow me, then. Tiantang is waiting for you at home."
"She won't convince me, Xiu."
"I'm sorry?"
"She won't change my mind. I won't race again. I'm not a ponygirl."
"I see. Well, that's good. Because she has no intention to make you change your mind."
"She doesn't?"
"No. This is your choice and yours alone. She just needs your help with something before you leave us. If that's okay."
"Is it pony-related? Because I'm done with that."
"No, no. I promise it's nothing like that. Alright, let's go. I will let her ask you herself."
"Okay."
It felt good to be around Xiu again. Even if Moonlight had abandoned her equine side, Xiuying and Tiantang had always treated her fairly. They had given her an opportunity of a lifetime but never forced her to do something she didn't want to. The way Xiu had graciously accepted her choice was another display of how understanding she was. It felt good.
They climbed in the car, made a noisy u-turn in the gravel driveway, and slowly headed back to the road, which was another desired step toward her ponyless life.
***
"CASSY! WE WON! Well... almost. We finished THIRD!"
"Ooooh! Is that true? That's amazing, Nightshade!"
"Yes! And Brittany said we could play with you as much as we want all week!"
"... That's... a... generous offer... I guess."
Playing cards with Stardust on the kitchen table, Cassy stayed home with her boss as it was not worth going to a meaningless race. It would just have been distracting if a legend had been sitting in the stands. All the cameras would have been on her. Also, Hemlock would have been way too anxious and would have tried to impress her childhood idol.
But now that the ponies and Brittany were back, they quickly understood that everything went very well, better than expected, and it was not the right time to damper the mood by doing anything that could have been perceived negatively.
That said, Cassy was still not sure to know how to react when Brittany used her as pony food at her convenience. It also didn't help that Stardust didn't interject the slightest when this offer happened. It was hard to tell if she let it happen because it was funny or because it helped her new ponies perform better. The only thing Cassy knew was that it was better not to argue with her not-so-unpleasant faith.
At least Cassy was a former racer and had kept herself in relatively good shape, which allowed her to survive this ordeal. She would have never imagined the extent of Hemlock and Nightshade's libido and sexual endurance. It was ridiculous and unusual. When they were not racing, they were having sex, and since they had started to include Cassy into their games, they were even more motivated to have fun.
It was all good, though. That day when Brittany hung her to a tree branch for hours and then unleashed her ponies on her, Cassy understood something; she was happy. Even though it had been an energy-draining adventure, the ponies had not gone any softer on her afterward. Instead, they had used her limp and exhausted carcass the same way they would have done with a fresh one. Even after several licking-induced orgasms while she was their prisoner, they had untied her to take advantage of her exhausted body and had even forced her to return the favor. Following that, they gave her some water and dragged her back into the house for more intense lesbian sex, where her main role was to endure.
Hemlock and Nightshade liked to play with Cassy a lot, and that was the end of it.
Tonight, once more, Brittany offered her to the ponies as a reward for their excellent performance... and it was okay.
Cassy couldn't deny it...
Since the ponies had adopted her, since the first time Nightshade sat on her in the stall to prevent her from moving, she had fun. She didn't mind being pushed way beyond her physical limits until she reached her breaking point. It was enjoyable for an ex-competitor like her. In the past, nobody had been this demanding, and perhaps they should have.
As an ex-ponygirl who had never won anything, only now she began to understand that if she had had a good trainer, maybe she would have performed better on the track. Her former trainer had been way too friendly and too empathic, leading to an average career without exciting results.
Hemlock and Nightshade were the first ones to push her beyond what she thought she was capable of. It was not a race, it was sex, but still... The feeling of having given every ounce of energy during a physical activity had been exhilarating. The feeling of not being able to move a toe anymore but still being pushed regardless had shown her that there were, in fact, no limits to what she could accomplish. Being done was no longer an option.
Cassy wanted more of this feeling without making it known publicly, which was why she acted so willing around the ponies. That way, they would drag her to the bedroom, and she would feel alive again; they would find a way to make her perform better.
Nightshade grabbed her reward's wrist and pulled off the chair as if she had been given a material gift. Cassy was her favorite toy, and she had been granted the right to play with it.
"Hemlock! I have Cassy! Where are we going to fuck her?"
"Oh, let's go to our stall on the haystack. That way, we won't disturb Stardust and Brittany. Cassy can be noisy."
"Right. Maybe we should gag her?"
"No, I want her to lick us."
"Oh, right... Let's go then. Come, Cassy."
Before they even exited the door, Nightshade was already pinching Cassy's nipple through her shirt, making her squirm. It was going to be another long night.
***
"Where are we going, Tiang? It's very dark now."
"It's called nighttime, Moonlight."
"It's not my name anymore! And I know that. I'm just wondering what you needed my help with. Why are we walking in the middle of the desert when it's night? It's getting cold."
"One more reason to keep walking."
"We've been walking for over an hour. Do you even know where you are going?"
"Don't you worry about that."
Moonlight definitely had regrets. As soon as Xiu had parked the car in the driveway, Tiantang Zhi Ma asked her to follow because she needed her help with "something." There was no reason to refuse, but now, after more than an hour walking aimlessly in the desert, it became a source of worry. Tiang's refusal to give her any detail about their destination more and more looked like she had fallen into a trap.
She was near the point where she would turn back and abandon Tiang to herself. If Tiantang wanted to take a stroll in the desert at night, it was her business. That said, there was a little problem that lingered on her mind for the past few minutes. If she were to return to the stable, she wasn't sure she would be able to. It was nighttime, and she couldn't see any light in the distance anymore. Tiantang's stable was located in the middle of nowhere, so there wasn't even any village aura glowing on the horizon. Simply put, Moonlight was lost with no points of reference.
"Tiantang! It's not funny anymore! Let's go back!"
"You can if you want. You are the one following me. I'm not holding you on a leash."
"But... I don't know where to go. I'll get lost."
"Aren't you already lost? You would not be in a worse situation than now. Right?"
"..."
"If you are following me, it's because you are in need of guidance, no?"
"Is that a punishment for having left Penny's stable?"
"That's not the word I would use, no."



"Ah! So it has something to do with it! Look, I won't change my mind! I'm not going back there."
"I'm not asking you to."
"..."
"Come on. Follow me and save your breath. We are far from our destination."
***
Hours passed. It must have been close to midnight when Tiantang finally stopped and began climbing on a huge rock for no apparent reason, which puzzled Moonlight even more. Not only did she feel like a hostage due to her dependence on Tiang to go back home, but on top of that, not knowing the reason for this strange destinationless trip tortured her.
"Can we go back, now? And why are you climbing on that rock? Are you going to meditate or something?"
"Nope. I'm going to sleep. It's late, and I'm tired."
"..."
"You should do the same, Moonlight. If you sleep on the sand, you might get bit by a tarantula or a snake, so you shouldn't. You'll be safer on top of the rock."
Being born in this arid region, Moonlight knew that what Tiang was saying about the spiders and snakes was right, but sleeping on a rock was something she had never done before, and it didn't seem like a good idea from a comfort perspective.
"No! Let's go back home! I don't want to sleep on a rock. Why are you doing this?"
"Sleeping on a rock? I told you. I don't want to be bit by a spider."
"Not that! Why did you drag me in the middle of the desert? I have no idea where I am, and you know I can't go back home by myself. I need you to lead me back."
"No, you don't."
"... Yes... I do. I'm lost. I can't go back without you."
"Wrong. I'm lost too."
"... What!? You... You are lost too?"
"I sure am. We've been walking in the desert at night for hours. Did you really think I could remember my way back? I'm not an explorer."
"... But... How are we supposed to go back then?"
"I don't know. We will have to figure it out, or else it's not going to end well for us."
"But... we have no food... no water... Tomorrow is going to be super hot... We have to return home now."
"I'm sleeping here, Moonlight. You can do whatever you want. But just don't stand still on the ground. You are going to get bit."
The young ponygirl immediately climbed on the rock, suddenly fearful of what could be crawling around her. Tiang was trying to find a comfortable position on the hard stone that would be her bed for tonight.
"You are lying! You know where we are! You are just pulling my leg to punish me for having left Penny's stable."
"Instead of spitting insanities, just sit down here next to me. Can't you appreciate what you have?"
"Appreciate what I have? What are you talking about?"
"Sit down, Moonlight."
"I'm not Moonlight."
"I don't care about your name. Sit down."
Frustrated and feeling trapped, Moonlight dropped her butt next to Tiang, who was already stargazing. There was almost no moon tonight, and the clear sky allowed the stars to shine brighter than usual.
"Look at the sky. Isn't it beautiful?"
"I've seen stars before, Tiang. Thank you. Nothing special there."
"Do you see that very bright one over there?"
"... The orange one?"
"Yes. That's Betelgeuse, part of the Orion constellation. I was born there."
"... You were born there!?... What are you smoking?"
"Nothing. You were born there too, Moonlight."
"..."
"See... Everything we have here, even you and I, is made of stardust. Did you know that when a star dies and explodes, it sends an unquantifiable amount of particles across the universe? This dust then turns into new stars and planets. This cycle has existed since the beginning of time. Everything surrounding us is there because of dying stars, and that includes you and me."
"I... I didn't know that."
"So, everything you see, here on Earth and as far as you can see in the sky, it's all the same thing. We came from everywhere. Do you understand?"
"... Yeah... I mean, we live in a big universe."
"No, Moonlight. No. We ARE the universe."
"..."
"Try to appreciate what you've been given. Everything you can see and touch is part of who you are, and you must make the best of it. Let's sleep now. I'm tired, and tomorrow will be a long day."
This little conversation, seemingly out of place, had somehow soothed Moonlight. She had indeed looked at the sky often, but never from that angle. Why did Tiantang tell her this? Was it because she thought she had been ungrateful toward the opportunity that she had been given? Was this the underlying message? Was being part of such a gigantic universe meant that she shouldn't have wasted a possible second chance at winning something with Morning Star and Sophie?
Yet, Tiantang didn't use a reprimanding tone when she shared her vision of the universe. She had merely stated a fact. Something that, perhaps, she needed Moonlight to know. Some guidance for a young girl who didn't know who she was anymore.
Moonlight laid down on the hard rock, trying to find a spot that wasn't too uncomfortable. She wouldn't sleep just yet. She had to observe the night sky for a bit longer. She had to contemplate who she was for the first time.
***
"You are so cute, Cassy."
"Haha... Thanks... but I really want to sleep now. I'm not used to coming this often."
"Nooo, Cassy! Play with us some more."
"Maybe tomorrow, Nightshade. Okay?"
"Awww!"
All evening, Hemlock and Nightshade did kinky things with Cassy, pushing the poor woman beyond her limits, but at some point, they had to consider sleeping because tomorrow was a training day.
Sleep with Cassy between them was something the two ponies grew accustomed to. They didn't want her to go away, and on top of that, they thought pressing their big boobs on hers was pretty hot. Until now, they had never considered playing with a third girl, but their new companion was just so attractive and fun. Cassy's big brown eyes must have had something to do with it.
Hemlock played in Cassy's hair gently and gazed into her eyes.
"Stop looking at me like that. It's embarrassing."
"No. Nightshade is right. You are super pretty."
"Aaww!"
"Why aren't you a pony anymore? I mean, you are still young enough to run."
"I am, but I was not good enough. I never won anything."
"But, you can still be a pony, right? Just for fun."
"Haha... Just for fun? I'm not too sure about that. It would be kind of pointless for a stable to keep a ponygirl who doesn't run."
"You are a helper, no?"
"Yes. What about it?"
"You could help Brittany as a pony. She makes us do all kinds of boring jobs like grooming the track. She told us more than once that she wished she had a third pony to do all that because we were doing it wrong."
"Mmm... I'm good at grooming the track. I did it often. I found that kind of work calming."
"See! See! I'll tell Brittany that you want to be a pony again. She is going to say yes!"
"I'm so sure about that, Hemlock. Mmpph!"
For no reason other than not wanting to argue, Hemlock pressed her lips on Cassy's for another deep kiss.
"Aaaah! Enough with the kissing! We need to sleep!"
"Okay, but you are going to be a pony again!"
"Sure! Sure! Whatever you say!"
***
"Hey! Wake up, sleepyhead."
"Hmmm..."
It wasn't even sunrise when Tiantang Zhi Ma woke up Moonlight. The faint glow of the sunrise began illuminating the horizon, and the last few stars were slowly fading away. It was definitely chilly in the desert in the morning as the rocky sand had already released all its accumulated heat overnight, getting ready to absorb more.
Moonlight slowly twisted back up on her legs. It took her a moment to remember why she was here and how much trouble she was in. There was nothing familiar around her that would have allowed her to situate herself. As far as she was concerned, she was lost.
"Tiang... Can we go home now?"
"Sure. Lead the way."
"..."
"I told you. I have no idea where we are. We walked randomly for 5 hours last night."
"... being lost in the desert... is dangerous."
"Yes. Very. And I think it's going to be a hot day too. We have no food or water."
"... But... Why did you do this to me? Is it really just because I left Penny's stable."
"Oh, it has nothing to do with that. At least, not directly."
"... So, why then? What did I do?"
"Nothing. You did nothing wrong. I just like you."
"You... like me? So you want me to die under the hot sun?"
"Certainly not. And I don't want to die either. I just wanted to give you a great opportunity to learn something important before you leave us."
"An... opportunity? An opportunity for what?"
"To learn that you can do whatever you want."
"But... I know that already. I can run, I can get a job, I can do all kinds of things."
"No, you don't, Moonlight. You know how to try things, but you don't know what you can do yet. Not even close. You don't know you can win because you never won anything."
"That's not true. I won my first race."
"No, you didn't. Sophie won it for you. You just did what she told you to. Plus, how is it winning when you knew you could outrun everybody else on the track?"
"... That's... mean!"
"Whatever, Moon. Now, start walking. The sun is rising, and soon, the heat is going to become unbearable."
"Do you seriously want me to lead the way back home? I can't do that. I have no clue where to go. I'm lost."
"Exactly. You are lost. Now save your saliva and get moving."
"..."
Moonlight has not grown in this area. At home, she certainly would have recognized some sort of landmark to get an idea of her location, a hill, a rock formation, a distant mountain... But out here, there was nothing like that. It was not her land, and nothing helped. With Tiantang pressuring her to lead the way, it made things even more difficult. If she were to pick the wrong direction, she would drag her mentor to inevitable death. They wouldn't be able to last long in this environment without water. It was so unfair. What was Tiantang trying to teach her? A lesson? Or was this simply a punishment for having failed to win the Triple Crown?
"Ow! Did... did you just throw a rock at me?"
"Yes... It was a small one. I'm trying to motivate you... Move!"
"Hey! Stop throwing rocks at me... It's not cool!"
"Then start walking!"
"Alright! Alright! So mean!"
The two women finally made their first steps in an unconvincing direction. It was a choice based on nothing tangible, but in this case, there weren't any good options other than getting their legs in motion.
***
"You are such a pain, Cassy."
"It was not my idea, Brittany! It's Hemlock and Nightshade who..."
"Whatever! As if I needed another pony on top of those two crazy troublemakers."
The small pickup truck wobbled along the road leading to town. Onboard was Brittany, grumbling incessantly, and Cassy, who chilled on the passenger seat with her arm out of the window to enjoy the fresh air before it became unbreathable.
"I'm sure I can help around the stable. It's not an entirely bad idea, you know. I miss being a pony a lot."
"You can count on that. I'll put you to work, so you stay out of my hair. I'm doing this to keep Hemlock and Nightshade happy. Not because I need help."
"Oh, you need my help, Brittany. You just don't know it yet."
"Shut up! I don't need anybody's help. I can take care of the stable by myself."
Indeed, this morning, right before the sunrise, Hemlock and Nightshade had raced back to the house, ran up the stairs, burst into Brittany's room, and jumped on her bed. This partly was why she was in a foul mood today. Her two ponies had asked her to make Cassy a pony again, which she flat out refused. Letting her ponies play with the helper had no impact on her life, but taking care of a third ponygirl definitely would.
But they insisted. Again... and again... and again... and again... until she lost patience and agreed to do it just so her two ponies would get off her bed. It was an unfair tactic. The sanctity of her bedroom had been violated.
"And why don't you have pony gears already, Cassy? You were a racer, no? So where is all your old equipment?"
"I sold it. I didn't think I would play pony again one day. I was just happy helping Stardust with her various endeavors."
"Not smart... Now we have to buy you new stuff. I had nothing your size at the stable."
"Yay! We are going to Pony Exchange!"
"AH! In your dreams! We are only going to secondhand shops. I'll find you the most used tack I can find. Tarnished leather, rusty rivets, frayed straps..."
"Awww! That's not cool."
"Well, if you bring no money in, I won't spend big bucks on you. You are not worth it."
"Brittany, I understand why you have no friends."
"That's it! You get out of the car and walk!"
"Stardust wouldn't be happy about that. Haha!"
Cassy oscillated between her weak position and Stardust's strong influence. Brittany wasn't wrong when she said that it wasn't worth paying the high price for brand new gears, but at the same time, she couldn't go too extreme because Cassy was Stardust's protégé. Abandoning her in the middle of the road wouldn't be an intelligent thing to do.
Slowly but surely, the small truck made its way to the nearest town. As promised, Brittany refused to stop anywhere close to Pony Exchange and instead went directly to a disreputable neighborhood where the buildings were poorly maintained and the people had suspicious attitudes.
"Mmm... Brittany... I don't think they sell pony gears around here. Or if they do, it must be stolen stuff."
"That's why we are here. We are looking for good deals and people we can haggle with. They will be more preoccupied with getting rid of the merchandise rather than getting a good price for it."
"That's a way to look at it."
After parking in front of an abandoned barbershop with broken windows, the two girls jumped out of the car.
"I think I just stepped on a rat... It was squishy and made a noise. Like, Eek! Eek!"
"Stop whining. Over there, Cassy... There is some sort of used clothing store..."
"It looks like a pawn shop to me."
"It's probably not far from the truth."
The whole wooden building looked run down. Fortunately, there was not much rain in this region because that thing would have been entirely rotten by now. Even the name of the store was unreadable because the red paint had faded under the relentless sun.
Brittany and Cassy crossed the street, avoiding potholes, and reached the store's door. When they pushed it open, it gave the impression that it would snap in half so much the frame was dry. The little brass bell worked fine, though, and its jingle attracted the attention of a very suspicious-looking man wearing a formal outfit that clashed with the general ambiance.
Most of the clothes were carelessly piled up on various tables of unequal shape and size. The best-looking clothes seemed to, at least, be hung on racks, and the walls were decorated with all kinds of rusty signs and antic junk.
"Customers! Yeees! Welcome to our modest shop. Pretty ladies like you are certainly looking for nice robes? Or perhaps a wedding dress, yes?"
"Gross! No! And keep your distance."
"Aaah! Yes! Not from around here, we see... we see. Let me introduce ourselves, yes? We are Archibald DeGrasse! At your service."
The creepy man was getting too close for Brittany's comfort. Yet, she was still doing the talking.
"Why do you say "we" when you are alone here?"
"Aaaah! Yeees! The life of a merchant can be a lonely one, Miss pretty girl. Yes. Do not mind our little habits. What we care about is to offer you the best service possible. So tell me, young ladies... What are you looking for exactly? Something special, yesss?"
"Kind of... We need pony gears... Something... affordable... if you get my drift..."
"Aaaah! Ponygirls... yes... we see, we see... Of course, it is for the taller pretty lady, yes? Please, please! We have what you need. Will you follow us, yeees?"
As the strange man headed toward the back of the store, Brittany and Cassy looked at each other. The former pretended to puke by inserting two fingers inside her throat, and the latter just smiled as she found this caricature of a man quite entertaining even though she probably wouldn't like him to touch her.
They followed him to another room separated by a dusty curtain. On the way, Cassy snatched a brown cowboy hat and placed it on her head as if there was nothing to it.
"Haaa! Cassy! You are going to get fleas in your hair."
"Nice! So you can wash my hair back at home!"
"In your dream! I'll shave it instead!"
"Hey, I'll be your pony. So you have to take good care of me."
"Yes, I'll give you a monthly bath in the cold river."
"There are no rivers near the stable."
"Exactly!"
The back room was not what the two girls had expected. It was actually dedicated to ponygirl outfits. What was supposed to be a festival of useless junk and broken gears turned into something quite exceptional. The place was LOADED with harnesses, boots, bridles, reins, and pony outfits of all kinds.
Yes, everything was extremely dusty, piled up carelessly, and the spiders had a blast decorating the place. But for pony lovers, this could be an amazing goldmine. This place was dark; there was one small window, but the light had trouble piercing the floating dust.
Brittany's jaw dropped to the floor.
"Woah... We probably will get lung cancer, but... This is amaaazing!"
"Yeees! Amazing it is! The little lady is a connoisseur. We see. Is it fair to assume that you won't need assistance past this point, yeees?"
"... Yes... We are going to be okay. That is perfect."
"Perfect! Perfect! Please! Take your time. You may let Archibald DeGrasse know if you need anything, yees?"
"... sure!"
Not soon enough, the weird store owner walked out of the room and carefully closed the curtains behind him, darkening the pony room even more. It only took one second for Brittany to forget about how dirty this place was and start digging in the various piles of tangled leather on the table in front of her.
"This is nuts!"
"Who is going to get fleas, now? It's Brittany!"
"Shut up, stupid pony, and help me find what we need!"
***
"WHY DON'T YOU HELP ME, TIANG?"
"What do you want me to do, Moonlight?"
"Look, it's noon already. We are roasting. We don't have any water or food. This dead tree we found is not really useful at providing shade either. If we don't find help soon, we will die."
"It is very hot, yes."
"Okay! I'm sorry! Happy now? Is that what you want to hear before telling me the truth and leading me back home?"
"Sorry for what? And I told you many times. I have no idea where we are."
"Sorry for having left Penny's stable!"
"Oh, I don't care about that. I told you that too."
"Why did you do this to me then?"
"Are you even listening when I talk? It's because I care about you. But, look, since it's bugging you that much, why did you leave Penny's stable? Because you lost the race in a humiliating way?"
"Yes!... No!... I don't know! Sophie went all ballistic on me, and I don't have to take that crap! I'm not a ponygirl! I was just trying to help!"
Moonlight kicked the arid dirt, frustrated and dehydrated.
"If you can help, why didn't you? I mean... You lost badly. Is it because you didn't try?"
"Of course not! I tried! But Morning Star was running all wrong and..."
"Hahahaha! Good one! Morning Star running all wrong? The fastest ponygirl in the world, multiple Super Cup champion, running all wrong? It's hilarious that you even try to put the blame on her."
"..."
"Why don't you just admit it, Moonlight... You CAN'T help them."
"That's not true! I'm very fast and super strong! I'm probably as fast as Morning Star!"
"Yeah, but you left because you thought you couldn't help them. Right?"



"... Whatever! Let's go... Let's try this direction before we roast to death!"
Moonlight's legs were getting heavy, and it was not a small thing considering her usual strength and endurance. But Tiantang Zhi Ma, even if not complaining nearly as much, seemed to struggle as well, which added credibility to her claim of being lost. Nevertheless, she followed Moonlight without judgment despite their dire situation.
The charismatic Asian ponygirl would not help her. Moonlight was lost and needed to find her way. In the name of love, Tiantang placed her life in the hands of the young girl.
***
"I can't wear that!"
"It's perfect! We are buying it!"
"Brittanyyy! Come on!"
From a pile of dusty pony outfits, Brittany found a forest green latex suit. It was of great quality and fitted Cassy perfectly. The downside was that there were no breast cups. Cassy's boobs were fully exposed, something she only had realized after she put the suit on. Wearing an old suit wasn't an issue, but having her chest exposed this way was a bit odd.
"Hemlock and Nightshade will love it. Alright, I also found this old harness. It's bulky, but since you aren't racing, it will do just fine. What do you think about the boots?"
Cassy clip-clopped around the room, testing the worn-out pony boots that Brittany had laced on her feet. The fit was good, but it was as if a thousand feet had visited them before. It wouldn't be something she could be running in unless she wanted to explode one of her ankles; there was no support anymore.
"They are comfy, but they are crap."
"No, they are not. You know nothing! We will work on them later. Let's find you a bridle and a bit, now. What about this one?"
"It's fine. But the bit looks too big. I don't like the big ones. It hurts my jaw."
"We can find a smaller flexible one. Let me check in that pile over there."
The small driver began untangling a bunch of leather straps and metal rings. Some of the bridles were probably sitting on the table for decades. There was no significant market for used ponygirl gears these days as all the brand new stuff was relatively affordable. Usually, stores like this were reserved for broke people, or at the very least, women who weren't sure if they really wanted to be a pony.
But as Brittany was tugging and pulling on the leather mess, Cassy dragged her attention elsewhere.
"Hey, Britt... look at this here."
"What? Where?"
"In the display case here... look. I didn't see it because of all the junk covering it."
Cassy pushed a bunch of harnesses off a small desk and wiped an inch of dust off the glass lid with her hand.
"Ooooooh! Woooow!"
"What is it, Cassy?"
"I don't know... But you better take a look yourself."
Curious, Brittany walked up to the display case and looked through the dirty glass to see what was inside.
"... Are you fucking kidding me!?"
"... Britt? What is it?"
"Something... impossible."
"Uh?"
"Cassy. Grab your stuff... we are leaving."
"Why? I still need a bit."
"We have old ones at the stable. Just change back to your street clothes and grab your stuff."
Not feeling like arguing, Cassy headed to the far corner and began to take off her secondhand pony gears. Meanwhile, using her fingers, Brittany tried to lift the glass lid to access the mysterious object, but it just rattled; it was locked.
Almost immediately, a creepy voice startled her.
"Aaaaah! Yeees! Little miss is indeed a connoisseur. Unfortunately, this piece is not for sale, nooo. It is way too precious."
"... I must have it! State your price."
"Yes, indeed. You must have it... but... the question is whyyy?"
"Because I know exactly what it is. And I also know you shouldn't have it! Maybe I should call the cops?"
"We see! You know the story! Yeees! But the story is sometimes treacherous, little miss. In your possession, such an object could change your life in a way that you would not expect. Yeees."
"... You make no sense! Creep!"
Brittany hadn't managed to take her eyes off the display case, even when the creepy man stood behind her and began rubbing her shoulders in a way that would have made a lover shiver. Something abnormal was going on.
"... Just... just tell me how much you want for it?"
"Aaah! Money! Nooo! Money won't do... What we want is way more valuable... Yes... Something way more precious."
"What is it? Tell me!"
"History! We want history!"
"History?"
"Yeees! See... this object belongs to someone very important... a woman! She must receive this object. Yes."
"What woman? I don't know what you are talking about. Its previous owner is dead. What you say makes no sense!"
"Oooh... no no no! You are wrong... you knooow... You knooow who it belongs to... You fear her... You have feared her since the first time you saw her."
"I... I don't fear anyone!"
"Liiies... Now we know that you know. We can see it in your eyes. Yeees..."
Brittany stepped back, in shock, and had a hard time processing what the man just told her. It couldn't be! It just couldn't be!
"No!... It... It can't be her!"
"Aaaah! Little miss... Now that you understand. This object is now yours. Will you do what you must? Yeees?"
"... yes... I will..."
Using an old rusty key that he retrieved from his pocket, he unlocked the glass lid and lifted it, making the seized hinges scream. The object, in pristine condition, rested on a layer of red satin.
Unsure if she would have preferred not to discover it, Brittany stayed still while the man placed it in a small wooden box.
***
It was not fun anymore. Side by side, Moonlight and Tiantang dragged their feet with much difficulty between the sharp rocks and bushes that the extreme heat of the desert had burned. All day, they walked, hoping to find a sign of life. A village? A farm? A camp? Anything that could have helped them figure out where they were. Perhaps, seeing some people who could have helped them. Every bit of their exposed skin hurt, burned, almost bubbling at this point.
"Tiang... I'm... I'm scared..."
"Scared?... Why?"
"We... we won't make it out of this desert alive..."
"S... sure we will... I... I trust you..."
Moonlight slowly turned around to look at an exhausted Tiantang. The Asian woman was definitely struggling to breathe in that heat, yet, she didn't seem overly worried. She still put all her trust into the young ponygirl, who still couldn't understand why this was happening.
"TIANG! Stop saying that! I can't save us! I have no idea where we are. I'm completely exhausted, and there is still no sign of life around. We are done for."
"That's... that's too bad... I... I really thought you could do this."
"Aaaah! You are infuriating! Let's go! We are not dead yet."
All that resolve in her voice didn't translate to her body language. Having trouble supporting her own weight, Moonlight resumed her aimless course painfully, followed by Tiantang, who was ten feet behind. Still, her heart burned with anger for having been put in this situation. Death was too great of a punishment for having left Penny's stable.
Panting heavily, Tiangang still appeared to have a desire for socialization. And here, where nobody would interrupt her, seemed like a good place for this activity.
"You know... Moon. You are... good."
"Shut up, Tiang. Save your breath."
"No no... Haha. I'm telling you... You are very good."
"Sure! Whatever! So good that you are trying to kill me."
"Nah... I told you. I like you a lot... I'm actually trying... to keep you alive."
"Nonsense! You don't keep people alive by dragging them in the middle of the desert without water!"
"Oh, yes. I do... I'm pretty sure I'm right... about you, Moon."
"What now? Right about what?"
"You are the best... by far... the best runner. I knew that since... the first day I met you."
"Yeah. That must be why I got humiliated during my last race."
"Sophie trained you well... but... she can't do everything for you."
"Oh, Tiang! Enlighten me! You too, tell me why it was all my fault! I'm all ears."
"You didn't think you could win. I told you that!"
"Yes, and it still makes no sense."
"You... you are scared, Moon. Because you don't believe... something good can happen to you. You want good things... but you don't believe you can get them."
Moonlight turned around again, very annoyed.
"AND WHAT DO YOU WANT ME TO DO!? Magically win everything!?"
Tiang smiled and shuffled her way to the angry pony, ignoring the risk of getting a smack in the head, and placed her hand on her chest.
"Yes."
"..."
"Nobody or nothing can stop you, Moon. You are not like us. You CAN win everything. Even this little excursion of ours."
"NO! I CAN'T!"
Slapping Tiang's hand was not nice, but she didn't want to hear any more of this nonsense. Tired of arguing pointlessly, she resumed her walking. How could this woman put so much faith into her about something she couldn't accomplish.
"Ah... Then we'll die here... That's slightly... unfortunate."
"Exactly!"
"... but I still don't think I'm wrong about you, Moon... haha. You'll save us."
Moonlight rolled her eyes at that last comment and kept going. Perhaps putting some distance between her and her follower would make the useless chit-chat end. But as she quickened her pace, a loud thud came from behind her. She turned around, just to find Tiantang Zhi Ma lying flat on her face.
"... Tiang?"
Moon trotted back to Tiang as fast as her tired legs allowed her to, leaving a trail of fine dust behind, and crouched next to the inanimate woman.
"TIANG? Tiang! Wake up! You can't stop walking... You'll die!"
The older ponygirl's breathing was shallow, and she didn't show any signs of consciousness.
"Tiang! Tiang! Wake up! Common on! There... There are spiders and snakes around here... you said it yourself. You can't stay here. You have to wake up!"
".... Mmmh..."
"Common! You can't do this to me! You have to help me get back home."
"... I... I don't really... like... spiders..."
"Then stand up... Let's go! If we stop moving... We are dead."
***
"What's in the box?"
"Nothing! And stop asking."
"What's in the box?"
"CASSY!"
"Aaah! I'm just curious, that's all... Your little interaction with the store owner creeped me out. That was the weirdest person I've ever met."
"Whatever! Forget it. We have your new pony gears and I'll put you to work as soon as we get home."
"Pfff... You got me a suit with boob holes, worn-out pony boots, an old leather harness that looks manly, and a rusty bridle..."
"Well, you still seem happy..."
"Yes, because you generously bought me my cowboy hat."
"You didn't leave me a choice. You kept whining and refused to leave the store without it. You can be so annoying."
"So... What's in the box?"
"CASSY! STOP!"
It only took thirty minutes for Brittany and Cassy to return home, but it felt like two hours to the former. It turned out that Stardust's helper was a bit more playful than anticipated. From bad jokes to a finger in the ear, she teased Brittany non-stop, using the fact that she was Stardust's protégé not to fear the little trainer. Being friends with a legend came with some nice perks.
Nevertheless, the two girls made it back to Stardust's stable and parked in the driveway. After getting out of the old pickup truck, Brittany instructed Cassy to collect her new old items and stay outside while she disappeared into the house with her mysterious box.
"Brittany is weird... It must be some sort of collectible or something. But still... weird... I hope we will never have to go back to that creepy store."
Five minutes later, Brittany walked out, carrying a bucket full of pony maintenance products... The same bucket she used when she wanted to give a serious makeover to her ponies.
"Let's go, Cassy. To the stable."
"Are you turning me into a pony right now?"
"Yes. And don't make a fuss about it."
"No, no! I'm looking forward to it. Haha. I haven't worn a pony attire for a good two years. So I kind of miss it."
For Brittany, it was business as usual, but Cassy was happily following, looking forward to trotting around in pony boots, even if they were crappy.
When they entered the stable, unsurprisingly, Hemlock and Nightshade were making out on their haystack. But as soon as they noticed they had visitors, they stood up and headed toward them. But before they could make any good progress, Brittany slammed their stall door close and lowered the latch!
"No! Stay in there! I have work to do. You two keep doing whatever gross things you were doing."
"Brittany! Are you turning Cassy into a pony?"
"Yes!"
"YAY!"
As she walked past the stall door, Cassy waved at her two friends innocently. It was a good day. She had a lot of fun with Brittany, even though it wasn't reciprocal, and now she was going to wear a pony outfit again, something she has always loved to do. Okay, her new gears were ancient and would certainly be uncomfortable, but it was better than nothing.
Brittany entered an empty stall, away from Hemlock and Nightshade's curious gaze, placed her tools on the floor, and went to fetch a little wooden stool.
"Alright. Strip, Cassy."
"Usually, ponies put on their latex suit themselves. It's less embarrassing."
"Don't tell me what to do. I know what I'm doing."
"Just saying!"
"I can't wait until you have a bit in your mouth. I swear."
Obviously, Cassy had no issue taking off her clothes in front of Brittany, but that little nudge was still a fun thing to do. While she folded her clothes neatly and placed them on the dusty shelf, Brittany was already working on the special forest green suit. She had pulled it inside out and was cleaning the surface that would mold around Cassy's body.
Cassy placed her chin on top of Brittany's head.
"Whatcha doing?"
"Hey! Stop it. I'm making sure it's very clean, so it doesn't irritate your skin."
"It's super old. It probably won't be very comfortable to wear."
"No, you are wrong. I bet you didn't even notice why we bought it."
"... Because it had open boobs, and you wanted to humiliate me?"
"Yes, but it's also because it's from the company Cropity Hoof."
"Cropity Hoof? Never heard about that company."
"They closed a long time ago, but their suits were the best. Wait until I finish cleaning it. You'll see what I mean."
It was fascinating to see the latex material slowly regaining its original color under the masterful attention of Brittany. It was going from a dull dark green to a vibrant deep green. It was actually beautiful. Cassy could tell how many impurities were removed from the latex just by looking at all the blackened pads Brittany had tossed aside after use. Her only regret was that she had not realized how gross it was when she put it on at the store earlier.
"Alright. That's done. Come here, Cassy. I will give you a quick wipe to clean you up. That way, your dirty body won't nullify my efforts."
"You are going to rub your hands all over me? Sexy!"
"Stop it, dumb pony! Just come here and open your arms."
In the most non-erotic manner possible, Brittany used a damp towel to give Cassy a quick bath. Of course, the ponygirl didn't really need a shower, but it was better to be safe than sorry. Despite the exchanged sarcasm, Brittany knew that Cassy would have to work hard while wearing her suit, and some sand stuck between skin and latex could quickly become quite irritating.
Once that was completed, Brittany helped Cassy in her suit. The gliding sensation on her skin was strikingly different; it was already much easier to put the suit on, and, as Brittany had mentioned, the quality was definitely there.
The legs went in, the suit went up past the hips, the arms slid inside the sleeves, and the boobs found their way through the reinforced chest holes. Brittany zipped it up, and the result was perfect.
"Perfect fit. I like how high the collar goes. You still have a great body for a retired pony."
"I retired early, but Stardust kept me active. I don't think I can race again, though."
"No, you are done. Unless you really want to work harder than everybody else. You can't really stop training for two years in a row and easily come back. I can tell you lost muscle mass and flexibility already. But I'm not sure why you never won anything, though. You are very athletic."
"I suppose I didn't have a very good trainer."
"It's a shame, Cassy. Your body reminds me of Lady Wallenstein's."
"Oh, no! That ponygirl is way better than me. She will end up in the Super Cup league one day."
"You could have too. Alright, let me clean the suit's exterior now. It's gross."
Similar to what she had done to the inside of the suit earlier, Brittany attacked the exposed surface. Once more, the dull green color turned into something vibrant, almost lickable. Making Cassy giggle in the process, she went from her neck to her toes, not missing a single spot with her cleaning pads.
"The exposed boobs are odd, but it's a beautiful suit, Britt. Did you know it was going to look like that?"
"Yes. As I said, it's a Corpity Hoof brand. It's premium stuff and you can't go wrong with it. And this is your harness... I bet you are too dumb to know what it is too."
"Hey! Be nice! But no... I don't know."
"Armando Silverthread. Rings a bell?"
"The fashion designer?"
"Yep... did you know that in the fifties, she produced a handful of those bulky harnesses?"
"I... didn't... Are we rich now?"
"It's definitely worth some good money, but ponygirls don't wear this style of harness anymore. Today's ones are much thinner. But it is still a very very good harness. Let me clean it up first. It's not going to look too good right away, but after weeks of rehydrating the leather, it's probably going to look like new again."
"How come you know all that stuff, Britt?"
"I just like pony gears. That's all. It's a hobby."
Brittany sat on her stool and began conditioning the sad-looking harness under Cassy's increasingly impressed gaze. She had no idea Brittany could be so knowledgeable about pony equipment. Most people these days were simply going to Pony Exchange to buy brand new stuff without even considering the possibility that what was sold in the past could have been better and cheaper. Cassy crouched in front of Brittany to look at her working.
"You are pretty when you work."
"... What!? Shut up, Cassy!"
"My trainer didn't have that passion. You really seem to like what you do. And it makes you look pretty."
"Are you flirting with me? If that's the case, I'll kick you in the teeth."
"Kick me, then. I'm just trying to be nice."
"You annoy me."
Incessantly smiling, Cassy thought it was not that hard to crack Brittany's shell after all, and it was a fun thing to do. But going it too far could cause damage, so instead of pushing the cork into the bottle, she turned back to her remaining pony gears and grabbed one of her used boots.
"So, what about the boots? Are they special too?"
"You can't tell?"
"No... They look flimsy."
"They are made like that. Don't you know what that symbol is?"
"What symbol? Oh... a horseshoe with wings?"
"It's not wings, you idiot. It's fire. That's the Iron Inspire logo."
"Oh! I know that brand. They still sell stuff today."
"Of course, they do, silly. It's the oldest pony wear company. What they crafted in the sixties was their best stuff."
"So, you only got me good gears today, after all."
"I... I just wanted a good price. But since I found those, I got them."
"You like me. You wanted the best for me. I remember seeing cheaper harnesses in the piles."
"Cassy! I swear I'll make you groom the track twice tonight if you don't shut up! Let me work now!"




"Haha! You like me! You like me and you got me good gears."
***
The sun was going down, but the damage was done and walking felt pointless. At this point, it now had more to do about defying death than finding a way back home. Moonlight supported Tiantang as much as she could, keeping her arm wrapped around her neck, but the Asian ponygirl wasn't helping much anymore.
The two women crashed on the abrasive sand next to a dry bush and some dusty rocks. There wasn't much more life out there in the desert than inside their chest.
"..."
"..."
"W... why?"
"..."
"... Why did you... do this to us... Tiang?"
"... Be... because..."
"... Why?"
"... Because... I love... you... and... I care..."
"... S... stop! Stop saying that!... It makes... no sense."
"... Moon... You... you are... the universe..."
"You are insane!... You know that?"
"... N...no... Ca... call upon it... You'll... see... Don't... fear. Don't fear."
"..."
"M...moon... Trust... me... You can... do... everything... If you... believe... in yourself. You are... better than... you think. So much... better..."
"... What... whatever! I'm done... talking... We are... dead."
"Haaa... Too bad... I... I would have... loved to see Xiuying again... My... my lover... She is... going to be so... mad at me... if I... die."
Moonlight rolled to her back painfully. A pointy rock stabbed her kidney, but she didn't even have the energy to react to the pain anymore. For many long minutes, she just looked at the darkening sky, thinking about nothing. She wasn't even mad at Tiantang Zhi Ma for having put her in this hopeless situation. It was irrational and weird. Why did she even include herself in this insane plan? Moonlight knew that Tiantang loved Xiu more than anything else in the world. So why would she put her life on the line? To teach her that she was the universe?... whatever that meant. It just made no sense.
But as she was trying to recover, her mind began to wander. Why was she here exactly? How did this happen? She lost a race badly. And then Sophie yelled at her. And then she yelled back at Sophie. Why? She liked Sophie. She liked Morning Star too. So how did that happen? What could have gone so wrong? Sophie had asked her what went wrong during that race, but Moonlight had never really answered and just accused her of not having given her enough freedom to run as she wanted.
It was a lie...
Such a lie...
The truth was... Moonlight didn't do anything that she had learned during her training. Instead, on the track, she decided to do whatever she wanted. But trying to go faster just made things worse. She threw Morning Star off balance during the whole race, not respecting the plan and not listening to Sophie, who was trying her best to control her.
And then... they lost. And that hurt a lot...
For Moonlight, who grew up with parents who had no pride in their daughter no matter how much she had tried to obtain some love from them, it was a big blow in the guts. It couldn't be her fault... It could only be everybody else's fault because people were idiots. It had to be that. All her life, they told her what to do and how, and she always thought she knew better.
But this failure on the track has been a painful wake-up call. Even if Sophie had scolded Morning Star after the race, Moonlight knew that she was solely responsible for the fiasco. It was all her fault. She knew she didn't give her teammate any chance to perform well.
"... Moonlight... she ran... all wrong..."
That was right... Those words from Morning Star after the race were the truth... She just didn't have the guts to admit it.
And now Moonlight was in the desert, dying. Why? It had to be related... But how... What did Tiang really try to teach her?
She extended her exhausted arm toward the now dark sky and circled one of the brightest stars with her fingers... It felt strange... a bit different than all the other times she had looked at them. What Tiang had told her about the universe and exploding stars was perhaps true but still very metaphorical.
Yet...
What would happen if she could actually call upon the universe? What would happen if she could harness the energy of the stars to get the strength to walk some more and find a way out of here?... Would they provide her with some well-needed guidance? What would actually happen if she were to believe Tiantang Zhi Ma, the wise Asian ponygirl? She seemed to know an awful lot about the universe.
Was this how Xiu and Tiang had found her in the first place? Did they call upon the universe, asking to find her? Or was it just a coincidence? Surely, if Tiantang had provided this obscure advice, it was likely because she believed in it herself.
What would happen to Moonlight if she started believing in the universe... in the stars... and above all else... in Tiantang... in Xiu... in Sophie... in Morning Star? All of them were part of her as per Tiantang's explanation.
What would happen then?
Moonlight closed her eyes... A light wind brushed against her excessively dry face... the overheated ground transferred its heat to her back... Her ears caught the noises of insects and the one of a coyote in the howling in the distance. The dry bush nearby sang her a song.
Why could she hear all of this all of a sudden? She had heard all those noises before, but it was different this time. It was not the noises and her... It was her and the noise, together. Her own breathing mixed with the cacophony of the night in a way that she had never experienced before as if she had oddly connected with her world.
In the back of her mind, a doubt... Was this happening because Tiang had suggested that this connection was possible, or was it because it was really happening? And did it happen when she had considered believing in the people that had been kind to her? Did she connect with all those people, too, just by opening her heart a little?
What had she done? A strong feeling of guilt cut deep inside her guts... Everything was connected to her now... and it was excruciating. She could feel her friends' despair.
Penny would lose her stable...
Sophie wouldn't be able to do what she loves anymore...
Morning Star wouldn't be able to run anymore...
Tiantang would die at her side...
Xiuying would never be able to see her lover again...
All of this was so wrong.
Stardust's stable... The pink ponies would undoubtedly win but without any feeling of pride. What would be the point of running without good opponents?
Those thoughts resonated inside her brain so loudly that it was unbearable.
***
Morning Star observed the end of the sunset at the stable while refreshing the markings inside her palm using the pen that Ivory had secretly given her. She smiled, knowing that everything would be alright. The white ponygirl had told her those words with such conviction. She had no fear and believed that nothing could go wrong, no matter how dark this moment was for Penny's stable. Ivory told her that the weight of the world wasn't on her sole shoulders.
"You are not alone."
***
"Tiang... Tiang... I'm here... I'm here now... You are not alone."
"I... I know... Moon..."
"Come on... Stand up. We are going."
"... W... where?..."
"Let's get out... of this desert now... Mmmph!"
Using all her remaining strength, Moonlight pulled Tiang up on her useless legs and wrapped her arm around her neck to support her. Somehow, the Asian ponygirl didn't seem as heavy as before.
"I'm not going to let you die here, Tiang. Xiuying would be too sad. She is waiting for you."
"... I... I know... she is.... she is... going to be... so mad... at me."
"Let's go this way."
"...Oh?... this way?... A different... direction?"
"Yes. See that bright star on the horizon... I don't know why... but I want to follow it for a while..."
"Aaaah... Yes... I love it too... It's a... pretty star."
"Good... Good... Do you know its name?"
"Oh yes... I do... I was born... there..."
"What is it?"
"Haha... It's called... the Morning Star!"
***
"AAAAH! CASSY! YOU ARE SO CUTE!"
Neigh!
With a bit between her teeth, she couldn't thank Hemlock and Nightshade for the compliment, but since their hands fondled her naked breast, it was probably not necessary.
Brittany had done an exceptional job as usual. Standing tall in the middle of the barn was Cassy, wearing a gorgeous forest green suit, a unique black harness made of very wide straps, exceptionally good-looking vintage pony boots with brand new leather laces, and a pretty bridle that didn't obstruct her beautiful overjoyed face one bit.
When Brittany finally released her ponies out so they could check Cassy out, it didn't take one second for the compliment to pour. The outfit was so different and so good-looking. Not bad for a kit put together at a very low cost.
But Brittany wasn't done. The final touch needed to be applied in front of everybody
"There... since you seemed to like it more than everything else in the world... Put that on your head."
Extending her arms to the maximum, the small trainer placed Cassy's beloved cowboy hat on top of her head. It was dirty, but she had no intention of cleaning it. Instead, it would be Cassy's special signature from now on. The pretty pony with the dusty cowboy hat.
Cassy ran in place, overjoyed by this last surprise. She wasn't a racer anymore, so hats were surely permitted. It would also do a good job at protecting her head from the harsh sun when she would be grooming the track before Hemlock and Nightshade's training. Or perhaps when she would pull a small trailer full of fresh water to cool them down after a long day of running. Also, Brittany told her that she had no intention of restraining her wrist since that kind of discipline wasn't necessary in her case. Cassy would get to be a pony AND help more with her hands as well.
Best day ever.
"Alright, guys. I'll let you have some fun. I'm going to prepare your food. It's already late. And then it's bedtime for me. Shopping with Cassy was more than exhausting."
Finding a way through her dancing ponygirls, Brittany left the barn with a sense of satisfaction. She had made her ponies happy, which meant they would perform well during the next race, and Cassy was now out of her hair.
On her way to the house, she paused for a moment, looking at the rising moon, and couldn't help but remember what had happened at the store and think about the mysterious object she had received from the weird store owner. This shouldn't have happened to her.
It was unfair and sad.
But...
It was also a privilege...
If what she believed in was true... It would be an experience of a lifetime. She would have a front-row seat to witness the impossible.
She took a deep breath and murmured a few words to herself...
"Moonlight... You fucking moron!"
***
"Alright, Morning Star. Time to go to the barn. You sleep in your stall tonight."
Sophie grabbed Morning Star's reins and slowly walked her in the direction of the barn. It was a very quiet evening, without worries or training. Despite their dire situation, a certain calm floated around the stable. It was as if nobody had yet processed what had happened at the exhibition race and were waiting for a clearer signal before freaking out. Penny's stable had never been so close to bankruptcy. But what should have felt like an inevitability had only translated to patience.
Morning Star stopped in the tracks.
"Hey! What are you doing? You almost dislocated my shoulder."
Morning Star fixated the horizon.
"What is it, Star? You saw a coyote?"
The black ponygirl began walking in the direction of the desert. Sophie just let the reins go, knowing that this was unusual behavior. It got her curious.
"Where are you going, Star?
Morning Star began to trot, quickly building some distance with her trainer.
"Hey! I don't want to run after you tonight! It's not funny! Come back. You are going to twist your ankle on a rock or something."
Of course, Sophie had no other choice but to chase her undisciplined runner, which wasn't an easy task with her short legs.
After about two hundred meters, Sophie finally reached her pony, who had stopped but had continued to look afar.
"Okay, you are scaring me now. What are you looking at? A ghost?"
Not taking the chance to lose her pony again, Sophie wrapped her hand around the reins without interfering with what Morning Star was doing. There must have been a reason for that behavior. For a moment, she scrutinized the desert... until...
A form... a creature, perhaps... appeared from behind a big rock...
Morning Star bolted like a cannonball toward it, almost ripping Sophie's arm off in the process. The small driver had to let her pony go once more.
"STAR! COME BACK!"
***
"NEVER DO THAT TO ME EVER AGAIN! YOU HEAR ME?"
"Hmmm... Too loud. But I still love you, Xiu."
"I... I love you too! You but you scared the hell out of me! I thought you were DEAD!"
In the guest bedroom of Penny's house, a pretty oriental ponygirl recovered slowly on the bed. It was morning already, but Tiantang was still in a complete state of exhaustion. She didn't even remember how she ended up in that bed. She must have passed out, and Moonlight had carried her all the way to this place.
As soon as Morning Star and Sophie had discovered them wandering aimlessly in the desert, they rescued them and provided them with critical care. Of course, they also called Xiu right away, who rushed to Penny's stable and spent the night watching over her unconscious lover.
But now that Tiantang had woken up, Xiuying couldn't do anything else but reprimand her.
"I thought you were dead this time."
"Close... but... you knew I would come back, right?"
"Yes, but... don't do it again, okay? One day, it's not going to end well."
"No, this was the last time. I found her... I found who I was looking for."
"Are... are you sure?"
"Yes... I am. When Moonlight awoke... It was... amazing."
***
Moonlight rested on her back, awake and silent. She still couldn't believe it. After a day and a half lost in the burning desert, she found this stable in the middle of nowhere, Penny's stable. The same one she had left on bad terms only two days ago. When she heard Morning Star's hooves closing in her position, she only had time to stare at her for a moment before passing out. The white star on Morning Star's leather headband had seemed way brighter than usual, like the one in the night sky that was carrying her name.
The bedroom door opened, and Penny stepped in, carrying a glass of milk and a small plate.
"Penny? I..."
"Shhh... Don't speak... It's all good."
The smell was unmistakable. Those were fresh cookies on the plate... Her favorite. Why did she have this weakness for this snack?
The older woman sat on the edge of the bed and placed her hand on Moonlight's stomach.
"So, Moonlight... We have another exhibition race next week. If I'm not mistaken, you love to run, right? Could it be something of interest to you?"
"... I..."
Why was this her first question? Was Penny not supposed to ask why she got lost in the desert instead? Was she not supposed to ask how she managed to find the stable in the middle of the night? Wouldn't she have to apologize first?
"... Y... Yes. I... I would love to."
"I'm glad to hear that, young one. Eat your snack, and when you are ready, you can go meet Sophie and Morning Star outside. They are certainly waiting for you."
After scratching her belly as a mother would do, Penny stood up and headed toward the exit.
"P... Penny?"
"Yes?"
"I will win this time... I promise!"
"Oh... I know you will. You don't need to convince me."
"You... you know?"
"Yes. I knew you were a winner the first time I laid eyes on you, Moonlight. You are a very special girl. And now, I think you may believe it too."
"..."
"Take your time, now... Your friends aren't going anywhere. They will wait for you for as long as they need to."
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I loved Trixie a whole bunch, but she was a demanding one. When she didn't use her broken arm as an excuse to be lazy and make us do everything for her, she wanted to spend all her extra spare time with whoever pet girls were off work on any given day for some sexy time. At least I didn't have to wear her rabbit costume again because there was always someone else more willing than I was. The pet girls were always thrilled when they got to wear costumes they didn't get to put on often.
There was also the sexy nurse uniform that Trixie had purchased from the costume shop downtown. That one was another story. Accalia seemed to be its full-time owner now. Since that day when Trixie heard that her friend wanted to become a nurse, she insisted that she should wear it at all times when at the pethouse. I couldn't complain because Accalia was a pretty Asian girl, and that beautiful sexy outfit suited her perfect little body too well. Plus, when she played doctor with Trixie to make her feel better, it made me feel fuzzy inside. Why were Asian nurses so sexy? But Accalia returned to work recently, so that left a void.
Trixie was a demanding patient, and today I decided to go to the café on my own to take a small break. I was getting anxious with all those people around, so it would be nice just to get to relax there for a while without having someone ask for a fresh pair of panties because they were too heavy to carry with one arm only.
That said, a different type of anxiety developed inside me the closer I was getting from my beloved café.
I would get to see Lucy.
None of us knew if Shane had talked to her following Trixie's recent scolding. After Shane realized that he and Lucy were hurting the pet girls unintentionally, we were confident that he would take action, but when and how would be up to him. It didn't seem like something he should rush, so we would have to be very patient.
The thing that terrified me the most was not knowing if Lucy had heard about everything illegal we had done on that day; sneaking out of the pethouse in costume, having sex in a costume shop, ninjaing our way back in the insurance building, deceiving the security guards in the process, and finally getting caught by Shane. Oh, and there was the part when we sneaked back out of the pethouse with the white rabbit, this time to roam around the office floors, which undoubtedly was a high crime too.
This was why I stood in front of the Cakes & Pets, wondering if I should even walk in. I tried, but my legs refused to move.
Since I was not very good at being discreet and that a glass door didn't really prevent anybody inside the shop from noticing me, it was inevitable that the door would eventually open, like it just did.
"Clara? Are you okay? Why are you standing outside like this? You always do that. Come help me. I'm swamped. We just received our cake delivery. Can you unpack them and put them in the fridge? Oh, and can you update our inventory sheet as I showed you?"
"..."
"Are you okay? Why are you making a face as if you are about to cry?"
"... No... no... I'm fine... I'll help..."
"Alright. Come on. Then you can help me feed the pets. You like that, right?"
"Yes. They are my friends."
"Haha. I know that... Alright, hurry. Some of the cakes have ice cream in them. Those have to go in the freezer."
"Yes... "
Lucy didn't say a single word about Shane, and her voice didn't express any anger, which was a relief. On the contrary, she seemed in a pretty good mood, one of those happy days at the café. I could easily tell that running this unique business was something she loved doing, even if the pets were capable of driving her nuts. Lucy was a people person, and dealing with both the clients and her pets brought her joy day after day.
So, it was a good thing. I would not be confronted about anything uncomfortable today, which was great because I was not only here to escape Trixie. I was also here for something I attempted to do for a while, something that I was not yet ready to share with anybody because I felt the need to figure this out by myself first.
"Clara! Don't stand there while being stuck inside your head. Get in the café! I'm not going to hold that door open forever."
"Oh... sorry. I spaced out."
"What's new! Come on. The pets are hungry!"
I hurried into the café and headed straight to the kitchen to take care of my first task. A big cardboard box that was smelling a bit too good was waiting for me on the floor. Every time Lucy asked me to take care of the cake shipment, I gained five pounds just by smelling it. I opened the flaps and began sorting through the different cakes.
My role was to make sure we didn't have too much of one cake or another and place them in the fridge so we would finish the old ones before digging in the fresh ones. It was not very difficult, but it made me feel a lot more valuable than my previous job did. Packaging useless items for random people I would never meet had not been fun. At least, here at the café, I could see the clients enjoying what we were serving.
I did what Lucy had asked me to do and updated the inventory sheet for the next few minutes. As I completed my duty, Lucy showed up.
"Ah, you are already done?"
"Yes. It wasn't... hard."
"I know, but still... You are helping me a lot. I appreciate that."
"Lucy?"
"Yes?
"I think I decided..."
"Decided what? Oh? You want to marry Trixie?"
"..."
"I'm kidding, Clara. You are so easily startled."
"S... sorry."
"Aaah! Don't be sorry. So, tell me... What did you decide?"
"School..."
"Oh... You finally decided on a career path?"
"Yes, I have a meeting... with Tim. Tomorrow."
"Super! And? What did you pick?"
"Finance."
I shouldn't have said that while Lucy was drinking a glass of water because she sprayed it all over the floor. At least I knew what she was thinking now; she didn't like my choice. As she was wiping her chin using the back of her hand, her gaze intimidated me.
"Finance!?"
"I'm... I'm sorry."
"Well... It's your decision... I'm just surprised... I didn't picture you playing with numbers all day long. Why did you pick that?"
"... Tim... He said that... I could help my friends... with money. And that made me think."
"Help your friends? That's not what finance people do. Usually, they try to get as much money from their friends for their own benefit. Trust me on that."
"Oh... I would never do that."
"Haha. I know that, Clara. That's why I'm puzzled by your choice."
I knew Lucy didn't mean bad, but her reaction kind of made me feel awkward. Was I a fool to think that if I were good with money, I could help my friends? I was aware that many people weren't thinking like that, like my previous landlord who had heartlessly raised my rent or my multi-billion company who had refused to give me a small raise. I wasn't like them, but still, I lowered my head, shameful.
"Heeey! Clara. I'm sorry. I didn't mean it that way. If you want to study finance, that is your choice. And I'm sure you can help your friends with that knowledge. Believe me, Trixie could definitely use your help. Oh, and you know what, maybe one day you'll be able to run the café by yourself, that way I can go on vacation."
"..."
Now she was just trying to cheer me up. I knew she would never take any extended vacation. She liked it too much here. I lowered my head and went to the fridge to grab the food bottles for the pets.
The truth was... I wasn't confident in any aspect of my life, and I couldn't help but think that my choice could be a mistake. It took me a long time to make that career choice and convince myself that it was a good idea, and a bit of teasing, as Lucy did, was enough to crack my weak foundation. Now, I didn't know what to do anymore and was back to square one. Since my appointment with Tim was tomorrow, I didn't have much time left to make up my mind.
I filled up the tray with the various food and water bottles and headed to the lounge with Lucy. At least I would get to do something that will take my mind off this topic.
"Alright, Clara. Let's feed those little stomachs."
"Yes. I will go get Oreo."
"Ah, no. Not her. I need to talk to her this morning. Why don't you feed the new one instead to get acquainted."
"The new... one?"
"Yes, look... On the pillow pile with Meeka. I tell you, those two never leave each other. They are so annoying."
When I decided to come here this morning, I had hoped to spend some time with Oreo because I just couldn't stop thinking about how I had felt around her. I didn't know what it was exactly, but I just wanted to spend some more time with her. So it was a bit disappointing when Lucy said I couldn't feed her.
But that disappointment didn't last too long because I saw who was Meeka's new friend. It was the cheetah pet, and I had no clue about who was wearing it. If I understood Lucy correctly, it was a new girl that I had never met before, which made me tremble.
"Come on, Clara. She won't bite. Her name is Savannah. She is a weird one, but she is dedicated and does a great job."
"... O... okay."
I hesitantly walked to the corner of the room. Right in front of me was a scene that made me feel funny in my lower belly.
A cheetah girl and a raccoon girl, all made of shiny latex, so form-fitting that there were barely any wrinkles. Their cushy paws rubbed each other's bodies, making the latex crackle slightly. Of course, they were not doing anything inappropriate, but it was still attractive to see them tenderly cuddling each other like this. If I had not been working, I would have loved to lay down between the two of them, naked, and let the good feeling of slick latex run over me.
After all that time at the café, I had not yet decided what I liked the most--being cuddled by rubber animals or being the rubber pet who cuddled the others. My heart leaned toward the former, though. I loved taking care of the pets more than being the pet taken care of. But, again, next week might be different. I guess it all depended on the situations I encountered.
"Sa... Savannah? Do you... want to eat?"
I always hated interrupting them because I knew how good it felt to cuddle like this, but at the same time, I knew they would let themselves starve if we didn't stop them.
Savannah turned to me, probably wondering who I was since she had never seen me before.
"Hi. I'm Clara and... EEK!"
Unexpectedly, as a real cheetah would do, she pounced on me like I was a baby gazelle. I didn't fall to the ground, but I made a couple of steps back, trying to regain my balance. The cheetah had wrapped her arms around me tightly as if she was thrilled to see me. Because the pets were as tall as me, there wasn't much I could do but accept the sudden affection. Why was she so forward toward a stranger?
"Hi... I'm... Clara. Have... have we met before?"
Savannah nodded.
"O...okay... Who are you?"
That was a rather idiotic question. How could she tell me? Now I wasn't sure what to think anymore. When Lucy mentioned the new one, was she referring to a new costume or a new girl? If Savannah jumped in my arms like this, was it because she was one of the girls I knew who was wearing a different costume? There were so many pets to keep track of. Thinking hurt, so I just decided to proceed as usual.
"Come... I'll feed you. Do... do you know how it works?"
Savannah nodded again.
"Good. Meeka, you come too. I'll feed you next."
Meeka sprung to her legs and danced a bit. That raccoon girl always loved to get fed, even if we all thought her vegetarian food was questionable. Together, we headed to the nearest booth and got ready for some bottle action.
It was interesting to see Savannah clumsily trying to climb on the couch and lie down so she could rest her head on my lap. She knew what she had to do but was just not used to it, which was kind of confirming that she was not one of the girls I already knew.
"Savannah... You have to stay still. Or else it's going to take forever."
As I attempted to feed her, she kept turning her head to look at Meeka, which was not making things easier. Every time she did that, the bottle unplugged from her chin hole, and I sprayed food all over her neck. I was about to run out of napkins.
From the corner of my eye, I could see Lucy feeding Oreo while talking to her. I was a bit sad that I didn't get to feed her, but on top of that, I wondered what they could be talking about. Lucy spent a lot of time with her pets and, curiously, never ran out of things to say. It was as if the pets were evolving as persons even though they were prisoners of strict rubber suits, and Lucy was the one guiding them through this experience. Perhaps I should try to be a bit more like that too because I generally kept quiet when I was around my pet friends. My few words were mostly practical questions more than conversations.
I remembered when I first visited the café, the pets had tried to make me talk so I could practice my speech and get better at it, but they didn't really do it anymore. Obviously, when I had accepted my real problem, the bad conflict with my parents, my oral skills got a thousand percent better, so maybe it was the reason why they didn't push me as much as before. Still, I didn't feel very good at it, and I would love it if the pets were to coach me so more socially. They were so amazing at dealing with people, and I wanted to learn to be more like them. And since Oreo was a bit like me on that aspect, perhaps we could learn together.
After a long struggle, Savannah finally finished her food bottle, but now I had another problem. She wasn't moving anymore.
"Meeka? I think Savannah fell asleep. I... I don't want to wake her up. Can you wait a bit longer before eating?"
Meeka nodded and came to sit carefully next to me. She wrapped her arm around mine and leaned her head on my shoulder. It wasn't the first time something like this happened to me, and the truth was that I liked it. Observing inanimate latex pets was interesting.
It was a good opportunity to explore this beautiful cheetah costume. Elizabeth, the creator of the pets, was a skilled artist. I could have been jealous of her talent, but this was a case where I was convinced that the vast majority of people would feel the same as me about her. Being able to craft something this amazing was not something they taught at school; it couldn't be learned. She HAD to be born with this ability, and no matter how hard most other artists would try, they would never reach her level. It was humbling and such a privilege to be so close to such a masterpiece.
And the little human inside the costume was giving it life and warmth. That girl I knew nothing about was perhaps not as skinny as most of the other pets, maybe she liked eating a bit too much, but she was still far from being overweight. Maybe after a few weeks being a pet, she would shed a few pounds. Lucy would probably make her eat healthier food, and incessantly cuddling the clients was certainly going to do some good to her waistline.
That said, she was very comfortable to have on my lap. Running my hand on her rubber belly felt amazing. The glossy latex was so pleasant to caress, so kinky. Not as shy as I once was around the pets, I allowed myself to slide my hand on her warm chest discreetly. Her boobs were pretty much as big as Trixie's, and they were so warm too. I wondered what she looked like out of costume or if she would move in the pethouse with us. Would she be into girls as well? Perhaps I should be mindful of what I did with my hands.
And I shouldn't expect all the pets to be very sexual. I was willing to bet that Savannah was a shy girl who probably didn't associate the rubber animal costumes with something kinky. Maybe she would be the most innocent one of the bunch and just decided to work here because she wanted new friends and loved animals.
***
The clients started to arrive, so after her short nap, Savannah began working; a client had selected her right after Vix. With her gone, it allowed me to feed Meeka, who also went to play with the new clients as soon as she finished her meal. Now that I had nobody else to take care of, it was a perfect opportunity to do what I had hoped for when coming here this morning, spend some quality time with Oreo.
The black and white cat was standing in the corner, somewhat conversing with Asha. After all this time around petgirls, I still couldn't understand most of what they were saying in their paws language. Since they didn't look overly busy, I went to see them. Perhaps I could steal the black and white cat for a moment.
I crossed the lounge and arrived next to my two rubber friends. At first, the temptation to wrap my arms around Oreo was strong, but spontaneity wasn't my forte, so I refrained from doing so. As I tried to figure out if I should have done it or not, a familiar voice called me over, disrupting my plan; it was Lucy.
"Ah! Clara! Can you come here for a minute? I need your help with something?"
Oreo turned around and stared at me for a moment, discovering that I was creepily standing next to her. Unfortunately, my hug would have to wait. I headed toward Lucy instead.
"Yes, Lucy?"
"I totally forgot to buy a bunch of stuff when I went shopping yesterday. Could you go to the grocery store real quick and buy me what is on this list?"
"Aww... now? But, I wanted to spend time... with the pets."
"Well, it's that, or they won't have enough food for their lunch. You don't want your friends to starve, do you?"
"No. I'll go."
It wasn't my day. First, Lucy didn't let me feed Oreo, and just as I was about to interact with her, I had to go shopping. At least the grocery store wasn't too far, and I would be back shortly.
***
With some sweat covering my forehead, I entered the kitchen with a few grocery bags full of delicious ingredients. Feeding five or six pets three times a day was hard work. Lucy spent quite a bit of time preparing the food bottles, which is why I was always happy to help. She always wanted the pets to eat well and therefore had no issues sacrificing her precious time to make sure they could have something tasty that they liked. As she told me once, if the pets had a happy stomach, they would do a better job at keeping the clients entertained and bring more money in. That said, I suspected that her daily profits weren't her real motivation.
But now that I had completed my task, I wanted to refocus on my primary objective for the day.
"Lucy... Can I go see the pets now?"
"What? Of course, you can. You are not a child. You don't need my permission."
"..."
"Go have fun. I'm good here. Hehe."
Feeling guilty for leaving Lucy with all the cooking, I still headed back to the lounge and walked in.
A few clients chilled with the pets, which worried me because I wanted to spend time with Oreo. I knew my cat friend was popular recently, so the probability that she had been selected by someone already was quite high.
On the first couch was Vix, warmly nestled between two women who seemed to have a lot of fun playing with her rubber ears. To my right, were Meeka and Savannah entertaining a couple, no surprise there since they acted like best friends already. And finally, Accalia spent time with a group of three girls intrigued by her cute mask. I just had to find Asha and Oreo now.
I walked deeper into the lounge, and on the pillow pile in the far corner was Oreo, lying flat on her belly, not paying attention to any clients or friends. Because of her position, I had a deep desire to go squeeze her shiny black rubber butt. She was so adorable.
However, when I approached her, I noticed something bad that sadly explained why she looked unusually detached from the action. She had a red collar around her neck, meaning that she either got punished or that she was deemed too tired to work at the moment. No matter what the reason was, nobody was allowed to interact with her until further notice.



Since Lucy wasn't around, I decided to bend the rules a little bit. I crouched behind Oreo and placed my hand on her rubbery butt; I just had to. It was so warm and soft, and the texture of the latex just made me want to lick it.
She turned around to see who was massaging her rear.
"Hi, Oreo."
Slowly, and cautiously looking left and right because she knew I was breaking the rules, she waved a paw at me.
"I wanted to talk to you, Oreo... but I didn't have much luck so far today... Eeep!"
As I tried to engage in a conversation with Oreo, two snow-white paws wrapped around my waist and pulled me away. It was Asha who didn't seem to appreciate what I was doing or, at the very least, tried to prevent me from making a big mistake. She probably knew what her friend had done to deserve a red collar.
"Ashaaa! I wanted to talk to Oreo! Let me go!"
The rubbery snow leopard leaped in front of me and pushed me in the chest, forcing me to retreat to the nearest empty couch. Asha then climbed on top of me and sat on my lap as a safety measure so I wouldn't go see Oreo again; Asha was way more athletic than I was, so I didn't stand a chance. And then, she poked me on the forehead with her cushy paw.
"I knooow! But I didn't get to say hi to her this morning."
Asha straddled me and touched my nose with hers as if to say that I could cuddle her instead of risking it with an inaccessible pet. Considering the circumstances, she wasn't wrong. Not only cuddling with Oreo right now could end badly for me, but that could have put my cat friend in hot water as well.
I wrapped my arms around Asha's waist and pressed my face in her smooth latex chest. Yes, it wasn't a bad alternative option.
As I was hearing her little heart beating fast, I wondered how I could explain to her what was going on in my mind? For the past few days, I had a lot of fun at the pethouse with Trixie, Misti, and Accalia; lots of stressful activities, lots of sex, and no real regrets. I liked doing things with them all. Even having Asha in my arms right now felt incredible, she was a beautiful snow leopard, and I adored her. But, how could I tell her what has been bugging me for such a long time?
... since that day when I met Oreo out of costume.
Oreo, the cat, wasn't even my favorite costume of the bunch. It was a super cute catgirl like Misti, but if I had to choose, I would probably pick Vix, Asha, or Trixie as my favorites, maybe because I had my first intimate interactions with them. But since the day I found Oreo all tied up in latex on the big bed at the pethouse, the first time I saw her incredible eyes... That feeling I got in my belly, and the way we ended up kissing languorously so quickly after we met... How could I explain this to Asha when even I couldn't understand what was happening?
And right when I was about to get to know her better, Trixie had fractured her arm, and Oreo had been working since then, leaving me in a confused state. But, even though it was a while ago, I still had the same feeling lingering in my chest. I didn't exactly know what it was, but it was just enough for me to decide to explore this strange sensation. Today didn't seem like a good day for that, though.
"Asha... Am I crazy?"
The small snow leopard pushed on my shoulders as if she were surprised by my odd question. She cocked her head to the side, and then she nodded energetically.
"Awww! Don't make fun of me!"
She then tapped on my mouth and back on her chest.
"You want to know why I'm asking, uh?"
Asha helped me a lot during my meltdown and again when I moved to the pethouse. Without saying she was like a sister to me, it was a person I trusted quite a bit. She wasn't hyperactive, like Trixie, which made it easier to interact with her, and she didn't seem to have a heavy past like some other pets. We had some intimate time together, and it has always been pleasant and comfortable. Perhaps I could ask for her advice once more. Since she was a pet today and couldn't talk, it would probably be less embarrassing for me to discuss this.
"You... You know Oreo, right?"
Asha scratched her head and nodded. Of course, she knew Oreo. She lived with her. It was my first idiotic question that betrayed my discomfort.
"Well... You know... When I met her for the first time... She was all tied up and... well, that has nothing to do with it... but... you know..."
Asha scratched her head some more, trying to make sense of what I was trying to say.
"Aaaah! I thought she was... cute."
Asha nodded, then shrugged.
"No, I mean, you are all cute..."
Asha nodded and pointed at herself.
"Yes, you are the cutest, of course. But... I don't know... It was different with her... Do you understand? Like... different..."
Asha paused for a moment, then very slowly she extended her arm toward Oreo, who was still lying down on her belly in the pillow pile, depressed, and then pointed at my chest. Then she finished by drawing a big heart in the air with her paws. I was not very good at understanding sign language, but I understood what she had meant right away... and my face turned beet red.
"I... I... I..."
Not needing my words, Asha leaned forward and hugged me tightly. What have I done? Did I just admit to her that I had a crush on Oreo? Have I been in denial since the first day I met her? And even if, deep down, I knew what this feeling was, did my brain have tried to avoid the topic? Did I really need Asha to draw it for me before I grasped what was happening here?
I wanted to die.
If Asha were to repeat this to everybody, what would happen then? Or did they already know? A couple of pets teased me in the past, saying that Oreo was my special person. Even if I dodged those comments, thinking they were not serious, perhaps they had seen something that I hadn't?
But even worse, what would happen if Oreo learned about this? Would she still want to be my friend? Or would she freak out and ignore me? I knew she was a very sensitive girl with some social issues, so this could be too much for her to handle.
I wanted to die.
As I crushed Asha in my arms, Lucy entered the room and headed directly to the black and white cat. She flipped her to her back like a crepe, and that was when I learned the true reason for the red collar.
"How many times did I tell you not to climb on the table? Don't you remember what happened to Trixie? She broke her arm after standing up on the couch. You have to listen, Oreo."
Oreo shrugged.
"Don't give me attitude. You walked on the client's cake! She almost cried, thinking I would charge her for her new slice."
Oreo lowered her head. Yes, it was not the first time Oreo pulled this kind of stunt, but she didn't seem to learn from her mistakes. That catgirl had more in common with a little alpinist than a café pet sometimes.
I knew Lucy wouldn't stay mad for long as Oreo was one of her favorite pets to take care of, but the real good news was that Oreo was no longer off-limits for me as her collar was removed. Since all my courage had vanished after my little conversation with Asha, at least I knew I could go see her when I would be ready to talk again.
Asha, who had observed the same scene as I did, knew what I was thinking, mainly because I was still staring at Oreo, who was pushing back the pillows she used into the pile, butt out and tail dancing in between her slim legs. What would happen now? Would Asha go tell everything to Oreo, or worse, force me to do something about it?
After tidying up her corner, Oreo headed toward us, probably remembering that I had squeezed her butt and wanted to talk to her earlier. Now what? What should I tell her? I didn't even know what I wanted to discuss the first time.
As she placed a knee on the couch to join Asha and me, the lounge door opened again, and two girls walked in. Asha and Oreo were on high alert, wondering who would have the task to entertain these two. Asha got off me and, accompanied by Oreo, went to see them. Following some arm waving and hugs, they selected Oreo and headed toward an empty table with her. Asha, kicking some dust, just trotted back to me, rejected... At least they patted her on the head as a consolation prize before sending her off.
Not too sure if it was a good or bad thing, it appeared that I would have to wait some more before spending time with Oreo. But, at least Asha was here to keep me company. Her arched back over my lap was a clear invitation to rub her belly, which I gladly did. The soft part between her navel and sternum was always so warm and squishy.
But this fun activity didn't fix my issue. What now? Somehow, I felt like the crepe-leopard was trying to think of something as well because we remained silent for such a long time. Was it even okay to fall for a pet more than another? The café clients were doing it shamelessly, but it was different when it was simply for a short moment. In my case, there was a risk in favoring someone in particular within our group of friends. Or was it just in my head?
Misti and Trixie were incredibly close to each other, and I could tell that they behaved differently together than with the rest of us. But was it just because we all did it? I was not acting the same way around Vix as around Asha, after all. Or was it because Misti and Trixie were, in fact, closer and perhaps even lovers? Their tight relationship wasn't causing any conflicts, though, so could I have the same type of behavior around someone else without causing any trouble?
Then all of a sudden, Asha crunched up as if she had been struck by lightning and sat back on me, all excited.
"Aaaah! Asha! You scared me. What is it?"
For a moment, she performed a series of pointings and gestures. She kept pointing at Oreo and me and then placed her two paws on the side of her head as if she pretended to sleep.
"What is it? Are you tired?"
Asha slapped me on the forehead and tried again, frustrated by my inability to understand her quickly. Nonetheless, she persevered until I finally completed the math.
"Oh... You want me to sleep here tonight."
Asha nodded.
"... so... I can spend time... with Oreo?"
Asha nodded again while my face began to burn. Usually, sleeping at the café with the pets was always fun, but since there was an ulterior motive this time around, such a proposal was harder to accept.
"Awww... but what if she finds out I like her? What if she doesn't want to talk to me again after?"
I fell to my side on the couch, defeated by my own paranoid brain. I shouldn't have come here today. I wasn't ready for these kinds of emotions. Asha climbed on me and crushed me deeper into the soft seat. At least, buried like this into the seat, nobody would see me ridiculously suffering.
***
Later in the afternoon, I went to see Lucy.
"Lucy?"
"Yes, Clara?"
"Could.... Could I sleep here tonight? With the pets."
"Sleep here? In the lounge?"
"Yes."
"Not really, no. I mean, you can sleep here, but I would prefer that you sleep upstairs in one of the capsules. The other day, I caught Asha, out of costume, sleeping with the pets in the lounge. She had sneaked in during the evening to be with them. I'm trying to teach them that it is not okay, so if I permit you to do what I don't want them to do, it would be counterproductive. Do you understand?"
"Oh, yes. The capsule is fine... but... Can I take a pet with me?"
"Absolutely. But only one this time. Because of all those recent changes, Trixie, breaking her arm, and Savannah, who just started with us, I want everybody to rest as much as possible."
Well, that turned out even better than I had expected. Not only would I be able to sleep with Oreo tonight, but on top of that, I would have a legitimate excuse for not inviting the other pets who would want to join us.
"Yes, that's fine. I'll not pick more than one."
"Oh, and since you'll be here tomorrow morning, could you take care of feeding the pets their breakfast? I have something else I need to do in the morning. I should be back around 10 am. Deal?"
It was a lot of unexpected work, but it was a small price to pay for being able to spend the night with the elusive Oreo. I would do anything.
"Deal."
"Good. Aaaah! More clients are coming. Why is this day so busy?"
Lucy turned heels and went back to the reception to welcome the new visitors. That was when I noticed Asha next to me with a paw up in the air.
"Asha?... Do you have a question?"
Asha rolled her head as if I had said something super stupid. She then motioned her paw in a way that made me understand what she wanted from me.
"Oooh. You want a high-five?"
Asha nodded, and I slapped my hand in hers. As usual, Asha took care of me and used her smart brain to find a solution to my problems and provide me with a comforting presence. All there was left to do now was to wait for the business day to pass and hope that Oreo would actually want to spend time with me tonight.
***
It was a long wait. All afternoon, the café was very busy. I had no more petgirls to play with and ended up helping Lucy quite a bit even though I wasn't officially working. But since I was ready to do anything to repay the favor she had granted me, I didn't mind putting in the extra effort. The downside was that Oreo would surely be exhausted tonight because her clients were really happy and active. I've never seen her getting this many hugs and cuddles in one day. This much affection would have certainly killed me, so I admired her endurance.
At the end of the business day, after the last client finally left, Lucy took a minute to sit with me for a coffee and to decompress a bit before going home.
"Feeew! What a day! Good job, Clara!"
"I didn't help... much."
"You are too modest. You are always helping so much. You have to start believing it. So, listen, I wanted to apologize for what I've said this morning..."
"..."
"You know... When I said that I didn't picture you as a finance person. I kind of regretted what I said and changed my mind. I think you would be great at it."
"... Really?"
"Yes. When you do something, you take your time and do it well. You are never in a rush and avoid mistakes because of it. I think if you pay the same attention to details when you manage people's money, you'll make them very happy."
"... yes?"
"Absolutely. And I'm good with finance too, so I'm going to enjoy teaching you what I know as well. That's going to make me feel useful."
"You are... always useful, Lucy."
"Haha. I have my moments. So, do you still want to sleep here tonight?"
"Yes. If that is still okay."
"Of course it is. Oh, and if you have some free time, your furniture in the basement, could you start making a list of what you will keep or not? It can't stay down there forever, you know. Is it still going well at the pethouse? Do you like it?"
"Yes... It's going very well. I will decide what I'm going to keep. It's all old things anyway."
"Good. Alright, I'm going now. You take good care of my café and my pets, and don't forget to lock the door behind me."
"Yes."
Lucy gulped down the rest of her coffee, stood up, and stretched for a long moment. After working this hard, she definitely deserved to go home and relax. And me, I would finally have time to spend with Oreo. It was a good day, after all.
As usual, Lucy said goodbye to her pets, hugging them all and moralizing them one last time, and then she headed toward the lounge door.
But something wasn't right...
... Why did she hold Oreo's wrist and led her toward the exit?
"Lu... Lucy?"
"Yes, Clara?"
"... O... Oreo? Is she... leaving?"
"Oh, yes. Didn't I tell you? She has an appointment with the dentist tomorrow. She hates it, so I promised I would go with her. She is sleeping at my place tonight. As I said, I'll be back around 10 am."
"..."
"Is there a problem?"
"... N... no... Have... a good night."
"Alright then... Come, small cat. Let's take off your costume and go. Oh, how about we watch your favorite movie tonight? Would you like that?"
Oreo nodded as she happily walked out of the lounge, not even looking back at me, more interested in this privileged time she would get to spend with Lucy.
When the door closed, I stood up, looked at the remaining pets. Asha was holding her head, knowing very well what had just happened and how devastating it had been for me.
Our master plan had turned to ashes.
I walked straight to the pillow pile in the corner of the room and let myself fall flat on my belly. A moment later, I felt a bunch of supportive cushy paws rubbing and patting me on the back.
Tonight, I would probably sleep with Asha... And probably just sleep... because of all that extra work I would have to do before Lucy came back tomorrow...
I should have stayed at the pethouse today... I knew it.
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"Aaah! That felt good, Alli."
"Tell me about it, Sky."
"Did... did I mess up? I just wanted you to feel good while I was feeding."
"Oh, it felt good, alright. Did you eat enough?"
"More than enough. There was a lot of dead skin on your chest. I will soon be as strong as I used to."
After Skylar retracted to the back of my neck, I ran my hands on my boobs, and they were SO soft, almost glowing. That had to be the best skin treatment in the entire universe; what else to expect from a hungry alien?
The most astonishing part of the treatment has been how easily she had manipulated my pleasure. Obviously, she didn't mean to do anything wrong since my comfort and happiness were what she yearned for, but when she had tried to follow my wrong directions, the unexpected result had sent me to a place of euphoria.
I sat back in my bed and asked her a few questions.
"Sky, how did you know how to trigger the pleasure center in my brain like that."
"You are a simple being."
"Uh? Thanks... That's rude."
"Oh, sorry. I just meant that your physiology is extremely easy to understand and manipulate. I observed you this past week when you were masturbating and understood right away how that aspect of human physiology worked."
"My head is that simple to you, uh?"
"The physiology is... there are still so many things I have to learn. Your psychology is very intriguing."
"So, what else did you learn?"
"The list is long. I know your genetic code, your memory process, your aging process, your..."
"Wait... My memory? You can tamper with my memory?"
"Yes, easily. But I would never do that!"
"How would I know if I can't remember it?"
"... I don't know... but I would never ever do that! It would be mean."
"Show me."
"No! Allison. It will scare you. I don't want my host to fear me."
"It's okay. Some humans do that temporarily to other humans as entertainment. Try something. I want to see how it feels."
"Mmm... I dunno about that..."
"Come on, Sky. I won't get angry. I promise."
"... Fiiine... What is your name?"
"My name? But you know that already... It's... it's..."
"You forgot, right?"
"... Yes... so odd. Ah, now I know, it's Allison."
"See... It's easy. But don't make me do it again. I really don't like that. I don't want you to think I'm manipulating you."
Interesting. That didn't frighten me. Instead, I thought it was cool. The guilt in her voice made me understand that she had no intention of harming me in any way, shape, or form, which had strengthened my trust in my funny parasite.
But what about the other things she said? Aging?
"What about aging, Sky? You said you understand it?"
"Yes. That's actually pretty simple."
"So, can you do things like giving me back my 20 years old body?"
"... Alli... That's enough for now. I don't want to answer that. I don't want to feel... used."
"Aaah, I'm sorry... You're right. It's just that for us, humans, getting older is a bit scary."
"That's what makes you who you are. Without aging, you'd be... different. right?"
She got that right. But without aging, I wouldn't turn into some sort of wrinkled apple over time. 31 years old wasn't bad at all, but I already missed being 20. If I read between the lines correctly, she probably had the power to do something about it but clearly wasn't keen to go around her strong ethic to do it. It would have to be a discussion for another time, even if the thought was rather exciting.
Anyway, I had better things to do right now than debating the laws of the universe.
"Sky, I need to go to work today."
"Work?"
"Yes... so I can earn money."
"Money. The thing you used to obtain a museum ticket?"
"Exactly. People use my skills and give me money in return. It's a great system."
"Sweet. Make more money so we can go to more museums, then."
"I don't mind if you stay connected to my brain, but you have to stay quiet, so I can focus on what I have to do."
"Yes. I won't interfere. I promise."
***
After a light breakfast, brushing my teeth, and dressing up, I headed to work with my new friend well hidden behind my neck. Since I lived downtown, I didn't need a car and just walked to work. It was the most convenient thing ever and also waistline-friendly. On the way there, Skylar kept me company and asked me funny questions about things that I knew nothing about, like the sewer system and why people were playing music. I guess I took for granted many things to the point where they were so ordinary that nobody cared about how they really worked. It made me a bit sad. Appreciating all the work that those workers had put into an infrastructure that made my life so much easier should be the least I should do to thank them.
"Alright, quiet now, Sky. This is my workplace. People can't see me talking to myself, or else it will be odd."
"Okay. I won't bug you."
"Thanks, Sky. I appreciate it."
I entered the giant building and headed straight to the ninth floor. After two weeks away on vacation, I could rest assured that a massive pile of paperwork awaited me, and probably six million emails as an extra. Being an accountant came with the downside of never running out of work.
As soon as I stepped into my small office, my boss showed up with the same workaholic attitude he had before I left.
"Ah, thank God, you are back Allison. Can you review those books? Something doesn't add up for June. The client is freaking out."
"Welcome back, boss."
"Yeah, sure, welcome back, Allison. And I need this before 10 am."
"Before 10 am? Come on. I just came back from vacation. What is this?"
"10 am, Allison."
I sat on my chair and lowered my forehead on the desk. That wasn't how I expected this day to start. But since it paid the bills, I didn't have much of a choice.
After logging back into my computer and ignoring all those unread emails, I turned to the books and tackled the first one. If I wanted to have a chance to finish this by 10 am, I had to start right away.
After half an hour of looking at the first one, It was not as bad as I thought, and I found the errors pretty rapidly. I made a few notes here and there and put the book in the completed pile. The second book was pretty much the same and quickly joined its friend in the completed basket.
"Apparently, I still know what I'm doing."
The third one gave me grief, though. What a mess it was. The bookkeeper who made those entries must have been on drugs or didn't care about his job security. For the life of me, I just couldn't find a way to make the faulty month balance. The numbers just made no sense.
Around 9:30 am, my boss came back to see me and put some unnecessary pressure on my shoulders.
"Where are my corrected books?"
"Here. I've done two, but the third one will take much longer."
"You still have thirty minutes. It is an important client, and I meet with him at 10 am, so I need the corrected book."
"But, it's not possible. It's a mess!"
"I don't want to hear excuses. Just do your job, Allison."
"... Just... get out of my office!"
My boss wasn't the best, and of course, I had to come back on a day when he was overly stressed out and gave me an unreasonable deadline. There was no way I could do what he wanted this quickly. It would take me hours to correct this one, and I only had thirty minutes left. I just couldn't take that pressure on my shoulders. I would do my best and let him look like an idiot in front of his client. Our firm performance was something I cared about, but he just had to take care of this earlier. It was not like he could fire me anyway.
I restarted my analysis, trying to find potential errors, but it was so complicated and hopeless.
"... Alli?"
"Shhh... I'm busy..."
"I... I know but..."
"Skylar, please. This is really a bad time. We will chat later."
"... line... line 57... it's an 8, not a 5..."
"Sky, I said... woah... wait a minute... You're right... How did you..."
"The other errors are on line 63, 84, 103, 121, 122. I'm sorry... I'll keep quiet now."
"Wait, wait, wait. Repeat that for me."
That was unexpected. I quickly grabbed my pen and wrote down the numbers Skylar gave me. Using my eyes, she had spotted all the errors while I flipped the page earlier. Until now, she had kept to herself, not wanting to disturb me. But as soon as she understood I was in trouble, she shyly intervened to help me.
"Sky! You are a genius! You found all the errors. I didn't know you were good at bookkeeping."
"I am not. It was simple maths and calligraphy analysis. I'll shut up now. Sorry. I feel guilty for having broken my promise to keep quiet."
"Haha. It's all good. As a reward, why don't you feed on my back while I'm finishing this? I was all sweaty because of the stress."
"Oh? Really. Can I?"
"Go right ahead. Just make sure nobody sees you."
It was such a great idea because feeling her expending on my back felt very relaxing. It was as if someone nice rubbed my back tenderly.
I quickly finished my report and hand-delivered it to my crazy boss, who couldn't believe I had actually managed to finish the impossible task.
"Here you go. All fixed up."
"... But... how...?"
"I'm just that good... get used to it."
"Thanks, Allison. You saved my life."
"Don't mention it."
On my way back to my desk, I was pretty happy with myself. But I would never forget that Skylar was the one who had saved me.
I sat back on my chair and looked at the ceiling.
"Feww! I owe you one, Sky."
"Letting me feed on your back is rewarding enough."
"It feels like you are covering my whole back... is it me or..."
"... I grew a bit? Yes... I'm recovering nicely. Thanks to you. I'm no longer scared that you can hurt me by accident."
"How much bigger are you going to get?"
"That's my decision, In theory, I could grow without limit, but it would be illogical to exceed what my host is comfortable with. I need you to be comfortable carrying me. You have to tell me when it's too much. I have ways to control my growth."
"Good to know. Will do."
The rest of the day was eventless. After the miracle I pulled, my boss left me alone. I managed to catch up on most of my emails, and Skylar kept her promise to let me work without interrupting me. Following her feeding, she returned to the back of my neck, well hidden, and I couldn't even tell she was there. Maybe I was just getting used to her.
Around lunchtime, I went for a walk so we could chit-chat about random things without me looking like a crazy person. I seemed to have triggered something in her since yesterday when we went to the museum because she was pretty curious about everything art-related, including clothing fashion. As good as she was with everything science-related, art was not something she was used to or understood, so she wanted to learn more about it.
After work, we returned home, and as soon as I stepped into my apartment, I stripped naked and jumped in the shower. Skylar liked it when I soaped her up as well, so I didn't have to worry about hurting her. Yet she made sure to show me her strange sense of humor.
"Aaaah! You put soap in my eeeeyes!"
"Skylar! You don't even have eyes."
"Haha."
"Hey, Sky. Do you have to stay behind my neck? Since you are getting bigger, it might become problematic, no?"
"Yes, that's where I'm most comfortable. But let me know if it annoys you, and I'm sure we can find a solution. I want to grow some more, but I won't if you ask me to stop."
"No, I don't mind. But I just don't want someone to discover you. We just have to be mindful of that."
After the shower, I looked at myself in the mirror, and the contrast between my clean skin and my normal skin was quite apparent. My chest and neck were feeling all nice, but my face felt a bit neglected even after I had washed it.
"You are so pretty, Alli."
"Hehe. Don't you have a crush on a slime male back at home?"
"My race doesn't have sex or genders. And my home is here. That's how we live. We randomly land on planets, as I did, and it becomes our home."
"Do you... fall in love?"
"... Yes..."
"With your hosts?"
"..."
"Awww... Sky! Are you shyyy?"
"Hey! It's not funny! I'm not used to talking about my love life with my hosts! My previous hosts were too dumb to have a conversation about that."
"Haha! Okay. I'll cut you a break. Hey, would you like to clean the skin on my face?"
"I would love to, but only if you are okay with it."
"Yeah, sure... Why not. If you had wanted to hurt me, you would have done it a while ago."
"I would never hurt you! It would be wrong. You are my host, so the happier you are, the happier I am."
"Alright, then it would make me happy to have a clean face."
"Okay. Go lie down on your bed. I'll clean your hair as well."
"Hey! I just washed it!"
"Well, you didn't do a very good job at it. I'll show you what clean hair is. Haha."
Following her instruction, I went back to my bed and comfortably rested my head on the pillow. I wondered what it would feel like to have her crawl on my face and feed. But if it were going to be like the other parts of my body she had taken care of, it would shave a few years off my physical appearance, so, even if unsettling, it would be well worth it.
"Are you ready, Alli?"
"Yes. Go ahead. Make me look young again!"
"Haha. You are already pretty. You don't need my help with that. Alright, here I go!"
Since she had recovered from her weakness, Sky definitely could crawl much faster than before. I would not call it quick, but she wasn't turtle slow anymore. She first wrapped around my neck, which felt really good, and then reached under my chin and began to cover my cheeks.
"Hmmm... It feels so nice, Sky..."
"Hehe. Does it? I'm just starting."
She continued her expansion and spread around my lips and nostrils, making sure not to block those, and then she unexpectedly covered my eyes.
"Aaah! It's so dark!"
"Oh? Do you want your eyes back?"
"No, no!... This is very relaxing. It's like at the spa when they put cucumbers over your eyes..."
"Cucumber? Really? That's weird."
"Hehe. Yes, I guess it is."
It didn't take Skylar much longer to finish wrapping all around my head. I reached my face with my hand just to check what was happening on the outside. It was like I wore a perfect latex hood that had left only my mouth and nostrils exposed. My hair was nowhere to be found and it kind of turned me on. Sky was so gentle and made me feel like a million bucks. Again, best beauty treatment ever.
"Hmmm... I could do this all day, Sky. You'll get me addicted."
"Hehe. Me too. I love taking care of my hosts. But it's so much more fun to do it with a sentient being who appreciates what I do."
"I dooo... Take all the time you need. This is so relaxing."
"It will take about fifteen minutes. Enjoy."
Yeah, I trusted Sky so much more now. Her role as a parasite was to keep her host happy, which became very clear to me. She wasn't pushy, cared a lot about my feelings, and listened to what I said to make sure she wasn't doing something I didn't like.
For many long minutes, I felt her feeding on me gently, not rushing things, and making sure she didn't forget any part of my visage. But then she proposed a little extra, as they did at the spa when they want to suck more money out of their clients.
"A... Alli... Would you like me to clean your teeth too?"
"My teeth? I just brushed them."
"Well... they are a bit... dirty."
"SKY! That's mean... my teeth are fine!... are they not?"
"Yes... but... I can... probably help... a bit."
"Fiiine. Since you are already wrapped around my face, why not."
"Yay! Okay, you won't be able to talk, but don't worry, Alli. I got you."
"I'm not worried about that, Sky. I trust you."
"Awww... Why are you so nice?"
I really liked Sky, and it was not a lie. And I liked what she could do as well. Where else would I get such cool experiences? She crawled over my lips until she fully closed my mouth hole. I could only breathe through my nostrils past this point, but it felt good... and erotic. When she parted my lips and slowly entered my mouth, a big sexual wave washed over me, and I was pretty sure she had nothing to do with it this time around.
"Hmmm!"
"Haha, Alli. That little moan was cute. Hang in there. It's going to take a while. Lots of little corners in there."
"Hmmm!"
The deeper she got, the more turned on I got. She slowly coated my teeth, cheeks, and tongue, which was more than likely the best kiss I had ever received. I had not expected her to fill up my mouth this much and to go as deep. I could almost feel her inside my throat. Did she realize how it looked to me? It was like having a big form-fitting dick inside my mouth.
As she killed my bacterias and ate food residues that I might have missed with my toothbrush, I couldn't help myself but suck a little on her... just to experiment... and because I loved sucking on organic things.
"Aaah! A... Alli... What are you doing?"
"Hmmm!"
"Yes... I know you feel good, but... you make me feel... good too... when you do that... Aaah!"
Interesting. Could Sky feel pleasure too? That was hilarious. Sweet revenge. After the emotions she made me endure, it was a nice payback.
Stretching and wriggling on the mattress, naked like a worm, isolated from the world by my gentle parasite, this was the best experience ever. So much that my finger reached my wet crotch for a bit of fun.
For way longer than necessary, Sky and I had this intimate moment. We made ourselves feel good in an innocent way, and I got a very nice orgasm out of it. I didn't know if Sky was capable of having an orgasm too, but I had no means to ask her at the moment.
After an hour of this, she finally began to retract. The latex-like slime exited my mouth, returning my speech abilities.
"Aaaah! Skyyyyy! That was amaaazing!"
"Hehe... You are a little perv, Alli. Sucking on me like this... Few! So, how do you like your teeth now?"
"Oh, wooow! They feel so... perfect... It's like coming back from the dentist."
"I found a few chips and cracks. I fixed those since you weren't in a hurry to end our little session. Oh, and one cavity as well."
"What? You can do that?"
"I do it just for the hosts that I like. Hehe."
"Aww, thanks. You are going to save me tons in dentist fees. I hope we will do this again."
"I would love it, Alli."
I went to the mirror to look at my face, and again, she had done a fantastic job. The other girls at work would surely notice and ask me for my beauty secrets this time around. Preparing a little canned reply would be a good idea because there was no way I would tell them my lovely parasite was responsible for it.
After a few selfies, I had dinner and ended up on the couch watching a few TV shows with Sky wrapped around my neck. Our friendship was growing fast, and it was also nice to see she was getting comfortable interacting with me.
***
The following morning, I had a very sexy surprise when I woke up. Skylar had already crawled inside my mouth while I was sleeping to clean my teeth some more. She said my toothbrush was not doing a very good job but that she didn't mind doing this as often as I would like. Of course, I laughed at her because I knew she was also doing it for herself; she liked it when I caressed her with my tongue, that little hypocrite.
But then, we had a new problem.
"Sky! You grew so much overnight! People might notice that big bump under my hair."
"I'm sorry... I drank too much saliva. I... I'll go on a diet."
"Haha. Slimes go on a diet now?"
"Well, I can stop eating. I'll slowly shrink in size."
"No, I have a better idea. You like fashion, right?"
"Uh? Alli? What does that have to do with anything?"



"Can you turn into a t-shirt? If you spread yourself around my torso, nobody would notice you under my clothes, right?"
"That's... a good idea."
"You can also feed on me all day. Haha"
"There is not much left to eat on your skin, but I could tickle you while you work."
"Hey! No! Don't do that."
"I totally will. Haha!"
Now she had a playful side. That was good to see. I let her crawl around my chest and back, and she molded herself into a tight undershirt, enhancing my curves. That was quite sexy and attractive to watch, actually. I could even see my nipples through the dark brown second skin.
"Oooh, Sky... I love this."
"Not bad, uh? That will work perfectly."
"You definitely grew a lot. Can you crawl even more?"
"A bit more, yes, but this is comfortable for now. I don't want to overstretch myself."
"Sweet. Then let's go to work."
Walking to work this morning felt great. Wearing something so kinky under my white blouse made me feel extra sexy, and since it was alive, the pleasant caressing sensations were enjoyable to carry around with me.
It was a bit hard to focus on my spreadsheets today, but when I told Sky to stay still, it really helped. I know it was cheating, but I also asked her to help me with a problem. Her ability to quickly look at numbers to find the errors was too astonishing not to use.
"Haha, Sky. If you help me too much, I will get a promotion soon."
"It's fine. I don't think you are abusing. You are a good worker already."
"Still, you are very useful."
"Then, I should get a reward... Right?"
"Aaanh... S... Sky... what are you doing?"
Out of nowhere, the slime covering my boobs started moving in a stimulating way. It was like a million tiny tendrils wriggled under the black skin, particularly around my nipples. This was so wrong... but it felt so good!
"Haha. I'm just kidding. Alli. Sorry. I couldn't resist."
"You little perv, Sky! You are going to get me in trouble. At least wait until we get home before doing things like that."
"Oh? Is that a special request?"
Did I inadvertently ask Sky to pleasure me tonight? Was that what I really wanted her to do? There was some sarcasm in her voice, so I was pretty sure she was mocking me for having said what I said, but still, I think we both entertained the idea.
"Just keep quiet, space slime."
"Haha... Alright... Alright... Let me know if you need me for something else."
"I will."
Since when did parasites have such a sense of humor?
***
After work and back at home, I tossed my clothes on the floor, had my usual shower, a good meal, and then laid down on the bed to relax. Skylar had retracted to the back of my neck and just chilled with me.
"So, Sky? When do you think you'll be big enough to cover my entire body?"
"Oh, I don't know. Is that what you want? I could do it tomorrow if I had a lot of food, but your body is super clean. I ate everything I found on your skin and hair."
"Ah yes, by the way, my hair is SO much softer now. How did you do that?"
"I just cleaned it very well and restored it as much as I could. I'm glad you like it. But, you know, you should stop taking showers. Not only do you get rid of some of my food, but it's hurting you as well."
"Hurting me? You are stretching it now. Showers are not dangerous. You just want more food."
"Hehe. Yes, mostly that. But I can clean you better than a shower does, and I love doing it... so..."
"I'll think about it. Anyway, since you can't grow very fast due to the lack of food, I will have to wait before getting a full bodysuit. It would have been fun."
"Hmm... Alli... there is a way for me to get more food, you know."
"Are you going to eat my flesh, Sky? I don't want that."
"NO! Never! Why would I do that? I don't eat my hosts! It would be so wrong!"
"Haha. So what is it then?"
"I could eat what is in your stomach."
"EEWWW! SKY! GROSS! I'm not going to puke on myself just so you can eat more."
"Nooo! That's not what I meant at all! You are always suggesting extreme things. I can simply go down your throat and feed directly from your stomach."
"Really, that's really not that much better, you know."
"Awww... Sorry."
"Okay, let's say I let you do that. It would allow you to grow much faster?"
"Oh yes. I would just need a little bit too. Not much at all."
Remembering how good it felt to have her play in my mouth sent good vibes in my body, but the thought of having a tentacle going down my throat was downright deviant. Since she was serious about it and since I wanted her to reach her full potential as soon as possible, I decided that it wouldn't be too unreasonable to give it a shot for her sake and mine. So far, I have only had good experiences with Sky.
"Alright... Let's try it."
"Seriously? Are you sure? You didn't seem to think it was a good idea."
"I'm not sure, but being human means trying new things. So go right ahead. Just don't make me puke, or else, I'll attach you to a raccoon."
"Nooo! Animals are too boring! Nothing like that will happen. I swear."
"Haha. Just do it before I change my mind."
"Okay. Just relax, Alli."
Yes, she was definitely moving faster than before. After quickly wrapping around my neck, she crawled over my cheeks and mouth, robbing me of my speech. But instead of stopping there, Sky kept expanding and engulfed my whole head like last time. In no time, I was fully hooded, blind, and mute. That wasn't the plan!
"Hmmmph!"
"Haha! You didn't expect that. I knew you would love it. I thought it would be more fun that way."
It was indeed more fun this way but slightly unexpected. Two small tendrils entered my nostrils and headed toward the back of my throat. They must have been hollow because I could still breathe. Then, gently, they entered my trachea, not causing any discomfort..
"You'll breathe better that way."
"Hmmm!"
"Now to the stomach."
A fairly large tendril extended inside my mouth and crawled down my throat. Its smooth texture and body temperature didn't come close to making me choke. It was so weird to feel it going down inside my esophagus, but it was painless. Quite pleasant in fact. Why did this turn me on so much? I was such a deviant person.
"Hmmm Hmmm!"
"Hehe. You love that? I can feel it. And no, I swear, I'm not playing with your brain. I'm just glad you are enjoying yourself."
"Hmmm!"
"It's going to take a while. I'll open your eyes, that way we can watch a tv show together while I'm feeding. Do you want to do that?"
"Hmmhmm."
"Okay."
Sky opened two holes for my eyes on the hood so I could see. Of course, the first thing I did was go to the mirror to check myself out.
My heart skipped a beat. That was so fucking erotic. Her shiny dark brown body covered my entire head except for my eyes. Nobody could be able to tell that I had tendrils inside my lungs and stomach. It was so hot that I just couldn't stop caressing my body.
"You are so pretty, don't you think?"
"Hmmhmm!"
"Haha. You like it a bit too much. Okay, let's go watch TV."
Absolutely not! I was way too turned on to focus on a TV show. Instead, I returned to my bed and grabbed my favorite vibrator from the nightstand.
"Alli? What are you doing?"
Of course, Sky didn't know what that toy was, but she would quickly understand. I turned the vibe on and pressed it on my clit.
"Hmmmph!"
"... This is... amazing! Aaaah! You are sucking on me again... Alli! You know it makes me feel... weird. Aaaah!"
"Hmmhmmmm!"
Best parasite ever!
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"That was mean, Sky! You said just a little bit."
"Hahaha! I'm sorry. I got carried away."
After Skylar fed directly from my stomach and my incredible orgasms, she retracted to the back of my neck, and only then I realized what she had done.
My sneaky parasite had emptied the full content of my stomach, and now I had to eat again.
As I was cooking myself another meal, she just wrapped around my neck and shoulders, laughing at me and caressing me at the same time.
"Haha. Sorry. I just wanted to show you how much I could eat. I said I could put it back in your stomach."
"No, thank you. Not interested in pre-chewed food, let alone twice in a row. I'm not a bird."
"So, you had a lot of fun while I fed."
"Hmm... Yes. That was such a turn on. I'm maybe kinkier than I thought."
"I said it before. If my host is happy, I'm happy. So... if you want more from me... just let me know, okay?"
Ah! I wouldn't let her get away with it this time, putting all the pressure on her host like that.
"Sky... Just say it already."
"Hum... Say what?"
"Don't think I'm a fool. I know you enjoyed yourself too..."
"Yes, I said it. If my host is happy, I'm happy."
"That's not what I meant, and you know it."
"A... Allison... come on. What do you want me to say here?"
"That you want to do things to me, as much as I want you to do things to me."
"... Alli... no... I mean..."
"Why don't you want to admit it? What's the big deal? You wouldn't have played with my breasts at work or wrapped around my head while feeding if you didn't enjoy it... Those things were totally unnecessary. You just wanted to do it. Right?"
"No... I... Aaah! Fiiine! You win! Yes, doing things to you is fun! But only because it's you. Happy now?"
"Yes."
"But you know, I would NEVER do anything you don't want me to."
"Calm done, squishy parasite. I know that. But you know what? Maybe you should consider it."
"What!? NO! Allison! You are my host. I can't decide things for you. It would be unethical to use my power to force you to do things."
"Not if I'm okay with it. Skylar. You are a smart slime. I dare to think that you have good common sense. Am I wrong?"
"I... I think so... But... What do you want me to do?"
"I don't know. Use your creativity. You are the one mesmerized by human Arts. That's what it's all about. Just trying new things and seeing what works for you and me."
"Mmm... I will have to think about it. I'm just scared that I will do something you don't like, and then you'll throw me away."
"I won't do that if you use your best judgment. There is a big difference between you frying my brain and just teasing to be playful and friendly."
"Hmmm... I never had a host moralizing me like this. It's annoying."
At least she was thinking about it, which was a good start. I knew she liked to have fun, so I wanted her to get out of her shell a little bit. It would be nice to experience some spontaneous adventures.
I ate my second meal of the night in front of the TV, and Skylar was unusually quiet. Maybe I pushed her a bit too hard and made her anxious. Some people put me in the exact same spot in the past. They challenged me, it had not been super fun, but it had allowed me to grow as a person and take some initiatives that I wouldn't have taken otherwise. Skylar could learn a thing or two from humans. Relying too much on her host for every decision was not always going to make her happy. Once she would believe that I wouldn't put her in the juicer if she tried something that I ended up not liking, the trust would install itself, and she would become more confident.
A bit later, we went to bed and chatted some more.
"So... Alli... You dated some other humans in the past, right?"
"Yes, quite a few, actually. Why?"
"How come you are alone, then? I saw many other human girls with partners, and they were not as pretty as you."
"Sky, it's not just about prettiness. It's about chemistry. I haven't found the right person. But I love myself, so there is no rush. And sleeping around with random people is fun too. I'm not sad about my lifestyle."
"Ah. Okay. Mmm..."
"What is it, Sky? You sound depressed."
"... Nothing... It's stupid..."
"Sky... tell me."
I reached behind my neck and poked her with my finger.
"Well... I was thinking about what you've said earlier... about taking initiatives... and... I was thinking about what you've said about your lifestyle too... So, I wondered, Allison... Would you... date me?"
"Pfwahaha... What!?"
"Awww... Sorry. Forget it. I knew it was stupid and that you would laugh at me."
"No, no! Sky. What do you mean? Tell me."
"Hmm... I know I'm just a parasite... and you are a human... but... I like you... and when I noticed all those couples in the street here and there... I was kind of... jealous."
"Aaah. Poor Skylar. You are not just a parasite. You are a very cool parasite. So, what is it? You think that if you were "dating" me, you'd feel better around me?"
"I... I guess I would be less shy interacting with you... maybe. That's what couples do, right? Once they are together, do they feel freer to do nice things for each other? I don't know those things too well. Aaah... forget it."
"Alright. I accept!"
"You... You want to date me? Even though I'm nothing like you?"
"Yes. I like you quite a lot, actually. You make me laugh, and you are good in bed. I wouldn't mind exploring this weird relationship a bit more. And if it makes you more comfortable around me, then that's great. That's the whole goal of dating."
"Awww... seriously?"
"Yup. Dating doesn't mean it's forever. It just means that you are willing to explore new possibilities."
"So... can... can I do this?"
"Uh? Do what?"
Out of the blue, Skylar extended her body around my torso, trapping my arms against my chest, and hugged me tightly. It was so hot.
"Hmmm... Yes, you can! All night if you want! I love hugs."
"I'm very happy, Alli. Why are you so nice? You are so special."
"Because it's more fun that way."
For a long moment, Skylar hugged me and caressed my body gently until I drifted to sleep. I was delighted with this turn of events. It may have been very weird, but I genuinely started to fall for her. She was so gentle but also smart and full of sexual potential.
***
"Mooorning, Allison!"
"Hmmmph!"
Of course, Skylar wasn't sleeping, so she had all the time in the world to wrap herself around my head during my sleep and fill up my mouth. These teeth cleaning were always fun. I was very glad that she took the initiative to do this. That was exactly what we had discussed last night. I wanted her to feel more adventurous, and dating her was supposed to enable that. She was doing this both for herself and myself, and it was the best way to have fun.
"I have a little surprise for you, Alli. Look."
"Hmm?"
The morning light made me squint when she opened two holes for my eyes in my tight hood. I pushed myself up and rested my back against the headboard. I wasn't too sure what she wanted to show me and couldn't ask her because my mouth was still plugged.
But then, my eyes landed on my arms. And a crazy wave of pleasure traveled down my spine when I saw what I saw. Skylar had covered them entirely, including my hands and fingers, and it was a perfect fit; there was not a single wrinkle. That was fantastic.
"Hmm!"
"Nice, uh? Hehe. Look at your legs too."
No way! Did she grow that much overnight? I pushed the bedsheets off my legs just to see two black limbs. Sky had indeed grown enough to coat my entire body. It was like I wore a perfect latex catsuit. It was the hottest thing I ever experienced.
"Give me a couple of minutes. I'm almost done with your teeth cleaning."
"Hmmhmm..."
That gave me enough time to rub my crotch and boobs through my second skin, which felt incredible. It was very frustrating, though; I wanted to hug Skylar so badly, but I could only hug myself. The deviant human with her sexy parasite.
After another five minutes, the squishy gag finally moved out of my mouth, allowing me to talk again.
"SKYYY! You are AMAZING!"
"Aww... Thanks. I was so nervous. I thought you would be mad at me."
"Silly. I love it. That's exactly what I meant yesterday. I want you to do these things if you think I'll like them. You have to try stuff and find what works. I'm sure I won't like everything, but that doesn't mean I'll be mad."
"I... I think I understand. But I'm still a bit scared."
"Is this your full size now?"
"I told you that there are no limits to my growth, but I know what you mean. I'm pretty much the right size for your body. We achieved symbiosis. We won't need much to survive from now on."
"Uh? Speak English for me, please. You lost me."
"Oh, right. Sorry. What I mean is, now that I've reached a good size for your body, you won't need to eat anymore. I can recycle what you excrete and feed you back. We can last for a very long time like this without any new intake."
"... EEWWWW! SKYYY! GROSS!"
"Oops... Did I say something wrong?"
"YES! First, I like eating. So I won't stop doing that. Second, I have no intention of eating my own excretions, whatever that means. EWWW!"
"Oh, but you'd not taste anything. I'd just place the processed food back in your stomach. It wouldn't have anything in common with the original material."
"NO! Absolutely not!"
"Aww... sorry... I... I thought you would be happy. My previous hosts didn't mind."
"That's because they were snakes and small mammals. Humans like eating. Fact. And it's not always by necessity. There is no way I would abandon my burgers."
"I can simulate a burger taste in your mouth while I'm filling up your stomach."
"NO! Sky! You are missing the point. Eating is fun! It's more than just acquiring nutrients."
"Aww... okay."
"But what I really like is being covered by you like this. Sky, this is amazing."
"I... I could have gone... farther..."
"Farther? Do you mean..."
"Yes... like... inside?"
"Oh... Can you show me?"
"Really?"
"Yes. Don't forget... we are dating now."
"..."
That was pretty much all I had to say before I felt something moving under my covered crotch. That was bad... I immediately understood that I would enjoy this way too much. Inside my slime suit, some mini-tendrils wrapped around my clitoris, and a much larger one began forcing my pussy lips apart. Putting my hands over my crotch did not prevent anything.
"Aaaah! AAaah! Sky..."
"Haha. You like that?"
"Mmm.. Yesss! And... and why are you moving so fast compared to a few days ago?"
"I'm super quick now that I fully regained my strength."
"Oooh... I love that."
The big tendril pushed its way inside me and reached deeper and deeper while the mini-tendrils stimulated my clit nicely.
"Mmm! Close my eyes, Sky, and gag me again... Please."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes... I would really mmmphh!"
That little traitor. She asked me that question on purpose just so she could trick me. I just knew it. Rapidly, Skylar closed my eyeholes and stuffed a big tendril inside my mouth as I so craved. The living dildo inside my crotch began to slowly pump as if I was getting fucked by a large dick... just much better. At the total mercy of my parasite, some great arousal coursed through my veins. I sucked on my penis gag and massaged my breast as much as I could.
"Aaah! Alli... your vagina... it feels amazing... and you are sucking on me again... aaaah!"
"Mmmph!"
Was she getting as much sensation as I was? That was my hope because she totally deserved it for being so awesome. Then, something I had not yet considered happened. Another tendril began pushing against my rear hole.
"MMMPH!"
"Aaah, you like that too? Cool. I'll clean you in there while I'm at it."
"Mmmmph!"
Of course, she couldn't hear me. Or perhaps my moans were not very convincing. As shocked as I was, it didn't feel half bad, quite the opposite. It was perhaps even more fun than the one in my pussy. I could feel her tendril crawling inside my belly, gradually filling me up. Experiencing this while being fucked relentlessly sent me to a very happy place.
A powerful orgasm quickly hit me like a ton of bricks. Screaming in my gag was barely possible because it was touching the back of my throat, and I didn't know what to do with my hands anymore. My second skin was procuring me with crazy sex, and I didn't have to do a thing.
"Oof. Alli. That was a big one. Do you want me to continue?"
"MmmHMM!"
I furiously nodded. Alien sex was the best thing ever, and I wanted a lot more of it.
Fortunately for me, Skylar made me cum hard several more times before allowing me to leave for work that morning. I was in heaven.
***
"Aaah! I'm still turned on like crazy, Sky. Are you sure you didn't tamper with my brain again?"
"Haha! I swear. I didn't! But maybe it's my tendril in your ass that makes you feel this good."
"Traitor! You should have told me that cleaning my rear would take that much time."
"It had never been cleaned before, so it's not my fault. Plus, I like doing things well and thoroughly. But here is a little secret. I could have stopped and got out of your ass, but I didn't feel like it. Hehe."
"Silly parasite!"
Nicely concealed under my work clothes, Skylar had turned into a nice bodysuit today. But there was more. I was sitting on my office chair, trying to keep my voice low, while a tentacle moved inside my belly, scrubbing and cleaning my large intestine. It was oddly enjoyable. Just knowing I had a living organism wriggling inside my guts was what fueled my arousal the most. It sort of made me feel closer to her.
Despite what she was doing to me, I still tried to accomplish some work. Paperwork-wise, we were quite a team. I organized all my tasks, and then Skylar helped me solve the most complex problems. It seemed so easy for her. So easy that my management had already assigned me the most complicated cases, and curiously, I felt very comfortable accepting everything they threw at me. Sky felt part of who I was now, so it didn't feel like I was cheating or anything. If Sky and I could help the company and our clients do better, there was nothing wrong with that.
Around lunchtime, I went to eat my sandwich at the plaza just outside our building. I wanted to chat with my parasite, but it was a bit hard to do that while surrounded by co-workers. When outside, I could just put my earbuds in and pretend that I was on the phone.
I placed a hand on my stomach and smiled a little. It felt so flat and good. Skylar had finished cleaning my guts a few minutes ago and had retracted her long tendril. It was definitely something I would ask her to do again, even if I had this one minor worry.
"Skylar, if you smell, I'll put you in the dishwasher."
"I'm nooot! All your waste has been converted to a neutral compound already. There is not a single bad bacteria on or inside me. It's the reason why I could safely feed you if you would let me. You'd never know where the nutrients came from."
"Forget it, Skylar. You are not going to feed me predigested food. It's not the chemistry that bugs me. It's the thought."
"Aww... but you feed me all the time. I would love to do the same. Do... do it for me?"
"No!"
"But... I'm your girlfriend, right?"
"Yes, but still no."
"Aww... I'm sure you would like it."
"Aaaah! Okay. Let's put that in the Maybe-one-day category."
"A "maybe" makes me happy."
"Silly parasite."
She had a very valid point, though, but it would still take more than that to convince me to be fed recycled matter. That said, considering it couldn't hurt. If it was true that I wouldn't taste anything, it was probably not that far from what the astronauts were doing in the space station, I suppose.
Instead of overthinking this, I changed the topic and proposed something different. I discreetly googled something on my phone and showed Sky a picture through my eyes.
"Look, Sky. I was thinking about this yesterday. Are you capable of doing something that looks like this?"
"Ooooh. Sure. You like being restrained?"
"Let's say I like exploring. That's one of the things I always wanted to try but never had an opportunity. When you hugged me tightly last night, it reminded me of this fantasy I had."
"I'll be happy to do it for you. But..."
"But...?"
"If you are my prisoner, I might do fun things to you."
"Fun things? Like what?"
"If I tell you, it won't be as fun."
"Smartass!"
"Smart what?"
"AAaaah!"
Very funny. Skylar unleashed a ton of teasing mini-tendrils on my breasts and nipples to punish me for calling her names. Perhaps our discussion from last night had sunk in, and she decided to be a bit more playful and take some fun initiatives. It made me happy because I knew this trust in each other would help improve our already great relationship.
***
After work, we went directly back home. As any new normal couple, who couldn't keep our hands from each other and knew exactly where this was going. Skylar just wouldn't stop torturing my nipples and tickling my clit as I tried to walk straight. Wearing her like a bodysuit gave her all the opportunities in the world to have some innocent fun at my expense, and I couldn't stop her, not that I wanted to.
The closer we got from home, the more excited we both were, and when I entered my apartment building, things got a bit out of hand.
"Aaah! Don't cover my head yet! What if a neighbor sees me? Just wait, okay!?"
"I think you like it. Because you are such a perv."
"Haha. You are an idiot, Sky... Yes, I do. But if we get caught, we will get in tr...mmmpph!"
Witch! She had created a tight hood over my head and closed my mouth hole as soon as we got in the elevator, and she tickled my crotch, which made me roll my eyes up. Again, trying to stop her was useless, but I didn't want to anyway.
Drunk from pleasure, I zigzagged toward my apartment door. At this point, who cared about the neighbors? I just wanted to get fucked.
As I tried to unlock my door, she jammed a large tendril inside my pussy, which made me fall on my knees and drop my keyset.
"MMMPH!"
"What are you waiting for, Alli? Unlock that door, or you'll get caught. Haha."
Oh, I wanted her to fuck me right now. I never had a partner who was so adventurous and made me feel this alive.
I looked at my keys to find the good one, but my mind went blank. What was the right key? Wait... Why couldn't I remember something so basic? Was it because of my excitement or...
"What is it, Alli? Can't you remember which one your front door key is? Haha."
Why was I not surprised? She was making fun of me again, and this time, she made it clear, through sarcasm, that she had tampered with my memory on purpose.
"MMMPH!"
"Haha... sorry, sorry... There..."
It was kind of cute to see her do that. I knew she felt terrible for tampering with my mind, but she still tried something innocent just to see how I would react. And then, by fear that I would get mad at her, she undid her memory block right away. Perhaps she was scared to end up in the juicer.
With my memory back, I finally managed to gain access to my apartment.
Our desire to have brute sex was so obvious that I began taking off my clothes right away. But before I even finished, Sky had already covered me from head to toes, including my eyeholes. Talk about an excitable creature. With my arms in front of me, like a lost zombie, I successfully reached my bedroom and dove on my mattress, where I was finally able to surrender. All I had to do at this point was to enjoy my new life.
"Mmm... Let's try your little idea, Allison. Do you still want to?"
"Mmmhmmm!"
Absolutely! I was ready! I didn't show her that picture for no reason.



As the tentacle relentlessly pulsated inside my vagina, my nose tendrils headed straight to my lungs, and my mouth's one slid down my esophagus towards my stomach. Then my ass was invaded again by another one that seemed to love depth. I would never look at anal sex the same way ever again. The way she made me feel full was just too good.
With all my orifices stuffed, I was in it for the time of my life.
"Mmm... All mine. And I'll never let you go!"
"Mmmph!"
"Oh? Are you okay with that too? Can I keep you encased like this forever? Is that what you want?"
"Mmhmm!"
I nodded energetically. Yes, my sexual brain wanted her to keep me encased for the rest of my life. Sadly, I knew she was just teasing to make my mind go in overdrive, but it felt good to believe it anyway.
Then my earlier request was granted.
"Okay, then. I'll wrap you up tightly and never let you go. Hehe."
Skylar began wrapping my legs together inside a single sheet. She placed little slime cushions between my knees and ankle to prevent pressure points discomfort, which was a nice touch. And then, the forceful crawling continued until my legs were tightly bound together.
Next, it was my arms' turn. Gradually, Skylar glided over them and pinned them to my sides, which felt like they were stuck inside internal sleeves. Skylar using her strength to position my limbs as she pleased was a new thing, and I LOVED it. It made me feel so helpless because it didn't appear I could fight back in the slightest. So in record time, I ended up confined inside a tight little cocoon, mummified by my amazing parasite, with no contact with the outside world anymore. From this point on, she could do whatever she wanted to me. I was her willing victim and hoped she would give me the best time of my life.
"Mmm... Do you love this?"
"Mmhmm!"
"Me too, Alli! This is very hot. I'll have to keep you like this until Monday."
"MMM?"
I had not thought about that. It was Friday evening, and I didn't have to go back to work until Monday. Sneaky Skylar! She got me good this time around, and because of her playful side, I couldn't tell how serious she was. I was convinced that forever wouldn't happen, but the whole weekend... that was plausible. She could easily keep me wrapped up like this for a few days... and I really wanted her to.
Slowly, the three tendrils in my pussy, ass, and mouth got in motion. Nothing aggressive, something romantic and tender, something that felt heavenly.
"Mmm!"
"Feels good, uh?"
"Mmmhmmm!"
"Let's try this then..."
All of a sudden, my whole cocoon started ticking me. It was as if a thousand pairs of hands rubbed me all over at the same time, and it felt sooo good. I twisted and turned, not knowing what to do with myself anymore.
"Hey! Careful. You are going to fall down the bed. Move to your left... a bit more.. There... then up a bit... good. Don't move, I'll secure you to the bed. That way, you can squirm as much as you want."
"MMMPH!"
"Oh? Do you like the idea of additional restraints? Haha. I knew it."
I nodded again. Being helplessly mummified by Skylar was already incredible, but being tightly bound to the bed on top of that, ABSOLUTELY! Whatever she wanted to add on top of that, it would be yes on my part.
I had no idea how she had done it because I couldn't see, but I was now immobilized on my back, unable to move much, as if I was held in place by a bunch of small bungee cords.
"There... All safe and secure. Let's try this again. Haha."
The cocoon rubbing and tentacle fucking resumed, but a bit more intense this time. Again, the one I felt moving inside my belly was the best, even though it was probably not the one who would make me cum. It was just the kinkiest one, and the thought turned me on like crazy.
"Mmmmpph!"
"What is that? Do you want to cum? Haha. No. Remember, we are here for the full weekend, so we have to take our time, right?"
"MMPH!"
And her time, she took. She let me have my first orgasm only after an hour of this mouth-drooling delicious torture.
Restrained like this, I was a very happy woman. It was hard to think straight and fully grasp what was happening to me. A parasite from space had attached itself to me, fed on my dead skin and sweat, became my friend and then my lover, and now we had wild BDSM sex. Who in the world would believe such a crazy story if I were to tell it?
As the tentacles fucking pushed me toward my second orgasm, I realized that this was maybe way more important than I had previously thought. My feelings for Skylar were real and powerful. As I contorted in my cocoon, I would probably have told her that I loved her, as strange as I would have sounded. Skylar had an awesome personality and incredible sexual skills. Were those qualities that much different than what I was demanding from my previous partners?
"Okay. Feeding time, Alli. I can tell you are super hungry. Open wide."
"Mmm!?"
"Hehe... Are you wondering if I'm really going to do it?"
"Hmm..."
"Do you want me to feed you? Look at the bright side. If I do it, you won't have to bother cooking tonight. That way, we can continue to have wild sex all night."
"... mmm..."
Ah, whatever... Her arguments were too good. Trying seemed the best thing to do at this point. Once Skylar fed me, I would know how it felt, and it would make her happy at the same time. Perhaps it would also make her understand how trusting I was.
I nodded and stopped moving, wondering what would happen next. Would I even feel anything?
Yes. I could.
I felt my stomach slowly filling up with... something.
"Seee... told you. Not bad at all, right?"
I nodded again. Was that it? Had she simply deposited a small portion of nutrients inside my stomach, and because of it I wouldn't have to eat and drink tonight? No matter how much I had rejected the idea of being fed recycled food, it now seemed awfully convenient. I couldn't help but think about all those lunches I wasn't able to eat because I was too busy at work. If Skylar could do this at any time as she had suggested, it might become a service I would like to take advantage of occasionally. It wouldn't replace a delicious burger, but one didn't prevent the other.
"I gave you the perfect balance of nutrients so your genes can express themselves the best. You are already very pretty, but if you let me take care of you more, I can make you feel even better. Because I'm a parasite, my host is my life. If you are super healthy, I will be too. I mean, you saw how weak I was when we first met, right?. I really didn't like that. You let me grow on you and regain my strength, and I'm so grateful for that."
"Mmmph!"
"Oh, right..."
The long tentacle running down my esophagus prevented me from speaking. Sky retracted it and opened my mouth.
"AAAAH! SKY!"
"... Hehe... yes?"
"Are you sure you are not playing with my brain again? Because I'm SO happy right now."
"Nooo! I swear! And it makes me happy too because it's your own happiness. You are so amazing, Allison. Usually, it's not going that well with my hosts."
"No? Why not? They didn't like you?"
"... N... nevermind... I don't want to talk about them."
"Well, you brought the topic up, sooo..."
"Maybe I will tell you more about them one day, but I still prefer you. You are the most fun I have ever been with."
"... and the most tied up."
"Hehe. Do you want to continue, Ali?"
"Oh, yes. So far, you did...mmmph!"
Traitor! She did it again on purpose. Of course, I was going to say yes, so as soon as I opened my mouth, she engulfed her tentacle in it, which made me rage but also giggle.
"Hehe. Oops! Let's have some more fun then."
What happened next was so unexpected but so good at the same time. It was like a pair of strong rubber bands had wrapped around the base of my boobs and cut the blood flow. I felt my breasts pushing against my already tight cocoon, and they began to feel hot. And that was when Sky, somehow, gripped my protruding nipples.
"MMMPH!"
"Hehe... What? I can't hear what you are saying..."
"MMPH!"
That little rat. She knew very well how good this felt and also that I didn't know she could do twisted things like that. I had not expected this kind of reward today. She was spoiling me with only stuff I loved.
The ass fucking also resumed. This time around, she didn't touch my pussy at all, which was a bit odd. I wouldn't be able to cum just like that, so I squirmed a bit, but she was holding me too tight on the bed for me to do anything. This alien sleep sack wouldn't let me go anytime soon.
She kept this on for quite a long time, which was fine since I wasn't in a rush, but then something very strange happened. I seemed to get closer to an orgasm, and the pleasure was coming from... my titts?
How was this possible? My boobs were on fire, and my nipples gently tortured... I loved it, but was it supposed to be enough to push me closer to the edge? I wasn't dreaming. It was really happening.
"MMMPH!"
"Oooh! You noticed, right? How do you like it?"
"MMMPH! MMM!"
"Hehe. You are so cute when you struggle, Ali."
What was this? What was this? She pulled on my nipples even more with her tiny tendrils, and it was just nuts. I was so close to cum from my boobs, as ridiculous as it sounded, and there was absolutely nothing I could do to stop it.
And then it happened. I abruptly tipped over the edge and exploded.
"MMMMMMMPH!"
Immobilized, controlled like never before, I couldn't even curl up to withstand the impact. My mind turned into fuzz, and I lost all sense of where I was and what was happening to me. And just as I thought I was going to pass out, a tentacle rammed furiously inside my pussy and began fucking me, and of course, Sky resumed my clitoris treatment as well. All of this together had the effect of prolonging my orgasm and pushing me over the edge again.
"MMMPH MMMPH!"
There was no way I would survive this. Finding this parasite was the best thing that ever happened to me, and now that she felt more comfortable playing with me, I would be in for the time of my life.
She repeated this cycle three times in a row. Three times when I almost passed out because of the pleasure. Was it really true that she wasn't tampering with my brain or injecting me with some feel-good hormones? Was my natural body capable of such pleasure when stimulated properly? Was I really capable of cumming from my tits as much as I could from my clit?
Breathing heavily through my nose tentacles, my only lifeline, I tried to calm down a little, but it was not a choice I had. I could recover because Skylar allowed me to. After what felt like an eternity, she unwrapped my body, the sleepsack at least, and reopened my eyes and mouth holes.
The only thing she had not stopped yet was the relentless ass fucking, and she was doing it at a good pace.
"AAaah! S... Sky! Aaaah!"
"Hehe. Are you okay, Ali?"
"Oh my God, yes. Mmm... I don't even know where I am anymore... and you... you are still fucking me so hard."
"That's for me... I'm still fucking you because I like it. It feels good."
"Mmm... See? See how good things are when we trust each other? AAaah... deeper!"
I placed my hands on my belly and could feel her move inside me. It was as hot as it was strange. Why did I like this so much? It was so deviant.
"You... you are not going to damage my guts, are you?"
"ALLI! No! I told you. I would never do anything that could hurt you."
"Well, you did squeeze my boobs pretty hard... and pulled my nipples too."
"Oh... well... that's not the same... It was just... stimulation."
"It was painful, and you know it... AAAH!"
As I was about to argue with her that she wasn't as innocent and gentle as she claimed to be, she rammed her tentacle deeper into my guts. I turned to my knees and elbows and stuck my ass out while squeezing a pillow.
"Mmmm... That feels so good for me too, Sky. You are teaching me how to love anal sex... If you can even call this anal sex. It's so unnatural to go this deep."
"Hehe. It looks like you like it a lot."
"Yes... It's more the feeling of having something moving inside my belly. It's so strange but so hot at the same time. It's like it is alive."
"... Hum!"
"Oh, right. You are alive, Sky. But you know what I mean, right?"
"Yes, but still. For that comment, I'll give you what you love."
"... Heeey! What does that even mean?"
"It means... this...
Slowly, Skylar entered my vagina, which was a punishment I had no issue with.
"Mmmm... Yeees. Oooh, That's a large one... and deep... and..."
"Hehe."
This weird sensation mixed with her little giggle made me feel suspicious. I suspected there was more to that initiative than just a simple fucking. Her tentacle was pushing deeper... a lot deeper...
"S... Sky... What are you doing?"
"Shhh... Nothing."
"Are... are you... crawling inside... my womb?"
"Maaaybe..."
"Aaaah! That... that feels... strange."
"And good?"
"Very. Aaaah! Are... are you going to... break something?"
"Nooo... I told you already. shhh... Just enjoy!"
I had never felt anything like it. It was half-tickling and half-pleasure. Something was getting bigger inside my belly, and I could feel the weight increasing.
"Mmmm... Don't... don't stop..."
"You want more inside of you?"
"Mmm... yes. Can you?"
"Yes, I can. Tell me when to stop then."
Slowly, Sky began unwrapping my feet, then my calves, and even retracted from my ass. It seemed that she used all this extra skin to stuff my uterus with and more of her body. I could even feel my belly stretching a little at this point.
"Skyyyy..."
"Just a bit more? Hehe. Then I'll show you something super cool."
"My... my belly!"
"Aaand that should be good. I'll detach it now."
"Uh? Detach?"
The remainder of Skylar's body retracted to the back of my neck, only leaving my head covered.
"What... what did you do?"
"I placed a big chunk of my body inside your uterus and left it there. Hehe."
"That's... that's hot... but... How are you going to take it out now? Did... did you just impregnate me... and... I'll have to lay eggs... and..."
"Alli. I don't know what kind of tv show you are watching, but you come up with the weirdest ideas. I didn't impregnate you! I just placed part of my body in there."
"I... I don't know... you are an Alien after all."
"I've never met any other life form who could impregnate you and make you lay eggs. This is just such a strange idea."
"Oh... okay then... but... Why did you do that?"
"Because you loved it?"
"... Good point..."
"And because I wanted to show you this... You told me you liked when things were moving inside of your belly, so, look..."
Out of the blue, something began wriggling inside my tummy...
"Aaah! Sky! What... what is happening?"
"I can remotely control this other part of my body through your nervous system. That way, I can do things like this..."
"... Like what?"
I felt something crawling out of my vagina, sliding up my buttcrack and entering my ass. That had to be the weirdest and creepiest thing I ever witnessed. But, it was also feeling terrific, particularly when she crafted me a pair of tight panties and started massaging my clit.
"AAAH! Skyyyy! I have tentacles inside my vagina!"
"See? That way, if you want to go to the beach and wear a sexy bikini, I can hide part of myself inside your womb and the rest behind your neck. Nobody will notice me."
"I'm.... I'm about to... AAAH FUCK! THAT'S HOT!"
"Haha. I suspected you'd like it, Alli. You are so fun to play with!"
"Mmmm... Harder... Fuck me harder, Sky... I'm about to Mmmmph!"
Why was I not surprised? Once again, she closed my mouth and eye holes before I could complete my sentence. But then, the remaining portion of her body at the back of my neck crawled down my arms and forcefully folded them before encasing them in pockets. I couldn't unfold them anymore.
"MMPHH!"
I was now on my back, unable to use my hands and arms, mute and blind with a parasite in my womb who was fucking and masturbating me.
How much more deviant could this get?
This time around, Skylar kept me like this for the rest of the evening, making me cum senselessly over and over. I couldn't control anything and wouldn't have it any other way.
***
This morning, Skylar and I wanted to go for a walk around the town to take a small break from all this surreal sex. In the end, she didn't really have any intentions to keep me encased for a whole weekend. Longer sessions would certainly happen later on when we would get to know each other better. Anyway, I wanted to show her more of my cool city. Unfortunately, my little parasite was in a bit of a strange mood today.
"I'm so sorry!"
"Sky! Would you stop! I told you, it's okay."
"But... but... I feel I went too far last night."
"No, you didn't. I told you. I had a blast!"
"But... but..."
Poor Skylar. After the amazing night she offered me, she felt needlessly guilty for having tried too many things at once. I could tell she got carried away, but it was nothing out of the ordinary. When very happy and sometimes while having sex, everybody tended to go a little bit too far. But in this case, her "too far" had not exceeded my limits and had provided me with the best sex I ever had. She had opened a world of possibility, and I couldn't do anything else but praise her for her love and playfulness.
"You gave me the time of my life, Sky. I don't see why you feel so bad about it."
"Aww... but... I didn't ask you enough how you felt."
"You didn't have to. You could see I was orgasming like there is no tomorrow. You knew I was having fun."
"Yes. I suppose... but still... I'm not used to this."
"Used to what? Dating?"
"Yes."
I reached behind my neck and squeezed her a little.
Squish! Squish!
"Hehe. It tickles."
"You did nothing wrong, Sky. Let's enjoy the fresh air, okay? It's a beautiful day today."
"Do... do you want me to get out of your uterus?"
"Nooo. We talked about this already. Plus, you make it sound weird. Anyway, It feels good, and I like it. And I like those panties, and your tentacle in my ass feels amazing. Mmm... So kinky."
"Aww... okay. But you let me know if you want it out, okay?"
"Yeah yeah. Oh, look. You'll like this over there. It's one of the oldest streets in the city. The houses are very old. Since you like art, you'll appreciate this."
"I will appreciate houses?"
"Yes. In the past, they were making much prettier houses. Look at the architecture."
"Oooh... I see... I like this."
Visiting my city with Skylar was always fun. She put things that I had seen in a new light, and we were discovering new things together as well. Dating a parasite was undoubtedly strange, but it started to feel more and more like a normal relationship, just more exciting and more discreet.
Instead of being next to a man who kept grabbing my butt, Sky was entirely concealed, and no one could suspect what was happening under my clothes. Since we were a couple, she massaged my boobs, played with my clitoris, fucked me in the ass... all that in broad daylight. Nobody could tell me that Skylar wasn't made for me. She was perfect.
As we turned in a small street, something caught my attention.
"Sky? Do you smell that?"
"Alli! I told you, I don't smell! I'm super clean and..."
"No! Not you!... Don't you smell something burning?"
"I do. I thought it was normal. Maybe someone is cooking?"
"No, Sky... It doesn't smell like regular barbecue... Look at the house over there... There is smoke coming out the windows."
We ran to the old home, and before we even got close to it, we saw some flames.
"OH NO! The house is on fire!"
"..."
As I was trying to process this unusually dramatic event, the front door slammed open, and a woman ran out, coughing and panicking. She then ran to me, crying and screaming...



"HELP! HELP ME!"
"It's okay... It's okay. I'm going to call the firefighters!"
"MY KID! MY KID IS UPSTAIRS!"
"WHAT!? OH NOOO!"
"I... I COULDN'T... I COULDN'T GO UP... THERE IS FIRE EVERYWHERE!"
Now I was panicking as much as she did. This was terrible.
I reached in my bag for my smartphone, but then my arm stopped responding.
Why? Why can't I move anymore? Was it fear? Was it panic? I needed to call the police right away!
But instead of calling for help, I tossed my bag on the ground and ran directly to the house.
Why was I doing this? It made no sense! I didn't want to die. This was a stupid decision. Was it even a decision?
But then, a little voice resonated in my head.
"I'm sorry, Ali! Sleep!"
My body entered the raging fire, and everything went dark.
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"Clara! Get out of that capsule!"
"..."
"There is no shame in having a crush. It's normal."
"..."
"Everything is going to be fine! Anyway, you can't hide in there forever!"
"..."
"Just come out already, so we can talk about it at least!"
Why did this happen to me? It was not fair. Yesterday, I admitted to Asha that I had a crush on Oreo, and then, everything went sideways. To make a long story short, I wanted to approach Oreo in a friendly manner and see if my feelings made sense and to inquire about hers as well, but because of an unfortunate series of events, it didn't happen.
This morning, when Lucy returned to the café, Oreo wasn't with her anymore because her shift was over. And then, the reality sank. I had to walk back to the pethouse as well, and Oreo would be there for the next few days, not hidden behind a mask, and I would have to face her. Yesterday, I was ready, but today, I wasn't anymore.
So I hid inside one of the capsule rooms located on the upper floor of the café and closed the door so nobody could see me freak out.
But my friends were clever... They knew I was in there even though they couldn't see me.
"Claraaa... If you don't get out of there, you'll be late for your appointment at the college. Remember, you have to meet with your guidance counselor today. Vix and I will walk you over there."
And I forgot about that too. I had an appointment with Tim to confirm what program I would study for the next few years. I picked finance, but I wasn't so sure anymore how good of an idea that was. In that field, I would have to talk to people all the time, and, clearly, it wasn't where my skills were. So I didn't know what to do anymore.
"That's enough, Clara! Open that door right now, or I'm doing it myself."
"..."
There was no escape possible since vanishing into thin air was not an option. My only way out was that white sliding door, and my oppressors were waiting for me on the other side. Resigned to my fate, I pressed the unlock button and cracked the panel open, just enough so I could look out using only one eye.
Asha's face was only a foot or two away from mine, and at the back was Vix, hand stuffed in her kangaroo pocket and hoodie hiding her upper face as usual.
"Clara! You can't act like that. You have to face your issues, you know."
"... I don't want to."
"Why not? If you like Oreo, it's a good thing. There is nothing wrong with that."
"... I'll... I'll mess up."
"Mess up? Mess up what?"
"... Everybody... will hate me."
"What? What are you talking about? Nobody will hate you because you like her."
"... They won't?"
"Aaah! Clara! You are always so weird. Alright, get out of there now. You are really going to be late for your appointment. We will discuss this after. We can't have this conversation if I can only see one of your eyes through a crack."
"... o... okay."
I pushed the panel open and crawled out of the capsule. Instead of helping me up, my two friends just walked out of the room. Being alone was what I wanted a mere second ago, but now that they disappeared from my sight, I had an urge to run after them. As much as I didn't want to face my fears, I knew they were the ones who could help me do it; I needed them.
"Wait for me!"
I followed them downstairs, said goodbye to Lucy, and headed out.
***
"So, Clara. I heard that you decided on your career?"
"... You... heard?"
"Yes, your friend Lian was in my office yesterday to tell me she wanted to become a nurse. And she said you wanted to become a nurse too."
"..."
"Okay... Let me guess... With the face you are making, she made that last part up just to be in the same class as you. That's what I thought."
That wasn't surprising. Accalia had an appointment with Tim yesterday and probably babbled something inaccurate about me. Because of the number of students that he sees every day, his bullshit detector effortlessly uncovered the lie. Accalia didn't really want to go back to school, and on top of that, she didn't want to be in a class filled with strangers only. I couldn't blame her for that since I had the same fears, but at least I understood that it was not how things worked.
"So, then. If you don't want to become a nurse, what did you pick?"
"... Would... finance... be okay?"
"You don't sound so sure... You know that you don't need me to approve your choice. It's YOUR choice. I will help you succeed whatever you decide to do."
"... Okay."
"What is it? You are not sure it's what you want?"
"I... I don't know, Tim. I don't know if... I will like it... or if I can do it well."
"Oh, I see. I see. Basically, what you mean is that you are a normal person?"
"..."
What kind of question was that? It threw me off balance, more than I already was. When I came here today to announce my decision to him and explain my concerns, I had expected him to prove me right. In my head, he was going to tell me that it was a terrible idea and propose a new set of options for me to choose from. But that was not what he did at all. Instead, he seemed to insinuate, through sarcasm, that my argument was flawed.
"Clara, you can't really know what you are getting into until you try it."
"..."
"Look. Just this morning, I had a student in my office. He spent two full years studying chemistry just to realize that it was not for him. So now he is moving to information technology."
"..."
"You know, young people like you rarely know what they want to do in life. Yes, some of them do, they want to be a doctor at the age of ten, but they are the exception. Everybody else is not sure about what they are doing, and that's normal. You have to try things and discover what you like the most. And even more in your case because you haven't been exposed to many things yet. From what you told me, you were quite sheltered and didn't have much opportunities or encouragement to try new things."
"... okay..."
"Allow yourself to try new things. If you want to give finance a shot, do it."
"But... What if I fail?"
"There is no such thing as failing when you try something new. That's something you keep hearing on social media, but it's not based on reality. What you have to do is to make a decision and commit to it. After that, it's just a series of different paths to follow, but there is no failure. If you don't like finance, you then make another decision. If you like it but have difficulties progressing, you make more decisions based on that. The only failure is when something is not making you happy, and you don't take action to change the situation. Since your choices are the only things that you can control, not making them would be a failure."
"Oh... I've never looked at it this way..."
"So, Clara... What do you want to do? In two days, it's going to be too late to apply to a program."
"... I... I think I'll do it."
"Finance?"
"Yes... I want... to learn."
"Great. We will fill up the paperwork then. I can't tell for sure, but I get the feeling that it's a good choice."
"Okay..."
"Oh, and one last thing... The two girls who were with you when you showed up, are they your friends?"
"Yes."
"Why were they sitting on the floor? All your friends are sitting on the floor... It's a bit odd."
"Oh... I'll tell them not to do that."
***
After my appointment at the college, Vix, Asha, and I walked in the direction of the pethouse, traversing a nice park. It wasn't too far away, but still, that was enough time for them to press me about my Oreo situation. I couldn't do anything to change the topic because they were on each side of me, clamped to my arms and holding me hostage. Whether I wanted it or not, I'd have to talk about this.
"Why are you so scared, Clara? Oreo is super nice. You know that."
"But... I don't want to cause trouble."
"What trouble? You keep saying that, and it makes no sense."
"I'm... not supposed to... date a petgirl."
"What? Who told you that? Lucy?"
"Nooo... Nobody... It's just... Aaah!"
"Asha. I think Clara is having another mental breakdown. She imagines things."
"Yes... I think so too. Clara, why do you think you can't date one of us? I mean, officially."
"I... I don't know... Maybe people will get... jealous? I know the petgirls like to play with each other a lot."
"..."
"..."
"Bhahaha!"
"Hahahaha!"
What did I say? Vix and Asha burst into laughter for no reason. It was almost offensive. I stopped walking and crossed my arms. It wasn't fair. I was already not good at socializing, and seeing them making fun of me wasn't helping. It wasn't cool.
Vix spun around and wrapped her little arms around my waist.
"Aaah! Clara! You are so cute."
"..."
"We are not making fun of you, but sometimes you say funny things."
"... What... What did I say that was funny?"
"Nobody in our group gets jealous of each other... Well, we do, like when Lucy gives us a special privilege, but it's not in a bad way."
"No? But, there are no couples at the café... So you don't know..."
It was Asha's turn to chip in and correct me.
"Wrong!"
"Wrong?"
"Yes... Misti and Trixie are together... I thought you knew that already?"
"..."
"What? That surprises you?"
"... Yes... Trixie... she always wants to date me."
"Yep... and she wants to date me, and Vix, and Meeka, and every other cute girl with a pulse. But this is just her being playful. Misti and her just like it that way. They may be an atypical couple, but they are a couple nonetheless. Guess why Lucy sent Misti back to the pethouse as soon as Trixie broke her arm. When Trixie is sad, she needs her girlfriend."
"... I... I didn't know that... but... They have... sex. With all of us."
"Aaah. Clara... so what? You can have a special person in your life and still have fun with your other friends if that's what you want to do. The only difference is that they talk to each other to make sure that they agree on it first. In this case, it's pretty obvious that both Misti and Trixie are totally fine with playing with the rest of us."
I didn't expect to hear that... To me, a couple always meant exclusivity. But perhaps this traditional vision of the world had been corrupted by my limited experience. Now that I think about it, at the café, many clients were couples, and they played with the pets together, sometimes grabbing their boobs. I never saw a girlfriend scolding her boyfriend because he looked at one of the sexy petgirls or vice versa. Only Lucy scolded people at the café.
So, was I this much disconnected from reality?
"Clara. We know you like having sex with us a lot."
"..."
"Don't make that face. You know it's true even if you are turning all red. Don't be like Vix and deny it over the pretense of looking cute and innocent!"
"HEY! I'm not like that, Asha!"
"Yes, Vix. You are! You act all shy in bed, but we all know you are a perv!"
"Heeey!"
Now, the two petgirls were running around me, trying to catch each other. I didn't even know who was chasing who anymore. But even if Asha didn't get an opportunity to explain why she was telling me something this embarrassing, I had a good idea about where she wanted to go with it. Basically, if I were to date Oreo, would I still want to have sexy fun with the other girls? Because of my misconception of what being a couple meant, I had not realized that a couple could still want to sleep with other people. I thought that once two people were officially together, it closed all doors, end of the story. What Asha had just told me caused my corrupted thoughts to fly out of the window.
Vix eventually managed to catch Asha and was now pulling her ears. The fox girl didn't seem to like talking about her sexual behaviors all that much. Asha ended up sitting on a park bench at the end of their fierce battle, and Vix sat on top of her lap.
"Clara... Come here! Let's talk!"
"Aaah! Do I have to?"
"Yes! Come! We are going to be serious this time. We want to help."
"... okaaay!"
My sneakers dragged on the fine gravel pathway leading to the bench. I dropped my butt on it, but I just slid down on my back with my hands resting on my belly. Of course, this defeated posture wouldn't have been complete without a long sigh that didn't go unnoticed.
"Uh oh. Clara is deflating."
"..."
"So, let's start from the beginning. Why do you like Oreo?"
"I... I don't know."
"You don't? How come? There must be a reason."
"I think... she is cute."
"Vix is cute too, and you don't act like that around her. Unless you don't think she is cute?"
"Nooo... Vix is cute too! You all are!"
"So what is it then?"
"I... I don't know... Her eyes..."
"Her eyes? Everybody is teasing her because of her angry eyebrows..."
"Nooo... She is super pretty. She looked... so..."
"... sooo?"
"So... So... Cute..."
Both Asha and Vix threw their arms in the air just to let them fall back down at my inability to use a diversified vocabulary. It was not my fault. Their question was hard. What did I like about Oreo? If I knew, I wouldn't be so confused about the whole thing. I never had a crush on someone before, so it was like asking a taxi driver to talk about cakes. I wasn't qualified for this.
Instead of reprimanding me, Vix straddled Asha and took a good look at her.
"Asha?"
"Yes, Vix?"
"You are cute, Asha!"
"Oh? Am I? And what do you mean by that, Vix?"
"Asha, your dark skin looks like milk chocolate, and it makes me want to eat you."
"Aw! Thank you. Tell me more, Vix."
"Certainly, Asha. Your black hair is so soft. I just can't stop playing in it."
"That's nice. Is there something else that you like, Vix?"
"Yes, Asha. When I'm around you, I feel funny in my stomach, and all I can't think of is to get hugs from you. Also, I find your presence reassuring. When I'm sad, I always feel better if I can be around you."
"Aaaw! Vix. You are so sweet. And me, I think you are adorable because you are always trying to hide under your hoodie. It's also funny when you refuse to share your fox towel with anybody. I like how you steal my soap too while denying it."
"Hey! I don't do that!"
"Yes, you do. Misti told me."
"She is wrong! I used your shampoo once, and that was it!"
"The avocado one?"
"Yes."
"Oh, that's not mine. That's Accalia's. It smells so good. I steal it too."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"Okay... We went on a tangent... Let's stay on the topic, or we will confuse Clara even more."
Too late. I was already confused. What started as a potential example to show me how to describe a person other than reusing the word cute had turned into a criminal confession. I did hear Accalia complaining about her shampoo disappearing in the past, and now I knew the reason.
But as Vix said, we needed to stay on topic. They had tried to show me a way to express my feelings, and I got the message. It was my turn to attempt to put my feelings into words.
"Well... Oreo... I don't know her much at all... But... She is shy, like me. And quiet too. She doesn't push me as hard as the others do... And then, when she ate her croissant, she bit a corner of it, then with her small fingers she pulled the soft crumb out of it first... Oh, and then, when I saw her for the first time, she was all tied up on the bed. It scared me a lot at first, but then, when I understood she was okay, and she let me untie her, it felt very good. The catsuit she wore was also not like the pet costumes. It was much thinner, and she didn't look like Oreo the café cat. Everybody told me that she had weird eyebrows, but because her hood had big eyeholes, I could see them, and no, they were super nice... and her big black eyes... I really wanted to keep looking at them... all the time. Oh, and she climbed on me too, and she was so light. I mean, it didn't feel hard at all to hold her in my arms, and when we kissed... she didn't rush things. But she tasted good, and I didn't want her to stop... but then a bit later, Accalia came in the room and said that we had to eat something. And when she was sleeping that night, she looked so peaceful. I touched her nose, and she wriggled it... it was funny. I mean, I did the same to Accalia, but she was just drooling. And... and.... And...... Oops..."
Vix and Asha were looking at me, eyes wide open, not blinking, and their smile was gone. They seemed shocked.
"Vix? Asha?"
I poked them gently with my finger to see if they had died of boredom... but then Asha's lips moved.
"C... Clara?"
"..."
"I didn't understand anything, but you spoke more words just now than the total sum of everything you've said since we met you..."
"... Sorry..."
Vix got off Asha and transferred to my lap before wrapping her arms around my neck.
"Clara! I'm sorry to tell you that... but this is very serious."
"..."
"You are in love!"
"..."
"That's it. You and Oreo will go on a date tonight. Right, Asha?"
"Oh, yes. It's critical."
Asha sprang to her legs, so did Vix, and they each pulled on my arms to get me in motion, but I resisted. Not only had I not processed what had just happened, but on top of that, there was a huge problem with their spontaneous plan.
"Come on, Clara! Don't act like this! This is going to be fun!"
"... Wait... wait!"
"What? What is it now?"
"I... I've only been on a date once... With Trixie... And I messed up... almost."
"Ah, that doesn't count. Trixie is a piece of work. She was probably too intense for you. With Oreo, it's going to be super awkward and awesome. Vix and I will take care of everything. You can count on us!"
Awkward and awesome? Could those two words even co-exist? Somehow, being aware of my own personality and Oreo's, it was probably a good way to describe what would happen next. The awkward part of the expression was a given, but we would have to see later about the awesome portion of it.
***
"Hold Clara's hand, Vix, or else she is going to run away again."
"... I'm not... going to run away."
"We don't know that."
Vix must have confused a few words here because instead of holding my hand, she wrapped her arms around my waist for a hug. Where did they expect me to run? We were in the elevator leading to the pethouse. My only way out would be the ceiling trap, like in movies, but I was way too short for being able to reach it, even if I were to climb on top of Vix's head.
It was so nerve-wracking, though. Asha had something in mind but didn't want to tell me about it. All I suspected was that she tried to arrange a date between Oreo and me. Otherwise, she left me in the dark. I didn't think Vix knew what would happen either, but she didn't seem overly bothered by it as my situation didn't impact her. I supposed that having spent years around her crazy friends had made her immune to all their twisted plans.
After our elevator ride, we entered the pethouse as if there was nothing special to it. However, my little heart was beating quite fast for obvious reasons. Plus, I couldn't help but wonder what Oreo and Trixie were doing at the moment. Between the rabbit girl's need for more intense affection and the cat girl's passion for bondage, it wasn't that hard to imagine what branch of activity they more than likely choose to distract themselves while waiting for us to return home.
Asha called for them.
"Trixiiiie! Oreoooo! We're home! Where are you?"
"In the bedroom!"
Yes, Trixie's muffled reply was the least surprising one-liner of the day.
"Clara. Go see them. I need to devise a plan with Vix while you keep them busy."
"Ashaaa... You don't need to do that!"
"It's CRITICAL that we do that!"
"..."
"Clara! Imagine what would happen if we don't take action on your crush! You'll become sad, the café will close, then all the pets will have to live under a bridge or in the sewers. And then... It's going to rain every day... and... you will stop shaving your legs, and you'll never be able to get another date ever again.



"..."
Vix pulled gently on my sleeve.
"Don't worry, Clara. Asha tends to be overly dramatic when she gets excited. Go see Trixie and Oreo. We will join you in a minute."
"... O... okay... But... It's not true that I will stop shaving my legs."
"I know... Asha just lost it. It will pass in a few minutes."
While Asha trotted happily toward the kitchen, Vix invited me to go upstairs. Definitely, all the petgirls had their quirks, and Asha was no exception.
Half understanding that they were just having fun at my expense, I still obeyed their wish and began ascending the large carpeted stairs. Why did it have to be so big? Unfortunately, I was now on my own, and I would soon face some sort of deviant sex scene featuring my two other friends.
As I approached the closed bedroom door, a bunch of random thoughts traveled through my mind. Things were getting complicated too quickly. Like the confusing reality that Misti's girlfriend, Trixie, was having a sexy time with the girl I wanted to date. How was my brain supposed to process that without shorting?
I pressed my forehead against the door and rested my shaky hand on top of the handle, not really sure if it would be a good idea to push it down. What if I started to cry when I stepped into the room? Why would I cry anyway? But if I didn't cry, would it mean that I didn't care that much about Oreo, after all?
My paranoid head turned sideways until my ear touched the cold wood. I could hear two little voices inside the room. They were not loud, as if not to let me hear... but I could...
"Oreo! This is so awesome!"
"Yes."
"I hope Clara won't be mad at us for doing this without her."
"I don't think she will. She never gets angry. Well, she got angry at me once, but it didn't last long."
"We probably should have asked first."
"Mmm... Probably, yes. Now I feel guilty."
Oh, no! They WERE doing sexy things, and they thought it would bother me. Was Oreo told that I had a crush on her? And when she decided to have sex with Trixie during my absence, she thought it would bother me or make me jealous? That was one of my worst fears. If my friends were to change their behaviors around me for fear of hurting me, it would be catastrophic. I didn't want that at all. I didn't want to be treated differently than the others. I wanted my friend to be themselves around me and not act weird just to keep me happy. Did they think so little of me? Did they think I was incapable of understanding if they decided to do fun activities without me? I didn't want them to hide things from me. I wasn't strong like them, but I wanted to learn to be.
I felt horrible. Even if I had not even stepped into the room, I had already ruined their intimate time indirectly. Oreo said she felt guilty, and that was a terrible thing. I didn't want her to feel guilty for doing what she loved.
No. I loved her too much to let this happen. I had to be strong! I would show them that I was not as fragile as they thought and that they didn't have to change because of me. For the sake of my friend's happiness, for my sake, I would stand tall for once.
I pressed the handle and pushed the door open, squeezed my eyes shut as a means to muster some courage, and cried my resolve.
"OREO! I... I don't mind if you have sex with Trixie!"
"..."
"..."
Silence. Was that too much? I cracked one of my eyes open, and my face returned to its usual beet red. What have I done?
On the bed, facing each other, were Oreo and Trixie, wearing their casual street clothes. Each of them held a book in their hands. There were more of those familiar books in between them here and there on the mattress. Their puzzled state was understandable. They were not having sex, weren't naked, and not even in range for a kiss.
"Clara? Did you hit your head somewhere on the way home?"
"You... You are not... having sex?"
"Uh? No... But now that you mention it, I wouldn't mind. Rawr! Come here, Oreo!"
Out of the blue, Trixie jumped on Oreo and tried to grab her boobs. The agile dark-haired catgirl rolled onto her back, a bit too used to this kind of assault, and hit Trixie on the head a few times with her book.
"Gah! What was that for, stupid cat!"
"You are crushing Clara's books!"
"Oops... I'm sorry."
My books? I thought they looked familiar.
Trixie briefly looked at me, grabbed a couple of them before hiding them uselessly behind her back, as if I wouldn't see her sneaky move.
"Those are... my books?"
"Oh... hehe... Yes... kind of. We found them in the closet, and we just HAD to go through them... I... I hope you aren't mad. I know, I know. We should have asked first. But it was Oreo's idea!"
"Hey! It was your idea, Trixie! Not mine!"
"You participated in the crime. Clara will have to punish you!"
"She will punish you too!"
"No, I have a broken arm, remember. I'm super extra fragile!"
All my fears had been for nothing. Trixie and Oreo didn't feel guilty about anything. They just found my used books and had fun going through them; I didn't mind at all. This wasn't good. I made a fool of myself because I didn't trust my friends. This assumption that they were having sex and feeling guilty because of a fear of hurting me couldn't have been more wrong. Actually, what I had done just now was give them a very good reason to be scared of my reaction the next time they would decide to have some intimate time. How would they ever feel at ease if they knew I would imagine things and overthink it?
I silently walked to the bed and grabbed one of the books before handing it to Trixie.
"Clara?"
"Here. This is my favorite book. It's the one we read together the first time you visited me. You can have it."
"... You are... giving me... your favorite book?"
"Yes. It's yours now."
"Like... forever?"
"Yes."
"... AWWWW!"
The small blonde girl threw herself in my arms and hugged me tightly for a long moment, then she abruptly bolted out of the room, holding her book high above her head.
"VIX! ASHA! LOOK! CLARA GAVE ME HER FAVORITE BOOK! HAHA! I'M HER FAVORITE PET! YOU GUYS SUCK!"
Immediately after the rabbit tornado left, the room turned dead silent. More than unexpectedly, I ended up alone with Oreo, who stared at me with her beautiful black eyes.
"You... gave her... your favorite book?"
"Hehe... No. But it's one I like."
"Oooh... You tricked her."
"You said... I had to punish her."
"Hehe."
"Oreo, my favorite book is this one. And you can have it if you want."
"Really?"
"Yes."
"..."
"..."
"Can... Can I give you a hug, Clara?"
"... yes."
This feeling... again. Just the thought of receiving a hug from Oreo made me feel funny. Every time we were alone together, it was always the same. In the past, our hug had quickly turned into kissing, and then we couldn't discuss anything. This time around, I wouldn't let that happen. I would gladly give her the hug she asked for, but I wouldn't lose control. We wouldn't end up cuddling or kissing. After all, Vix and Asha were working on a secret plan for this afternoon, so it was really not the time to be too intimate; that would throw a wrench in our day. Anyway, if Trixie were to come back and see us exchanging fluids, she wouldn't hesitate to join.
I crawled on the bed toward Oreo and knelt in front of her. She did the same. Oreo hugs... They always felt so good...
She wrapped her little arms around my neck and pressed her lips on mine.
"Mmm!"
"Mmmm!"
Okay... That didn't quite go as planned, and now, thinking was no longer an option. We fell on our side on the bouncy mattress, and the springy motion made one of the large pillows flop over our head, giving us some extra privacy.
At least the bed knew what it was doing.
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"Mmm..."
"Alli? Good morning, Alli."
"Heeey, Sky. Good morning. Hey! Where is my sexy teeth-cleaning today?"
"Oh, hum... I... forgot."
"... You forgot?"
I reached behind my neck to pet my squishy parasite girlfriend. That was too bad. I loved waking up hooded and gagged with no way of taking it off. At least she had wrapped herself around my entire body, encasing me in a sexy living catsuit. It was always so warm and pleasant.
As I did every morning, I pushed myself up to rest my back on the headboard of my comfy bed so I could have a chat with my lovely parasite.
But something was quite unusual. My headboard wasn't my headboard, and my bed wasn't my bed, far from it.
"Uh... Skylar?"
"Yes, Alli?"
"Why are we in a forest?"
"Oh... are we? Haha... Strange, eh?"
"What the fuck? What am I doing here?"
I looked around, and there were nothing but trees and singing birds. The prettiness of the place wasn't the issue. These trees were great, and the morning sun piercing through their leaves was almost magical, but the reason for my presence here was positively abnormal.
A bit confused, I tried to remember why I was here or, at the very least, where was "here." But the last thing I could recall was my incredibly terrific night of alien sex with Skylar. She made me have the time of my life, and just thinking about it turned me on a bit. But there was no explanation in my brain for my presence here. A piece of the puzzle was missing...
Good thing I wasn't stupid. I immediately remembered a certain ability that my lovely parasite possessed. I reached behind my neck and stabbed Skylar in the flank with my finger.
Squish!
"Hey, you!"
"Yeees?"
"Give me back my memory."
"W... what memory?"
"Sky... Do you feel like taking a spin in the juicer?"
"AAAH! NOOO! It... it wasn't my fault! I'm sorry! I'm sorry!"
I knew it! I knew she had tampered with my memory, and I knew she wouldn't have the guts to hide it from me. Her values and ethics were way too strong for her to be capable of lying.
"I have no clue what you are talking about, Sky, but give me back my memory right now, or I'll attach you to the first raccoon I see."
"Nooo! Okay... okay! But... promise me! Promise me you won't get mad. I didn't mean bad!"
"What in the world did you do to me?"
"You... You have to promise!"
"Fine. I promise. Now give me back my memory. I can't remember anything after our hot night."
"O... okay... But don't panic, okay? There is nooo problem... no problem whatsoever... Eeeverything is fiiine!"
Her attitude was so suspicious. As expected, she gradually returned my memories, as if she didn't want me to remember too much at once.
Our lovely sex night filled with alien kinks, then waking up the following day with her wrapped around my head and a portion of her body inside my belly. Those creepily-erotic tentacles coming out of my pussy to play with my ass and clit. That was almost as disturbing as it was hot. But if being a twisted pervert were to bring me that much pleasure, I didn't mind at all.
But there was still something missing.
"Keep going, Sky... I know there is more..."
"Yes, yes... It's coming... But I tell you, there is nooo problem at all, right?"
So far, there was nothing but joy and desire. Skylar was my fantastic parasite that I loved so much. Oh, now I remembered our little walk in the city after breakfast. She was still playing with my ass and clit as we were visiting and enjoying the old area of the town.
And then the house fire...
"Oh, nooo! The lady! The kid who was stuck in the burning house! SKYLAR! WHAT HAPPENED TO THEM?"
"Please, calm down, Allison. They are okay. Nobody got hurt. I promise!"
And the last memory she returned was the most shocking one. I ran recklessly into the burning house... But... I didn't decide on this. Why did I even do that?
"SKY! Don't stop now! What happened next? I don't remember anything after that."
"I know... I'm sorry. There is nothing else."
"What do you mean, there is nothing else? I ran into the burning house! Where am I now? What am I doing here? How come I remember nothing? Stop holding back. Give me back my memories."
"I can't. You'll remember nothing past that point."
"WHY?"
"Because... because I took... I took over."
"You... took over? What do you mean, Sky?"
"Alli! You said you wouldn't get mad!"
"I'm not mad! I just want the truth."
"I... I did what I said I wouldn't do... I... blocked your consciousness and took over your body... without asking you first."
"..."
"..."
"You did WHAT?"
"I'm sorryyy! I'm so sorryyy! I feel horrible about it!"
"Bu, why would you do such a thing? Sky, this is serious!"
"Are... are you going to throw me away now?"
That was a good question. Honestly, this time, it wasn't her being playful. She had basically placed me in a coma in order to use my body to do things without my consent. But even if it sounded terrible, I was under the impression that she had a very good reason for doing this to me, and I wanted to hear it. I already knew her fairly well, and it was unlike her to do anything that would hurt our relationship.
"I'm not going to throw you away, Sky, but I want to know why you did this to me."
"I... I don't know... There was no time to think... The house was burning, there was someone inside that you wanted to save, and I sensed that you didn't want to go inside and that you were very scared. So I forced you to do it."
"..."
As soon as she said that, I sprang to my feet and started yelling, scaring all the birds a mile around. I spun on myself and tried to rip Skylar's skin off my arms and torso, which was literally impossible.
"AAAAH! MY ENTIRE BODY IS BURNED AND SCARRED FOR LIFE! AAAAH!"
"Uh? Allison?"
"AAAH! MY SKIN! THE FIRE BURNED MY ENTIRE BODY!"
"Uh? Now you are freaking out again. No. Your skin is just fine. Look."
Skylar crawled off my arms, revealing my perfect white skin underneath it, which was an instant relief.
"Feeeew! So... I didn't burn alive?"
"Not at all. I know I did a lot of wrong things, but who do you think I am? I wouldn't let my girlfriend get hurt. I'm nicer than that."
"So... What happened then?"
"Aaah... That's a bit complicated. Look, sit down. I'll feed you breakfast while I tell you everything. Then you can help me because I don't know what to do anymore."
"... Alright, alright. I hope we are not in too much trouble."
I sat back down at the foot of my tree and let Sky crawl over my mouth. This morning, it was not erotic in any way, but I still let her tentacle slide down my throat so she could drop some well-needed food in my stomach. I was quite hungry and very willing to use my portable food dispenser parasite.
"So, Alli... Here is what happened."
***
"I'm sorry, Alli. Sleep!"
Immediately after Skylar had rendered Allison unconscious, she covered her entire body with a catsuit and hood to protect her from the raging flames and thick smoke. She made sure to block her airways quickly; she would keep her alive by regulating the oxygen level in her blood until it was safe for her to breathe again. Humans were not adapted to such intense heat.
But as she stepped into the flames, immediately, Allison's clothes and shoes caught fire and turned to ash.
"Oops. I forgot about that. She is going to be mad. It was her favorite coat."
Thankfully, those flames were nothing in comparison to the harsh conditions of space. Intergalactic travel had put Skylar through way more extreme temperatures, from the freezing cold vacuum of space to the radiant heat of a white dwarf. So there was no worry to have, neither for her or her beloved host. Allison would feel nothing.
"Okay... so she said the kid was upstairs?"
Walking in the fire devouring the house, Skylar began climbing the stairs. But after a couple of steps, everything began to crack, and the whole structure collapsed under her feet, sending her through the floor. After slamming left and right on wooden beams, she landed flat on her back in the basement with tons of incandescent crashing on her and burying her alive.
But again, this was nothing, if only a bit disappointing. She had no problem protecting Alli, but it was a bit humiliating to have failed to predict this.
"Ah, crap. Why is this house so fragile? Even my comet was sturdier than this."
She pushed the burning planks out of the way as if they weighed nothing more than a feather and got back to her feet.
"Let's try this again. The small human is probably not very strong, so I better hurry."
Like an agile cat and boosting Allison's strength to an absurd level, Skylar jumped here and there, gripping the walls and pieces of the floor that had not yet burned, and she climbed all the way up to the top floor of the house where she pulled herself back up to her feet.
"Infant!? Where are you? Hello!?"
The smoke was so thick that, perhaps, this kid was not in a position to answer anymore. Fortunately, that was not an issue for Skylar as she could simply sense instead of see. It was out of the question to open eye holes on the hood and use Allison's eyes. It would have damaged her unnecessarily.
"Ha! He is over there."
One door was still closed, and the kid was behind it, lying on the floor. Skylar used her knees and elbows to shatter the obstacle easily. Once inside, she wasted no time and picked up the kid and placed him over her shoulder. She then went to the window and smashed it open with her foot before jumping from the top floor directly to the street.
Skylar then casually walked to the panicked mother, who was also terrified by the strange black form approaching her.
"Hi... Is this the small human animal you were looking for?"
Receiving no answers, Skylar gently placed the coughing kid on the ground and looked around, just to realize that some people were filming her with their cellphones. What they had just witnessed was nothing remotely normal, and it would all be on video. Allison had warned her about this. People couldn't learn about her existence, or there would be big trouble.
Since it was pretty much too late to do anything about it, Skylar at least grabbed Allison's bag containing her personal effect. If she could, at least, prevent them from figuring out that Allison was the person behind that black skin, it would be the most important.
But when she turned around to leave, a strange car with flashing lights stopped near her. A man got out of it and pointed a little object at her. It looked quite inoffensive, so she wasn't worried. But the man began yelling at her for no reason.
"DON'T MOVE!"
"Uh? Why? I have to go."
"TAKE OFF YOUR MASK!"
"My mask? What mask? Oh, no! Sorry. I can't do that."
"GET ON THE GROUND, OR I'LL TASE YOU!"
"Uh? Suuure... I won't get on the ground, so you can tase me... whatever that means."
"I'M NOT KIDDING! I'LL TASE YOU! GET ON THE GROUND, NOW!"
"I told you, I don't know what that is, but I'm fine with you tasing me if it means you are going to leave me alone after. I have to go. "
"GET ON THE GROUND! GET ON THE GROUND!"
As Skylar tried hard to understand what this guy wanted from her, another one of those blue men with a flashing vehicle showed up. She had no idea who they were. Now there were two who were yelling at her choices that didn't seem to be one. She would have to ask Allison about this strange behavior later.
"I SAID, GET ON THE GROUND! OR I'LL TASE YOU!"
"No. I have to leave. But for the third time, if you want to tase me, that's okay. I don't know what it means, but I'm fine with it. Really! I don't want any trouble."
"TASER! TASER! TASER!"
Two little metal probes hit Skylar right in the chest and just fell to the ground, boringly. There was not a chance in the world that this thing would hurt her. But that was enough to understand that they had not done this to be friendly.
"Oh... I see how it is! That's not cool. I was trying to be nice, and then you throw things at me. Good thing I protected my host."
"TASER! TASER!"
A few more of those metal needles fell at her feet after failing to penetrate her skin.
"Ah, you know what? I'm done with this. Leave me alone, okay? I have to go."
Was Skylar doing something wrong? She used Allison's voice to talk to those people, but they were not listening at all. And now, a whole bunch of red trucks with flashing lights were approaching as well.
She turned around and walked away. The best thing to do would be to leave this place and ask Allison for advice later, as she was much more familiar with the human world. But as she turned her back, one of these big men in weird blue clothes rushed at her and attempted a tackle.
It was a stupid idea, so she just placed her hand in a way to make him crash to the ground at her feet..
"AAAH!"
"Okay. That's not cool. Why would you do that, mister? I let you tase me, and now you are trying to prevent me from walking away. You can't have it both ways."
Seeing that many other blue men were about to do the same, Skylar just ran away. Allison would be mad if she were to hurt those people to escape even though they were the aggressors.
***
I couldn't believe it. Skylar saved the kid, and when the police showed up, they thought she looked like a suspicious arsonist and tried to arrest her. She had no idea what the police were, so it was not her fault if she didn't know what to do.
But after the first part of her story, I only had one real question. Was Skylar really that powerful?
"Sky? You really saved the kid the way you described it?"
"Well, I guess. But I couldn't have done it without using your body. You are the one who saved him."
"Not really, no. I was asleep. So, is your skin that tough?"
"Oh, that's rude. My skin is all soft and delicate, Alli."
"Yeah, right."
"Hmm... Fire is nothing compared to traveling near a neutron star, so it was not a problem if that's what you wanted to know."
"Alright, if you say so. What happened next? How did you escape the police?"
"Oh, that was not easy. I just tried not to mess up more than I had already done."
***
Jumping fence after fence, Skylar tried to put some distance between the blue men and herself. They didn't have a chance to catch her, but to their defense, they were perseverant. She had at least managed to hide Allison's bag in a backyard somewhere. As long as her host remained anonymous, that was the most important. If somebody were to find out that it was Allison under this black skin, she would be in big trouble.
After exiting a back alley, another one of those flashing cars almost ran into her, but she gracefully jumped over the hood.
"STOP RUNNING!"
"Leave me alone! You are not nice!"
This was bad. Really bad. Skylar was now on a much bigger street, and so many people were after her. Allison had always told her to hide and make sure nobody could see her, but by now, everybody saw her running around.
"Aaah! Allison is going to be so mad at me. What should I do? What should I do?"
She kept running and running in the streets of the big city. Helicopters were flying above her, which probably was why they could keep up with her no matter where she was going. Along the way, people were taking pictures and videos of her curvy latex-looking body. How could she escape this? How could this end without someone getting hurt? Skylar wasn't scared for herself as she could confront pretty much anybody on this planet and win without breaking a sweat, but Allison would probably be furious if she did that.
But then, In the distance, she noticed a familiar structure, one Allison had shown her while visiting the city the other day. It was a bridge separating two city sections separated by a river, probably because humans were not very good swimmers.
"AH! That's it! They can't swim well! And the water is probably way too cold for them."
For another five minutes, she ran, hoping to reach the bridge before something else went down. Who knew? Even if very unlikely, maybe those people could spray her with a chemical that would force her to detach from Allison. That would be devastating.
***
Allison rolled her eyes.
"Sky, I'm preeetty sure the police are not using anti-space-parasite chemicals."
"And how do you know? They were not nice to me!"
"They don't even know what you are. They probably thought you were a cute girl wearing a latex suit."
"Still, I was scared."
"Scared? Based on what you told me, you are pretty much invincible. Nothing should scare you."
"... My host... If I were to lose you, I don't know what I would do. It would be the saddest day of my life. And you are my girlfriend too, remember?"
"Awww. True. It would be heartbreaking."
Squish! Squish!
I gave Sky a couple of reassuring squeezes to let her know that I understood where she was coming from. Being a parasite meant that she spent her entire life bonding with various beings and relying on them for her survival. It wasn't hard to imagine that the simple thought of losing her host could be distressing. I knew the police wouldn't spray her with strange chemicals, but she didn't. She didn't even know what the police were or why they were running after her. In our world, not complying with their commands or running away was enough to make them act all manly and mobilize all units to catch or shoot the offender. Skylar had done both, and they were certainly not happy about it.
"So, you ran all the way to the bridge? Then what?"
"Then they tried to talk to me more politely, but it was bullshit."
"Really? How come?"
***
"Please don't do this! If you jump, you'll die."
"What!? No! I won't die! It's only fifty meters high!"
"... That's... very high."
"Okay. Whatever. I don't know why you are running after me, but I don't like it, and my host will be super mad at me because of you."
"I... I don't know what you are talking about but get off the railing so we can talk about it. You... you are going to fall."
Skylar was indeed about to give this older cop a heart attack by the way she balanced herself effortlessly on top of the two inches wide railing. One single misstep, and she would fall. It was even more stomach-turning because she was on her tiptoes.
"If I step down, will you let me go?"
"... Sure. Yes. It was a mistake. We didn't want to scare you."
"OH! That's such a lie. I can hear it in your voice. I don't know who you guys are, you and your flashing cars, but I don't like you."
"We... We are the police. We are just doing our job. We want to protect you. Please, get off this railing before you fall."
"I don't know what a police is, but throwing metal things at me earlier wasn't nice. Did I throw things at you? No, I didn't! How would you feel if I had thrown lettuce at you? It would be mean, right?"
"... Le... lettuce?"
"Anyway. I'm going now. My host is going to be so angry because of you."
"NO! DON'T!"
Graciously, Skylar sprang away from the railing and plunged like a slender arrow toward the water. After a few long seconds, she pierced the surface, withstanding the impact easily, and swam away.
"Seriously, Allison is going to be so mad at me."
Since she wanted to put a good distance between these idiots and herself, she encased Allison's legs into a single sheet and created some sort of floppy sheet at the tip, mimicking those small aquatic creatures surrounding her. That definitely made her swimming way more efficient.
"Haha. Those small water animals are smart. That tail works well."
Like a torpedo, Skylar swam away, underwater. Based on what she knew about humans, it was very unlikely that the blue men would be able to keep up with her now.
***
"..."
"What? Alli! They were not nice..."
"You... turned me into a mermaid!?"



"A what?"
"Nevermind. So you swam away, and then what?"
"Then, after a few hours, I got out of the river and hid in the woods."
"HOURS?"
"Yes. We are about a hundred and fifty kilometers away from your home. I bet they won't think about looking for me here. HA!"
"Of course they won't, Sky! We are SO far from the city. No human being can swim that far. But now, how am I supposed to go back to my place? I have no car or clothes."
"We can walk back. I can turn into a swimsuit, so people won't know I'm a parasite."
"Skyyy! People don't wear swimsuits in the streets, even less on the highway."
"No?"
I didn't want to be too rough on her because none of this was her fault. Without my help, she did her best with the knowledge she had at the time. The most important thing was that she had done nothing wrong; on the contrary, she had saved a child, which was amazing.
"Skylar. You are a heroine."
"What is that?"
"Someone very brave who puts her life on the line to save others. What you did was exceptional. You risked your life to save a child."
"No, I didn't. It was easy."
"SKY! Just accept it. Stop arguing."
"... Okay... But it was still easy."
"Raaah!"
Her perspective of what was hard or not was definitely not matching mine, but it was pointless to argue with a space parasite sometimes.
"Anyway. I'm proud of you."
"... And you are not mad at me?"
"No. Not at all. You did the right thing. I wouldn't have gone inside that burning house, and the firefighter would never have arrived on time to save him."
"Awww! Alli! Why are you always so nice?"
"Hehe. You make it easy for me, Sky."
"Awww!"
"Anyway, where are we now?"
"Just North of the big river."
"Is there a road nearby?"
"Yes."
"And we are Sunday, right?"
"Yes. Sunday Morning."
"Well, we have to return home and assess the damage. I'm sure you'll be all over the news. And we have to go get my bag too. My phone and keys are in it. Hopefully, the police didn't find it."
"Not a chance. I hid it really well."
"Good. Let's go, then."
Skylar guided me through the forest because I had no idea where to go. Wearing a full catsuit in the wilderness was a bit weird, but it was incredibly convenient. Even though she didn't want me to say it that way, Skylar's skin was tough as hell. I couldn't feel the branches, and the rough ground was not hurting my feet at all. She also covered my head so I wouldn't get scratches everywhere on my face. That was the perfect hiking outfit.
It took us about twenty minutes to reach the road. It was a low-traffic one, but that would be enough for what I had in mind, even better. While we were walking, Sky had proposed that we swim back the way she came, but I wasn't thrilled by that idea. If someone saw a black form crawling out of the river, it wouldn't make things any better. So we needed an inconspicuous form of human transportation.
"Okay. I need clothes since you burned my favorite ones in the fire. Sky, I need you to transform into a pair of leggings and a tank top. Remember, I showed you those items at the store."
"I'm sorryyy! I didn't mean to."
"It's okay, but we will have to go shopping, and you won't be allowed to whine! Alright, make me some clothes now."
"Right. I will have to separate, though. Is it okay if I go back inside your womb?"
"Yes, yes... that's fine... Whatever you need to do."
I didn't have to tell her twice. My pussy lips parted, and she forced her entry inside my vagina. Of course, Skylar being Skylar, she gripped my clit and made sure to massage my inside in the most stimulating way, which made me fall to my knees.
Aaaah! Sky! Do you have to make it so sexual?"
"It's just to help with the discomfort. Hehe."
"Mmmm... Right! Dumbass!"
She was a tease before the incident, and she didn't change. There was no reason for her to do this now. As she crawled inside my vagina and progressively entered my womb, she made sure I overly enjoyed the whole process.
"Skyyy! It's not the time. Aaaaaah! You are going to make me cum."
"Well, I was supposed to have sex with my new girlfriend all weekend, but then everything went sideways. So I'm taking the opportunities I can."
"Mmm... so inappropriate! Aaanh... but..."
"So good?"
"Yes. Silly parasite!"
"Hehe. Okay. Let me try to transform into a pair of leggings now. Let me know if that's what you want. It's one thing to cover you, but it's another to do it fashionably.
After finishing the separation, her tentacles creepily crawled out of my pussy and began wrapping around my butt and legs. Using my hands and fingers, I told her how high to go and where to stop on the ankle. From afar, nobody would be able to tell it was anything else than a simple pair of sexy black leggings with a tone of brown.
"Is that good enough, Alli?"
"Yes. Perfect. Now for the tank top, I want you to cover me from here to here. But I want to make sure people can see my boob crack."
"Uh? Why?"
"Because we are going to do some hitchhiking. If I look sexy, people will stop right away to help. That's how bad people are, Skylar. They love sexy girls with big breasts."
"Odd, but okay. I have no clue what to do, so your plan is still better than mine."
She struggled a bit more with creating my tank top, but with my guidance and some patience, we managed to come up with something not too whorish, yet very sexy. My noticeable cleavage would probably allow me to stop the first car that we would encounter.
"That looks perfect, Sky. You should become a clothing designer."
"Mmm... I don't think so. It was not easy. Alright, now let's take care of your boobs."
"... What about them? Mmmmm... aaaah! What... what the hell?"
Once more, I fell to my knees, this time grabbing my chest. What was she doing to me? My boobs got super hot, and a big wave of pleasure flooded my entire body. But then, under my fingers, I could feel my breasts expanding.
"SKY! WHAT IS HAPPENING?"
"Uh? But you told me that you needed big boobs, no?"
"WHAT!?"
"You said that people loved sexy girls with big breasts. So I'm injecting a neutral compound inside your boobs to make them bigger."
"I never asked you to do that! I was just stating a fact!"
"Oh, really? Hehe. Sorry. Sometimes you are not very clear when you ask me for things."
"Hmmm... Aaah! Why does it feel so good? Is tugging on my nipples part of the process?"
"No, that's just because it's fun. I loved it when you came hard from your tits on Friday night, Allison."
"Aaah. Yeah, tell me about it. It's not even supposed to be possible. I'm sure you played with my brain when that happened."
"That's not true. You just really did cum from your tits on your own. I just stimulated you the right way."
"Oh, great. Now I'm so whorish that I can cum from my boobs."
"Hehe. Let me know when you are happy with the size. And no, it's not permanent, so don't worry."
It took Skylar a moment to finish my pleasant boob job, but it was well worth the wait. She had definitely increased my chance of stopping a car by a thousand percent. All there was left for us to do was to find a good story to justify why a girl looking so sexy was lost in the middle of nowhere so far away from home.
"Okay, Sky. Now you don't say a word until the trip is over, alright? Let's not take any risks until we are back home. I'll fix this mess."
"Sure. I'll be super quiet."
"And no teasing! Okay?"
"Aww... Not even a little?"
"No!"
"Fiiine. I will talk to you later then, Alli. Good luck."
"Thanks."
Squish!
I petted her one last time and walked to the side of the road. Even though this was a bit of a particular situation, being sexily dressed like this and having an augmented chest boosted my confidence.
As the first car approached, I stuck my arm out and exhibited my sexy and feminine thumb. Yes, even my thumb felt sexy today.
HOOONNNK!
"Aaaah! Son of a biiitch!"
He didn't even slow down. He passed next to me at high speed and even honked to scare me. Did he not see how cute I was? That left me grumbling. But when the next car approached, I struck my desirable pose again.
"Yeees!"
It worked this time. That one politely slowed down and pulled over a bit farther down the road. I jogged toward it, and he lowered his passenger window. I leaned too much, making sure that my boob crack was shamelessly exposed, and adopted my most girly voice to make him understand that we, females, were absolutely helpless without the assistance of a brave alpha male. It was all about the power of charm.
"Hiii! Thanks for stopping. You are a lifesaver. I need to go back to the city, but I'm all alone. Would you mind helping me?"
"Are you going to give me a blowjob?"
"... Uh? Hell no! Who do you think I am?"
"Get lost, then!"
I barely had time to step back before he slammed his foot on the accelerator and left me behind in a cloud of dust and a horrible burned tires smell.
"ACK! DIIIE! DIIIE!"
***
Fortunately for me, the next car had also stopped, and this time it was a very old lady. It was a bit embarrassing that I had not even considered the possibility that someone other than a hormonal male would have stopped for me. That said, it was the best thing ever because that grandma didn't pay attention at all to my suspicious outfit and treated me like her favorite daughter. She also told me everything about her son and even tried to convince me to marry him. It was simply adorable.
Even though she drove slower than a turtle on valium and every single car passing us honked to let her know, it couldn't have been a better trip. Almost...
Skylar kept her word and didn't say squat during the whole trip, but she failed to keep her promise not to tease me. How inappropriate! While the old lady told me about how great her son was, Sky decided to fuck me in the ass and massage my sensitive breast. I think her message was pretty clear. I was her girlfriend, and she didn't want me to consider dating the old lady's son, which was ridiculous. Being so close to someone else in a small car prevented me from scolding Skylar. I did poke her repeatedly behind my neck, but she just ignored me or pinched my nipples.
One thing I forgot to ask Skylar before the trip was the location of my backpack. It would have been convenient if the old lady would have dropped me near it, but since I didn't know, I just asked her to drop me at the public park near the house that had burned down. There were always some ladies doing yoga in that park too, so my outfit wouldn't attract too much attention.
"Thank you so much again! You are so sweet."
"Are you sure you don't want to go out with my son? You would love him."
"Oooh, it's very tempting. I'll think about it. Okay? Bye now!"
"Bye, my dear!"
The old lady drove away, and immediately after, Skylar rammed her tentacle deep inside my ass.
"AAAH! SKY!"
"... You'll think about it?"
"Aaah, don't be jealous like that. Of course, not! I just tried to be nice to her. Oh, and thanks for molesting me during this trip. That was very classy on your part."
"Haha. I was bored."
"Yeah. Silly slime! So, where is my backpack now? Let's go get it so we can go home?"
"Under a shed in a backyard."
"Oh? Far from here?"
"Not that far, no."
"But a backyard, that's problematic, Sky. If I go there before nighttime, we will get caught."
"Well, the forest was a nice place to hide. I see a wood across the park, Alli. Couldn't we wait there until dusk?"
"Good thinking. I don't want to sit on a bench dressed up like this all afternoon. It's better if we keep a low profile."
We strolled through the park to reach the small wood at the far end of it. As expected, there were some yoga moms, some families, and people walking their dogs. Sure, I got a couple of curious stares, but that was unavoidable. Dressed the way I was and wearing no shoes, it was bound to stand out a little. If people wanted to feast on my sexiness, I couldn't care less. It was even somewhat flattering.
When we reached the wood, we made sure nobody had followed us, and we left the main path. We went as deep as we could until we found a good spot out of sight. With Skylar's super skin covering me, I didn't mind spending the rest of the afternoon in such a place. It wasn't like I would get eaten by mosquitos. Skylar crawled all over me to turn back into a full catsuit.
"Mmm... You are so warm, Sky."
"I can pick whatever temperature you want. Is this good?"
"Really? Can you do that? Show me warmer."
"Sure."
Immediately, the suit temperature rose to a point where it was almost uncomfortable, but it was so awesome. It was like lying on a Cancun beach.
"Oooh! That's amazing! I didn't know you could do that."
"Aaaand... cold!"
As quickly as she had heated me up, her temperature dropped and cooled me down very efficiently.
"AAAH! Sky! That's so cold!"
"Haha. Good for a warm summer day, no?"
"For sure. That's hilarious. Hey, I didn't think I would ask again so soon, but... Can you feed me? I haven't had anything since this morning, and I'm getting hungry again."
"No."
"No? How come? I thought you loved feeding me? You kept bugging me about it. Now that I'm asking you to do it, you say no?"
"Yes, Allison. See, I noticed that when you get your food from the store, you have to give the cashier some money."
"Oh, give me a break, Sky! What would you do with my money? You are a parasite."
"I demand to be paid in pleasure!"
"Why am I not surprised? Just feed me already, or else it's you that I will eat."
"Okay, but only if you put your back against that small tree."
"It's called a birch. And why would I do that?"
"You'll see."
I had to admit that Skylar made me laugh. Since we decided to date, she wasn't shy to play games with me, knowing very well that I could easily see through her devious schemes. After all, it was a nice day, so why not have a bit of fun with her. It's not like we had better things to do at the moment.
"Alright. But it better be entertaining because it's only going to be dark in like eight hours."
"Mmm... Maybe it will be fun."
Obeying her, I placed my back against the small birch tree. It only had a diameter of three or four inches. What did she have in mind?
I didn't have to wait too long to get my answer. Her skin at my waist level quickly wrapped around the trunk, preventing me from escaping.
"Ah! I knew it! You are a sneaky little egg-laying creature... Mmmmph!"
"Shhh! I told you ten times. I don't lay eggs. Anyway, you are all mine now! Hehe."
She always did that, crawling over my mouth to shut me up and plugging my mouth with a big tendril that only gave me a desire to suck on it. Her next step was to force my arms up, high above my head, and attach my wrists to the tree. I was in so much trouble. All I could do was kick my legs uselessly, knowing very well that there was nothing I could do to fight her back.
And I loved it.
Gradually, the black skin wrapped around the tree, pinning me more and more to it in the process. Sky encased my legs in a single sheet, aware that I had enjoyed our last mummification play a bit too much. At that point, only the top of my head remained uncovered.
"Mmph!"
"Oh? Do you want me to do this?"
"Mmm?"
To do what? That little rat. I wasn't sure how she did it, but she managed to crawl up the tree, about two feet up, so I couldn't touch the ground anymore.
"Mmmph!"
"I knew you would love it, Alli. Now, if you want your food, you have to cum hard for me, okay?"
"Mmhmm!"
I had no issue with that.
"... from your tits!"
"MMMPH!"
Of course, twisted little slime. I loved her so much. Who else would be able to give me such a good time and make me feel so alive? Best parasite ever.
She seemed to really love my ass because she went deep inside my guts using a large tentacle. Part of it was because she knew I loved the feeling of her crawling inside my belly, no matter how strange it sounded. It was painless and just made me feel so good. As a bonus, it would make me feel so clean afterward.
Then it was my vagina's turn. She plugged me well and even added a special touch by giving a knobby texture to that living dildo to give me all these extra sensations. Her little tendrils gripped my clit hard, but that wouldn't be where my pleasure needed to come from if I wanted to earn my lunch.
Skylar crawled off my larger breast but squeezed them at their base. Since I could still look around and my bigger breasts were easier to notice, I was in the first row to witness them turning into a nice shade of purple.
"Mmmmph!"
"Oh, yes. That's going to be fun. I promise."
It certainly headed in the right direction. She knew exactly what she was doing and that some light pain could also be part of pleasure. I had asked her to try things, and that was what she was doing. Some small tentacles circled my already pressured boobs and squeezed them even more. At the tip of the tendril, a round-shaped cone covered my nipple and bit in it, hard enough for me to yelp.
"MMMMPH!"
"Does... does it feel good? Hehe... I wanted to try, but... Do you like it?"
"Mmhmm!"
I nodded furiously. Of course, I loved it. Who wouldn't? This was so crazy and kinky. I always loved when my partners nibbled on my nipples. It was one of my weak points when someone wanted to turn me on effortlessly. I couldn't wait for what would happen next, whatever it would be.
She started pulling on my nipple while making them vibrate. That was too much. My eyes rolled up at the pleasure, and I abandoned myself to her amazing skills.
"Mmm..."
"Remember, Alli. You have to cum from your tits if you want your food."
"Mmmhmm!"
I didn't care about food anymore. I just wanted to get fucked, no matter how Skylar chose to do it. Mummified and attached to my small tree, having sex in the park had never been this intense.
I swear, she kept me on the edge for a full hour, torturing my large boobs most deliciously. It was so frustrating to get this close to an orgasm just to see her kill the stimulation at the very last second. Over and over and over. How was I supposed to cum if she wouldn't let me?
"Alright, no more sight for you."
"Mmmph! Mmmph!"
That had to happen eventually. Sky covered the rest of my head and immobilized it by wrapping around the tree, taking away my ability to see and move. Good thing I trusted her because there was nothing I could do anymore to regain my freedom.
And now that I was cocooned helplessly and tied up to a tree rocking under the sun, Skylar kicked things up a notch. She increased her skin temperature until it was almost uncomfortable, steaming me inside my latex-like sack, and she ferociously attacked my boobs again.
This time around, it was serious business. The pleasure was insane, and she pushed me over the edge in no time. Yes, cumming from my tits was just as ridiculous as it was euphoric. As I was thrashing with pleasure in my dark world, tentacles entered my nostril and headed to my lungs, followed by a bigger one that entered my mouth and headed straight to my stomach.
"Open wiiide, Alli. You earned your lunch."
"Mmmph!"
My stomach expanded, and a satiation feeling installed itself in my mind. It was a feeling of love, nothing less.
"I'll let you rest a bit, Alli. Try to relax."
"Mmmm... mmmm..."
For the next little while, we stayed there in silence. I could hear the wind in the leaves and feel my tree slowly dancing back and forth while Skylar caressed my body sensually, as only she knew how to do. I eventually drifted asleep for a little nap.
***
"Mmm? Mmm?""
"Mooorning..."
"Mmm?"
"Hehe. No, it's not morning, but you slept quite a bit. I didn't want to wake you up."



Something was wrong. Why was I... suspended upside down?
"MMMPH!"
"Hehe. I thought you would appreciate it. I attached your feet to a branch while you were sleeping. Want to see?"
"Mmmhmmm!"
Sky crawled off my eyes, and right away, I felt dizzy. My head was only a foot or two above the ground, and I was spinning and balancing uncontrollably. My parasite was a creative one, and I was willing to bet she would give me another good round of alien sex.
Unexpectedly, she ungagged me and retracted from my face.
"Aaah! Skyyy! You are crazy!"
"Tell me you don't love it..."
"... AAAH!"
Her little tendrils began stimulating my clitoris mercilessly.
"Shhh... Alli. If you make too much noise, people will discover us."
"Haaa... but... you are... playing with my clit... mmm..."
"Let's see how quiet you can be if you aren't gagged while I'm fucking you, then."
"You... you are eviiil!"
"Yes, but you love it. Haha."
"I.... do. Little rat. AAAAH!"
"Shhh! Haha"
That stupid tentacle in my vagina. It started fucking me without warning, adding to the pleasure that her clit massage was providing.
"Fuuuck! Sky!"
"I'm having so much fun. At least this weekend wasn't a total waste."
"Hehe. Mmm... Sky... you know what?"
"What?"
"I love you. So much."
"..."
"Mmm... Don't stop..."
"A... Alli... Did you just say..."
"That I loved you? Yes. Is that a problem?"
"... But... I'm just a... parasite..."
"And I don't care. Now tell me that you love me back, and fuck me harder than ever before to prove me it's true."
"I'm.... I'm so happy! Yes. YES! I love you too! And I'll fuck you hard... hang in there!"
"..."
"..."
"Sky, that wasn't funny..."
"I thought it was. Haha."
That went well. I've been thinking about telling her about my feelings for a while now, and I was glad she took it the right way. I was also rewarded by the roughest fuck of my life. Just brute sex. No teasing. No gentle torture. Just tentacles fucking my ass, pussy, clit, and boobs. She quickly abandoned her challenge and wrapped my head back to give me the ability to scream my pleasure to my heart's content without alerting the whole neighborhood.
I must have cummed about ten times in a row before she detached me from the tree and let me lie on the ground, still a prisoner of my thick cocoon. It was as if she, too, was exhausted and wanted to rest with me.
If I were now officially dating a parasite and would have this new amazing love-driven relationship, where would it lead me? Falling in love with an alien parasite was not something I ever expected to happen to me, but I would have been a fool not to fully jump into an experience that nobody else would ever have the chance to go through.
As much as I wanted to hug Skylar right now, I knew things didn't work that way with her. It would be in my best interest to prepare myself mentally to be a bottom in bed for the rest of my life.
It sounded good to me.
"Mmmph!"
And she restarted fucking my ass...
"Mmm!"
Yes... Deeper, please.
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"I wanted to say... I like you a lot and..."
"But, I know that already, Clara."
"No, no... Oreo. Listen..."
"But, I do."
Under the blankets, well hidden from the world, Oreo and I finally found time to talk quietly without being pressured by time or people. Now, it was just a matter for me to find a way to convey my message so that Oreo wouldn't think I was weird or threatening. I also wanted to hear what she had to say in return.
When I showed up at the pethouse earlier with Asha and Vix, Oreo and Trixie were rummaging through my things in the bedroom, but shortly after that, Trixie left the room like a hurricane, motivated by the opportunity to annoy her friends because I gave her a special gift. At that moment, against all odds, I ended up alone with Oreo.
I had no idea how it had happened, but we ended up kissing for a few minutes, and nobody ever came back to the room. My theory was that when Asha and Vix saw Trixie exiting the bedroom, they decided to give us some alone time. Or maybe they were only filling Trixie in with their dating master plan.
So my pretty friend and I decided to slide under the blanket and isolate ourselves further from this chaotic world that made our life so much more complicated. We weren't naked, but it felt just right anyway.
"You... you know... I find you very cute."
"Yes. You tell me all the time at the café."
"True. But... outside the café... you are cute too."
"Oh, you told me that as well before."
Why was it so hard? What was I trying to tell her exactly? I had never used the words I attempted to articulate before, and it was incredibly hard to put them together in an orderly manner. It was obvious that Oreo knew that I found her cute already. Every time I fed her and rubbed her warm rubber belly at the café, I told her how much I liked her. Unfortunately, I told all the other petgirls the same thing. So how was I supposed to make her understand that I liked her differently?
Transferring part of this burden to her shoulders seemed like a spineless move, but that was all I could think of doing before I hyperventilated.
"Oreo... How much... Do you like me?"
"Oh... a whole lot."
"..."
And what was that supposed to mean? That was an instant backfire. I only ended up killing the conversation and my quest didn't advance any further.
"Do... Do you like... other petgirls?"
"Of course. All of them. Except for Savannah because I don't know her at all. She spends all her time with Meeka like a leech."
"..."
Yes. Why was it so hard? Couldn't Oreo see what I was trying to tell her? And how was I supposed to know if she was missing my point or just tried to deflect the topic so as not to hurt me? How did ordinary people manage to communicate so easily while I couldn't? They didn't seem to bump into these kinds of issues.
"But... Oreo... When I saw you... out of costume..."
"I know. It was weird. I'm sure it scared you."
"When you were all tied up? Yes, but..."
"Awww... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to scare you. It was just easier for me to meet you that way. I'm weird like that."
"No, no. Oreo! You are not weird. It was okay. It's not what I'm trying to say..."
Poor Oreo. I didn't know she felt that bad about what she had done on that day when I met her for the first time, when she was all tied up on the bed. I thought things had gone very well. Sure, it had surprised me a little at first, but it was no big deal. After untying her, we had plenty of time for kissing, and I thought it was great. I had even found her bondage outfit intriguing. But the way she was talking, it was as if she had stayed with an impression that she had done something wrong.
"You... you didn't think I was weird, Clara?"
"No. I thought you were pretty. And I liked your little harness."
"You did?"
"Yes. Hehe."
"Awww... I love to wear it. It makes me feel safe."
"Safe?"
"Yes. It's like... when someone hugs you. I don't know... But when I wear it, I feel... stronger."
"Oh, then I will have to try it because I'm not very strong. Haha."
"..."
"..."
What did I just say? That I wanted to try... bondage? There was an awkward moment of silence. Knowing how important bondage was to Oreo, it was probably not a good idea to joke about this as I did. She just looked at me with her big black eyes as if I had perhaps demonstrated a willingness that she had not expected, and I didn't know if it was a good or a bad thing.
"Clara? Were you serious?"
"Oh... Mmm..."
Bondage? What did I get myself into this time? I finally had an opportunity to share my feelings with Oreo, but now, this clumsiness of mine made me turn red like a lobster in boiling water. I didn't want to say anything that would have offended her. I knew how important her bondage gears were to her, so I didn't want to say that I didn't like it not to make her feel like she was odd, and I didn't want to say that I liked it out of fear of what could happen next. Yet, telling her that I didn't know would show her my indifference, and she would take it as a no.
Why was I so talented at painting myself in a corner?
"I would be... willing to try... one day."
What had started as a poor attempt at being funny had turned into a commitment to try something that I had never considered before, and frankly, that was a bit uncomfortable.
Oreo's next words would be significant for my future. Her little mouth opened to expel a sound, but just as she was going to, the bedroom door slammed open.
"CLARA!"
Thank you, Trixie. You just saved my life without realizing it.
"Clara? Where are you?"
"Here."
Oreo and I crawled out from under the blanket and stared at Trixie.
"Uh? Were you guys having sex? How come you are not naked?"
"... We weren't. We were... talking."
"Talking? What a waste. If I were under the blanket with Oreo, I would totally have sex with her."
"..."
Oreo and I looked at each other, puzzled by how bold our blonde rabbit friend could be at times. But at the same time, we couldn't really say she was wrong.
"Anyway! Clara! We need to talk."
"Talk?"
"Yes. Actually, it's Asha who needs to talk to you."
"Asha?"
"Oh yes! Asha, come here!"
"Nooo! Trix, please! I don't want to!"
"I'm not giving you a choice."
"Awww! So mean!"
"It's your own doing, leopard-face! You get your butt in here right now!"
What was going on? It was the first time I saw Trixie so serious. Usually, she acted dumb and playful on purpose, but this time, she was frowning and authoritative. It was unlike her. And Asha must have realized that too because she dragged her feet inside the bedroom, looking at the floor as if she had done something reprehensible. Vix trailed behind but didn't seem overly concerned by what was happening. She actually walked into the room, her hands stuffed in her kangaroo pocket, and sat on the corner of the bed as if she wanted a first-row seat for the show.
"Tell Clara what you did, Asha!"
"But..."
"Tell her!"
"Awww! Okaaay!... Clara... I'm sorry!"
"..."
Sorry? Sorry for what? What did she do outside being very nice to me all day? Even scratching my head didn't help me remember what she could have done wrong. She had been nothing but supportive. She and Vix had even walked with me to the college today. They didn't have to do that.
Trixie poked her on the side of the head.
"Tell her why you are sorry!"
"Mmm... Well... I may... have lied... a little."
"Go on! Tell her the truth, Asha!"
"Well... I mean... It wasn't far from the truth... so it was not like a big lie... it was just a little lie."
"ASHA!"
"Okay! Okay! Don't get so angry, Trix. I'm telling her..."
What was going on? I've never seen those two act like that before. What could have she lied about that concerned me that much? There was really nothing I could think of?
"Well... When I said... Trixie and Misti... were a couple. It was... kind of... not true."
"..."
"I'm sorry, Clara. I didn't mean bad... I just wanted to help you. But it was Vix's fault too! She played along!"
"ASHA! Don't get Vix involved! She is cute and will never do anything bad even if she did."
"Aaaah! Stop pinching my neck, Trixie!"
That was unexpected. So, Trixie and Misti weren't in a relationship like Asha had told me? It also meant that there were no couples among the pets. And if I were to date Oreo, nobody knew what impact it could potentially have on the whole group? On Oreo? On me? All the reassurance I had acquired when Asha had told me that my two friends were an actual couple had suddenly vanished, and I felt like a fool.
"Are... are you angry at me, Clara? I didn't mean bad."
No... No... I wasn't angry at Asha. I was mad at myself. So mad. Why did I even need reassurance in the first place? Why was I not smart enough or good enough to find out when people were telling me things that were not true. A sense of extreme tiredness weighed on me. I knew Asha didn't mean bad. She was way too nice for wanting to hurt me on purpose. She had made a mistake, and it was not the end of the world. She was not the problem here.
My inability to act normally was what hurt me. It was unfair that I couldn't deal with people. It was unfair that I didn't know how to respond to unexpected events like this one.
As my vision blurred due to the wetness of my eyes, I crawled back under the sheet and hid. Talking was impossible.
"AWWW! I'M SORRY! I'm so sorry, Clara!"
"There you go, Asha. You hurt Clara. Happy now?"
"Bwaaah! I didn't mean to! I didn't think it would turn out like this. I just wanted to help."
Vix crawled on the bed and placed her hand on my leg.
"Clara. Asha didn't mean bad. She just made a mistake. Talk to us, please."
I knew that! I wanted to tell them that it was okay and that I wasn't angry at them. I understood what Asha had tried to achieve, even if it was a bit mean. But my throat didn't work anymore, and I couldn't speak to them. And now they all thought I didn't want to talk to them anymore, which just made things worse.
But then, out of nowhere, a voice that was usually very weak rose to an unprecedented level.
"ENOUGH! All of you! Leave!"
"O... oreo? But, Asha is just trying to apologize!"
"LEAVE! Leave us alone!"
"But..."
From my hiding spot, I felt some movement on the bed. Oreo got off it, followed by Vix.
"Out! Out! Leave us alone!"
"Oreo! Don't push me! What's got into you?"
"I said, out! You too, Vix!"
"But... Oreo!"
SLAM!
What just happened? Did Oreo kick them all out of the bedroom? It was super silent now, and I didn't know what was going on? I pulled the bedsheet down to my nose and looked around. The bedroom was empty, and Oreo had her forehead pressed against the closed door. I couldn't see her face so it was hard to know what she was thinking.
"O... Oreo?"
She let a long sigh out.
"They never understand anything! They are not like us, Clara."
"..."
"For them, it's easy. They just talk and talk as if we can follow them. They just don't get it."
"... that... we are struggling?"
"Yes. It's unfair. They shouldn't put all the pressure on you like that."
"..."
When I woke up this morning, I hadn't expected that I would have been on the same page as someone else for the first time in my life. With her few slow words, Oreo had perfectly summarized how I felt. It was not that I didn't like people; I simply didn't understand them. They could not understand, or at the very least remember, that I wasn't like them. It was hard... so hard... And they always expected me to get better. They wanted me to get better. They wanted me to learn and improve. Yes, that was noble, and I appreciated the help. I wanted it too. But sometimes, like a moment ago, they pushed too hard, sucking the air out of my lungs, and still expected me to provide them with a normal response.
For once...
Just for once...
Why weren't they doing a little worse instead of asking me to do better?
Why couldn't they suck like me occasionally? Why couldn't they run out of things to say? Why couldn't they suffer a bit more? Just enough to be at my level for a day. Just to understand how I felt.
Let's be mediocre together so I can feel normal for an hour or so.
Oreo.
Oreo had fully understood. Using all her little guts, she had decided to step up for me. With that door slam, she had separated my world from their world so that I could recompose myself. I was grateful.
"T... Thanks, Oreo."
"Clara? Can... Can I show you something?"
"Yes."
"Can we just... not talk? I just want to spend some time with you without talking."
"... Okay. I would like that."
"Okay. I'll be back."
"..."
For some reason, not talking seemed like the best idea ever. Talking was hard, and I could use a break. And after Oreo's little explosion, I'm sure she felt the same level of exhaustion as I did, and that was the reason why she requested this little break.
After I agreed with her, she trotted to the closet and disappeared into it for a moment. The pethouse was a funny place. Everything looked oversized because we were all very small. It really made us feel like a bunch of pets. Nothing was adapted to our size, including this closet door that made Oreo look tiny.
And just to make her look even smaller, she returned with a big duffle bag in her arms. A little shiver went down my spine when I understood what it more than likely contained. Oreo didn't own many things, but what she did possess, we all knew what it was.
She dropped the bag on the corner of the bed and opened it. Without any sign of potential discomfort, she pulled out her black catsuit from it and placed it neatly on the bed; it looked like a deflated pet. Did she want my help to put it on? I had no issues with it and wanted to help.
But then she walked up to me and began unbuttoning my shirt using her little fingers.
"..."
No words came out of my mouth, even though I understood right away what she had in mind; the catsuit wasn't for her this time. Her angry eyebrows aside, Oreo, similar to me, didn't have a very expressive face, making it really hard to interpret what kind of intentions she carried at any given time. She didn't seem angry or sad nor happy or excited; she was just a neutral Oreo.
My shirt dropped to the floor, and then she pinched the back of my bra, releasing all the tension holding my breasts in place. It wasn't the first time I was naked around her, but she had never been the one who had undressed me.
Before going any further, she wrapped her hands around my waist and pressed her cheek on my upper chest.
"... Warm... You are so warm, Clara."
"... Am I?"
"Yes."
Her hands returned to my belly to unbutton my pants. I sat on the edge of the bed while she pulled them off my legs. Today I was wearing black panties, and I think she loved that because her eyes got a bit bigger when she noticed them. For a girl who had a passion for bondage, it was not that surprising. Plus, Oreo wasn't that much the girly-girl type either. I would have a hard time picturing her in my head wearing colorful clothes.
As she pulled them down, she couldn't help but comment...
"You should always wear those, Clara. I like them a lot."
"I... I only have one pair... but..."
Oreo retrieved a bottle of lubricant from the bag and squeezed a bit of the gel in her palm. Without making it seem like it was weird, she applied it to my naked leg. It was cold, but it didn't feel bad at all. And the girl on whom I had a big crush caressed me, so how could I have not liked this? No matter what was happening here, I enjoyed it and didn't want her to stop.
Was this my perfect opportunity to create something very special with Oreo? Sadly, I couldn't read her mind, but I just felt closer and closer to her. This kind of activity involving only the two of us was what being a couple meant to me. We could do this at our pace without having someone stealing her attention from me. This moment was only for the two of us.
Oreo opened the latex suit and helped me slide my feet in it. I had worn animal costumes at the café a few times before, so this was not that strange to me, but her catsuit felt a bit different. It felt thinner and stretchier. The black color reminded me of Misti's suit, but since there were no cushy paws or animal masks attached to it, it was a different experience.
With a bit more gel and sensual rubbing, my real skin slowly disappeared and was replaced by my new sexier one. My fingers squeezed their way inside the attached gloves, and the hood took shape around my face. When the zippers closed, it felt so good. All the stretchy latex followed my curves and features nicely and comfortably.
"You are exactly the same size as me, Clara."
"Yes. Hehe. I like this suit... More than the pet costumes, I think. I mean, just the wearing part because I still like the petgirls a lot."
"I like both my Oreo suit and this one. Is this one less scary to you?"
"I... I don't know. I just feel... freer?"
"Safer?"
"Yes."
Was that the reason why she was making me do this? To make me feel safer and well protected from my other friends who were a bit too good socially? It was something I had noticed when I wore the pet costumes at the café; wearing a mask had really helped me face this terrifying world. Nobody knew who I was, and I was less afraid to make mistakes or say something stupid. Oreo's catsuit was like that too, but I felt like myself while feeling protected because I could still talk and use my fingers.
"Clara? Do you want to try my harness?"
"... Yes. I would like that."
When I first saw Oreo all tied up on the big bed, her harness was the first thing I had noticed, and I liked it a lot. It made her look very cute. For some reason, I thought it would be interesting to put it on. I had never tried one before and, somehow, looked forward to it. When did I become this adventurous?
This bundle of leather straps looked so complicated. While Oreo untangled it, I was afraid for a moment that she would end up stuck in it and that we would have to call for help. But no. It was all in my imagination. She expertly prepared the harness in a way that made sense. All I had to do was place my hand on top of her head and step into the loops she presented.
That was the point where I realized how turned on I was. Why? Oreo had not even been overly touchy or sensual. So why was I feeling this way? My body felt all hot, partly because of the latex clinging to my skin, and the harness made me feel... safe... Exactly like what Oreo said earlier. It was nuts. How could this cute contraption made out of leather made me feel so good? How did that make sense?
The more she adjusted the buckles, the better it felt. It wrapped nicely around my waist, contoured my small boobs, and rested comfortably on my shoulders. It felt like a portable and satisfying hug.
Tugs!
"Mmmm... Oreo... D... don't do that..."
"Do what? Hehe."
Tugs!
"Aww! You do it on purpose!"
"I think you like it, Clara."
"..."
My body language certainly didn't lie. This fantastic ability I had to look elsewhere while someone told me something embarrassing prevented me from denying it.
Oreo dove inside the bag again and pulled out a few more items. First, it was for my ankles and wrists; she wrapped those nice little leather cuffs around them. It was definitely nothing like being a pet at the café anymore. This outfit took nothing away from my humanity but instead turned me into something... sexier... more desirable. Something kinky. Sure, the pets had their own way of looking sensual, like when I spent a very hot night with Trixie-rabbit in the capsule room. Oh, that was so hot! But this? Wearing sturdy bondage items to compliment my already erotic catsuit... It was doing something particular to me.



I felt... powerful. Borderline badass... How could this be? A shy girl like me? How could I feel like a desirable hottie?
"Oh, and you need a small collar too, Clara."
"..."
She approached me with a typical collar ornate with flat silver studs and a big dangling ring in front. When she wrapped it around my neck, a voice in my head screamed, "I'm ready to play, now." But, as I thought it was finally over, once more, Oreo plunged her hands inside the bag and pulled a small container out of it.
"What... what is it?"
"Hehe. Padlocks. It's going to make you feel even safer."
"... padlocks?"
"Yes. I like them a lot. I'm sure you will too."
Lots of little brass padlocks. Did she even have the keys for all of them? One by one, she clicked them here and there on my harness, cuffs, and collar, but she also attached one to my catsuit zipper as if to make sure it wouldn't magically crawl off me.
After that, she stuffed everything back in her bag and returned it to the closet. While waiting for her to return, I slid my thumbs under my harness and pulled on it. I quickly realized that I had no means of taking it off anymore. Opening the shoulder straps wouldn't even work; they didn't feel very tight, but they were too short even to hope to slide an arm out of it. I was trapped.
When Oreo came back, she climbed on the bed and sat. She wasn't Trixie, or else she would have jumped on me and tried to have sex right away.
"Clara. Turn on yourself. I want to see what you look like."
"Hehe. Okay."
I lifted my arms above my head and slowly turned around. Why did I feel sexy? Under any other circumstances, I would have turned beet red and probably would have fainted too. But this time around, I didn't mind exposing myself like this to the girl I was attracted to.
"I love it, Clara. You are so pretty. Come here."
"... Yes."
It felt so weird when I crawled on the bed to join her. Was I even the same person I was a few minutes ago? The one who almost cried in front of everybody?
"Do... Do you like the suit?"
"Yes. A lot."
She reached my head to pinch my rubber cat ears.
"I wear it when I feel distressed, and it always makes me feel better. I thought it would help you feel better too."
"I understand, Oreo. It's special. As you said, I feel safer. It's like a mini-armor. Hehe."
"Yes! Exactly! And you know what else I like, Clara?"
"No?"
"When I wear that kit, I don't have to do anything. Everybody takes care of everything for me. They play with me, they don't ask me complicated stuff... They just like to have me around."
"And... you let them do whatever they want?"
"Yes. Like... when you first saw me tied up. You took care of everything, right?"
"Hehe. I think I will like that, Oreo."
"I think so too... but... right now, you are the one wearing the harness, so... I think I want to take care of you."
"... Take care... of me?"
"Yes... Like this."
Oreo gripped my harness and gently lowered me to my back. I felt so obedient, and she was so pretty. My heart raced in my chest. Was Oreo going to...
"Mmm!"
"Mmmm!"
... kiss me?
Just like that, she ignited a little volcano inside my belly. Out of control, my latex body stretched on her mattress. I opened my body as much as I could to give her access to my whole body. I had never behaved like this before. I wanted her hands to touch me everywhere and make me feel good. I wanted her... badly.
I wanted Oreo.
"Clara?"
"Mmm...."
"I... I know what you wanted to say... earlier..."
"..."
"I... I was a bit scared... but... Now that I'm looking at you, all covered in latex. It makes it a bit easier."
"... What... what do you mean?"
"You wanted to date me... right?"
"..."
"Do you want to tell me?"
"... Yes... I... I really like you... and.."
"I feel the same, Clara... You are not like the others. So, can we... try?"
What was happening? Was this even possible? Did Oreo just ask me out? Did she understand all along that I was attracted to her and wanted more than just to be friends?
A very odd surge of happiness grew inside my chest. I tried to control it, but a big smile appeared on my face. For someone not used to show emotions often, it felt like my face was about to split open.
"... Yes... YES! Hahaha! I really want to try, Oreo!"
"Clara... you are laughing. Hehe."
"Hahaha! Yes! I'm... I'm so happy all of a sudden! I'm so happy!"
"Nice. Then you are mine, right? And we can spend a lot of time together when I'm not working."
"Yes. And hold hands."
"I would like that too."
Our arms automatically wrapped around each other, and we resumed our kissing. It couldn't be real. The girl that I was the most attracted to in the whole universe was now my girlfriend? Was this really real?
She was there, tugging lightly on my harness and nibbling my rubber neck. It was not a dream. I was with her, and she seemed to want me genuinely. But there was still something missing. Something that burned my soul since the first day I met her...
"O... Oreo... Can... Can I say it?"
"... Hmm? You can say anything you want to me, Clara."
"I... I... love... you..."
"..."
Of course, to make it more romantic, like in my books, I confessed my deepest feelings while looking into her eyes. The problem was that I didn't exactly know what to expect. She kept her neutral face for a moment, and then, her first real smile appeared.
"Aww... say something, Oreo! It's embarrassing."
"Hehe. I love you too, Clara. And you are still very warm. I love that too."
"Mmm... Yes. It's a bit warm in here..."
***
An hour later, still floating on my new steamy love cloud, I walked downstairs while Oreo went to the washrooms, still wearing my latex suit and bondage kit, which I almost forgot I wore so much it was comfortable. I quickly found Asha, Trixie, and Vix sitting quietly in the living room, still looking traumatized by what happened earlier. For some reason, I thought they would react more strongly to my outfit, but instead, they just continued to play on their phone.
Only Asha, visibly worried about something, had something to ask.
"Oreo! Is Clara still angry at me? I'm so sorryyy! I didn't want to hurt her."
"No... no... It's okay, Asha. I'm not angry."
"..."
"..."
"..."
Oh, right. And now that there was something a bit more interesting in the room, everybody dropped their phone and got off their butts.
"WHAAAAAT!? CLARA?"
"... Yes?"
"But... but.... HOW? Why... Why are you wearing..."
"... I... I don't know. Oreo and I... we just played... and..."
As I was stuttering some random words, Oreo arrived next to me from upstairs and wrapped her arms around my waist.
"... And we are together, now!"
"..."
"..."
"..."
Trixie walked up to Oreo while everybody else was frozen in time with their mouths stuck open.
"Say that again, Oreo? I'm not sure I heard that right."
"Clara is my new girlfriend, Trix."
"..."
"What? We just decided."
Shocked, and as if wanting to convince Oreo that she had made a huge mistake, she placed her two hands on her small shoulders.
"Oh!... No,no,no! That won't work at all, Oreo! Clara is MY girlfriend! You can't have her!"
"Definitely not, Trix. But you can borrow her when I'm working. Right, Clara?"
"Hehe. Yes. I don't mind playing with Trixie."
Of course, it was Trixie and her strange sense of humor. Behind her shocked facade, I could tell that she was happy for us, and of course, she suspected that we would still be open to having some fun with her. You couldn't take the pet out of the petgirls, after all. In any case, this new relationship would take some time to define. Both Oreo and I didn't want things to change, but at the same time, we wanted to have this special something. We needed each other.
Then Vix and Asha came to us as well. Asha scratched her chin...
"Mmm... That's a problem, Clara."
"... A problem?"
"Yes. Because now we have to buy a brand new set of bondage gears for you. Who knew that you were as mentally twisted as Oreo."
"... I... I'm not..."
"Look at you. All covered in latex and leather... And you are saying that you are not like Oreo?"
"Well... I mean... I like it... a bit... but..."
"Oooh, guys! We have some online shopping to do tonight! We have to take care of this new version of Clara. Fetishist-Clara!"
Somehow, things felt better. What Oreo made me do and wear today had a bizarre effect. This image I projected and how I felt safe inside my harness had already changed me and the way people looked at me. Asha's plan to get me some fun gear wasn't something she would have done for me before, so it was like if all of a sudden I became cooler, and they wanted to play with me. I felt... special.
Oreo clung to my arm.
Was this a dream? After having struggled so much just to talk to her recently, she was now my girlfriend? I wasn't too sure how it had happened so fast, but If this was really a dream, then I didn't want to wake up.
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"Are we doing the right thing?"
"Yes."
"Are you sure?"
"Yes."
"Lucy won't be mad?"
"I don't think so."
"Are you sure?"
"I don't see why she would. She is always trying hard to keep us happy."
"Are you happy?"
"I am now."
It was my way to evacuate anxiety, asking too many questions. But no matter how many answers Oreo provided, it didn't help much. I had this lingering feeling inside of me that made me wonder if we were making a mistake or, at the very least, if I deserved what was happening to me.
Still wearing Oreo's special catsuit and her little leather harness and cuffs, I was lying on my back with her sitting on my hips. Our fingers were entwined, and we were just making waves with our wrists while we were chatting quietly. Was this really happening? Was Oreo, the girl I had an irrational crush on, really my girlfriend? Or was she just being playful as the café pets often were?
"Clara?"
"Yes?"
"You like having fun with the other girls too, right?"
"Oh yes."
"So... How am I special to you?"
And I wasn't the only one with the same fears, which was somewhat reassuring.
"I am not sure."
"Hmm?"
"When I saw you. I just had... a big crush."
"So, what if you discover that I'm too boring?"
"I'm quiet too. I'm like you, Oreo."
"Hmm..."
"I spent time with the other petgirls. I like them all, but sometimes, it's too much."
"Yes. But that is only here, Clara. At the café, we are all the same. But here, I never liked it."
"No? You don't like the pethouse?"
"Not really. I prefer being a pet. But Lucy says I can't do it all the time. She says I have to take breaks. She says that I have to get more comfortable outside the café, but I don't know how to do that. Everybody is weird."
"Hehe. Yes. They are."
"Maybe I'm a cat stuck in a human body."
"Oh, I don't think that's a thing. But I know how you feel. I never fit anywhere before I visited the café. Maybe you'll visit a place one day, and you'll feel like you belong there."
"I did, Clara. That was the café too and being a pet."
"Oh, hehe. I guess."
Oreo wasn't like the other petgirls. We could talk a lot without feeling the need to play all the time. Getting to know her a little better was fun. Nobody ever spoke to me the way she did, and the more she shared things about herself, the more I liked her. This kind of two-way conversation wouldn't fix any world problems tonight, but it felt good to know that we could, at least, understand each other's state of mind..
If Trixie had been around, she would ask why we were not having sex, but she wasn't. After dinner, the rabbit girl claimed that we needed to have a hot lesbian orgy to celebrate my somewhat official relationship with Oreo. But things didn't go her way.
Asha still felt guilty for having lied to me even though I wasn't upset anymore, so she decided that Oreo and I would sleep alone in the guest bedroom so we could have some private time to let things sink in. Of course, Trixie made a fuss about it because she always wanted to play with everybody. But then Asha told her that she would wear the rabbit costume for her tonight, which suddenly made everything better. Asha was always sweet as a snow leopard, but nobody would say no to her if she were to wear Trixie's suit for a night. Even the unexcitable Vix was thrilled about spending the night with her best friend and the Asha-rabbit. With this amount of special nursing, Trixie's arm would heal very fast and would be back at the café very soon.
So yes, it felt a bit strange to be alone with Oreo in the guest bedroom of the pethouse, but it was the best thing that could have happened to us. Still sitting on my hips, she leaned forward, pinned my wrists above my head, and kissed me.
"Mmm!"
"Hmm!"
It was magical. Sure, kissing the other girls was pleasant, but my body definitely liked Oreo even better. It was as fun as incomprehensible; how could I react so strongly to a specific girl? Was it because her pheromones matched mine or something weird like that?
No matter what it was, I guess we were done talking for now.
This thin latex suit she made me wear was so different from the pet costumes. In one way, I still felt as safe and protected as I was wearing the latter, but I still had all my freedom to see, talk, and touch. As for the harness, cuffs, and collar, they made me feel pretty. That new self-confidence fueled by my erotic physical appearance was a strange but good feeling. I knew it would probably be temporary, though. I feared that as soon as I would peel this thin black skin off my body, I would return to my old wavery self. But it felt great to know at least a way to get back this "normal" sensation. Was it how I should feel all the time, sexy and confident? Would wearing this costume be the key to enjoying life?
Surely not.
Lucy's words resonated in my head. As much as we loved the café, she continuously pushed all of us to integrate real life. Sure, Oreo was an extreme case, but it was not just her who was struggling outside the cake shop. I could only remember when Lucy forced Accalia to return to school with me; that didn't go down well at first. But it was certainly the right decision. Since the cute Asian wolf girl decided that she wanted to be a nurse, we could all see how excited she was about it. Part of it was because she would get to wear sexy nurse uniforms all day, at least that's what she thought, but deep down, she discovered something that she really wanted to do. It wasn't out of the realm of possibility that the same thing would eventually happen to all of us. That was why Lucy wanted us to be prepared.
"Hmmm. Clara. Why do you taste so good?"
"Because I stole your toothpaste to brush my teeth earlier? Hehe."
"No, it's because I like you a lot."
"That too!"
Oreo pressed her lips back on mine. We both loved kissing so much, and knowing that we could do it as much as we wanted with someone we loved just felt liberating. Even though we didn't discuss it, we gave each other permission to do whatever we wanted to each other.
Or was it just me? Perhaps it was.
Thinking about it, it seemed to be the case. I didn't want to take charge here. I just wanted to lay down and let Oreo do whatever she wanted to me. Was this another perk of wearing this little BDSM outfit? Did it make me feel safe to the point where it was easier just to let the others touch me? Did it make me trust people more? While wearing this kinky armor, nobody could hurt me. They liked my rubbery version so much that they would never do anything bad to me, unlike what they would do with the normal Clara.
The normal Clara was not very strong. I was always crying, always worrying, always confused, and everybody knew that about me. Therefore, more than once, my friends adopted a more cautious attitude around me to avoid hurting me. Sure, they were trying to act normal, but I could still tell that they handled me more delicately than the others. The intensity Trixie put into her kinky plays with Misti was far from the energy level she put on me when doing the same. To me, that is what I meant by doing bad things. It was nothing mean or intentional, but it still hurt a bit.
It made me question if it was Oreo's suit that was sending this new message of openness or if it was actually coming from myself because I felt more confident. Since I felt this good and accessible, it was probably a combination of both.
And it made me wonder... How did Oreo feel right now without her beloved latex catsuit? She was all naked on top of me, probably a bit cold as she didn't want to make me overheat with an extra blanket. It was very generous of her to let me try this experience, but I knew her well enough to know that she would prefer to wear her suit right now.
"Oreo, do you want your outfit back?"
"It's okay. You can keep wearing it tonight."
"I know you'd like to wear it too."
"Yes, but it's not possible. The keys to your locks are in the other bedroom, but I want you to stay with me here."
"Oh, hehe. I forgot about that."
"You can wear it until I go back to work."
"No, I can't. Don't forget that I'm pet sitting tomorrow at the café. It's Lucy's day off."
"You can wear it over there too, then."
"Haha. Lucy would be very mad if I did that."
"She won't know. She won't be there. There is only a CCTV camera for the front desk. Lucy doesn't want to see what we are doing when the café is closed."
"Mmm... I don't think that's a good idea."
"Hehe, Clara. I think that is a great idea."
"Silly!"
Her little hands tugged on my harness, and she pulled me back into a kiss. She liked doing this, or maybe she knew it made me feel good. When someone pulled on my arm randomly, I didn't like it. I didn't like being forced that way. But when Oreo pulled on my harness, she wasn't pulling on me directly; she wanted me closer but didn't want to scare me. It was a comfortable way to communicate what she wanted.
It felt so good... maybe a little too much... I kind of wanted more now.
"Oreo?"
"Yes?"
"Can you... lick me?"
"Hehe. Yes."
Did I really ask for this? Did I really express a sexual desire in such a bold way? The non-BDSM Clara would have never been able to do this. What was this outfit doing to me?
That said, this kinky request led to something rather unexpected. A smiling Oreo who dragged her wet tongue slowly from my chin all the way to my forehead while making sure to go over my eye.
"Aaah! Oreo!"
"What? You wanted me to lick you. Hehe."
"That's not what I meant!"
"Sure it was! I'll do it again!"
"AAAH! No! Hahaha! Oreo! Oreo! Stoooop! Stop licking my face! Aaaah!"
***
"It's driving me nuts!"
"Stop it, Trixie. Just be happy for them."
"But, Vix! They are laughing! Clara and Oreo never laugh!"
"I know. Hehe. And that's a very good thing."
"I want to go watch them have sex!"
"Trixie, would you stop!? You have Asha-rabbit to play with."
"No. She is dead. I think she passed out during her last orgasm."
"Yeah, she is kind of not moving anymore. You broke her. Well, I suppose you can do me while she recovers, then."
"FOXY! Rawr!"
"Aaaah!"
***
Oh, that felt so good. After covering my rubber face with saliva, Oreo had teased me enough and finally decided to give me what I had originally asked. She slowly went down my body and reached my crotch. After unzipping it, she began treating herself with a Clara-snack.
From what I heard a while ago, it was the other pets who had helped her finance and pick her suit and bondage gears. Since they were a bunch of perverts, they did a very nice job selecting those that didn't impede Oreo's ability to have sex. So instead of a single leather strap running between my legs, there were two loops around my thigh and hips; not only was it very comfortable, but it also ensured accessibility.
"Aaah! O... Oreo!"
"Mmm..."
My mind got all fuzzy. This felt so good. Having sex was always fun. That was something the petgirls had taught me in-depth, obviously, but doing it with a special one was even better. Receiving and giving both meant the same thing in this instance; we wanted to make each other happy and strengthen our bonds.
I could tell that she had practiced quite a bit with her friends because I seemed to recognize some techniques Trixie used a while ago when we did this famous licking contest where the winner would spend the night cuddling with me as a rubber bunny.
My rubber fingers lightly gripped Oreo's short black hair. I loved her hair so much, but again, I didn't think I could find something I didn't like about my new girlfriend. She was just too perfect, and it was totally because I was in love and willingly ignored everything negative about her. Perhaps later, when my mind would no longer be submerged in endorphins, some of her quirks would emerge.
"Oreo... I'm close..."
"Hmmm!"
"AaAh!"
How dedicated. Her tongue had good stamina, which was very good news indeed. My brain went blank and...
"AAAAAH! AAAH! I'M CUMMING! AAAaah!"
Why were human bodies so awesome? I didn't know where I was anymore as my back arched, and I lost control over my limbs. Would I get to experience this every single time Oreo would have a day off? Would it feel this good for the rest of my life? I surely hoped so.
***
I didn't remember much. Oreo and I made each other cum so many times that we fell asleep from exhaustion. Since we had not closed the curtains due to our inability to let each other go, the bright sun was what woke me up this morning. Still encased in my black latex suit and hugged by my lovely harness, I found Oreo, deeply asleep with her head resting on my belly. She might not have had the strength to climb all the way back to me after the last time she licked me.
My girlfriend.
I still couldn't wrap my head around that concept. How did this happen? She was still here, sleep-hugging me and not showing any sign of wanting to let me go. I couldn't help but wonder how long things would stay like this. Would she get tired of me and move on at some point, or were things about to get better and better? On my side, I knew I would do everything I could to steer things in the right direction, and it was only fair to assume that it would be her intention as well. Why would she not love a sexy girl willing to wear a cute BDSM outfit?
As I was considering waking her up so I could prepare to go to the café, our bedroom door opened slowly. Then two long springy white rabbit ears and two big black eyes popped in sideways. Who was wearing Trixie's suit already? Last night it was Asha, but they could have swapped it overnight. As far as I was concerned, all the petgirls would have loved to wear that suit.
"Hehe. You can come in."
Ah, it was still Asha. I remembered very well the way she walked. She trotted to the bed and climbed on it. It looked like she needed some cuddling because she used her cushy paws to flip the sleeping Oreo to her back and let herself fall on top of her.
"Mmm! Trixie! I was trying to sleep more."
That wasn't Trixie, but correcting her wouldn't have served any purpose. Oreo wrapped her arms and legs around the rubber rabbit and held her tightly. Obviously, none of us could remotely NOT want to cuddle with one of the café animals, and the white rabbit was particularly impossible to resist, no matter who was wearing it. Seeing Oreo crushed in the mattress like this just made her look even smaller and adorable.
Then it was Vix's turn to show up. All naked, so half-asleep that she didn't seem to feel bad about the scars on her face this morning. She crawled on the bed too, and this time, I was the target. The fox girl just let herself fall on top of me. What was going on with them today? Did they get any sleep at all? They didn't seem to be capable of holding themselves up. Good thing Vix was a lightweight.
"Mmm... Clara! I missed you so much?"
"Missed me? But, we talked to each other last night."
"Yes, but I still miss you."
"Hehe."
"Are you pet sitting today?"
"Yes. I have to go soon."
"So, what pets will be there today?"
Was this a challenge, or did she really lose track of how many pets worked there? Since Trixie, Oreo, Vix, and Asha were here, her question was easy to answer, so I gave her a headcount anyway.
"Accalia, Meeka, Savannah, and Misti."
"... and me?"
"You? No, Vix. You are only starting tomorrow morning. The café is closed today."
"Not if you don't tell Lucy."
"..."
"Come on. You spent so much time with Oreo. I want to spend some time with you today."
"I... I only spent one night with Oreo."
"That's a lot. Come on. Say yes. Lucy won't find out."
Then it was Oreo's turn to voice her opinion from under the white rabbit.
"If Vix can go, I want to go too."
"..."
"And Clara is going to wear my outfit all day too."
"Yay! Then Asha-bunny can stay here to take care of Trixie."
Asha raised her head after Vix's last comment, just to stare at her for a moment, before falling back down on top of Oreo. Something told me that Trixie had a bit too much fun last night playing with the girl wearing the rabbit costume. There was probably a good reason why Asha sought refuge in our bedroom this morning.
And talking about Trixie, she, too, entered the bedroom, looking as tired as everybody else. The same way the others did, she climbed on the bed to lay down next to me while trying to dislodge Vix from her premium spot.
"Move, Vix. Clara is MY girlfriend."
"I don't think so. When she wears that outfit, she is like Oreo and belongs to all of us."
"That would be about right."
I knew it was a joke, but Oreo extracted herself from under the white rabbit and then proceeded with pushing Vix and Trixie off me.
"Heeey, stupid cat! What are you doing?"
"Clara doesn't belong to anybody! That's not why she likes wearing my outfit."
"Oooh! Look at Oreo, Vix. She is all jealous now. That's new."
"I'm NOT jealous! I just don't want you to make Clara feel bad again."
"Hey! I never make Clara feel bad. That was Asha! She is super evil!"
And that was all it took to put some life back into the group. As Oreo pulled on my harness to get me out of the petgirl pile, Asha jumped on Trixie to smack her with her rabbit paws, making Vix tumble down the bed in the process.
As funny as it was, it helped me make a decision. The café was important to me, Lucy was also very important to me, and since she entrusted me with her beloved café and pets, I had no intention of disappointing her. I didn't want to take any chance of losing her trust. So I took a deep breath in and announced that I would stand my ground this time.
"I'll go to the café by myself today. You guys, you will stay here and relax. Lucy wants you to rest."
"..."
"..."
"..."
"... What did I say? Why are you all looking at me like that?"
They all stared at me in silence while I reviewed my last affirmation in my head to find what kind of shocking words I might have used to trigger such a paralysis. Of course, Trixie didn't waste time explaining her puzzled state.
"Clara! Where does that self-confidence come from?"
"Oh... Hehe. I just feel good today."
"That must be because of your kinky outfit. It must be."
"Hmm... Maybe. I like it a lot."
"So, you don't want us to go to the café with you?"
"No, no. It's not that. I don't mind. But not without Lucy's permission. We caused a lot of trouble recently."
Oreo immediately crawled to the bed's edge and grabbed her crumbled pants from the floor. From one of the pockets, she pulled out her phone and began texting. Was she really going to ask Lucy for permission? Would there be a full party at the café today?
Trixie bounced to the other side of the bed and sat next to Oreo to get the answer before everyone else. Soon enough, Oreo's phone buzzed, and Trixie immediately whined.
"AWWW! She said nooo!"
"..."
"That's not fair! I've not been to the café since I broke my arm! That's just cruel! I'm her superstar pet too."
"Wait, Trix. She is still typing."
"Hmm? Probably to say that we are too much trouble and that Clara can't handle all of us."
"No... Look. She says that she is closing the café today and sending all the pets back home."
"What!? Really!? That never happened before."
"I don't know, Trix. But Clara has a day off. That means she can keep wearing her new outfit."
"Oh, then things are not as bad suddenly."
Of course, things weren't for them. I did love wearing Oreo's outfit, but what now? Will I have to wear it for an additional day because it was what my friends wanted?
As my three friends slowly converged on me to take advantage of the good news, we heard the pethouse's front door opening, followed by many little excited voices. It smelled like trouble now. If on top of Vix, Trixie, Asha, and Oreo, I would have to deal with Accalia, Meeka, Misti, and that new girl, Savannah, all of them out of costume at the same time, it would be a rough day.



After they trampled up the stairs, they all went to the master bedroom first, just to find an empty room. It only took a few more seconds before they noticed us in the guest bedroom. Misti was the first to ask questions, and of course, Trixie was the one answering.
"Haaa! Here you are! Why are you in this room? The bed is too small."
"That's where Clara and Oreo slept."
"Uh? You didn't sleep together? And where is Clara, anyway? Is she wearing the rabbit again? Lucy asked me to tell her that the café was closed today and that she didn't have to pet sit. She hired a crew to refresh the paint. And... wait... Why are there two Oreos?"
For once, Trixie didn't open her mouth to say something funny. Instead, she just pointed at me nonchalantly. Now everybody would know that I had a little deviant side. Surprisingly enough, and I blamed my new outfit for that, I didn't feel as embarrassed as I should have been. I still felt somewhat sexy and well-protected. I could only hope that my friends wouldn't give me a hard time because of this, though.
"Uh? What? Oreo's kinky copy is Clara?"
"Yup. And that's not all! We have BIG news for you guys."
"Like what? You are leaving the café?"
"Insanity! Never! No, the big news is that Clara and Oreo are officially together!"
"... Like... together?"
"Yes. Like together."
"... AWWWW! Sweet!"
Of course, such news was bound to cause a certain commotion. But with the big smile that grew on Misti's face, she seemed to take it very well.
Accalia, Meeka, and Misti immediately joined us on the overcrowded queen mattress. It didn't appear that Savannah was around. Maybe she went home instead. Oreo rushed to me, Vix hurried to reserve the cuddly Asha-rabbit, Accalia sat on Meeka's lap, and Misti wrapped her arms around Trixie's neck.
"Awww, Trix! If Clara and Oreo are together, we can do the same. We will get married, and you'll be my sex slave."
"In your dreams, Misti. We talked about it already. BUT, I will have to tell you what Asha-demon did yesterday. She needs to get punished."
"Oh? That sounds fun. I love punishing Asha even though I've never done it. Usually, when she does something wrong, I'm just asking her to cook me some delicious food."
"Well, this time, she really messed up, so food won't cut it."
"Woah! Coming from you, Trixie, the always hungry rabbit, she must have done something terrible."
At that point, Asha, prisoner of the white rabbit costume, attempted to reach Trixie, more than likely to slap her behind the ears, but Vix kept her in place with her magical hugs. Nobody would ever dare to rough up Vix, even in an attempt to get away from her. Vix's hugs could defeat anybody. But still, I could almost hear Asha's grumbles from behind her mask.
"Anyway, Clara and Oreo, I'm happy for you. Buuut, now that we all know about it, you have to show us that it's true. Right?"
"Why? Clara and I have nothing to prove."
"How do I know that you didn't blackmail her or something?"
"Blackmail her!? Why would I do something like that? You are making stuff up, Misti."
"Yes, but I still want proof. Or else it's not fair."
"Not fair? Pfff! Don't listen to her, Clara. We don't have to do anyMMMph!"
Again, wearing this kinky outfit was doing something to my brain. I loved Oreo, and I didn't mind showing it to the whole planet. Maybe I was irrationally self-confident today, but whatever. I interrupted the arguing and just planted my lips on Oreo's. Right away, I forgot about the entire universe because kissing Oreo was my new favorite thing in the world.
My girlfriend melted in my arms while everybody else approved my bold move.
"Ah! That will teach you to be grumpy, Oreo!"
"Is it just me, or it's getting hot in here?"
"Woot! Go, Clara, go!"
I didn't care about anything anymore. Oreo couldn't hold herself up anyway and just fell flat on her back. It was my turn to be on top and make her feel good. Maybe the only thing that bothered me was that because I wore her suit, Oreo was all exposed, so she must have felt a bit vulnerable. But considering her lack of will to fight back, I was pretty sure she was okay. Being a couple was a good thing. We could support each other during difficult times and also during the good ones.
And since she was already naked, I wanted to support her even more by taking her mind off things, so I crawled down her body, making sure to lick her spasming belly along the way. I headed straight to her smooth crotch. I had also learned some tricks from the other petgirls over the past few months and would definitely share them with her.
I could hear the other girls chatting and giggling around me, and some of them were even rubbing my butt and back, but I didn't care. My focus was on Oreo and Oreo only. I wanted her to have fun, and that was about it. And while I was feasting, Asha-rabbit crawled on top of Oreo to give her some rubber on skin sensations, which also made me happy. I knew that the pet costumes were something Oreo loved more than anything.
I have been waiting for so long to have some quiet time with Oreo, which I finally got last night, but this morning, with all our friends surrounding us, I thought it would have been inappropriate to ask them to leave. Since they were all here, why not just enjoy the moment. I had no means to determine if what I thought was true, but I didn't believe any of them would try to steal Oreo from me. They didn't like her the way I did, and Oreo was pretty clear about her intentions to be with me. This solid foundation allowed us to have fun with the other petgirls without overthinking this.
Anyway, I was too busy right now trying to make my girlfriend cum.
But just as I thought she was getting close, someone pulled on my harness and dragged me away from my delicious snack.
"Mistiii... Whyyy?"
"It's Trixie's turn. Which means you are mine now!"
"What!? Mmmph!"
So, that was how it was going to be. What had started with me giving Oreo a good time had drastically turned into a petgirl orgy, and on the smaller bed of the pethouse, that is. Lots of sexy bodies everywhere. Misti pulled me close and kissed me. Her cheeks were all red, so I had to take some responsibility for that. When I started playing with Oreo, I didn't exactly consider the side effects of doing it in front of everybody. Misti wasn't a robot, so her hormones took over when she saw me licking Oreo, and now she wanted her piece of the cake, and I was the cake.
I was not too sure if it was inappropriate or not, but when Oreo screamed her first orgasm while I was kissing Misti, I found that very hot. Trixie's tongue was a skilled one, so I knew Oreo had a good time. And on my side, I always loved playing with Misti. Her short blonde hair was just incredible. A while ago, we had talked about dying mine so I could get the same haircut as her, but we never got around to it. I would have to ask Oreo if she would like me to look like Misti and Trixie. Back then, I found that idea very hot.
The rest of the morning was a bit nuts. The room smelled like sex, I came so many times, and I had to lick so many different crotches. Everything was a blur. I didn't even know who had pleasured who or how. After some effort, I managed to return to Oreo, who I found buried under a pile of cute exhausted girls. I wrapped rubber arms around her.
The room was silent. Only Trixie still licked Asha-rabbit, but her victim couldn't make any noise because of her gag, so they were not a disturbance to this post orgy devastation.
I pressed my forehead against Oreo's. Her eyes were closed as she was trying to recover from the tsunami of orgasm she had just experienced.
"Oreo... That was fun, right?"
"Mmm... yes... But, tonight... It will only be the two of us."
"Yes. I want that too."
"Clara?"
"Yes?"
"I love you."
"I love you too."
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It was early in the morning, too early. I could have stayed in bed and rested because, frankly, spending time with ALL the petgirls out of costume all at once wasn't easy. My little friends could be sexually demanding. At night, they gave Oreo and me some privacy, but it was a different story during the day. I never had as much sex over two days. I was wondering if there was a correlation between that and Oreo's cute BDSM outfit I borrowed. Maybe that new look had made me more desirable.
But no, I still woke up with Oreo at my side and, even if I was tired, I decided to accompany her to work along with the other pets who would be on duty today. The idea that I wouldn't be able to spend time with Oreo for the next few days and unable to explore our new relationship was a bit sad, but it was our reality. Seeing how happy she was to return to work, I couldn't do anything else but be okay with it.
Hand in hand, we walked in the awakening downtown area, heading towards the Cakes & Pets. Following closely behind us was Asha, Meeka, Misti, and Vix, and they were super silent and exhausted. Behind their unbreakable sex-machine image, they were actually vincible beings.
Lucy apparently wanted six pets at the café today, which was a bit unusual. There were the five accompanying me, and Savannah was supposed to meet us over there as well; she was the only one not living at the pethouse with us because she apparently had a nice place where to live already. Since I have never met her out of costume, I barely knew anything about her. Only Meeka seemed to know everything about our new little cheetah, but she kept telling us that Savannah would share what she wanted to share about her personal life whenever she would feel like it. It didn't help satiate our curiosity, but I couldn't say it was the wrong approach. It was up to Savannah to discuss her private life however she wanted.
We were also curious to see the new paint job at the café. It was part of why I decided to come this morning. Yesterday, Lucy had closed the shop for a full day to allow a renovation crew to complete the work without being slowed down by petgirl hugs and cuteness or a fox kicking a paint can. We all hoped for a new style to replace the previously boring one. Lucy was maybe very good at running the café, but, not to be mean, we all agreed that she wasn't a very good designer.
When we arrived there, Asha, Meeka, Misti, and Vix entered the shop, but I stayed outside with Oreo for a moment. I wrapped my arms around her waist, and she did the same.
"Aww, Oreo... I won't see you for three days. I'll miss you so much."
"Oh, you are not going to come to the café?"
"No, I mean, you, out of costume."
"It would still be me even if I wear my pet suit. I hope you'll spend time with me."
"I will."
It was our last chance to kiss for a while, so we got to it before it was too late. It was a bit heartbreaking; I just got my first girlfriend, and I had to let her go for an eternity. Because of that, I really didn't care about what people in the street would think about two cute girls kissing each other in public. I wouldn't miss my last opportunity to enjoy my lover one last time.
"Mmm... I love that, Clara, but Lucy will be angry if I'm late."
"Yes... Just kiss me one more time."
"Okay."
As we were struggling to let each other go, a small voice barely interrupted us.
"Hi Clara. Hi Oreo!"
"Hi Kitty."
"Are you a couple? I didn't know that."
"..."
It took me a second or two... but when I finally reconnected with reality and understood who I had just greeted on autopilot, an electric shock hit my brain. I quickly turned around and hid behind Oreo.
"K... KITTY!?"
"Well, yes. You just said hi to me. I have not shapeshifted."
"I... I know... but... What... what are you doing here?"
"Dah! I'm working here! You know... for the past two weeks! Is your brain alright?"
"But... but... but..."
"But what?"
"No... nobody told me!"
"What? But, you fed me several times and even played with me when I was bored."
"You... You are Savannah? I... I didn't know that."
"Hum... Not sure what to tell you. Oreo, you knew it was me, right?"
"Vaguely."
How did that happen? How come Kitty turned into a pet and worked for Lucy? Never in my life have I been intimidated this much by a girl, and now, she was one of the pets, one that I have fed and petted often during the past two weeks. How was I supposed to react to this? I wrapped my arms around Oreo to seek comfort.
"Aaah! Clara. I have to go, or else Lucy will be angry."
"Yes, same for me. Lucy told me that she would fire me if I were late."
Reluctantly, I let Oreo go. She gave me a quick last kiss before engulfing herself in the café, followed by Kitty. For a long moment, I stared at the front of the door, wondering if I still wanted to go in.
But I was no longer the old Clara. I didn't want to be that scared version of me anymore.
"Mmph! Let's go. Clara. Kitty is not a monster! There is no reason to be scared of her. She is just a bit... special."
As I was about to raise my hand to open the door, Lucy opened it before me.
"Clara? What are you doing standing in front of the door again? You always do that."
"Oh... But I was about to..."
"Come in, I need to talk to you about something."
"O... okay."
Once more, Lucy caught me playing leek in front of her café. One day, I would probably stop acting weird. But what now? What did she want to talk about? Did she hear that I was dating Oreo and wanted to reprimand me? Now that I was thinking about it, I didn't even know if Lucy had a policy in place against relationships between employees. If that were the case, it would be dramatic. If given a choice, Oreo would possibly choose the café over me. Or would she? And if she were to pick me, I certainly wouldn't let her. Above all else, I wanted Oreo to be happy, so losing her job as a café pet would make her very sad.
My resolve had vanished, and I sank into my usual bad habit of making up stories in my head. Why was this happening to me?
"I... I..."
"Uh? What is it, Clara?"
"You... you can't fire her!"
"... Okay... You lost me here. Fire who?"
"O... Oreo!"
"And why would I want to do that? Oreo is one of my best pets. I love her to death."
"Be... because... we... we are dating."
"... Really? Oreo and you are dating?"
"... Yes. But... I didn't think about the café and..."
"Woah! Slow down, Clara. You just went into a spin."
"..."
"Are you really dating Oreo?"
"Y... yes."
"Impressive!"
"..."
"And the girls know about it too?"
"Yes... They... they said I could and... Trixie was a bit jealous, and she said I was her girlfriend too, but Vix said no and..."
"Haha. Calm down, Clara. It's okay. It doesn't surprise me that Trixie was upset. Well, I'm happy for you. And very happy for Oreo too. Maybe that's what she needed, after all. I'm sure spending more time with you outside the café will do her some good."
"You... you are okay with this, Lucy?"
"Of course, I am. You two are adults. I'm glad that Oreo will look forward to her next break. I always had a hard time convincing her to take off her cat costume."
"O... okay."
"Just keep it professional when you are working at the café. Okay?"
"S... sure. Yes."
That went well. As Lucy said, maybe I panicked a bit too quickly and made up stories in my head, but in the end, she took it positively. I had not seen the situation from that angle, but it was true that Oreo always made a big fuss when it was time to take off her costume at the end of her shift. She didn't like it outside the café. So, if she loved me enough to spend time with me out of costume, it could definitely help her, but also Lucy, who wouldn't have to fight her for an hour every single time.
A bit relieved, I followed Lucy inside.
"Ah! Where is Asha? I told her to wait for me. I bet she went upstairs anyway."
Lucy went to the staircase but didn't feel like going up. Instead, she recalled her disobedient girl by talking loudly.
"ASHA! ASHA!"
"What!?"
"Come here! I said I wanted to talk to you."
"You can talk to me when I'm a pet!"
"No. You are not going to be a pet this morning!"
"WHAT!? WHY!? What did I do?"
"Nothing! Come down here. I just have something to ask you."
"Aaalright. "
There was the word "Asha" in the word "unashamed." The pretty Indian girl, perhaps as an act of vengeance for having been denied her privilege to be a pet, climbed down the stairs completely naked. She was so pretty with her brown skin and perfectly straight black hair. I knew Oreo was my girlfriend, but since we were obviously open about playing with the other girls, it didn't feel too bad while looking at her.
But Lucy rolled her eyes.
"And what will you do if a client comes in and you are naked?"
"He will buy a lot of cakes so he can stare at me longer."
"Smartass. Come with me to the kitchen. I have something to show you. You too, Clara."
Asha and I looked at each other and just shrugged. We had no idea what Lucy wanted from us. Obviously, she wouldn't ask us to feed the pets since they were all upstairs dressing up to the point where they would need assistance, so it was a bit mysterious. We followed her to the kitchen nonetheless.
"So, I wanted to show you what I got installed yesterday while the crew repainted the place."
"WOAH! LUCY! A NEW GAS RANGE!"
"Haha. Yes. Brand new. Six burners. Commercial grade."
"It's amaaazing! So much better than the old crappy one you had."
Kitchen appliances didn't do anything to me, but I knew Asha loved cooking, so it was unsurprising to see her all excited about a good quality gas range.
"Lucy! Are you planning to feed an army? You didn't need something this big just to cook our food."
"Actually, yes. I do plan on feeding an army. The Cakes & Pets will now be offering breakfasts on the weekend."
"REALLY!?"
"Yes, Asha... It's just a test and..."
"CAN I BE YOUR CHEF?"
"Oh... Actually... that's exactly what I wanted to ask you."
"YES!"
"That much?"
"YES!"
"You'll cook three days a week and take care of purchasing the ingredients and all?"
"YES!"
"And you are okay reducing your pet time to do it?"
"... Aww crap! I didn't think about that."
"I thought so."
Asha walked to the squeaky new stove and turned on the burners. She slowly moved her hand above the dancing blue flames to feel the comforting heat rising and remained silent for a moment. Somehow, I knew already that she would say yes, but it would definitely be a sacrifice. Like everybody else, she loved wearing her latex snow leopard costume and cuddling with clients. On the other hand, she had always been mature and intelligent and knew that there were other fun things to do outside being a rubber pet. Plus, there was no discussion about removing her permanently from the pet crew, so it was not like a death sentence either.
"Okay, I'll do it."
"Good. I'm glad."
"But there is one condition. Clara has to be my sous-chef."
"..."
Now everybody was looking at me as my throat clamped shut. Me? A sous-chef? Why did Asha think it was a good idea? The only things I knew how to cook were salad and egg sandwiches. And why should I have to work anyway? I was going back to school, and the government unemployment program paid for it. Would working void that benefit?
"Calm down, Clara. Asha can't impose conditions like this."
"Awww! But I want to work with Clara!"
"I'm sure she will want to help you when she can, Asha, but she is starting school very soon."
"Fiiine! I'll do it anyway."
"Good. Tomorrow is your first day, so today, you have to prepare the kitchen and go buy the ingredients you will need. I also prepared a menu. You can take a look at it, and we can talk about it later."
"Alright. But can Clara help me today, at least?"
"Clara, what do you think? Want to help your naked friend?"
"Y... yes. Of course. I'll help her today."
"Good. I'm going to take care of the pets now. I'll be back in a bit. Urgh! I have to zip up five of them today. That's exactly why I leave them in costume at night. Too much work and whining."
As Lucy said that, she walked away with her usual exasperated attitude. It was a good thing that she had not attempted to cook the breakfasts by herself. She was way too busy for that. I thought it was a great idea to ask Asha to do it. It would be good for her to try something new and, clearly, she felt motivated by it.
But now, she was still naked and came to me for a happy hug.
"Claraaa! I'm going to be a chef like on TV."
"Oh, I don't think that Lucy wants you to be that fancy."
"Hehe. Well, I want to. So, my signature dish will be... YOU!"
"AAAH!"
Without warning, naked-Asha wrapped her arms around me and tried to kiss me. What a way to start the day. She could at least wear an apron.
"Mmm... A delicious Clara-muffin! I want to eat you."
"Ashaaa... Lucy will hear us."
"Pfff... She will be upstairs for the next half hour. Sit on the island!"
"... What!?"
"Sit on the island! I was serious. I really want to eat you."
"But... But..."
What could I do? Asha grabbed me by the hips and, with some effort, lifted me on top of the big island in the middle of the kitchen. Why did I have to wear a skirt today? Her hand slid under it, and she yanked my panties down.
"Asha! No!"
"Haha. Oooh. Black panties. Did you wear them for Oreo?"
"Ashaaa! It's embarrassing!"
"Oh, you did! Nice."
Before I knew it, she lowered me on my back and lifted my skirt up to my waist. How could I resist? Asha was so pretty and nice, so it always got me in trouble when her playfulness surfaced. And today, there was that new element of risk that awfully reminded me of what Trixie had done to me in the costume store's fitting room. We could totally get caught.
But when her super soft tongue ran over my pussy for the first time, everything became irrelevant.
"Aaah!"
"Shhh! We don't want Lucy to hear!"
"I... I know but... aaah. You are good."
"Better than Oreo?"
"No! Never!"
"Hahaha. Gnaaaw!"
"Mmmm!"
She understood exactly the nature of my relationship with Oreo, and she had no intention of destroying it. Actually, it was the opposite. Asha was very happy for Oreo and me and would do all she could to help us if we ever had any trouble. It was an odd thing to think while her magical tongue gradually sent me to paradise, but it was just a shared understanding we had.
When Oreo and I decided to date officially, we had not discussed this much, but it was pretty clear that we didn't want to lose all the special fun that our friends provided us with. And it was working both ways. The other petgirls also loved playing with Oreo, and apparently, they loved playing with me as well. None of them would have tried to convince us otherwise if we had decided to close the door to out-of-couple fun, but would it have been fair to them? They didn't plan to steal Oreo from me and didn't plan to steal me from Oreo, so what was the harm?
Our big orgy last night was such an intense experience that I would never have experienced if I had been close-minded.
So yes, Asha. Keep licking me. It feels amazing, even though I know you are doing it because you want me to help you in the kitchen.
Her hair was so soft. The Indian girl had everything going for her; a delicious coffee skin, larger boobs, her perfect curves, and her fantastic friendliness. I also associated her with her costume, of course, since that was how I got to learn who she was in the first place. The stunning snow leopard was one of my favorites, probably only behind Vix and Trixie; because Vix was just excessively adorable, and Trixie was just so funny.
"MMmm! I'm.... I'm close..."
"Gnaaw!"
"AAah!"
So voracious. Why did it feel so good every time she nibbled my inner thighs? I was getting on the edge real quick, my eyes rolled up, and my drooly tongue stuck out. And then I exploded, trying not to make any noises that would have alarmed Lucy about our illicit activities.
If Asha really wanted to turn me into breakfast, I was all for it.
As I tried to recover, she placed her hands and chin on my chest and smiled.
"Clara. Do you know why we love having sex with you?"
"Aaah.. aaah... I... I don't know."
"Because, of all the pets, you are the only one who makes a super-typical Ahegao face."
"... Ahegwhat?"
"Haha... Ahegao. You should look it up on the internet one day. But you don't do it on purpose, so it's super cute and not creepy. It turns me on."
"Mmm... I'm not sure I want to know."
"Haha. Okay. Maybe it's better that way. Sooo... How about you get your Asha-breakfast now?"
"... but... Lucy..."
"I tell you, she is busy. Plus, she will blame me for having corrupted you. She still sees you as an innocent little girl."
"Mmm... okay."
It was Asha's turn to visit the island. Since she was already naked, there were no barriers to slow down my desire to return the favor. Her smooth crotch was mine, but I couldn't afford to take too much time to savor it, or else it was true that Lucy would catch us in the act. That would be big trouble. So I got to work right away, using a couple of fingers for extra stimulation. I was getting pretty good at female physiology; the pets trained me well.
"AAAH! CLARA!"
"Shhhh!!"
"But... Cla... Clara... aaaah! That's... that's my G spot... How... How did you..."
"Mmm... Trixie showed me how."
"Aaaah!"
It was not working all the time, but it seemed the Asha model was particularly easy to figure out. Using the tips of my fingers, I really did find the right spot inside of her, and now that I knew where it was, I would never forget it.
That was another good thing about having sex with multiple partners. What I learned from one person could be applied to someone else. I gathered a lot of experience that I could put to good use when I had sex with my girlfriend. I wanted to give her the time of her life as often as I could. I wanted to be good at something that would make her feel amazing every time.
With her heels on the edge of the countertop, Asha opened wide to give me some more room to work efficiently. With all that practice I got since I moved to the pethouse, my little tongue became somewhat athletic. Because I didn't want Lucy to catch us, I gave it my all.
"Aaah! Claraaa! What got into youuu!?"
"As you said... gnaaaw!"
"Haha! You are crazyyy!"
I worked hard for the next few minutes, but I didn't manage to push her over the edge yet. I was positive that we were getting there, though. Asha even had to grab a nearby dishcloth and bite in it to keep her little moans at bay.
But then, my heart skipped a beat when, from the corner of my eye, I noticed a moving shape standing in the kitchen doorway. Was that it? Were we discovered already? Right away, I straightened up my back in panic.
"..."
To my great relief, it wasn't Lucy. It was our little black and white cat friend, Oreo, and she walked to me to hug me. Was she offended that I was playing with Asha so early after we kissed goodbye? I was pretty sure that wasn't the case, but since our new special relationship was so precious to me, I still had that little worry in the back of my head.
I was quickly reassured when Oreo climbed on the kitchen island and laid down on top of our naked Asha to get a hug from her as well.
"Aaah! Oreo! You are all slippery!"
Oreo wriggled some more on top of her. It appeared that Lucy had just polished her suit this morning and her slick rubber skin provided Asha with some nice sensations. I did love it when the pets were freshly polished too. Their perfect glossiness always made them look even cuter.
That said, I had a job to finish before it was too late, and since Oreo was here to assist, I returned to my Asha-snack. We were two against one this time, so our success would come quickly.



"Mmm! When did Clara become that good?"
Oh, I didn't think it was true, but I was certainly doing my best.
It took a while longer, but we finally got her. The small Indian girl spasmed and twisted as Oreo tried to keep her quiet with her cushy paw. If helping Asha cook breakfast meant that we would get this kind of sex, I wouldn't mind helping whenever I could.
Once she calmed down a little, I helped Asha get down the countertop, but she had trouble standing up on those wobbly legs.
"Asha, you might want to put some clothes on now so we can start working before Lucy scolds us."
"Mmm... Yeah... I might have to do that. Oh... I'll put those on!"
Before I could even react, Asha grabbed my black panties from the floor and stepped into them.
"Aaah! Nooo! Asha! I wore those for Oreo! They are her favorite."
"Haha. I'm sure Oreo prefers you not wearing panties. Right, Oreo?"
Oreo, sitting cross-legged on top of the kitchen island, nodded and danced a bit as a sign of approval, which made me turn all red.
"Nooo! Give me back my panties."
"No. Oreo just said they were mine now."
"She didn't say anything like that! Ashaaa!"
And then our little fight came to an abrupt end when Lucy stepped into the kitchen, obviously unhappy about our behavior.
"What is going on here? Why are you two fighting? And OREO! What in the world are you doing sitting on the kitchen island? We are cooking food on it, you know. Get off it right now! Do you see Clara or Asha sitting on it? No, you don't! Because they know how to behave. And that just earned you a red collar until it's feeding time."
Oreo desperately tried to point at Asha and me and gesticulated the unfairness of the situation, but it didn't work at all. Of course, as heartbreaking as it was, Asha and I didn't feel like getting punished, so it was better to remain silent so as not to incriminate ourselves. Oreo was used to the red collar anyway; she could take this bullet for us.
"Asha. Go dress up now and do what I asked you to do. Show me that you are taking this new job seriously."
"Yes, yes. I was about to.
"And you Clara, why are you so red? Stop pulling down on your skirt like a child and help me prepare the food bottles for the pets."
"Y... yes."
I really wanted my panties back. Right now, it wasn't so bad, but when I would have to sit down to feed the pets, later on, I would certainly have to make sure to keep my legs closed.
***
"No, no,no, and no! Lucy! That will never work!"
"What do you mean, Asha? I worked hard to create that menu."
"It's more generic than the most boring fast-food around here. That's not what your customers would like to eat!"
"Come on, Asha. Everybody eats eggs, sausages, bread, and pancakes in the morning. What's wrong with that?"
"The ingredients are not the problem. It's the delivery."
"The delivery?"
"Yes... Look here... it says, "Breakfast burrito." That's not right?"
"Well, I'm not sure what the problem is. It's my favorite item on the menu. I thought it was special. What's wrong with it?"
"THE NAME!"
While I watched the incomprehensible spectacle offered by Asha when she reviewed the new breakfast menu and lost her shit, I was silently siding with Lucy on that one. I loved breakfast burritos, and I didn't want Asha to remove it from the list, at least not until she managed to articulate why she was so refractory to the idea.
"Stop yelling, young lady, and use words."
"It's NOT cute!"
"Cute? How do you want a breakfast burrito to look cute? It's not a kitten. It's a burrito."
"Well, it's the best item on the menu, so it should be called an Asha-roll!"
"..."
"..."
Not only Lucy and I looked at each other to communicate our uncertainty about this very pet-like idea, but all the petgirls who were observing us in the kitchen did the same. Savannah, Meeka, Oreo, Misti, and Vix were as puzzled as we were, even though they couldn't talk because of their tight masks.
But Asha thought it was the best idea in the world, and in the face of our lack of enthusiasm, she decided to get approval from somewhere else.
"Aaah! You don't get it! Give me one sec. I'll prove to you that I'm right."
She pulled out her cell phone from her pocket and called someone; I had a slight idea of who it could be. I only knew one person who could ingest an unlimited amount of food despite her small size, a particularly overactive white rabbit.
"Hello?"
"Hey Trix, it's Asha."
"Aaaah! Mmm... What do you want? I'm busy having sex with Accalia."
"Sshhh! You are on speakerphone, and Lucy can hear you."
"But... She is wearing her nurse uniform, and she is... nursing me."
I could see Lucy just shaking her head while pinching the bridge of her nose. Trixie would never change. Give her an opportunity to get in bed with someone, and she wouldn't miss it, even more so if it were a sexy nurse. In her defense, since she broke her arm, she was bored at home and only had her friends cheer her up. And a sexy Accalia wearing a nurse's uniform was probably the best thing she had while her friends were all having fun working at the café. Her cast was supposed to come off soon, but in the meantime, nobody could blame her for distracting herself in any way she could.
But for now, Asha needed her friend's innate ability to love food.
"Trix, we have a question for you. If we were to give you a choice this morning between a breakfast burrito or an Asha-roll, which one would you choose?"
"Oh, I have no clue what an Asha-roll is, but I'll take five of those."
"And what does Acclia want?"
"She can't talk right now because she is diagnosing me down there with her mouth, but she showed me two fingers, so two Asha-rolls for her."
"Trixie! I said Lucy was listening!"
"Aaah! Accalia! Don't nibble so hard!... I'll squirt on your face!"
Asha preferred to hang up at that point. It couldn't be helped. Trixie just couldn't stop being Trixie. But on the other hand, Asha had heard what she wanted to hear and at the same time had proved her point. Thematic food was more than likely going to be more attractive to petgirl lovers than regularly named food.
Lucy rubbed her face with her hands for a moment, trying to think about her next step. Her pets were biased beyond reason, she knew that, but they were also the ones dealing with the clients and knew what they liked the most. So she turned to the groups of silent rubber pets staring at the whole scene and asked for their creative input.
"So, if you think naming the breakfast items after the pets is a good idea, just raise your paw."
It took a moment, but cushy paws started raising. Vix was the first one, followed by Misti and Oreo, and then Meeka. Savannah, of course, did everything Meeka did, so she raised her paw right after hers. I didn't think that Kitty girl was very interested in anything other than cuddling with her raccoon friends.
Lucy sighed and decided to roll with it. She placed her hand on top of Asha's head.
"Alright, little lady. You win. You and Clara come up with your names for the food, and you show that to me later when you are ready. I have to feed the pets now. Come, everyone. We are going to the lounge."
"Yaaay! Come, Clara! I have so many ideas!"
As Lucy led her rubber pets out of the kitchen, Asha wrapped her arms around mine and pulled me aside. Apparently, we would have to spend some creative time together.
If I did a good job at helping her, maybe she would give me back my panties.
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WRRRZZZZZZ!
"AAAAH! NOOO!"
Trixie jumped down the doctor's table and ran to the corner of the room to hide behind the large plant. Even though he had explained to her that this noisy saw would only cut her cast and not her actual arm, it scared the shit out of her anyway. Like we did all morning, Misti and I attempted to reassure her.
"Trixie. He told you ten times. It's not going to hurt you."
"NO! It's too scary!"
"If you let him take off your cast, Asha will make you some special food."
"I don't care about that!"
Now that was something. For Trixie to turn her nose away from Asha's delicious food, it had to be serious. At first, we thought she was just acting childish for fun, but we were more and more convinced that she was truly terrified of that cast saw. The doctor had explained the whole operation in detail and even showed her how safe the tool was by running it on his own arm, but now he was just waiting next to the table, arms crossed, and hoped that Misti and I could put some sense back into the rabbit girl.
Misti tried again from a different angle.
"Don't you want to wear your bunny costume again?"
"NO! I'm fine with you wearing it."
"I'm not going to do that. I like mine better. So, what would you like in exchange for letting the doctor remove your cast?"
"NOTHING!"
"I'm sure there is something."
"No, there isn't. Nothing is worth losing my arm forever."
"Aaaah! He told you. It's not even going to scratch you."
"I don't care. It looks too scary."
Misti rolled her eyes and tried a different approach.
"Okay. Clara will dye her hair blonde and get the same haircut as us if you go through this. How about that?"
"..."
"..."
What!? Shouldn't she have asked me before proposing this incentive? We had discussed it in the past, but I wasn't sure I had the guts to try it. Misti and Trixie always wore the same haircut, short and blonde, with one side almost hiding one of their eyes. I found that super cute, but I was a brunette wearing a less fashionable haircut. Such a change would be drastic.
That said, Misti's proposal made Trixie freeze as if she had finally got through her with a more appealing reward.
"Come on, Clara. Say yes, or else Trixie is never going to stop acting like an idiot."
"... but..."
"Just say yes."
"O... okay..."
"Good. So, Trixie. Is it worth it now?"
"Mmm... You are lying. Clara is not going to do it for real."
"No. Clara never lies. Right, Clara?"
"... I... I don't think so."
Trixie cautiously crawled out from behind the plant and looked Misti in the eyes.
"Once we all look the same, can we have sex too?"
"Of course. Oreo is working, so Clara is sexually deprived. She wants to have sex so badly."
"HEY! Don't say things like that about me!"
"Shhh! Clara! I'm trying to convince Trixie!"
"Mmm... Okay then."
After hugging Misti, Trixie slowly walked back to the doctor's examination table and sat on it. I went behind her and placed my hands on her ears while Misti clung to her arm. The rabbit girl squeezed her eyes shut and raised her arm toward the doctor.
WRRRZZZZZZ!
***
"AH! I told you it would be a piece of cake!"
"Trix! You were terrified and made a scene. You can't say that!"
"I haven't done such a thing, Misti. I'm brave! And I got a free lollipop out of it because of my good behavior. It's so good. Here. Lick it!"
"Eww! No! You've been keeping it in your cheek since we left the clinic fifteen minutes ago!"
"Lick it, Misti!"
"NO! Gross! Get away from me, stupid bunny!"
Of course, Trixie had a very selective memory and denied making a fuss in the doctor's office. Now that her cast was off, she simply needed to be careful and exercise her arm regularly to regain her lost strength. Since she was a cuddle machine, she would be back to normal in no time.
And since I had apparently committed to getting the same haircut as them, we were now on our way to the mall to have that done. How did this happen? Once more, I had my little universe turned upside down because of my playful friends.
Me, blonde? That seemed unthinkable.
Going back to what I've said in the past, I couldn't really be unhappy about this, though. All my life, I had no one to show me important things like fashion and style. I had to learn everything by myself and wasn't very good at it. Having friends like those two who knew what they were doing was a real blessing. Even though the change was a bit scary, I trusted them very much and was somewhat ready to attempt this new hairstyle.
Also, I couldn't help but remember the moment when I pretty much understood that girls attracted me. It seemed like such a long time ago, but... that moment. Lucy had asked me to go to the pethouse all by myself to deliver a box, back when I wasn't living there. When I entered the place, I found Misti and Trixie, naked, having sex on the crackly leather couch. They had not noticed my presence right away, so I was able to watch them for a little while before being discovered.
The way they were tenderly playing with each other, running their fingers through their hair, and caressing their naked white skin, I couldn't tell who was who at the time, but I liked it. The one thing I knew for certain was that what they did had felt so right and had turned me on like crazy. It hit me like a ton of bricks, and at that point in time, I had decided that I loved women more than just in a friendly manner. The rest is history.
"Clara?"
"..."
"Why did you stop walking? And why are you so red all of a sudden?"
"..."
"Hey. We were just playing earlier. If you don't want that haircut, we are not going to force you, you know."
"... No... no. I want it... I want it very much."
"Okay. Good. But you are still acting weird. Come on. The hair salon is just right around the corner. And I'm paying too."
"Yes... Yes... I'm coming! Haha."
I bounced forward and passed them. Now I wanted to get to the salon as soon as possible.
***
"Uh? What's wrong with Clara? Why is she so happy all of a sudden?"
"I don't know, Misti. Clara is just like that. She lives inside her head most of the time."
"Yes. That's super cute."
"Hehe. Yes. Let's go. She is losing us."
***
"Oooooh! Claraaa!"
"..."
"It fits you SO well!"
"..."
"You are so blonde now! You look like us!"
"..."
Misti and Trixie had their cheeks pressed against mines while we were staring at ourselves in the big mirror of the hair salon.
Who was this creature in the middle? Me?
I couldn't recognize myself. It was not a quick process, but this dye and haircut were such an impactful change. It was blonde, shorter, and the hairdresser magically made it lighter, leaving behind golden fibers that were bouncy and fashionable. Like my two friends, one of my eyes was adorably hidden.
Trixie had blue eyes, Misti's were light brown, and mines were dark brown, but we really looked alike outside that. Our skins were pale, and our bone structure was not that different. If Trixie had not been chewing on another giant pretzel she had forced Misti to buy her, it would have been hard to identify who was who.
When I ran my fingers through my hair, it was as soft as when I ran them through Trixie's or Misti's...
"Hehe. Do you like it, Clara?"
"Yes. It's... nice."
"I think it's hot. Do you want to go to the café to see if Oreo likes it?"
"Oh no! I can't do that. Lucy doesn't want us to go there just to play."
"Bah! She will let us in anyway."
"No, no, no. I don't want her to say that I can't date Oreo anymore."
"Haha! Clara! Lucy would never do such a thing. She doesn't care who you are dating."
"... I'm still scared. Oreo gets punished all the time."
"Alright, silly. Why don't we go back to the pethouse then? We can cuddle and take selfies and send them to our friends to confuse them. And Trixie, close your mouth when you are eating. Why did you even get that pretzel? You just had lunch."
"It's physiotherapy for my arm. The doctor said I had to exercise regularly."
"Eating is not physio."
"Yes, it is! See? I can make bicep curls with the pretzel. Hmmph! Hmmph!"
As Trixie attempted to show off her non-existent bicep by curling her half-eaten pretzel, Misti shook her head and pinched the bridge of her nose. I agreed. We should go back to the pethouse and rest instead of spending all our energy trying to understand how Trixie's brain worked.
Despite my new style-induced shocked state, I was happy with the result and considered this change a success. My friends had helped me look better and less boring, so it was a great opportunity for me to try and act the part. I had never seen myself as a sexy person before, but it might have been because I wasn't one. Perhaps it was too harsh to think that way, but this new haircut kind of proved my point. Sure, it wouldn't make me any more interesting, but it showed me that if I were to take better care of myself physically, I could increase my chances of looking cool one day. It would be important for my own self-confidence, but also for the very intimidating return to school that was going to happen next week. Could girls studying finance afford to look bad? I didn't think so--all the finance people I've ever seen always dressed well and looked presentable.
I wrapped my fingers around Trixie's hand and squeezed it.
"Awww! Clara is holding my hand! She is my lover now!"
"Haha. Not a chance. She is way too much into Oreo. I think she just wants some of your pretzel."
"Hehe. Okay. Clara, say haaaa!"
"... Haaaa..."
Trixie presented her food to me, and I took a bite. Mmm... It was indeed a good pretzel.
***
I loved being around Misti and Trixie. They were often excited, but when I spent a longer period of time with them, I got to see their sweeter side. One would have thought that they would have rushed to the pethouse to have sexy fun with me, like three immoral triplets, but no. Instead, we decided to go to the coffee shop annexed to the bookstore. We ordered a large iced coffee with three straws to save money, and then Trixie wanted to find a new series to read. Recently, she and Oreo found my pile of old books, which had the effect of motivating her to restart reading more.
Since she was so much into her new board game Star Pets Deep Space Adventure, we found her a neat little lesbian sci-fi series for adults. It couldn't have made her happier. The good thing about living in a free society was the possibility to find everything for all tastes. Space lesbians sounded like a classic. We got her the first volume so she could give it a go.
Now that Trixie had her new favorite possession, it was truly time to return home, so we happily trotted back to the pethouse with our light blonde hair bouncing around, following the wind's own desire.
As usual, we entered the big insurance building through the heavy front door. I tried to hide behind my friends because the security staff still scared me very much, and we engulfed ourselves in the golden elevator. It would have been nice to bump into Shane, I thought. Even though the way we met him was a bit odd, he genuinely seemed like a nice and caring person. After our encounter with him and the way Trixie had scolded him, we heard nothing else from him or Lucy. It has been weeks already. But Trixie said not to worry and that he and Lucy needed to take their time to discuss sensitive issues. Ah well, I didn't know what it was really about, so I preferred not to get too involved anyway.
Misti pressed her back on my chest as we were going up, pinning me to the wall. She wanted a hug from behind, so I wrapped my arms around her tiny waist, squeezing her.
"Eep!"
"Mmm... You are warm, Misti."
"Yes. Because I'm happy."
"Hehe."
Oddly enough, Trixie wasn't jealous because she had already started reading her new book, so her attention was elsewhere. That was only until the elevator door opened.
In front of the pethouse's doors was a cardboard box sitting on the floor. That caught the rabbit girl's attention.
"AH! I KNOW WHAT IT IS!"
She bolted out of the elevator, and after a few quick steps, she slid on her knees and grabbed the box before lifting it above her head like she had found the holy grail. Her new book seemed to have become secondary in importance.
"What is it, Trixie?"
"Come on, Misti. Don't you know?"
"I don't think so..."
"It's Clara's new bondage gears!"
"Oh, sweet!"
"..."
My intestines immediately turned into a knot. On the day Oreo made me wear her special catsuit, leather harness, cuffs, and collar, Asha and Trixie didn't waste any time ordering me my own kit with the obvious desire to be able to play with both Oreo and me simultaneously.
"Ah! Come, Clara! You have to try it now!"
"..."
"Don't be shy. We know you loved wearing Oreo's little harness!"
"... N... No... I didn't!"
It was obviously a lie, and they knew it; they had no trouble dragging me inside the pethouse. For some reason, I got the feeling we would eat our dinner a bit later tonight.
After kicking our shoes off, they pulled me upstairs while trying to undress me on the way. It felt a bit rushed, but it was funny at the same time. They probably started to understand me very well and knew that always waiting for my reaction could be somewhat counterproductive. My cheeks color was pretty much speaking for itself. The thought of wearing this special bondage outfit excited me a bit too much.
What did Oreo do to me?
I quickly ended up on the bed, only wearing my black panties and bra. At least they didn't push it as far to strip me naked, not before we actually opened the box to see what was inside. Who knew? Maybe Trixie was wrong, and it would be a fox figurine collection that Vix had secretly ordered. Mmm... That was unlikely. Vix never bought anything for herself. No, it had to be my new bondage outfit.
Using the corner of her pethouse access card, Trixie sliced the packing tape and opened the box's flaps.
"Oooh! YES! That's what it is!"
"Sweet!"
"..."
Oh, crap. Why did I get the feeling that I wouldn't sleep much tonight?
Trixie pulled out a bunch of transparent plastic bags containing some black leather straps that I couldn't identify just yet and placed them on the bed. Meanwhile, Misti, who saw that it was indeed what they had expected, worked on taking my underwear off.
"Take them off, Clara. You have to try your new gears now!"
"... But... But..."
"Please... It would make us happy!"
"... Okay... But don't tell Oreo, okay? I want to surprise her."
"We won't say a thing. Hey, Trixie. Give me Clara's new catsuit."
"Oh, I can't do that."
"Why?"
"It's not in the box. The catsuit will take a few more weeks to arrive. This is just her bondage gears. The harness, cuffs, and collar."
"Mmm... That's okay. It will look cute on a naked Clara anyway."
"Oh yes."
"..."
What? Now I will have to wear those things without a catsuit to protect my pride? It would be totally different. I was confident wearing Oreo's bondage suit because I was well hidden behind the black latex, but doing the same without it would be very embarrassing.
As I was making scenarios in my head, Trixie tried to make sense of the new harness. Oreo was pretty much the only one who knew how to handle this bundle of straps without getting entangled in it. Even though I was very nervous, it was still funny to see that Trixie's wrist got caught in one of the smaller loops.
"Trixie! Stop playing with Clara's harness!"
"I'm not! This is too complicated. If I try to pull my wrist out of it, it just tightens around it!"
"Well, don't hold it like that!"
"Like what?"
"Like this!"
"Aaah! Don't pull. That's my broken arm."
"Your arm is not broken anymore. Let me do it. NO! Stop pulling!
"I'm not doing anything!"
"GAH! Stop fighting me!"
"I'm not!"
I grabbed the nearest pillow and placed it on my naked chest to hug it. In this instance, I would have needed some popcorn as well because Misti and Trixie really had it in them to entertain me involuntarily.
What began as an honest battle to get Trixie unstuck slowly turned into a genuine endeavor to figure out how to operate the harness. Misti asked Trixie to undress too so she could figure it out better before trying it on me. How did Oreo make it look so simple?
As they were making some progress, I noticed that the one they bought for me was the exact same model as Oreo's.
"Misti? Is it the same as Oreo's?"
"Yes, Clara. I think so. Asha said it would be hot if you two looked identical."
"The cuffs and collars too?"
"Yes, that's what she said."
I squeezed my pillow a bit harder and smiled. Looking like Oreo would make me very happy. I found her so cute and loved her outfit so much. If I were to look exactly like her, I knew she would like it too. And since all the pets loved the BDSM version of Oreo, nobody would complain that I looked too boring for once.
As I was daydreaming and smiling like an idiot, things escalated rapidly with my two friends. Trixie finally slid her arms in what seemed the correct loops, and Misti started to fasten the buckles.
"Aaah! Gotcha!"
"Hey! Misti! That's not my harness! Don't attach it."
"I know! But Clara said she wanted you to wear it!"
"That's not true. She is right there. She said no such thing!"
"I heard her. You didn't."
"That's a lie! I don't want to wear a harness! I'm pure!"
"I'll never understand you, Trix. You are always all over people to have sex, yet, you are the most vanilla person I know."
"That's not true. I like when Clara and Oreo dress up kinky."
"I'm talking about you. Not them."
"What can I say? I like normal. Take the harness off me!"
"No!"
Woah! That was big news. Trixie, the most sexual pet of the bunch, the one who refused to date someone so she could play with as many girls as she wanted, the one who demanded from Accalia that she wear her nurse uniform at all times, the one who loved being encased in her restrictive latex rabbit costume more than anything... Was she uncomfortable wearing a little BDSM item?
Interesting...
I put my reassuring pillow aside and crawled toward the edge of the bed. On the way, I grabbed my new collar and unwrapped it from its bag. They were too busy arguing with each other to notice that I was on the move. I had learned from the best. I was a ninja!
I walked to Trixie and stood in front of her, very suspiciously.
"Uh? Clara? What are you..."
And, WRAP! I placed the collar around her little neck and quickly attached the silver buckle.
"AAAAH! NO! I'm not like Oreooo! I'm not a slave! I don't like collars when I'm not in costume!"
"Haha! Bravo, Clara! Perfect move!"
"You look cute, Trixie."
"Noooo!"
I wanted to say, "poor Trixie," but it was the first time I had such a perfect opportunity to tease her. Usually, it was the opposite. Even if it was never to be mean, I was always the victim of her passion for flesh and orgasm. Because of her, I even turned into a cute blonde girl today. So why would it be wrong to get some small revenge for all those months of teasing that I had to endure even though they have been beneficial?
And another bad news for Trixie was when Misti found the small bag containing all the padlocks. It only took a few clicks to seal her fate. Toward the end, she even stopped fighting us, defeated, and raised her arms so we could place the leather cuffs on her wrists.
"My life is over... I'll never be pure again."
"You've never been pure, Trixie, and you know it."
"I will end up selling my body in the street."
"Bunny! That has nothing to do with anything."
"I, a whore for the cold world."
"Would you stop and enjoy yourself a little?"
"Weeks, prisoner of my arm cast, yet shackled again for a lifetime."



"Clara! Do something to snap her out of it!"
"..."
Do what? I thought she was very funny with her over-dramatization of the situation. She seemed so serious, yet her exaggeration was not plausible at all.
But I had to do what I had to do. I wrapped my arms around Trixie's neck and kissed her.
"Mmm!"
"Hmmm..."
There. She was very quiet now. Instead of whining, she rubbed her soft tongue on mine, and we exchanged some delicious fluid. I then pushed her toward the bed, where she fell heavily on her back and me on top of her so we could continue kissing.
Misti took off her clothes and laid down next to us. I would have to consider sharing the bunny girl soon because Misti had such a hot look on her face. I think I had a very good idea of what she was thinking... what WE were thinking.
Sure, Trixie in bondage was a first, and her reluctance to the BDSM style was amusing, but the root of the pleasure was that after our little hairdresser adventure today, Misti looked like Trixie, Trixie looked like me, and Misti also looked like me. We didn't have to talk about it because we knew.
We knew it was hot.
As wrong as it sounded, and this was more than likely the reason it tickled our reptilian cortex and activated our basic instincts, we looked like three sisters featured in a bad porn movie. The good thing was that we weren't related at all, and our similarity was simply a game. But still, it was very hot.
My kisses traveled down Trixie's chest until I reached her soft warm boobs, and as soon as Misti had enough room to jump in, she took the french kiss relay. As I was nibbling Trixie's cute nipples, I could hear her little moans. She seemed to be very happy despite what we had done to her.
And they were right about the harness. It was fun to grip it to keep Trixie in place. It made me appreciate what my friends felt when I wore Oreo's BDSM suit around them. This little contraption that I had simply considered good-looking and comforting also created an imbalance in a relationship. The person wearing the harness sent a strong signal to the other that she was surrendering. Some sort of abandonment to whatever the other partner wanted. And just like that, it made me somewhat understand why Trixie was apprehensive when Misti made her wear it.
Trixie was strong. Despite her playful side, she was smart and willing to do a lot to get what she wanted from her friends, often sex. She was the initiator. So being put in a role where she was the one being controlled was probably not her preference, and maybe that was the reason why she had never been too attracted to wearing such garments or even being tied up.
That said, she was not complaining. Misti and I took good care of her, so her mind was probably a bit too fried to think straight. My belly lick made her react as she knew where I was going with this.
Why was her skin so soft and white? It was almost as good as when she wore her white latex rabbit suit.
I licked her belly button, making her spasm.
I did prefer her as a latex rabbit. Was it wrong to think that? I liked Trixie-human too, but the rabbit was just so cool. It was not that cool when I had to wear the costume myself, but very cool when she or someone else wore it. The white rabbit was the first pet I brought home, after all. She meant something special to me.
"AAAH! CLARA!"
Still, I enjoyed licking Trixie's smooth crotch, even if she wasn't a real bunny today. She was always so wet. This girl would never ever be able to hide her arousal from anybody, and if we were to go to the beach together one day, she would have to be wise about her choice of suitable bikini fabric, or else her bottom would become see-through rapidly.
I thought she smelled good too. Of all the girls I had licked before, Trixie was the only one that didn't smell like an ordinary girl. Usually, there was that little odor that was not unpleasant but that I had to get used to, but Trixie was slightly different. It was just like she was made of delicious cake. I would have to ask Misti if she had noticed the same thing one day.
Anyway, as Asha often said...
"Gnaaaw!"
"AAAAH! Misti! Clara is... is..."
Misti was too busy to talk. Since I was taking good care of the bottom, she had attacked Trixie's chest. But what Trixie had really tried to say was that she was close to the edge, which wasn't too surprising. That girl could come quickly.
Sinking on the big white bed were three small girls--five foot two, blonde hair, narrow visage, pale skin, smooth and delicious. We were what people would search on a porn website or what most people would never get to experience.
We were a fantasy. A beautifully erotic fantasy.
"AAaaah! Aaaah! I'm... I'm cumming! I'm... AAAAH!"
A noisy fantasy that I was so lucky to be part of. My only regret today was that Oreo was at work and couldn't be here. I knew she would be happy to hear that I had a lot of fun with my friends tonight, but deep down, I missed her already and wished that I could do this with her more often than with the others. She was my little girlfriend that I loved so much, and I wanted to be with her.
Even though they didn't know what I was thinking, Misti and Trixie, with this physical selfless affection, supported me while I was away from Oreo. But with a bit of perspective, I was the one being a bit jealous because I knew that right now, Oreo was probably cuddling with Vix. So from that point of view, she was winning. She also had Accalia, Meeka, Savannah, and Asha. And Lucy gave her free food too. Hey, the café pets didn't have it bad at all.
"Aaaaah! Clara! Stop! Stooop! I came! I caaame!"
I was too busy thinking about random things to listen to Trixie's request. Plus, Misti held her well in place, taking advantage of her harness, so I had no good reason to comply with her whining. Trixie had done this to me in the past, so it was okay to return the favor and push her a little bit.
After all, she was very brave today. She had her cast removed and would soon be back at the café. She deserved what she was getting.
***
"Mmm..."
"Hehe. Morning, Clara."
"Mmm... Mistiii... You are so warm."
"You too."
Buried inside her arms, under the thick blanket, I hugged Misti very tightly. I wasn't fully awake yet, but I knew this felt very good. There was nothing like human warmth to feel at peace.
"Hehe. Guess what, Clara?"
"Mmm... I'm still tired."
"It looks like it. But hey. Trixie left the bed at night and took off her harness."
"Oh? Was she mad?"
"Hehe. No. But I think she really doesn't like it."
"Mmm... It's odd."
"Yes. Anyway, it's your harness. So she doesn't have to wear it anymore."
"I will. With Oreo."
"Haha. You like Oreo that much, don't you?"
"Yes... Mmm... A lot. She is special."
"You are right about that. I wish Trixie would be my special person too, but she is not ready, she said."
I tried to bury myself even more in Misti's arm because I wanted to sleep a bit more while she was telling me her secrets, but my wish to rest got annihilated in an instant.
The bedroom door slammed open, and Trixie burst in with two plates full of food.
"CROISSANTS! I FOUND CROISSANTS!"
"Oy! Yes. They delivered them yesterday. Lower your voice. Clara is trying to sleep."
"Well, she can sleep later. I warmed up a few for her too."
She climbed on the bed and knee-walked toward us. It seemed that I would have to take a nap a bit later. Knowing Trixie, after her breakfast, she would undoubtedly want a dessert.
Probably a Clara-muffin.
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"Why did Lucy want all of us to come to the café today? Usually, she is like, "No, Trixie! I don't want to see your rat face at the café when you are not working," and then she refuses to give me a piece of cake, and I have to steal one."
"I don't know, Trixie. Maybe she is going to scold us because we sneaked out of the pethouse while wearing the rabbit costume the other day."
"Oh, I almost forgot about that, Clara. Yes, you shouldn't have done that!"
"..."
"Trixie! Leave Clara alone! You know it was your idea!"
"No! It was yours, Misti!"
"Oh? So, a second ago, it was Clara's idea, and now it was mine? They should have put that cast around your head instead of your arm."
"Keep quiet, shrimp. Lucy didn't sound like her normal self. I hope everything is alright."
Meeka was always the mature one, and once more, she was right. The last time we did something with all the pets together was during the Christmas event. It was highly unusual for Lucy to ask all her employees to show up at the café for a meeting. And even if I wasn't a pet, my presence was also required. The theory that we would all get scolded for what we did a while ago was not void of sense, but at the same time, it didn't perfectly match the situation. So, for now, it was just that, a theory.
On our way to the café, Trixie bought a giant freshly baked pretzel using Meeka's money. That rabbit girl would never learn how to control herself when it came to food, or at the very least, how not to deplete the content of her wallet. Since she had not paid for it, there was no reason for us not to steam a piece of the pretzel just to make sure it was as good as she claimed it to be.
But then, we quickly arrived at the Cakes & Pets, where we became a little apprehensive. Meeka, who wasn't as stressed as the rest of us because she had never done anything wrong, opened the door and entered the shop first.
"Hi, Lucy!"
"Ah! You are finally here. Good. Everybody is waiting for you in the lounge."
"Waiting for us?"
"Yes... It's a special day today. I'm not opening the café, and we are going to spend some time together."
"Sounds good to me. I'll go cuddle the crap out of Savannah!"
"No, Meeka... She isn't here today. She finished her shift this morning and doesn't need to be here. She is too new."
"Aww... Okay. But you sound mysterious."
"Just get into the lounge, and I'll explain everything."
"Oookay! If you say sooo."
The rest of our little group also said hi to Lucy on our way to the lounge, but she was just casually finishing some paperwork at the reception desk as if it was business as usual. That said, she looked suspiciously happy today for some reason. Whatever was the reason for our presence here, it didn't feel like we would get into as much trouble as we had anticipated. We were definitely okay with that.
Meeka unlocked the lounge door and let us in. As soon as I stepped into my favorite room in the entire world, I quickly hid behind Trixie.
I retracted my previous statement. Now we were totally screwed.
Lucy's mysterious husband, Shane, was there, sitting at a table next to Vix. All the petgirls were in costume; Oreo, Vix, Accalia, and Asha.
I whispered in Trixie's ear.
"Trixie... Shane is here."
"I see that. That's a first. HEY SHANE!"
Nooo! Why did Trixie have to attract his attention by calling his name so loudly? She also hopped in his direction and landed on his lap without even asking permission first.
Oh, Shane didn't like that much.
"Aaah! Trixie! Get off me! I told you a thousand times. I'm not into petgirls!"
"I'm not a petgirl! I don't wear a costume today."
"You act like one."
"Ha! No. Don't push me. I'm staying! What are you doing here anyway?"
"Lucy and I need to talk to you."
"Oh? About what I think it is?"
"... Maybe. Get off me now."
"No. I'm staying. Grab my thin waist and hug me! I'm a cuddly bunny!"
"Arrr! I told you, I'm not into petgirls!"
Not only Trixie had no intention to get off of him, but she even wrapped her arms around his neck as if they were best buddies. She indeed acted like a petgirl. Shane didn't look like he approved the move, yet he didn't seem determined to push her away. Definitely, those two knew each other more than just a little bit. They probably had a history that I didn't know about.
Not wanting to get involved with any of this, I rushed to Oreo, my girlfriend, and used her as my new feline shield by sitting behind her and wrapping my arms around her torso. She didn't seem to mind too much. The small black and white cat seemed as confused as I was because she shrugged when I asked her what was going on and then pushed her back against my chest as if she sought the same reassurance.
What was going on here? Only Vix and Trixie seemed to be as decontracted as uncooked bacon. Something was definitely not normal today. But perhaps we would soon learn more about this impromptu event because Lucy entered the lounge with a serving tray full of mini-cakes, a coffee pot, and a few water bottles for the costumed pets. She placed it on the floor for all of us to access. How casual.
"Alright, everyone. Today is a special day. As you noticed, Shane is here, which is a bit unusual. We wanted to talk to you about something. Right, Shane?"
"Yes. A way overdue discussion."
"I agree. And that is all because of Trixie, the rule breaker."
Aww, crap!
So Lucy knew about what we had done the other day, sneaking out of the pethouse in costume. What now? Would this be a public punishment? On the day of the crime, I was the one who wore the bunny suit, but I had not decided anything. So would I be punished as well? I crushed Oreo with my arms just a bit more.
Lucy continued.
"So, first of all, I want to apologize. Shane and I should have been open about this a long time ago, but life is not always simple. We had a very good discussion about this the other day, and for the first time in years, we managed to get on the same page. Only then we realized how much we had hurt some of you with our mysteries and secrets. Sometimes we think we are doing the right thing, but then we realize we do the opposite. There were no ill intentions, but today we decided to put an end to this vicious cycle and share something very personal with you."
While we were all trying to understand what Lucy talked about, Vix stood up on the bench and began pointing at herself repeatedly, making Lucy smile.
"Hehe. Yes, Vix. It's all about you, of course."
Uh? The mystery deepened. I knew Vix was one of the original pets, but I had no clue how she was linked to Lucy's life. With this small interaction, we all understood that there might have been more between them than we had first thought. I really wondered what kind of special connection they had.
Somehow, the mood was light and peaceful. Lucy didn't seem angry, so it seemed likely at this point that our infraction wasn't the root cause of this unusual gathering. Perhaps it would be best just to sit quietly with Oreo and abandon all my expectations during her storytelling. Usually, people didn't give cakes and coffee to the people that were about to get punished.
Fixating Lucy with uneasiness, I dared extend my arm and grab one of the cakes from the tray. The triple chocolate one.
"Aaah! Clara! That's the one I wanted!"
"Oh? Here, Misti. You can have it."
"Nah! That's okay, keep it. I'll just get the caramel one."
As if Lucy wanted to put us at ease, she simply paused her dialogue while we came up with a cake agreement. There was no rush to proceed with her story, which made everybody calm down a bit more.
But after we planted our fork in the high-calorie food, Lucy initiated what would be a lengthier tale than any of us could have expected.
"Alright. So, let's start from the beginning. Bear with us because this is all going to sound strange to many of you."
***
Many years ago...
"AAAAH! Stupid car!"
Furious, a young woman violently kicked her car tire. Unsurprisingly, the vehicle didn't react to the aggression and stayed immobile on the side of the road, refusing to cooperate. It died a few minutes ago at the worst possible time. Even if the girl looked pretty and gracious, her aura emanated strength and determination with a darker shade of evilness. If this violent kick didn't fix her mechanical issue, the next one surely would.
"No! No! No! Not today! Not today, you piece of junk!"
And her second kick did confirm that the car didn't care about her feelings one bit. Her short heel efficiently printed her shoe's brand in the back panel of the vehicle. Maybe she shouldn't have done that, but at least she got some relief out of her irrational action.
A display of mental strength, however, wasn't a substitute for her lack of knowledge. Troubleshooting a car problem wasn't something she had ever done or had an interest in. Unfortunately, such knowledge would have come in handy today. With nothing else to turn to, her rage resumed.
"Uuuurgh! I'm never going to make it! Raaah!"
Indeed, it was terrible timing. The pretty woman wearing a very classy business suit let herself fall on her back on the top of the burning hood that her now-dead engine had heated up. Even the metal scorching her back wasn't enough to make her disappointment evaporate.
She closed her eyes, and her perfectly feminine lips let out a profound message destined to the Gods.
"Fuck my life! I wanna die!"
One should never underestimate the power of coincidence, though. As her last sentence got lost between the clouds above her depressed face, an answer to her hateful prayer came not from the sky but a few inches away from her right ear.
"Dying wouldn't be fun."
"AAAAH! FUCK ME!"
"Too early. Can we go on a date first?"
The young woman tumbled down the car hood and ended up on her knees, powerfully startled by the unexpected male voice which pulled her from her abandonment using misplaced sarcasm. As the cars were flying on the road beside her, accompanied by the deafening tire noise eating the asphalt, she stared at a well-dressed young man who was seemingly proud of his bad joke. That said, his hands stuffed deep inside his pockets signaled that he wasn't a threat to her.
"Who... Who are you?"
"My name is Shane. I just stopped to check if you need assistance."
"Oh... Well... No. I have to call a towing and... Ah, whatever... I'm fucked anyway."
"You swear a lot. Do you need to go somewhere?"
"Yes. An interview for a job I really wanted. But I won't make it now."
"Where is it?"
"... Downtown... but..."
"I'll get you there. Follow me..."
"Hey! Wait! I... I don't know you..."
"I don't know you either. So please, don't murder me."
"..."
"Hurry! I'll get you there."
"..."
He wasn't funny. So why did she rise to her feet and followed him to his car? It wasn't safe for a twenty-three years old woman to do this. Why would she trust this guy who didn't seem any older than she was? She grabbed a few things from her dead car and trotted to the passenger side of his vehicle after unconsciously having accepted his ludicrous offer. Every aspect of this emergency plan was terrible. Not only was it not recommended for a defenseless woman to climb aboard a stranger's car, but on top of that, she was already very late. The long minutes spent battering her iron corpse had caused her appointment to be improbably achievable.
So, why?
She sat in the vehicle, just to feel even worse about the whole thing. Why was his car so much better than hers? There was no dust, and everything was made of leather. Why was it not full of scratches and smelling funny? It was as unfair as intimidating.
"Shane... are you rich or..."
"Seatbelt, please?"
"Oh... yes.. Sorry. But hey... don't drive too fast, right... it's... it's okay if I miss my appointment."
"You said it was important to you?"
"Yes but... YAAARG!"
She had never experienced something as terrifying as this. Shane got back on the road and obliterated his accelerator. At that moment, the small woman sank in her seat and felt her internal organs turning into mashed potatoes. No cars should be allowed to go this fast.
At that point, two thoughts crossed her mind.
She wouldn't be late for her appointment.
She would murder this guy.
The first had to occur before the second for her own benefit, so Shane would be allowed to live until later that night.
Breaking all the road rules and risking a hefty traffic ticket, the silver luxury car floated on the highway and zigzagged effortlessly between the other vehicles as if they had no other purpose than enhancing this action scene. How was it possible that such reckless behavior, something so scary, felt safe?
What was this about?
Keeping his eyes on the road for a good reason, he didn't look at her, yet she stared at him. Her soul wanted to scream. Slow down! You are going to kill us! Yet, her heart entrusted him. This made no sense. Why?
Why do I trust you? You imbecile!
"What's the address?"
"..."
"Where are we going? We are getting close from downtown now."
"... 275 Slater..."
"Ah, yes. Gotcha. You work in finance?"
"... How... how do you know?"
"You just told me, and I also see how you are dressed."
"..."
The last stretch of the trip was as disturbing as the first. Why would this man risk a ticket so that she could attend an interview that was meaningless to him? Why would he help her? What was the goal?
As they performed the last turn before arriving at their destination, she stared at him once more, trying to get some answer using her own eyes, but he wasn't communicating anything. His goal was to save her, and that was it. His focus prevented him from having any secondary intentions. It was a genuine act of bravery to help a damsel in distress. One of those acts... The ones that counted the most in life.
Screeech!
"That's it. We are here. Go now!"
"... Shane..."
"Just go! Hurry! Good luck with your interview."
"..."
No thanks were necessary. He didn't want any. He didn't need any. With his mission fulfilled, he would return to his regular business, whatever it was. She opened the door and stepped outside of the warm vehicle before slamming it closed and turning around to enter the building.
But just as she was about to do that, one last thought crossed her mind.
"Fuck me!"
She returned to the car and knocked hard on the window. Before it broke, Shane lowered it and leaned over to look at her. Yes, she had an important message for him.
"My name is Lucy, and if you are not at this exact same spot at 4 pm, I swear, I will hunt you down and slash your tires."
"... Uh? Why?"
"Because I want you to fuck me so badly."
"Oh, I will be here, then."
"No condom!"
"Noted."
Lucy turned around, young and empowered. She had decided on the way to repay him, it was her prerogative, and she needed to do it. Her upcoming interview seemed quite unimportant at this point.
***
3 months later...
"Are we really doing this?"
"Absolutely!"
"Okay, then put some more energy into it."
"Shhh... Lucy. Try to be romantic for once."
Inside a luxurious penthouse at the top of a big insurance building, Lucy rested on her back on the big bed. On top of her, naked, was Shane, fucking her with passion while trying to ignore her usual sarcasm and strong woman attitude. For once, Lucy could tone it down, just to make things easier. This fuck was nothing like their normal lovemaking.
Their new premature goal as a couple was to create a new human, a very small and fragile one.
Months ago, on the day she met him, her interview fell flat. As important as this job had seemed to be on the very day she tried to convince these people to hire her, as disappointed she had been after meeting with them. She had landed into a macho nest, and they had looked down on her because she was a woman, which had drastically clashed with her core personality. Lucy was way too strong-willed to accept this kind of caveman attitude. She had put an end to the interview, not even halfway through it, switching the table on them. They had tried to convince her to stay, but once her mind was set on something, there was no coming back. Lucy never had that kind of patience with the people she disliked.
As she had promised, at 4 pm, she returned to this same location with the objective of rewarding her knight in shining armor, Shane, this odd guy who had selflessly allowed her to enjoy this rare opportunity.
He had come back. He was there, waiting for her. She had unhesitantly climbed back in his car, and he drove her to a nearby hotel where they had hot sex all night. This tale sounded oversimplified, but it was an accurate one.
Of course, Lucy and her lack of shyness and reservation had extracted all there was to know about this guy while having a blast enjoying the wild human chemistry coursing through young adult veins. It turned out that Shane was a gifted entrepreneur who had started a very successful and growing insurance company. He was so proud of his accomplishment that he had taken residence on the top floor of the big building he leased at the time.
Instead of being in awe while facing his great success, Lucy expressed her strong desire to join the adventure and change things for the better, which was extremely appealing to Shane. He had never met such a gutsy woman and finding someone so motivated to improve his business while sharing a personal relationship was an opportunity of a lifetime.
They didn't have to ask each other; a long-term relationship needed to take place. The intense love flowing both ways was undeniable and couldn't be questioned. On that night, they had made their choice.
And tonight, on this big bed located in the penthouse at the top of the big insurance building, as an ultimate symbol of love, Shane unloaded all his love inside Lucy's womb, hoping to enter the next chapter of their life.
"Mmm... That's all?"
"Hey... Lucy... Stop it."
"Okay... It was still a good load."
"Lucy..."
"Yes?"
"I love you."
"Hehe. I love you too."
"I know."
***
Ten months later...
"She is so cute and small."
"Haha. Yes. She looks like you, Shane."
"Nah... She looks like you."
"Like us?"
"Yes."
A tiny human unable to control her limbs rested in Lucy's arm, looking more like a burrito than a baby because of the way she had wrapped her to keep her warm. Resting on the hospital bed next to them was Shane, with a smile tattooed to his face.
This was everything.
Money was irrelevant.
The penthouse was irrelevant.
His career was irrelevant.
Lucy and his baby were everything.
"What are we going to call her?"



"Mmm... You suggested Sammie the other day. I think I like that."
"Yes. Sammie is nice. So? Sammie?"
"Yeah. Sammie. It's cute."
***
Three years later...
"Sammie! It's time to go home."
"Nooo! I want to keep playing with my friends!"
"No, that's enough for today. Remember what Dr. Layton said. You have to rest more."
"Okaaay! But can I hug Elody first?"
"Hehe. Sure. You can hug her before we leave. Hurry."
Lucy sat on the park bench, seeing her beautiful kid running around. Of course, apples never fell far from the tree, so Sammie, a strong-willed person, didn't only hug her friend, she also decided she was going to play some more anyway. A few additional minutes of activity wouldn't be the end of the world despite her fragile condition.
For Shane and Lucy, the past three years have been a blessing. Sure, there was now some seriously bumpy road ahead, unexpected things that life could bring, but nothing could be more potent than love, and no matter what they would have to face, they would prevail. It was a certainty.
"Okay, Sam! It's time to go home, now."
"Okaaay mooom!"
After being granted this extra moment of joy, Sammie trotted back to her mother and placed her small hand in her big hand. They both slowly walked away towards the penthouse perched atop of the big insurance building, their home.
Along the way, Sammie, without understanding really what she was asking or how much it would hurt her mother, spat a painful direct question.
"Mommy? Why am I sick?"
"... Oh... It happens. Everybody gets sick at one point or another. Don't worry too much about it."
"But, it's in my belly. My friend Elody said she has never been sick like me. She said that one day she had puked her oranges everywhere, but it didn't hurt for months like it does to me."
"Sam, there is all kinds of sickness. Yours is just a bit different... a bit more complicated."
"This is why I have to return to the hospital to see Dr. Layton?"
"That's right. Tomorrow you'll see him again. You like him, right?"
"Oh, yes..."
Pain. There was nothing worse for a parent than to deal with a sick kid. Having your most precious person in the world in such a bad place was not normal. No parents should go through this. Just thinking about it was like being stabbed in the guts by a thousand knives.
Yet, a child couldn't understand this. It was impossible to tell Sammie the truth as she wouldn't comprehend it. It was impossible to come up with a beautiful story that would make the suffering go away. The parents had to scream in silence while the kid would continue living, oblivious to a world of risks and worries. Severity, treatments, none of this could be discussed rationally with the small human. All that could be done was to listen and answer the innocent questions that only hung to reality by a thread.
"... I like him a lot."
"We like him too."
"Are you sick too?"
"Me? No, Sammie... I'm not sick."
"So, why are you going to the hospital then? You are always there when I'm there."
"Yes... To keep an eye on you."
"I like that."
"Me too."
That was another gut shredding lie. Lucy hated it. She hated it so much. Every single second in the hospital was an absolute nightmare. Countless hours were shared with Shane, sitting on this uncomfortable chair, keeping an eye on Sammy and trying to cheer her up after her rough treatments. How many times did she have to read that book about that fox and their friends? It was Sammie's favorite story, and she had read it so often that she had forgotten the title.
Sammie always loved foxes. Her entire bedroom was decorated with this theme. Fox blanket, fox wallpaper, fox pillows, fox stuffed animals. Foxes made Lucy sick in her stomach. Each and every of those animals she saw on TV, in pictures, in books... They all reminded her of Sammie's grave sickness. Yet, there was nothing she could do to push them away. It was the opposite. They made Sammie so happy that she purchased more of them despite the devastating pain that looking at them caused. More books, more pictures, more socks with fox faces on them. This act of generosity from a mother was as beautiful as it was self-cruelty.
"Mom?"
"Yes, Sammie?"
"Why are you crying?"
***
One year later...
"Dr. Layton. There MUST be something we can do! I told you! Money isn't a problem!"
"Shane, Lucy, listen to me... You know this as well as I do... It's not about the money."
"..."
"We tried everything and beyond. Sammie is no longer responding to her treatments."
"..."
"I suggest that you spend as much time with her as you can in the upcoming days."
"What... What are you... suggesting?"
"Listen. Sammie is exhausted. She may act brave, but she is truly stretching her limits. You know that better than anybody else... You've seen her health deteriorating every single day."
"I... I know... but..."
"I will never lie to you. It's unavoidable. I will explain your options soon. But I think you know what they are already. Perhaps it would be good for you to start preparing her for what will come next."
"What... will come... next?"
"Yes. I'm sorry. I'm truly sorry. We did everything we could."
"..."
Shane had a very hard time accepting the reality of the dire situation, and Lucy just sat on her chair staring at nothing. On the one hand, they knew for the past four months that things were going downhill... scaringly downhill. Sammie had not left her hospital bed in such a long time... She became so skinny and so pale. But still... Neither of them dared to discuss the possibility of an unhappy ending. Life wasn't always going the way people expected, and despite the power of the collective human mind, there was not always a way out. Some problems had no solutions, some paths had an end, and even the world's riches wouldn't be able to escape some of the worse predicaments.
In all cases, life meant death. It was the most absolute and absurd rule of the universe.
***
"Did you see Dr. Layton today, mom?"
"Yes."
"Am I going to get better?"
"... No. I'm sorry."
"Oh, it's okay. But does that mean I can stop the medication that makes me feel bad?"
"Yes."
"So, what is going to happen to me then?"
"..."
"Am I going to die?"
"... Y... yes."
"What's death?"
"..."
"Mom?"
"It's... It's okay..."
Lucy tapped in her pool of motherly strength, the one that seemed to be bottomless, and forced an unnatural smile on her own face. There was no point in showing Sammie a devastated face while she was asking a barrage of agonizing questions with her small voice. It wouldn't change anything but make her uneasy about her own destiny. Sammie was a child, not an adult. She didn't have to endure any more pain than she had already gone through.
There was only one right thing to do.
Lucy, while Shane sat in the darkest corner of the room, would lie.
Only lies could hide the ugliness of life. Only lies could bring Sammie this last moment of happiness.
Lying to a child would keep the family together just for a bit longer.
And believing that lie as she told it to Sammie would also bring Lucy happiness, even if it was a temporary one.
"Sammie. Death is a beautiful thing."
"Ah yeah?"
"Yes. You'll see. There will be no more pain."
"Oh! I want to die then!"
"Ghk!..."
Lies hurt so much. But Lucy had to endure it.
"So, will I leave the hospital?"
"Yes."
"Where will I go?"
"Somewhere in the sky... With the stars."
"Really? But... that's super far."
"Haha... Sammie. Yes... Yes it is."
"So how will I get there then? Will someone come with me?"
"Mmm... Probably a fox..."
"A FOX!?"
"Yes. A very cute fox will come to pick you up and bring you there."
"REALLY!?"
"Yes. It will keep you company until dad and mom are ready to go there too. We will be a bit late."
"Oh, it's okay. If I have a real fox to keep me company, I can wait."
"Good. What are you going to name your fox friend, Sammie?"
"Mmm... VIX! Because it's super cute!"
"Haha. Okay. Vix it is. Make sure to tell Vix everything you want. Then if I see a fox named Vix, she will tell me everything you told her. She will tell me how happy you are in the sky."
"Okay! Will do!"
***
Two weeks later, in a nearby neighborhood...
"Vicky! Do you want to come with us to the park!"
"YES! I'm coming!"
"Bring your baseball glove with you. We can play ball!"
Vicky was smaller than everybody else her age, but at ten years old, she was a lively little kid always ready to play with her many friends. It was no surprise that all the parents in the neighborhood adored this little ball of energy.
"MOM! I'm going to the park with my friends to play baseball!"
"Okay, but don't come back later than 5 pm."
"I will! See yaaa!"
After grabbing her glove and cap, Vicky bolted out the front door, forgetting to close it behind her as usual. Her mother just smiled and shook her head. Kids.
Accompanied by her friends, Vicky carefully crossed a few streets and quickly reached the little park. There were a lot of people today, but they would still find some room to throw the ball.
"Over there! Near the fence!"
"Ah, yes! That's perfect! Go over there. Not too far. I can't throw very far!"
"It's because you are so small, Vicky! You need to eat more!"
"Baaah! My mother says I'm cute the way I am!"
Then the fun began. None of the kids remotely knew how to throw a ball properly, but it didn't matter one bit. Too far, too short, over the fence... It was ridiculously clumsy and fun. The three girls had a blast.
For many long minutes, the inexhaustible girls ran around and faked amazing catches, challenging themselves more and more.
"Alright, Vicky! I'll throw super far this time."
"Okay! I'm ready!"
It was indeed a nice throw. The ball flew high in the air and was clearly going to land behind Vicky. So she ran... and ran... There was hope despite the shortness of her tiny legs. With her arm stretched above her head and her eyes fixated on the black dot in the sky, she was falsely convinced that she could catch that one. It would undoubtedly be her catch of the year.
But then...
"OOOWW!"
It was like being swept at the hip level. She was so small, and it was so big. Vicky had bumped into a large furry mass that had thrown her legs up and her head down. After a mighty pirouette, she landed flat on her back on the hard grass, knocking the wind out of her tiny lungs and causing her to see stars.
When she sat up, she barely had time to see a demonic face staring at her. A large black dog, fixating her with his terrifying eyes and foamy mouth. It looked so scary... so aggressive... Vicky's instinct screamed danger, but she didn't know what to do. She was paralyzed by fear.
THUMP!
The ball fell loudly between the two of them.
Why did this trigger his rage? Nobody would ever know.
An incredibly large set of fangs, fast as lighting, rushed to Vicky and dug cruelly in her head.
RRAAAAAAAAWWRRRRRR!
"YAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRG!"
Vicky had never screamed like this. A scream that nobody had ever hoped to hear. It was her only defense. Her only way to express her profound distress! The pain was unimaginable. The intense pressure on her small child-like skull made it crack... She could hear her own bones breaking, and her eyes felt as if they were about to pop out of their orbits. Her small body was thrown left and right without pity as the dog shook her violently like a ragdoll, threatening her neck to snap. There was nothing she could do. She was too small.
It hurt!
IT HURT!
IT HURT SO MUCH!
"MAAAX! STOOOP!"
CLANG!
An aluminum baseball bat smashed the dog's head, forcing him to release his deadly grip from the girl's head, but not without pulling some fragile children's flesh in the process.
A veil of blood covered Vicky's vision as she collapsed on the ground as a dead person would.
Voices... a lot of voices... Screams...
Fading voices...
Vicky passed out.
***
A moment later...
"Sammie is gone. I'm very sorry."
"..."
"Take the time you need. Maria will come to see you in a moment."
"... Thank you... Dr. Layton... For everything."
"No worries... Sammie was a fantastic child."
How was this possible? How did this happen? Shane and Lucy held each other's hands, observing their inanimate child on the pure white hospital bed. It was over. Sammie was gone. Her magical fox had come to escort her to the sky.
How was this possible? Instead of pain, the two mourning parents felt just a bit lighter. The love of their life was gone, their beloved Sammie. Yet, the relief to know she was no longer suffering and had departed peacefully and happy, thanks to the doctors and nurses' outstanding work, the ones who cared for her for so long, made it feel better. Somewhat...
Then guilt.
Lucy wondered if this was normal. Confused beyond what was possible to describe, she couldn't help but question herself as to whether or not she was suffering enough. She had to suffer more. It was her child that she had just lost, after all, not a mere stranger. Why wasn't she feeling despair and a deep desire to die? Was there even some happiness in her soul?
Her lie fissured.
Once the child had departed, the foundation of the lie had collapsed and wasn't worth shit anymore.
There was no fox... There was no sky... This reassurance didn't serve any purpose anymore. Sammie was gone, and it was a brutal undeniable reality.
Yet, Lucy was incapable of feeling worse than she already was. Why? Why? It was not something she could share with Shane. It was simply too shameful to share. And she didn't even want to know if Shane was experiencing the same mixed emotions. If he were, she would get angry at him for being as heartless as she was.
Why did Lucy feel so strong? Why did this final day go so well? Was this just an after-effect of death? Would this wall crumble in a few minutes, a few hours, a few years? Never? There was certainly this numbness raging inside her heart as she attempted intensely to trigger her own dark emotions.
To no avail.
She squeezed Shane's hand one more time.
"I need to go for a walk. You'll be okay?"
"... Yeah. I'm okay. You?"
"Yeah."
"I love you, Lucy."
"... Yeah."
She couldn't find the strength to return the same kindness. Perhaps that was it, the broken part. Maybe her love was entirely gone. Maybe all that was left of her love traveled on the back of Vix with her child. She had given them all that was left of her love, and now they were gone. They left her behind with nothing but emptiness and a reservoir full of pain.
Lucy exited the room, unable to cry.
Where was she? She had no idea. Her eyes saw the hospital floor striped with black marks caused by the constant traveling of the stretchers, but her memory had been whipped clean by what had just happened a moment ago, and she couldn't identify this place. The only direction she could pick was no direction. Step after step, she moved without guidance, without a goal, without purpose. The hallway was large, yet, the walls seemed oppressive... suffocating. Her lungs struggled to take in enough oxygen to push this mental fog away.
Would it be this way for the rest of her life, moving through time and space without feeling part of it? Did ghosts exist? Did she become one?
At least she could still hear. The air going through the vents, the random beeping from the various machines, she became familiar with so many of these after all the time she had spent in this place with Sammie. From those hospital sounds, she could tell a child had a healthy little heart and would make it just fine. Then in the room on her left, it was a bit more laborious, perhaps this one would find itself playing with Sammie very soon. She had sadly memorized all those sounds after spending over a year in this children's hospital.
Another sound filled with anguish... A crying woman could be heard far away in the distance... There was such pain in her voice... such distress... Yet, it didn't affect Lucy. She went through all those emotions already and had none left at the moment.
But this female cry... Such a lament... No, she had not heard that one before... This one was filled with violence, with hopelessness... It wasn't normal.
What could have happened for this invisible woman to agonize this much. It was almost unparalleled with what she had herself experienced. It sounded like she was trying to die but wasn't allowed to.
Lucy followed this cry of disconsolateness echoing through the large hallways without knowing where they were coming from. Her instinct led her left and right in areas where she knew she shouldn't be, but nobody noticed her. She certainly had become a ghost tonight.
She then pushed a double door using her two hands. Definitely, her strength had come back since Sammie had passed away as if her continuous tiredness for having cared for her for so long had suddenly vanished.
The cry. Lucy found it.
Alone, sitting on an uncomfortable bench, was a woman folded in half, crying her lungs out over her knees. She was the embodiment of suffering. No matter what had happened to her or her child, as the latter was far more likely the case, at first glance, it didn't seem that any words would have been able to reach her soul to soothe her limitless pain.
So Lucy didn't say a word.
She walked to the bench and sat right next to the woman, not interrupting her, and blankly stared at the wall in front of her.
Why was she here if she could do nothing to help? How did this happen? Why was she here while her dead child was resting in her deathbed not too far away from here. Shouldn't she be with her husband, who undoubtedly had a broken heart and needed her support? Why did she follow some random cries that led her to even more misery?
Lucy placed her hand on the woman's back.
She didn't speak a word, but the sobbing diminished. After a moment, the lady turned her head to look at her through her blurry eyes.
"...T...thanks..."
"..."
There was nothing to answer. The warmth of Lucy's hand wasn't something she needed to be thanked for. It was the only thing to do, an instinctual gesture from a mother to another. No matter what the issue was, this warmth meant the same thing.
It's going to be alright.
"Her... her name is Vicky..."
"..."
"She.... She got attacked by a big dog at the park... She is so small... She is severely wounded."
"..."
Lucy had not asked for the details. So why was this woman telling her about this horrible story? How was she supposed to reconcile the loss of Sammie with this horrendous story that she had just heard? How was she supposed to establish precedence?
She froze as the distressed woman continued her hideous depiction of the events.
"Vicky... They are trying to save her... She got disfigured... I... I don't know how bad it is... they wouldn't tell me..."
"..."
"What... What am I going to do? I'm a single mother... She has no father... I don't know... I don't know what to do... I'm poor..."
"Ghk!..."
Guilt.
How could Lucy have forgotten this? She and Shane were wealthy. That was the result of hard work, and it was well-deserved, but they were wealthy nonetheless... Withstanding the loss of a child was universal, and no amount of money could ease the pain... or so she thought...
What if they had been poor...? All those extra treatments and little extras didn't cure Sammie but made her life so much more comfortable. This absence of worry about real-life necessities such as rent or utility bills had made a huge difference.
Their money had made a notably positive difference in Sammie's quality of life.
On the other hand, this woman's financial condition had made things instantaneously worse for her. In a fraction of a second, the time of a vicious dog attack on her defenseless child who didn't deserve it, her entire life and means of survival had been demolished due to her inability to absorb an unplanned event.



Lucy didn't judge her. She couldn't. She didn't know this woman's story, so she kept listening.
"I... I didn't see Vicky yet... but they told me it was not good... She should live... but how... She will need treatments and ... How am I going to pay? I don't even have insurance."
INSURANCE!
At the articulation of that last word, a lightning bolt shot down Lucy's spine, smoldering the remainder of her already overtaxed nervous system.
Was this a bad joke? Was this a message? Was this Sammie's way of trying to tell her mother something from wherever she was? Did she send her giant fox to lead her to that woman?
No matter what it was, no matter if this was real or not, Lucy's heart started pulsing again. Her blood got warmer and was pumped with a painful strength throughout her body, providing an unexpected influx of life. Her lungs filled with fresh hair, allowing her to exhale the stench of death for the first time since Sammie's death. Fresh oxygen was now reaching her brain, and all her synapses began sparkling like the milky way on a clear night sky.
Her lips parted ever so slightly, just enough to let out the first words that came to her mind... A mix of sarcasm and resolve.
"I hope Vicky likes foxes..."
"... uh? I'm sorry?"
Such a bizarre sentence snapped the miserable mother out of her distressed state. But Lucy didn't acknowledge her puzzled gaze. Instead, she reached into her pocket and pulled a business card out of it. She placed it between her two fingers and flicked her wrist toward the woman for her to grab.
"Listen. Call this number tomorrow."
"... What... What is it?"
"You are the new owner of the best insurance policy in the world. Also, you are going to be rent-free for a while. I hope you will like living in a penthouse."
"... What... What are you saying?"
Lucy stood up, placed her two hands in her pockets. For the first time, she looked at the woman.
"Vicky will get the care she deserves. You must call this number tomorrow, and we will explain everything. Trust me."
"But... Who... Who are you?"
"You know... I'm not even sure myself. Let's say I'm just a friend."
***
"Are you sure you want to do this?"
"Yes, Shane. It's the right thing to do."
"But it's my home too. Where are we going to go if you let those people live here?"
"I'm going to find a small apartment nearby."
"You? Do you mean..."
"Yes... Me... Alone."
"Are you... leaving me?"
"... No. I don't think I am... But I'm broken, Shane. I'm so very broken. I need some time."
"Yeah... I am too... Maybe you are right... Are we still a family without Sammie?"
"I don't know..."
"... When are they moving in?"
"I'm not sure. Her daughter Vicky is not out of the woods yet. She has many surgeries to come."
"It's terrible."
"Shane, let's sue the crap out of that fucking dog owner."
"I'm on it. The mother won't have to lift a finger. I'll make sure the penthouse is ready too."
"Shane..."
"Yeah?"
"Don't change anything in Sammie's room. I get the feeling Vicky won't mind the foxes."
"Okay."
***
Two months later...
"AAAAH! AAAAH! THE DOOOG! AAAAH!"
"Shhhh shhh! It's okay, Vicky. It's okay. The dog is not there."
"Moooom! Mom!Aaaah!"
"I'm here... I'm here... It's okay... I'm here."
Another night, another series of nightmares. Neverending nightmares. For Vicky, the wounds weren't only physical but were also deeply engraved inside her memory as if someone had scored her brain with a sharp razor blade. For the past couple of months, the poor girl went through hell and back, underwent surgeries, and received a lot of psychological help, which had been barely enough for her to be capable of returning home.
And her home wasn't her home anymore. For some inexplicable reason, her house had changed during her stay at the hospital, and her usual bedroom had changed. Her mother told her that she would now be living in a castle overlooking the city and had the best bedroom in the world.
After this latest nightmare, when she received her discharge from the hospital this morning, Vicky wore her most concealing hoodie to make sure nobody would see how much of a monstrosity she had become. It was her own perception, of course. The fresh scars on the side of her upper cheek and head were still very sensitive and bright red. She wasn't able to look at them without crying. Nobody would call her adorable anymore. Nobody would ever call her cute anymore. Nobody would want to play baseball with her anymore. In Vicky's mind, a barely ten years old child, her life was already over before it even had a chance to start.
Clinging to her mom's arm tightly, they both walked toward the hospital exit where a big black car waited for them to make sure Vicky wouldn't have to stay exposed to the public stares for too long. The small girl crawled on the back seat, followed by her mother, and when she sat, she noticed a stranger sitting in front of her. She had never been in a car where people could face each other. But still... Who was that woman, and why was she there? It was so confusing. Her mom had sworn to her that nobody would be able to look at her today. So why was this person there?
Vicky pulled on her hoodie a bit more to increase her stealth level.
"Hi, Vicky. I'm Lucy."
"..."
"Vicky, say hi to Lucy. You know. I told you about her. She helped us a lot."
"No! Tell her to leave!"
"Vicky... Don't be like that. It's not polite. Lucy is letting us borrow her nice car and..."
"No! She has to go away! You promised!"
Lucy shook her head and signaled Vicky's mother not to worry about it. The kid was traumatized, and it was entirely understandable that it would take her a long time to get comfortable after so many sudden and difficult changes in her life. Anyway, socializing with the kid wasn't Lucy's goal today.
Lucy handed a thick envelope to Vicky's mother and coldly gave her some information.
"This is the lawsuit resolution."
"... Resolution?"
"Yes. I spare you the details. But you'll never have to look the dog owner in the eyes, and I encourage you not to seek further actions against him. Believe me. He has his hands full with the criminal justice system already. It's unlikely that you'll ever have to be involved again. There is a solid monetary compensation for Vicky's care and future. Use it well. All you need to do is to sign and return the envelope to our lawyers. They will let you know if anything is missing."
"..."
"Also, this is your key to the Penthouse. It will be a comfortable environment to raise Vicky until she gets better. If you wish, we will offer you a job in the same building, so it's easier for you to balance work and family. Feel free to take it whenever you are ready to do so. When you arrive, a valet will explain to you what is included, like food and housekeeping. It should make Vicky's life easier and also allow you to spend more time with her."
"..."
"One more thing... Just make sure you do not change anything in the penthouse. We would like to keep it as is. Vicky's room is already well decorated, but if she doesn't like it, just let us know, and we will change it for you."
"... Lucy..."
"Yes?"
"... Why? Why are you doing all of this for us?"
"... Because I can. And because I need to..."
***
"Here, Vicky. Grab the card and swipe it on the reader. It's a very cool lock."
"No. I don't care."
"Okay... It's alright."
Making Vicky feel welcome in her new environment wouldn't be easy, but that was expected, so her mother wouldn't give her a hard time for that. If unlocking a door with a special magnetic card wasn't interesting to a child her age, it was a sign that there was a lot of hard work ahead.
Vicky's mother pushed the door open and walked in with her.
"Ghk...!"
"..."
"Woaaaaw... Vicky! Look! It's a real castle like I told you!"
"... mmph!"
"Ah, come on. Take that hoodie off and look around."
It was the perfect home with a large carpeted staircase, an open concept kitchen, and a luxurious living room facing a giant window wall overlooking the city. Wishing for her kid to savor the beauty of this place to the same extent as her own soul perceived it, Vicky's mother gently pulled on her hoodie to pull it back, but Vicky immediately pressed her hands on her head, which also sent a jolt of pain through her recovering skull.
"AAAAH! NOOO! STOP STOP!"
"I'm... I'm sorry... It's okay... It's okay... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to."
It was so heartbreaking. Vicky had nowhere to hide. Usually, she would have run to her bedroom and slid under a protective blanket, but she didn't know this place at all. It wasn't home. She had nowhere to escape. Her safest place was still next to her loving mother, but she didn't want her to pull on her hoodie like that.
Fortunately, a mother knew her kid.
"Let's try to find your bedroom, okay? Lucy said it was adorable and that you might like it a lot. Then you can have a nap and explore our new house whenever you are ready. Okay?"
"Mmm... Okay."
Hand in hand, the two of them climbed the giant stairs, looking for the special room. Vicky was so small that she had to put her two feet on each step before tackling the next one. From an outsider's perspective, this was very cute. From Vicky's perspective, it was strange and made her feel like she was two years old.
First, they quickly located the master bedroom, which caused Vicky's mother to slap a hand on her mouth. She had never dreamt that it would be possible for her to sleep in such a luxurious place. Since Vicky's birth, she had been renting cheap apartments barely big enough for the two of them. It had never prevented them from being happy, but a bit of special comfort wasn't something she could say not to after having slept on cheap mattresses all her life. Lucy's endless generosity felt like an ultimate reward for all the sacrifices she had made to raise Vicky well. She did her best to conceal the tears running down her cheeks. Even if she was overwhelmed by this change of fortune, she thought it would be better not to show Vicky that this was what a normal life should be.
"A... alright, Vicky... This is my room. You can come in whenever you want. Let's try to find yours now."
"Okay."
Vicky's mother turned around and pulled on her hand to go toward the other bedroom. But with her hoodie so low on her face, Vicky bumped her head into the doorframe.
"OW!"
"Oh, sorry. Just lift your hoodie up a little so that you can at least see where you are going. I'm not going to look at your scars. I promise."
"Mmm... Okay..."
Cautiously and having no other options, Vicky pushed her hoodie up just enough to see something else than the thick carpet. After all, there was no one else around here, so it wouldn't be too risky. She followed her mother to the second bedroom.
When they pushed open this new door, both were assaulted by a wave of fiery red and white colors that left them speechless.
"..."
"..."
As they walked into this nicely decorated kid room, which was almost as big as the master bedroom, they gasped in their own little way. Vicky's mother had the most challenging time retaining her laughter, and Vicky almost got offended.
"Pffft..."
"MOM! There are foxes everywhere!"
"Pffftt..."
"MOM! It's not funny. Why are there foxes everywhere!?"
Vicky's mom, cheek hurting, walked inside and grabbed a very cuddly object from the nearby dresser. No matter what, she had to find a way to turn this day into a positive one, and this was such a perfect opportunity.
"It... it's okay, Vicky... It's not... that bad. Pfff... Look at this little fox plushie. It's adorable."
"Aaah! Don't give it to me. Why is this room filled up with fox stuff? Even the bedsheets have foxes on them."
"It's alright, Vicky. Don't make a fuss. Lucy did all of this for us, so you have to be very respectful. She told you. If you don't like it, she will change it for something else."
"Urrgh... So many foxes. Whyyy?"
It was indeed a bit over the top. Vicky didn't have anything against foxes per se, but all those pictures and stuffed animals were not really her age. Even the alarm clock had ears on it. She walked to the bed and sat on the corner of it.
"Mom, can we go back home?"
"No, Vicky. I explained this to you already. We are not renting that apartment anymore. Anyway, you told me that you didn't even like our old place."
"But I won't be able to see my friends."
"Oh, you'll see them again from time to time. We can invite them here. But yes, you'll have to go to a new school and make new friends too."
And that was when Vicky's head started to spin. In her mind, she had been disfigured, and nobody would want to spend time with her ever again. Maybe her existing friends would have had a chance to accept her even after what she became, but with a new school and new people, there was not a chance that it could happen. She felt ugly and didn't understand how she would ever be able to reintegrate into the normal world one day.
Instead of arguing with her mother, Vicky suddenly felt exhausted. Still medicated, she climbed on the bed some more. Even though there was a fox on it, this fuzzy blanket was actually very soft and smelled good. It was not a thought she would have shared with her mother, but it wasn't necessary as her body language had already said everything.
"Alright, Vicky, just close your eyes and take a little nap. You are very tired. We can talk about this later. Okay?"
"..."
It was too late already. Vicky had not heard half of what her mother had said. She was already deep asleep even though she knew the terrifying black dog would come back to wake her up soon, like every time her eyes closed since the incident.
And Vicky's mother began to cry, like every time Vicky closed her eyes.
The only moment when she could show weakness was when Vicky was asleep. When her child was asleep, nobody could protect her from the relentless black dog. When asleep, Vicky was vulnerable and lonely... so lonely...
Her little kid was so adorable, so cute. Why did this happen to her? Vicky didn't deserve that. All her short life, she had been a beacon of light and happiness. Since she got bit, her blood had been poisoned and turned into black goo. Why, why, why? Why Vicky?
Her mother looked at the stuffed animal she had picked up from the dresser earlier. With its little ears and tail, it was a bit cute. She brushed its cheeks with her thumbs and whispered some instructions to it.
"Okay, little one. Your job is to protect Vicky from the black dog, okay? Don't disappoint me, or I'll put you in the washing machine with some bleach."
She then forced him to nod cutely before placing it in Vicky's heavy arms.
***
Vicky cracked her eyes open...
It was odd.
She got a little wave of anxiety, conditioned by her recurring nightmares, but she quickly calmed down when she realized that she had not dreamt about the demon dog. It was the first time in two months that she didn't have nightmares about the black dog attacking her. Was it because of this soft fuzzy blanket?
"... uh?"
In her arms, she found a big and cuddly fox. What was it doing here? ... It was warm... and kind of cute. It was still not her age, but nobody else was in the room to judge her actions. There was no real reason to let it go just now.
She painfully rolled to her back and looked around. This room was definitely better than her previous one. Her mother was right; she didn't like her last apartment because the neighbors' food smelled funny, and the odors seeped through her bedroom walls. Also, there were a lot of ants. She didn't like ants.
But here, there were no unpleasant smells, no strange noises, and even though there were a bit too many fox things, she felt safe. Safe enough to pull her hoodie off her head, revealing the entirety of her fresh scars running on the side of her head. The air brushing against them was enough to remind her of her sensitive wounds. She slid her fingers on the scars, and it triggered some pain, which meant that it was probably time for her medication. But before going to her mother to get it, she lifted the stuffed fox above her face.
"How did you get here? Did you protect me from the black dog?"
"Yes. I'm your friend."
"You can talk?"
"Yes. Do you want to be my friend?"
"I don't know. I'm ugly now. Nobody wants to be my friend."
"I want to. I don't mind."
"Okay, then. You can stay. I'll tell my mom not to get rid of you."
"I would like to stay with you, Vicky."
"How do you know my name?"
"Your mother told me your name."
"Oh. You talked to her too."
"No. She just told me."
"That makes sense. Do you have a name?"
"Yes."
"What is it?"
"My name is Vix. I'm your friend. I want to stay with you forever, Vicky."
***
Sitting in front of the giant window wall in the living room, Vicky's mother was in the long process of reading all the lawyer paperwork provided by Lucy earlier. It was head-spinning. Her heart skipped a beat when she saw the amount of money Vicky would get as compensation for the incident. The kid wouldn't know anything about this for the many years to come, but for the moment, it could be put to good use for her various upcoming medical treatments. As mysterious as she has been so far, Lucy has been a real blessing in their life, an angel sent by the Gods. That strong woman had used all her resources to save them and remove all pain from the heavy judiciary process. And, of course, letting her occupy this penthouse for free without asking anything in return was absolutely and incredibly generous.
Vicky's mother was a proud person who had always managed to survive by herself no matter how many times life circumstances had tried to push her down. Being a single mother certainly came with many challenges. But this time around, Lucy's help has been indispensable, and the way she had offered it didn't leave room for interpretation. It was crystal clear at this point that Lucy had a personal reason for doing all of this, and it had nothing to do with her or Vicky. Something else was hidden behind this generosity, something perhaps as dramatic, dark, and gut-wrenching, and having refused her help would have broken something inside this businesswoman. Maybe one day, the whole truth would come out, but somehow, at this point in time, this life-saving arrangement seemed to be highly beneficial to both of them.
"Mooom... It hurts..."
"Oh, Vicky. You are awake?"
"Yes. Can I have my medication?"
"In thirty minutes, yes. Come here. Sit next to me. You'll feel better."
"Okay."
Hoodie hiding her upper face, Vicky walked into the living room and climbed on the oversized leather couch. This small kid looked even smaller when sitting on it. After putting her documents aside, her mother couldn't help but notice that Vicky carried the fox plushie that she had placed in her arms before her nap.
"Oooh. Who is this?"
"That's Vix."
"Vix?"
"Yes. She is my friend. She protected me from the black dog."
"Really? You didn't have your nightmare?"
"No. Vix said she would not let him come close to me again."
"Oh? She said that?"
"Yes."
Perhaps it was a coincidence, or perhaps it wasn't. Vicky's mother knew that the nightmare would eventually come back, fox or not, but for the moment, if this cute fox plushie could bring some peace to her child, there was no reason not to play this harmless game.
"So, do you still want to redecorate your room?"
"No. Vix said she likes it the way it is."
"Oh, okay then. I'll let Lucy know that you like your new room."
"No, mom! Not me... I told you! Foxes are for babies! It's Vix who likes it."
"Ah, of course. Then we will keep your room like that for Vix."



"Yeah... She likes that room a lot. We can't change it."
The inner strength of a person often took the strangest forms.
***
Six years later...
"Vicky! You are going to be late for school. Turn off the TV and come eat."
"I don't want to go."
"Sure you want to. School is fun."
"People call me names because of my scars."
"Yes, and they get punished for it. And that boy who stole your lunch got suspended. And it was not because of your scars. It was because you are smaller than him, and he thought he could intimidate you."
Vicky turned off the TV and walked to the kitchen to grab her now cold peanut butter toast that her mother had prepared ages ago. She climbed on the stool and knelt on it.
"I don't want to be small anymore!"
"Why not? You've always been small. That's a blessing. You are adorable."
"People pick on me because of my scars and also because I'm small. I don't want to live like that."
"Ah. Seriously. That's not because you are small. That's because you let them do it."
"MOM! What do you want me to do!? There is nothing I can do to make them go away."
"That's not true. Look at your chubby friend... What's her name? She is as short as you, and nobody bugs her."
"Beatrice!? That's because she kicked a boy in the nuts really hard last month. The nurse had to put ice on his crotch. She thought he had a fractured testicle. People fear her now."
"See, she found her own way to deal with her problems. I can't picture you hurting someone physically as she did, but I'm sure you can find a way to solve your issue."
"Mmm... I don't think so. Beatrice has no scars to deal with."
"We talked about this, Vicky. Everybody has scars. They are just not always visible. But in the case of Beatrice, she is very chubby, so I'm sure people are making fun of her because of her weight too. Why don't you spend more time with her, anyway? If people fear her, maybe they will leave you alone."
"Meh... She is not my real friend. We never talk."
"Well, start with that then. Go see her and have a chat. Invite her over to watch a movie or something."
"Meh..."
"Alright... You'll be late again. Go to school now."
"Okaaay."
Vicky jammed the remainder of her concrete-textured toast between her teeth and grabbed her lunchbox, the one with the fox on it. She waved at her mom and trotted to the front door. When she was like that, it was almost a reminder of how energetic she was as a kid.
As she was about to exit the penthouse, the front door magically opened. In the doorway was Lucy, who came for an impromptu visit like she often did.
"Hi, Vicky! Late for school again?"
"Yeshhh... Showwy..."
With her toast between her teeth, she ducked under Lucy's arm and headed to the elevator. She was the cutest thing in the world. Lucy entered the penthouse and closed the door behind herself before addressing Vicky's mother.
"How does she manage to be so darn adorable?"
"I have no idea. I might have passed an odd gene."
"Apparently. So, how are things?"
"So good. There are some challenges at school, kids being kids, but outside that, I think Vicky will be just fine. She is never going to get rid of her hoodies, though."
"Ah, that's fine. It just makes her look even cuter. And what about you?"
Vicky's mother and Lucy had learned to become friends over the years, allowing this familiarity level. Lucy had eventually shared her true story with her several years ago and explained the whole reason for her involvement with everything that had helped Vicky grow as a healthy sixteen-year-old girl. The bond that this trust had created had metamorphosed into a healthy friendship between two mothers who had gone through hell. To make things even better, Vicky had learned to love Lucy as well and to treat her like a cool aunt.
After brewing some coffee, they both sat in the living room for a little chat. Things were about to change, and there were some risks involved.
"So, are you still sure you want to leave?"
"Oh yes. Downtown is not for me, and this overseas job will do me some good... I think."
"And Vickie is still okay with it?"
"Yes. She is actually looking forward to it so she can have all the penthouse to herself and watch as much TV as she wants."
"Haha. Don't worry. I'll keep an eye on her."
"And you, Lucy? Have you talked to Shane recently?"
"... Nah."
"Why not?"
"Too busy. Maybe next month when things calm down a bit."
"You've been saying that for years. You have to do something about it."
"I know... maybe..."
"Do you still love him?"
"... Yes. But it's complicated."
"Alright. But don't wait another six years, okay? My man left me when I got pregnant, so don't turn your back on love if you can have it. You'll regret it."
"I know... I know that..."
Both women took a sip of coffee. The silence was a bit heavy. Shane and Lucy had never divorced for some reason, and they kept a cold business relationship. Love wasn't the issue. Pain was.
How was it possible to look into a pair of eyes that were so similar to her lost child. Even her nose was the same... her smile. How would it be possible to endure this reminder that burned her veins worse than an injection of sulfuric acid? That was impossible. Lucy had never found a way around this. No, she didn't hate Shane, nor did she want him to get out of her life, but all the doors she had tried in order to reach him had always led to the same thing... pain.
On his side, Shane had managed to end his mourning healthily with the support of friends and family. To his credit, he had been more patient with Lucy than she had deserved, but he never really considered leaving her, living in the hope that, one day, she would find a way to return to him. Some days, working with her at the insurance firm had been extremely difficult, and others occasionally showed signs of hope. Lucy was still this fantastic person he loved unconditionally, but she just couldn't get herself to embrace the death of her child as a fact of life and move on.
But still, there was hope.
Shane had also befriended Vicky's mother and Vicky herself. Actually, Vicky loved him very much, particularly when he brought her some fast food on Sunday night when Lucy and her mother went out for a movie or to a restaurant. The young girl was definitely entertaining, and the way she held her burger with her two hands was oddly adorable. Vicky was definitely a balm on Shane's heart. Next to her, even if for a brief moment, he could experience a little bit of what he would have enjoyed if Sammie had still been around. This small girl was the living proof that life didn't stop with one person's tragic destiny.
After her coffee with Vicky's mother, Lucy grabbed her purse and headed to the front door. She, too, had some work to do today, and since she was a reliable businesswoman, she had to be an example for the others below her. Punctuality was a good trait to develop for an employee who desired to keep his job.
But on her way out, she noticed something sitting in the staircase; a small fox plushie that had seen better days. She had not seen this creature since... Sammie.
"Oh my... Is this what I think it is?"
She picked up the fox and brought her up to her eye level. It was indeed one of Sammie's plushies.
"Haha. That's Vickie's fox. Not sure why it's there. She still sleeps with it even though she says she doesn't anymore. That thing was a lifesaver when Vicky had her nightmares about the black dog attacking her. For some reason, it managed to protect her from those. Psychology is a funny thing."
"Sammie loved foxes so much. She clung to that one a lot when she was sick. I'm glad it was useful to Vicky."
"Oh yes. So useful. You have no idea... But now that I'm looking at it, it's due for a washing machine trip. Vicky will hate me for it, but germs are germs, and they must be obliterated."
"Haha. Here, catch."
Lucy tossed the dirty fox over to Vicky's mother, who caught it like a pro. The fox's fate was sealed.
"Haha. Alright. Thanks for the coffee. I'll see you this weekend."
"Sure thing. Have a great day at work, Lucy. Alright, now. Come with me, Vix. It's time for your bath!"
VIX!
Lucy's blood turned to ice. Did she really hear what she heard? Her throat clamped shut, her lungs burned, and her heart began pumping blood like there was no tomorrow. A single word, or at least the one she thought she heard, had pulled her back in time, six years ago when she announced death to a child who didn't deserve it.
A FOX!?
Yes. A very cute fox will come to pick you up and bring you there.
REALLY!?
Yes. It will keep you company until dad and mom are ready to go there too. We will be a bit late.
Oh, it's okay. If I have a real fox to keep me company, I can wait.
Good. What are you going to name your fox friend, Sammie?
Mmm... VIX! Because it's super cute!
Haha. Okay. Vix it is. Make sure to tell Vix everything you want. Then if I see a fox named Vix, she will tell me everything you told her. She will tell me how happy you are in the sky.
Okay! Will do!
"Lucy? Are you okay?"
"What... what did you just say?"
"I'm sorry?"
"The name... the name of the fox? What is it?"
"That thing? Vicky named her Vix on the first day we moved here. She has never left her since then. I guess it's a good name for a fox, no?"
"..."
Uncontrollable tears started to run down Lucy's cheeks. She had not noticed them so much she was confused about what she had just heard. How was this possible? A creature that only existed in Sammie's imagination a few days before her death was now in the hands of Vicky's mother.
"Lucy? What's going on? Are you okay?"
Unable to add a single word, Lucy turned around and ran out of the penthouse, not even attempting to slow down the flow of her sadness.
"Hey! Wait! Lucy! Come back!"
***
Two months later...
Lucy arrived at the penthouse with a bag full of hamburgers for the movie night she had promised Vicky a while ago. It was important to keep an eye on the young girl since her mother had left a couple of weeks ago for an overseas job. A mother leaving her sixteen years old daughter behind may have seemed cruel, but with Lucy and Shane around to take care of the little teenager, there were no real worries to have, and at the end of the day, it was an excellent exercise. So far, everything was going really well, and Vicky was satisfied with talking to her mother over the phone every night.
After swiping her magnetic card over the lock, Lucy pushed the big wooden door open and let herself in.
"Vicky! I'm here!"
"Hi! We're here!"
"We?"
Two little heads pop up from behind the couch's backrest. It was Vicky's ruffled brown hair, not hidden by her hoodie, which was exceptional in itself, and another blonde one sitting on a very chubby but cute teen face.
"Vicky? Who's your friend?"
"That's Beatrice..."
"... but everybody calls me Trixie or Trix. Oooh! Are those burgers I smell?"
Lucy smiled at Beatrice's boldness, a trait that she valued. She had heard this name before as she was one of the rare girls who accepted becoming friends with Vicky and didn't seem to care one bit about her physical appearance. Since Vicky's mother had often referred to her as the "chubby friend," it was pretty easy to confirm her identity even though she had never seen her before. Perhaps she should have brought a few extra burgers for the occasion.
"Hi, Beatrice. Nice meeting you. And yes, I have some delicious burgers for you two."
"Sweet!"
"What are we watching tonight?"
"Balto!"
"Balto? What is that?"
"A kid movie."
"... Uh... okay? Aren't you girls supposed to be into horror movies or something your age?"
"No!"
"Alright. Balto it is."
Who was she to argue? They were two against one anyway. Lucy placed the burgers on the coffee table and sat next to the teens on the couch. The point here was to spend time with them, so the poor movie selection was secondary in this evening's plan.
On that night, Lucy discovered two things about life. Grizzly bears are terrifying, and Beatrice had a bottomless digestive system. While Vicky barely managed to finish a single burger and herself only one, Beatrice had eaten three and was now binging on the pretzels. No wonder why her body mass index was catastrophic.
The good news was that everybody had fun, and Beatrice even called her parents to ask permission to stay overnight. The two teenagers went to Vicky's room and spent the night together doing girl things, probably dreaming about sexy pop singers and talking about cute boys, which was a very healthy activity for girls their age. It was good to see that Vicky, still very sheltered because of her head scars, had finally found a reliable friend. A friend who didn't care about her physical appearance and that always seemed joyful. Apparently, from what Lucy had heard, Beatrice had quite a powerful kick as well, so she could keep an eye on Vicky at school and protect her from the other ill-intentioned kids. She had overheard something about a fractured testicle at some point.
The next morning, Lucy woke up in the master bedroom, her former master bedroom. Somehow, it didn't feel strange. It felt very much like home but without painful memories. Spending time with Vicky and Beatrice had been a great experience and kept her grounded and away from darker thoughts. If she could at least have those peaceful moments in her life, it would be a great victory.
"Yaaaawn!"
It was probably too early to wake up, but work was necessary, and staying in bed was a luxury. So Lucy dressed back up and made her bed as she had a few work meetings with Shane later in the morning.
Shane...
Why did she never manage to reconnect with him after that last day at the hospital? What could have happened between the two of them for being unable to re-establish their lives the same way as when they first met. Surely, that was what Sammie would have wished for. There was no question about it. But it didn't work that way. Lucy still liked Shane, and Shane still liked her. That wasn't the problem. No, the problem seemed to be more mystical than that. Somehow Sammie had become a crucial part of their relationship, and her absence acted as a missing link.
At least there were no ill thoughts within their now defective relationship. This bedroom where they had conceived Sammie still felt great. It was the same sun seeping through the curtains cracks and the same perfect view over a sensibly distant world. Lucy still loved the penthouse even though she had no explicit desire to get it back one day. For now, at least, she much preferred seeing Vicky feeling at home and becoming an accomplished adult despite the formidable challenge she had to go through. To stick to a promise she once made, to take care of Vicky for as long as it would be necessary, she would never put any pressure on her to leave the penthouse. If Vicky decided to stay here for two more years or twenty, it would be just fine.
Thinking about this little girl and her voracious friend, Lucy got curious. She was fully aware that Vicky and Beatrice had no intention to go to bed at the same time as she did last night, but still, she hoped that they would have at least gone to bed at a reasonable hour, and they wouldn't look like grumpy zombies all day.
Lucy left her bedroom, and on her way to the washroom, she decided to peek inside Vicky's room to confirm that they were indeed asleep. Her hand pushed the door handle carefully so as not to make a noise...
If she had successfully managed not to make the door creak, her voice, however, failed to remain silent when she saw what she saw.
"Whaaaat in the wooorld!?"
***
"That wasn't nice, Lucy!"
"I know, Vicky. I'm sorry."
"..."
"I said I'm sorry. I know you are no longer a child. I shouldn't have peeked in your room."
"Mmmph..."
"So...?"
"... So what!? "
The small teenager with her head buried inside her hoodie, this time with a different goal than hiding her scars, purposely feigned ignorance. Her mother was gone, but she knew how motherly Lucy could be. In fact, there was almost no difference between her mother and her. And since what Lucy attempted with her unfinished question would surely lead to some moralization or an education session, was there really a way out? She totally expected Lucy's next question, but it still annoyed her.
"Do you like girls?"
"LUCY!"
"Whaaat? I'm just asking."
"I'm not a child!"
"I know. I'm not judging you. I'm just happy to learn more about you. I didn't expect to find you making out with your chubby friend and..."
"LUCY!"
"Okay... okay... I'm sorry. Not talking about it anymore. One or two eggs?"
"Just one."
"And how many do you think Beatrice will want?"
"Trixie?... Probably three..."
"Three eggs?... Okay..."
Lucy returned to her pan, cooking breakfast for her two embarrassed teens. Actually, that was a gross assumption. There was no way to tell what Vicky's friend felt like after being discovered. That girl was a strong-willed little girl, so it was possible that she wasn't too affected by this delicate situation. Shortly after being caught, Beatrice had headed to the bathroom for a shower. The blonde girl didn't have such a luxurious bathroom back at home, so it was hard to pass on such an opportunity. Her goal this morning would probably be to empty the hot water tank.
Lucy didn't have to wait too long to confirm her suspicion. Only wearing a towel, Beatrice bounced down the stairs and headed directly to the kitchen like a food homing missile.
"Aaah! Food! Sweet!"
The happy teenager, despite her considerable weight, had no issue jumping on the stool next to Vicky, who instinctively knew that her friend would have no difficulties discussing what happened earlier if Lucy dared to bring up the topic again.
And as a matter of fact...
"Kissing Vicky like this must have made you hungry, Beatrice."
And that was totally on purpose. Lucy found out a long time ago that mentally playing with teenagers and torturing them was fun. But her new target didn't seem to mind one bit.
"Oh yeah! Vicky is delicious but not nutritious! Haha!"
Vicky let her face fall flat on top of the kitchen island and groaned, wishing Lucy to give Beatrice her food so she would stop talking, even if that was not even a guarantee.
***
Three years later...
"Why are you still wearing that hoodie, Vicky?"
"People will make fun of my scars."
"Come on. We are going to visit a restaurant for sale. It's not like we are going to a party."
"Lucy! Lucy! Look! They are selling giant pretzels over there!"
It was always the same. Every time Lucy and Vicky were going out with Beatrice in tow, they could count on her to act like a child. The now very skinny blonde girl had lost nothing of her appetite and still naturally targeted every source of calories on her way.
Lucy and Vicky turned around and looked at Beatrice drooling in front of the pretzel stand. Hearing the distressed plea, it was almost too passionate, Lucy pulled her wallet out and went to meet her.
"Beatrice, I will never understand how you managed to lose all that extra weight while still eating this much. You are defying all the laws of thermodynamics. Alright. I'll get you a giant pretzel."
"It's because of all the hot sex I have with Vicky. I didn't change anything else."
"Ahan. You keep saying that. Yet, you keep claiming that you are not her girlfriend."
"Yes. We are just friends, but we like sex a lot. Right, Vicky?"
As usual, even if Beatrice spoke nothing but the truth, Vicky pulled her hoodie a bit lower over her face to hide her red face.
The bad thing was that her friend was very vocal about sex and their open relationship, but the good news was that Lucy, at least, seemed to roll with it without any issue. Lucy loved Beatrice as a person, probably seeing in her the same kind of boldness that she once had, and the fact that Vicky had one very precious friend was an extremely important factor too, no matter how strange their intimate relationship was at the root. Beatrice was good for Vicky, so it was worth feeding the beast.



After purchasing the big snack, Lucy resumed her course to a local restaurant for sale downtown while her two young friends distractedly followed her while chewing on the pastry. Beatrice may have been a pig, but she never hesitated to share her precious food with a friend.
Through some work contact, Lucy had heard of this small pub for sale. The owner was older and wanted to retire. Having no kids to pass down his business and with a burning desire to return to his hometown somewhere in Europe, all he wanted was a decent lump of cash, something that would be enough to put his dream into action. A perfect opportunity for a woman who had recently decided that her life needed a new direction.
Working at the insurance company for so long and seeing Shane every day grew old. She wasn't unhappy per se, but perhaps heading in a new direction was a better course of action to turn her life around. After all, when she was young, she had joined Shane in his adventure, but this time, she would be creating something from the ground up. At this point, it was just an idea to explore because running a restaurant was not something she was remotely familiar with, but just considering it had put some life back into her.
When they arrived at the place, Lucy had some difficulty understanding her own feelings. This little two-story building, which was quite rare to find downtown, had its charm. It was not pretty, but this glass door in one corner and those large square windows populating the entire front had some retro feel. She could see a few tables inside and people eating unhealthy food. It would be a perfect burger place to exploit.
"Wait for me here. I don't want you to mingle with my business strategy."
"Okay."
"Yeah, Vicky and I will go to the sex shop across the street instead."
"What!? No! Trixie! I don't want to go there."
"Sure you do. You love latex. Let's go find you a sexy suit!"
"AArrr! Don't say that out loud!"
That was interesting. Lucy turned to Vicky and crouched a bit to look under her hoodie.
"Oooh! My little Vicky has a little deviant side?"
"Aarrr! LUCY! Go visit your stupid restaurant!"
"I could totally see you wearing something sexy like that."
"... AARRRR!"
"Haha. Alright. Go have fun with your girlfriend at the sex shop. I'll be back in about thirty minutes."
"Trixie and I are NOT dating!"
"Yeah, yeah! Whatever you say, Vicky!"
Proud of having embarrassed Vicky further, Lucy turned heels and headed to the restaurant to meet with the owner. She couldn't help but think it would be nice if those two young girls could work for her. The chemistry was already there.
***
The sex shop was nice. It was the biggest in town, and it was not even creepy. Everywhere where eyes would land, something was interesting to look at. Beatrice was totally comfortable in this environment, but Vicky, not so much, so the blonde girl led the visit and decided what was worth touching and trying, resulting in those small friendly fights.
"Haha! Wear those!"
"Awww... no! Trix! Not here!"
"Wear them, I said!"
Beatrice was one of the only people who could force Vicky to pull back her hoodie in public. For some reason, her presence reassured the small traumatized girl. She knew that if someone were to make fun of her scars, Beatrice would kick them in the nuts really hard.
So when her friend approached her with a pair of fluffy fox ears and tried to place them on her head, Vicky didn't object too strongly. She always liked foxes a lot, and those ears were definitely cute, so she half-reluctantly let her friend install them on her head.
"Awww! This is SO you!"
"... I dunno about that..."
"Come on, Vicky. Look at yourself in the mirror."
"Aaaaah! No! Not the mirror! I don't want to see what I look like."
"Enough. Stop worrying about your scars for once. Trust me. You are SO adorable. Just imagine you are going to the bathroom to brush your teeth. You look at yourself in the mirror when you brush your teeth, no?"
"Mmm... Yeah... but it's not the same."
Nobody could get mad at Vicky for having trouble coping with her physical appearance. What she went through as a kid when this demonic black dog had attacked her was no joke. Even an optimistically supercharged Beatrice knew that Vicky required a lot of guidance and support whenever a challenging situation arose. This uncomfortable trait was certainly a problem at times, but on the other hand, it was also what made Vicky so cute. When a bit shy or cautious, Vicky's body language turned into something out of the ordinary; this, paired with her small size, just motivated Beatrice to hug her and cuddle with her. If there were a bright side to Vicky's trauma, it was that it had turned her into something extraordinary.
When Vicky arrived in front of the mirror and looked at herself, she saw two things. The cute fox ears on her head, making her almost squirm of adorability, and Beatrice's chin on her shoulder, who shared the reflection. By pressing her soft cheek on hers, the blonde girl managed to hide most of her friend's scars. Beatrice was very pretty with her pale skin and blue eyes. She was even hotter since she lost half of her total weight in the past couple of years. Vicky placed her hand on Beatrice's cheek.
"Those ears... They are very cute."
"No, Vicky. YOU are very cute."
"I... I can't see my scars."
"That's how I see you all the time. You have no scars. You are just very cute and sexy."
"Where are my... scars?"
"Today, you don't have any."
Vicky turned to Beatrice and looked into her eyes for a long moment. How could she do this? How could she make her feel so good? Vicky wrapped her arms around her friend's neck and kissed her, which only caused the blonde girl to laugh.
"Hahaha! Vicky! Stop! Stop! We are in a shop. Even me, I know better!"
"Oops..."
"Hey! No! Keep your ears on, Vicky! We are totally buying them."
"Okay. But don't tell Lucy, or else she will make fun of me again."
"Nah! Lucy is nice. Alright. Come. Let's find more cool stuff like... OH MY GOD! VICKY! LOOK!"
Beatrice sprinted to the very end of the alley like a bullet and landed on a rack full of shiny clothes.
"VICKY! LOOK! LATEX SUITS!"
***
"Wow... I didn't expect this. So the top floor is empty? And the basement is also empty?"
"Yes. We never had the money to finish the renovation. I know it is less appealing, but I think I'm asking for a fair price to compensate for this."
"No... no... On the contrary. I love it."
"Really!?"
When Lucy climbed upstairs to visit the restaurant, she only found half-finished rooms and many empty spaces. For some reason, it didn't turn her off, and in fact, it was even better. Not only would the purchase price be lower, but on top of it, this discovery was convenient.
"See, I'm not entirely sure what kind of restaurant I want to run yet. So starting with a blank slate is a great thing."
"I suppose it makes sense if you planned to renovate the place."
"Alright. So that would be it for today. Thanks for letting me visit. I will contact you back very soon."
"... With an offer I can't refuse?"
"Hahaha. Possibly."
Business humor was reserved for business people because it wasn't funny. Even though this building wasn't perfect and that Lucy would need more time to make up her mind about this transaction, it couldn't hurt that, at the very least, the owner seemed to understand her world.
After a good handshake and polite goodbye under the gaze of the staff who were wondering if their jobs were in jeopardy, Lucy exited the place to return to her two nineteen years old balls of craziness.
But when she stepped out, she didn't see them. Lucy entertained the idea of tossing some chips on the walkway or hitting a can of soup with a metal spoon to attract Beatrice, but instead, she sighed.
"Aaah! Don't tell me they really went to the sex shop. They are so impatient. Ah well, I suppose I could go take a look over there."
Lucy never had a problem with kinky stuff. Her personality has always been a bit wild, and even though she had never really needed extra spicy things in her life, she fully understood why people were attracted to new ideas. Perhaps they were right, and she should have jumped on the bandwagon of kinks as well, but it was a bit unappealing without a partner, at least one with whom she would share a bed.
Without any shame or fear to be seen, she crossed the street and headed straight to the large sexy store. It was much bigger than her potential restaurant.
Impressive.
That shop was vast and well supplied. It was a beautiful store, actually. Somehow they managed to evacuate the creepiness from the place, which meant there was not a row of fake oversized penises on the first shelf in front of the door. Instead, it was a lovely silver mannequin wearing a very classy nightgown. Without thinking about what she was doing and being a sucker for cute lingerie, Lucy pulled the bottom of the skirt using her fingers, feeling the satiny texture sliding between her light grip.
"Mmm... Oooh, that's nice. Okay, I'm in trouble."
As she attempted to locate the price tag to figure out how much money she would spend today, a feminine voice interrupted her.
"Welcome to our store. May I help you?"
"Oh... Ah, yes. I'm looking for my two little friends. A girl with a hoodie and another with blonde hair. You can't miss her as she is probably chewing on a shoe or something."
"Ah, yes. They are at the back of the store near the fitting room."
"Fitting room?... oooh... perfect."
"Do you like this nightgown?"
"Yes. Very much so. But I'll come back for it a bit later."
"Okay. Let me know if you need anything."
"Will do."
Armed with precious information, Lucy crawled like a leopard toward the back of the store. She could already hear Beatrice's loud voice from afar, and clearly, she seemed to be doing something a bit too exciting to spoil, so she hid behind a clothes rack and raised on her tiptoes just enough to scan above it.
What she saw was amazing... It would earn Vicky and Beatrice years of endless teasing.
"I'm going to eat you!"
"Noooo! I'm just a little bunny!"
"And I'm a fox! Raaawr!"
It was incredible. Vicky was wearing a fiery red latex catsuit, molding her frail body to perfection, along with two fluffy ears and a fox tail. Her friend Beatrice, wearing some blinding white rubber with a pair of bunny ears, pretended to cower in fear in front of the fox girl who attempted to eat her playfully. This scene had a feel of an elementary school theatre show mixed with some poor adult roleplaying.
Lucy wanted to hug them both so badly. They were the most adorable thing she had ever seen since Sammie. That said, she knew it would be highly inappropriate to interrupt them. She knew it would embarrass Vicky like there is no tomorrow. She knew she was much older than them and should let the young adults do young adult things...
She knew that...
But... But...
"AWWWW! A FOX AND A RABBIT! YOU ARE SO ADOOORABLE!"
"GAAAAH!"
"YAAAARH!"
The overly emotional Lucy ran from behind the rack and wrapped the two glossy cute girls in her arms. They could scream all they wanted, but Lucy's day just got a whole lot better all of a sudden.
***
"Lucy! That was wrong!"
"Pfff... Vicky, you two were too adorable to resist. You should have bought those costumes."
"Absolutely not! We were just... playing... We didn't like wearing those..."
"I did! Loved it!"
"Trixiiie! Don't encourage her!"
"Whaaat!? I felt super sexy as a bunny!"
While walking out of the sex shop, Vicky's face was still as beet red as the latex suit she had worn. Lucy was almost a mother to her, and the fact that she caught her wearing a very skintight latex suit along with fox ears had been so humiliating. On top of that, Lucy had loved it excessively and even went as far as trying to polish her skinny rubber body to make her look even sexier. Her birth mother would never have tried that, but since Lucy was very bold and had no family ties, nothing had prevented her from trying to take advantage of this golden opportunity.
While Vicky ran away from her oppressor, Beatrice was more than willing to receive that special polishing. Lucy had always been fun to be around, so confirming that she was this open-minded made her look even more awesome.
Beatrice pulled her rabbit ears from her little shopping bag and placed them on top of her head, making Vicky feel even more uneasy.
"Look, Vicky! I'm a rabbit!"
"Aaah. Trixie. Take those off. People are staring at us."
"Here are yours."
"No! I'm not wearing them outside!"
"Yes!"
"No!"
"Yes!"
"No! No! No!"
"Okay, enough, you two. We have a bit of time before going to the art show. Do you want to go eat a burger?"
"Yes!"
"No!"
This moment felt surreal. Lucy had offered free food before their next activity and only obtained half of the votes. But what was very unusual this time was that the negative answer came from Beatrice, a living stomach. Both Vicky and Lucy shared the same thought.
Did Beatrice just refuse food?
Together, they stared at the bunny girl who was distracted by her shopping bag. Somehow, Vicky's ears didn't fit inside it anymore. Maybe it was because of that fluffy tail. But after battling this problem for a moment, she leveled her head and felt observed.
"Uh? What? What did I do?"
"... Did you just refuse a burger?"
"Well, yes! Lucy! We eat burgers all the time. Nobody eats burgers anymore. It's not trendy!"
"Not trendy!? What are you talking about? Everybody loves burgers."
"False! Look at me. I lost all this weight. Do you really think I want to get it back?"
"... Some days I wonder..."
"Ah! No! Burgers are evil."
"Okay... No burgers then... What do you want to eat, then? Veggie egg rolls?"
"Ah! No! Vegetarian food is gross! I want CAKE!"
"... Cake? Where does that come from? And how is that supposed to be healthier than a burger?"
"It's not. But at least they are tasty. Right, Vicky?"
"Yeah. I mean, I could go for a cake too."
Left, right. The two girls in front of Lucy had definitely grown up. They had ingested a majestic amount of burgers during those movie nights since they were young, and now they wanted cake.
Vicky pulled her phone out and located the nearest cake shop.
"That way!"
***
"They were SO good!"
"I told you, Lucy. Burgers are not trendy. It's all about cakes now."
"I believe it. Maybe I should start a cake shop instead of a restaurant."
"It would be wise."
Rubbing their bellies, the three women walked out of the cake place, stuffed with sugar and coffee. It was way worse for health than a burger, but Lucy could see the point, cakes were delicious.
Food for thought.
"Anyway, why do we have to go to this art thingy again, Lucy? It will be boring."
"It's an art show, not an art thingy. And it's because Shane and I are sponsoring it every year through our insurance company. It's to give a platform to the art student so they can show what they are made of."
"Painting... sewing... filming... musicing... How interesting!"
"Musicing is not a word, Vicky. And this sarcasm of yours is why I want you to come with me. It will open your mind to something other than TV."
"Pfff... We go every year. Can I not skip one year?"
"No. And let's go or else we will be late. It's at the other end of town."
***
"Awww! So cute."
"Questionable."
After traveling to the Art college, Vicky and Beatrice were let loose while Lucy went to take care of some sponsor obligations with Shane, who was already on site. For some reason, despite their less than ideal relationship, they had never abandoned their charitable goals, and they were always happy to participate together in this kind of event.
After roaming for a while around the busy exposition floor, Beatrice crouched in front of a little animal statuette... or toy... whatever it was. Black like night, this cat thing had a wobbly head, and its two eyes were mounted on little springs, making it look like something in between silly and monstrous. For a long moment, Beatrice, hypnotized, poked the black cat's head with her finger to make it shake some more.
"Vicky. Maybe I should buy it. I kind of like it."
"Eww, no!"
"Give me some money, Vicky."
"Nooo! You are not buying this thing with my money."
"But she is so cute."
"How can you even tell this cat is a female?"
"Her attitude."
"Ahan... Come, Trixie. Let's go see something else."
"No, wait... We can't abandon Misti."
"Oh, no! Don't start giving it a name."
"We are bonding."
"Arrr. Enough, Trix. Come."
"Alright. Alright. Stop pulling on my arm. We will abandon her. We will leave her behind in the cruelest way. But you'll see, Vicky. Because of your action today, one day, Misti will come back and haunt you."
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever you say, bunny."
"Misti will sneak in your bed and climb on top of you, and then she will have sex with you!"
"TRIX! Stooop! The cake burned your brain cells! Let's go. I don't want to spend the entire day here."
"Hahaha! Misti will haunt youuu!"
***
A bit later, in the college lobby, Lucy walked toward her two little companions with a big smile. That art show always cheered her up for some reason. Seeing all those young students displaying their talents for the public because of her generous donation had always made her feel somewhat satisfied.
"Aaah! That was great. Did you enjoy yourself, Vicky?"
"Not really. It was boring. That's why I don't want to go to college. I have nothing in common with those people."
"Well, they are art students. You are not the most artistic person I know. But I'm sure you'd be happy going to a different college and studying something else."
"Meh."
"And you should have seen the winner of this year's competition. She is a costume maker, among other things, and she was sooo pretty. She is by far the most talented artist I've ever seen, and it's only her second year."
"And her name was Lady Van Gogh?"
"No, it's Elizabeth. And watching her work gave me a great idea for my new restaurant."
"Are you going to open an artsy café for snob people?"
"Mmm... A café?"
What a grumpy Vicky had sarcastically suggested made Lucy react in a very unusual way. Immediately, the woman began imagining something new that she had not thought of before. For some reason, this busy day filled with pleasant surprises had shaped a set of new ideas into a vision.
As if all the pieces of her puzzle had suddenly fallen into place, Lucy placed her two hands on Vicky's shoulder and displayed one of those worrying devilish smiles.
"Vicky! You are a GENIUS!"
"Uh? Am I?"
"Yes! Let's go home now! I have work to do."
***
Two days later...
"Ah! Perfect! You are both here. Beatrice, make me a coffee!"
"Heeey! Why me?"
"Because you are small."
"Small!? But I'm the same size as Vicky! I even have bigger boobs."
"I let you stay in my penthouse for free! So make me a coffee!"
"Aaah! That's slavery!"
Without warning, Lucy had entered the penthouse, a binder pressed to her chest, and determined to keep the energy high, she ordered her fifth dose of caffeine of the day. As Vicky and Lucy headed to the dining room, Beatrice slammed a pod into the coffee machine before selecting the old mug with Shane's picture on it. That should be sufficient punishment for having been mistreated like this.
The coffee machine peed the dark liquid into the mug, Beatrice attempted to catch the steam with her little hands because it was fun, and quickly, she was ready to rejoin her companions in the adjacent room. Holding the overfilled mug with her two hands to make sure not to spill any, she tiptoed toward the dining room.



Good intentions were not always rewarded by perfect timing. As soon as the blonde girl stepped into the room, her friend Vicky, who was generally quiet and nonchalant, emptied the full content of her lungs in one loud word.
"WHAAAT!?"
Startled, Beatrice lost control of her nervous system and tilted the mug left and right to the point where she spilled the hot liquid on the floor.
"Heeey! Stupid Vicky! What's the big deal! I was performing a dangerous mission and..."
"Trixie! Tell Lucy that she is out of her mind!"
"Uh? Why?"
"She wants to open a café!"
"Well, restaurant... café... we knew that already."
"NO! She wants US to be part of it!"
"Oh cool! Are we going to get rich?"
"NO! Look!"
Offended, Vicky showed a sheet of paper to her puzzled friend while Lucy calmly took her coffee mug from Beatrice's hands. The small blonde girl inspected the document. It was a very childish drawing of a coffee shop. It looked a lot like the restaurant Lucy wanted to buy, and the banner read "Cakes and Pets," and next to it, a text bubble pointing at the store with the words "Animal Café." Obviously not on the same wavelength as Vicky, Beatrice expressed her happiness.
"Oh! Cool! An animal café. I love animals! I vote yes!"
Vicky jumped down her chair and pointed elsewhere on the sheet of paper since Beatrice had visibly missed the point. Next to the coffee shop drawings, there were two cartoonish animals with big eyes that betrayed two things; Lucy's art skills were abysmal, and a much more nefarious plan hid behind those two creatures. A rabbit and a fox. An arrow from the fox pointed to the word "Vicky," and another from the rabbit pointed to the word "Beatrice."
Vicky slapped the sheet out of Beatrice's hands and placed her two hands on her narrow shoulders.
"LUCY WANTS US TO BE THE PETS!"
"..."
Beatrice's eyes grew a bit bigger as she had finally connected the dots. She approached a very relaxed Lucy who was busy ignoring Vicky's fuss and sipping her coffee. Her eyes were closed as if she wasn't willing to witness revolt anymore. She then felt Beatrice's warm breath brushing on her ear.
"Lucy?"
"Yes, Beatrice?"
"Will we get free food?"
"Yes."
"Okay, I'm in."
"WHAAAT! TRIX! DON'T ENCOURAGE HER!"
Obviously, Vicky wasn't as easygoing as her friend, and her mental state deteriorated at a rapid pace. However, her extreme agitation was only a symptom of something much darker, and Lucy knew it very well; she had expected it and perhaps even hoped for it to some degree. Feeling that it was the right moment to enter the storm, Lucy placed her steaming mug on the table and calmly walked to Vicky.
"Vicky? What's wrong? Don't you want a job?"
"IT'S NOT THAT! IT'S A TERRIBLE IDEA, LUCY!"
"Why? You don't have a job, and you are not going to school anymore. So what is preventing you from coming to work for me? You like me, right?"
"Y... YES! BUT THAT'S NOT THE POINT!?"
"What's the point then? You don't like cakes?"
"NO! LUCY! STOP!"
"You were happy dressing up as a cute fox in the sex shop with Beatrice. Since I know you, you are a little fox lover! Why not do it for a living for a while?"
"NO! NO! NO! YOU ARE MISSING THE POINT!"
"Stop screaming then, Vicky, and just tell me. "
"NO! I MEAN! YES! I MEAN..."
"You mean what?"
"YOU... YOU DON'T GET IT! I... I CANT...!"
"You can't what?"
At that point, without even being conscious of it, Vicky was in tears. The more Lucy pushed her to share her feelings, the more her panic grew. The way she carelessly gripped Lucy's vest and was halfway between ripping it off and hugging the person who had partially raised her betrayed a raging conflict within her heart. Not knowing how to handle herself, she turned to the next person she loved the most.
"TRIXIE! TELL HER!"
"Nope. Vicky... Just let it out already... You'll feel better..."
"... BUT BUT..."
At that point, both Lucy and Beatrice were on the same page. They understood precisely what bugged Vicky so much, but they had to let her express her true state of mind. But instead of that, Vicky tried to flee and run out of the room. Beatrice stopped her with a hug.
"BWAAAH! LET ME GO!"
"Vicky, you can't hide behind that hoodie all your life. Just do what you want to do for once."
"BWWAAH! LET ME GO! LET ME GO! I CAN'T! I CAN'T WORK IN PUBLIC! I'M TOO UGLY! BAWWAAAHAAA!"
Unable to stay on her legs anymore, Beatrice fell on her back on the thick penthouse carpet, tightly holding her best friend in her arm, her friend who was crying her life out. Vicky had finally reached a crossroad between her pains and her desires. She let out her pain, her fears, her misery.
Not one second since the beginning of this drama, Vicky thought that she didn't want to do it. At nineteen years old, she was the same child as when she was ten. Before the dog attack that left her with unconcealable scars on her face, she had always been a playful child who loved being around people so much to have fun. She was the same attention-grabbing child, the one who loved being told she was adorable and cute. She still was the same child who grew to love foxes so much after her accident. The same teenager who had learned that cuddling with her best friend was worth more than gold. The same young adult who had enjoyed this little cosplay session at the sex shop before being interrupted by an ecstatic Lucy.
She wanted all of this and more. Inside her heart was this burning desire to live again, to be around people, to stop hiding. But there was this wall in front of her. Those big scars on her head and face that had sealed her destiny, the ones she had never learned to live with, the ones that would make the rest of her life miserable. They were the problem. As much as her heart wanted to say yes to this crazy project that Lucy had presented to her, yes to act cute and adorable around people, she just couldn't get herself to do it. She desperately wanted to do what Beatrice was going to do. She just couldn't. It was so unfair.
Laying on top of her best friend, crying her pain out into Beatrice's chest, she was the saddest person in the universe. This isolated world she couldn't experience anymore made her feel so lonely.
"BWAAAAHAAA!"
"Shhh... shhh... It's okay, Vicky. Cry all you want."
Calmly, even while listening to the drama unfolding at her feet, Lucy took another sip of her coffee. She had not necessarily expected Vicky to break down today, but she always knew it would happen one day or another. She had suspected that her little plan was going to stir some complex emotions inside the girl's heart, but it happened before she even had an opportunity to go into all the full details of her idea.
Vicky's crisis was a good thing.
This pain was good.
These cries were good.
The fox girl and the rabbit girl at her feet were good.
Lucy had endured her fair share of excruciating pain. Nothing could hurt her more than what she had experienced during Sammie's loss, and at that very moment, she understood something very important. Through the misery of her almost-daughter, she realized that there was only room left for happiness in her heart. Her pain reservoir was full and saturated already, but her happiness one was still empty.
It's time for happiness.
As Vicky's tears soaked Beatrice's t-shirt some more, Lucy discreetly smiled. This little project of hers would be the cornerstone of Vicky's reintegration into the normal world. The one that would allow her to be herself again, to be this playful people-loving child that she has always been. The one prisoner of those undeserved scars.
Many long minutes dragged by before Vicky finally calmed down and sat on Beatrice's hips, trying to dry her leaky eyes and runny nose.
Lucy got off her chairs and went to sit on the floor, resting her back on the wall, making sure to carry her binder with her. She looked at Vicky and helped her dry her tears with her thumb.
"You would have loved to work at my café, right?"
"Y... yes... But... Lucy... I... I can't..."
"Yes, you said that. But before you say no for good, I want to show you something."
"...?"
"Do you remember when we went to the art show the other day? I told you about a promising young artist. Her name was Elizabeth."
"... Yes... What... what about it?"
"I asked her to make me a sketch for a potential pet uniform for the café."
"... You... you did?"
"Yes. But she got it all wrong. It's not at all what I asked her."
"... O... Okay?"
"Vicky, I wanted to show what she created to you first. I want to know what you think of it."
"..."
"Here... Take a look."
Lucy cracked her binder open and pulled out a thick sheet of paper with some drawings that clearly came from a very talented artist. She placed it in Vicky's hands.
"Ghk!"
Vicky's eyes doubled in size as her throat clamped shut. On the sheet of paper was an incredible fox drawing, something she had never seen before. It looked like a fox but was shaped like a human being. What was this? A costume? Sitting, jumping, sleeping...? Around the main drawing was a series of smaller ones showing the fox girl performing different actions. And what were those tiny white bubbles all over her body, the ones that made her glow? Did it mean that the costume was made of... latex? Rubber? This shininess... What else could it be? And this mask... Those big black eyes hiding the wearer's identity and this cute muzzle preventing people from seeing her face, there was something so mysterious about it. Gradually, Vicky began to sense a possibility, and her heart felt a bit lighter.
Seeing Beatrice still prisoner under Vicky's butt while being extremely curious about what her friend was looking at, Lucy felt merciful and pulled out another sheet from her binder.
"Here, Beatrice. This one's for you. Do you like it?"
The blonde girl grabbed the piece of paper and placed it above her face. Hers was a rabbit girl with very long ears, one of them folded in the middle.
"Whaaaaaaaaaat!? Is that our café uniform? IS THAT RUBBER!?"
"Yes, if you want to. Elizabeth messed up big time, but now that I think about it, it's perfect. With these costumes hiding your entire body, nobody will be able to find out who you are. Vicky will be able to work without worrying about her scars, and you, Trixie, you'll be able to express your playful side without suffering the consequences."
"Woooow! I love it so much! What do you think, Vicky?"
Eyes still fixated on her fox drawing, Vicky's brain was fried. She was inconsolable only a moment ago because she knew she wouldn't have the strength to work in public because of her scars. She wouldn't have been able to withstand the neverending comments from the clients. Not being able to work with Lucy and Beatrice would have been devastating.
But this...
This...
This could work...
"Well... I... I like it too. It's... cute."
"Ha! With you wearing this, I'm sure you'll be the favorite pet at the café."
"Oh... I don't think so. Show me your drawing, Trix."
"Here..."
It was time to fill her happiness reservoir. Lucy looked at her two little friends sharing their drawings and commenting on them. The world had restarted to spin again. It was time for everybody to move on.
"I can be Trixie, because you call me that all the time."
"Oh! And I could be Vix, like my fox stuffed animal."
"Aaah, you and your fox plushie... It's old."
"Yes, but I love Vix a lot. What do you think, Lucy? Vix and Trixie."
Vix...
This damn fox...
Perhaps this lie that Lucy had told Sammie to reassure her before her death, this innocent lie that came out of nowhere, to bring peace to a small child... Perhaps it was real after all...
Was it Sammie who had sent her fox back with an important message after she passed away? The one that had carried her to the sky.
Vix...
That imaginary fox that had accomplished its first mission came back for its second one.
Vix had come back to keep Lucy company until she was ready to go back to Sammie.
This could take a very long time... So Lucy couldn't stay alone for all this time.
Lucy placed her hands on both sides of Vicky's warm face and looked deeply into her deep brown eyes.
"Vix... I think that's a perfect name for you, Vicky."
"Humm... Why are you crying, Lucy? Is it because of me?"
"Oh, no... Not at all... I'm happy. I'm just very happy right now."
Shamelessly interrupting this somewhat tender scene, obviously not in a position to understand what was going through Lucy's mind, Beatrice extracted herself from under Vicky and pulled her up back to her legs.
"Come Vix! We need to go back to the kitchen!"
"Uh? Why?"
"We need to eat more, so we are super cuddly while wearing latex at the café!"
"Hey! I don't want to eat more!"
"Come! Quick! I saw some macaroni salad in the fridge."
"Heeey! Don't pull on my arm like that, stupid rabbit!"
Her two balls of craziness disappearing around the corner, Lucy leaned her head back against the wall and looked at her drawings.
It was a bit too embarrassing for Lucy to admit that Elizabeth had NOT made a mistake and that those suits came directly from her own imagination, but it didn't matter. Those latex animal costumes had pleased her two little friends, and just like that, her new café had all the chances in the world to succeed.
She let a long sigh out...
"Vix... You damn fox... What are you doing to me? Hehe."
***
Back to the present...
Trixie had bounced from her seat and landed right on Lucy's lap.
"You TOLD us Elizabeth had made a mistake. And now you are admitting that those costumes were YOUR idea?"
"Yes."
"That's terrible!"
"Whatever, Trixie. You like it anyway."
"Yes, but you don't look as innocent as before to me."
"Ahan. And look who's talking."
I squeezed my girlfriend so much during the story that people thought I had killed her. But no, she was just fine. Oreo was very squishy.
Vix didn't leave Shane, and I now knew why. He had acted as some sort of father figure for her after her accident. They were not family, but it was as if. Same with Lucy. I finally understood why her pets were so precious to her. What she went through must have been incredibly difficult, but she had finally found serenity through her café and her pets.
I would probably never know if the whole Vix story was real or not, if it was just a coincidence or not, it was well above my paygrade, but it didn't matter one bit to me. The only important thing was that Lucy had managed to close her wounds and bring happiness to herself and all of us. Without her, we would all be lost. She was the embodiment of a person who had turned her excruciating pain into something positive to help others.
Was she really happy or just pretended to be for our sake? Nobody would ever really know, but personally, I was very positive about her situation. Now that everybody knew her story, I was pretty sure she would find a way to fully empty her pain reservoir eventually and refill it with joy.
While everybody was busy reacting to what they had heard tonight, I discreetly stretched my arm to acquire the last piece of triple chocolate cake that was left in the tray.
It was a good thing that my girlfriend was wearing her costume. That way, I wouldn't have to share my cake.
***
Later that night, after the pets decided to sleep at the café, Lucy and Shane exited the shop. Lucy closed the door behind her and stuffed the key in her pocket.
She turned around and rested her back on the glass door.
Her story wasn't yet over.
Shane was standing on the walkway, a few steps away, looking at the sky. It was not difficult to know what he was thinking about... who he was thinking about. There was no specific reason for it, but he had found serenity long ago and had less difficulty moving on in his case. That said, he had never forgotten a single second of his time with his daughter.
He still loved her so much.
"Shane..."
"Yeah?"
"You okay?"
"Oh yeah... It felt great. It was the right thing to do."
"I think so too."
"Is it too late for us, Lucy?"
"... It's getting a bit ridiculous, isn't it?"
"Yeah. Let's decide tonight. Once and for all. Do we move on together... or do we walk away from each other..."
"What do you want, Shane?"
"You know what I want. I told you a thousand times."
"You did. I'm sorry."
Shane still showed his back to Lucy and kept stargazing. Despite the luminous city erasing most of the sky's beauty, there were still a few visible bright dots. He had nothing else to say. No more arguments. No more expectations. Their lives had been broken in the harshest of ways, and it wouldn't have been fair to pressure Lucy toward a direction or another. He had laid out the choices as clearly as he could, and it was up to her to decide where to go from there.
A few light footsteps, feminine ones, on the cold walkway... an arm sliding under his. This body warmth that he had not felt in years radiated through his entire body.
"I miss her so much, Shane... so much."
"I know... Me too..."
"Let's try... Let's try again... Let's try to be happy again."
"Okay."
"There is nobody at the penthouse tonight."
"Sounds like a plan."
With rivers of tears flowing down her cheek, Lucy hung on Shane's arm a bit more tightly. For the first time in so long, she allowed herself another chance to love, a love for herself alone. Was it her pain reservoir that had started to drain, allowing something new to take place in her heart?
It felt that way.
Apparently, Vix had no intention to allow her a simple passage to the sky. Lucy would have to take a long way around before getting there.
For a while, she would walk the same path as Shane... She would walk the same path as her pets and Clara... The ones who had the innate ability to support her without really knowing it.
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How did this happen?
This morning, Lucy called me because Oreo got a cold and said she would like me to cover for her. Since I didn't have school today, I accepted, but I didn't think things would turn into this catastrophic drama.
After traveling to the café from the pethouse, everything was normal. I walked into the Cakes and pets and greeted Lucy before heading to the costume room, where she helped me suit up for the day. Oreo and I were the same size, so I didn't have any problem squeezing my small butt inside the stretchy black and white cat skin, and it felt great to know that I could wear something my girlfriend loved so much. Usually, I was not that interested in being a pet because I preferred just to hang around them, make them drink and eat, and cuddle with them, here in the lounge or the capsule rooms upstairs. But the latex cat costume even smelled like Oreo, so it made my experience a very enticing one.
This happy mood of mine yielded dividends. All morning, Lucy said, "Good Job, Clara. The client was very pleased!" so it made me happy. With all the pet coaching I have received from my friends, I finally saw myself becoming freer as a pet, particularly when it came the time to communicate with new people without my voice. I even managed to incite a client to pick food from the new menu that Asha had put together a couple of weeks ago.
But then, as the day progressed, my good experience came to an abrupt halt, and things took a grim turn. There was a TERRIBLE accident at the café, and I was the main victim of it.
Here I was, lying on my back in the middle of the lounge, unable to move my limbs, and on top of that, I couldn't see anything anymore. I could hear the client's voices rumbling throughout my sudden darkness, but it was too confusing to make anything out of it. On my inert body, I could feel cushy paws compassionately patting and rubbing my latex encased body, but they couldn't do anything to help me. My situation was too dire for them to help. Even Accalia, our future nurse, wouldn't have known how to react.
Why?
Why me?
I came from so far and faced so many hurdles, worked so hard, just to build something precious, something I called a life. All those friends I made, all those experiences, bad and good, that forged who I was today. I even started school recently and curiously enjoyed it. Finance wasn't something I knew anything about, but I discovered that I was pretty good with numbers. Before this horrible accident, I had dared to allow myself to dream and believe that I could have had a bright future surrounded by my friends.
So why? Why now of all time?
Why did this accident happen to me? Why did I have to lose my sight when I was so young and full of potential? Being unable to see would change everything. How would I be able to study if I couldn't see? And if, on top of that, I got paralyzed, then what? I would spend my days in a wheelchair at the pethouse, facing the big window wall in the living room, only being able to feel the warmth of the sun on my skin without the possibility to admire its magnificence. My friends would occasionally sing songs in my ears to keep me company, telling me how much they loved me.
But in the background, I would still hear my girlfriend Oreo having wild sex with everybody else because I would be unable to satisfy her anymore.
Yes, why?
Life for me was over. And here, on the floor, immobile, I couldn't even moan my sadness because of this squishy gag in my mouth. I needed help but couldn't call for it.
HELP! HELP!
My mind screamed, but no noise came out of my mouth. And it was also difficult to breathe. Not enough air reached my lungs, and they started to burn badly.
Fortunately for me, the lounge door slammed open, and Lucy's familiar voice, comforting voice, reached my ears, piercing through my aura of distress.
"What is going on here!? What is this mess!?"
HELP! LUCY! LUCY! HELP ME! I'M SUFFERING! I'M BLIND! I CAN'T MOVE ANYMORE!
How can one ask for help while being paralyzed and mute?
"All of you! Get off Oreo right now!"
Of course, I was acting Oreo today.
"Get off her right now! Can't you see she can't move? Let me take care of her, quick. Aaah! Oreo. What happened to you? Poor cat."
Suddenly, brightness.
As Lucy rubbed her thumbs over the big black eyes of my mask, I regained my sense of vision.
"Aaah! You probably can't see anything with all that cake smeared over your eyes. Come with me. We will go upstairs and clean you up."
She pulled on my arms, and magically, I was standing, not paralyzed at all, and I could see again even if everything was blurry.
Okay, maybe I overdramatized what happened a bit earlier.
I couldn't move because the other pets were pinning me down to the ground, and I couldn't see because I had some cake all over my eyes. Oh, and about the burning lungs, it was probably just some icing clogging one of the vents in my ears. When I blew really hard, it seemed to have resolved the problem.
Simply put, I was just fine and uninjured.
So, about this terrible accident. Lucy had asked Vix to carry this big vanilla cake to table number four because it was a client's birthday, but after she let her in the lounge with the cake in her small arms, I didn't see her and bumped into her. I got the whole cake in the face and fell over on my back. And then it was so embarrassing that I began making up stories in my head as if it was going to help. Maybe I went a bit too deep in my delusion.
Lucy led me out of the lounge and then upstairs to the costume room. I wondered if she would be angry at me. It was a bit my fault for not having paid enough attention to where I was going, but I really wanted to sit with Accalia, who seemed lonely, and carelessly crossed the lounge resulting in this unfortunate collision.
Lucy made me sit on the stool.
"Alright, Clara. Stay here for a moment. I'll come back in a few minutes. I just have to clean this mess in the lounge first before the pets walk in it and spread crushed cake everywhere."
Oh, I had a very good memory of something similar that happened when Lucy had asked me to take care of the café on the day Trixie broke her arm. While trying to fix my mistake, I had spread cake everywhere in the café, and Elizabeth had to rescue me. So I nodded and obediently placed my cushy cat paws on my lap.
While I waited for her to come back, I looked around. On the shelf was the Misti costume next to the Apricot one. Misti was probably taking care of Oreo at the moment, which was reassuring. But that dog costume, nobody had worn it since Kitty. Kitty was now our cute cheetah, and nobody really requested Apricot after that. The animals that Lucy chose to put to work on any given day had a lot to do with their popularity. Like Trixie and Vix, Oreo was a costume that people absolutely wanted to see when they visited the café. This was why Lucy asked me to impersonate Oreo today and not the dog.
From afar, I looked at myself in the mirror located in the corner of the room, and it was a bit odd. Not only was I covered in an impressive amount of cake, but I was also a legit pet. Personally, and I thought about it lengthily, I didn't want to be a full-time café animal. I was just happy to be Clara and mostly came here to get some comfort from my friends. On that aspect, I was very much a typical client. It didn't mean that I hated wearing this tight latex suit and helping around occasionally. It felt safe.
Since Lucy told us about the origin of the café and where our costumes really came from, things were a bit different around here. Not in a bad way, though. It was all because we discovered that Lucy, despite the tragedy she went through when she was younger, had developed this kinky side that she had never told us about. Even to this day, I doubted she would admit it.
Seriously, the costumes she designed and commissioned from Elizabeth were quite something. At first, I thought all the animals were just very cute, but now that we knew that Lucy had intentionally made them this restrictive and kinky, it made us all a bit hotter. Sexual hormones were running high at the café; except for Trixie because hers had always been high.
I got off my seat and walked to the full-length mirror. Oreo stared at me. I placed my cushy paws on the smooth surface, and she did the same. This was convenient. I missed my girlfriend, but I could communicate with her like this even if she wasn't here. It was the first time I put on her costume, and I quite liked it. Those big black eyes and cute cat muzzle were just adorable. It was impossible to tell if Lucy had done this on purpose when she designed her costume or not, but Oreo's face always looked a bit angry, like when she was out of costume. It was the cute kind of angry that made me have a crush on her. The same expression translated on this cat mask was adorable.
Ack! A pair of small rubbery arms wrapped around my waist, startling me a little.
Oh, it was Vix. She, too, was covered in cake, and Lucy must have sent her upstairs so she could clean her at the same time.
There was something very special about Vix, and now we all knew why. Well, we already knew about her terrible childhood accident that had left her with some nasty scars on her face, but we didn't really know how important it had been for her to wear this costume. It was the way she had chosen to reintegrate society and gradually rebuild her self-confidence.
I patted her on the head, and she grabbed my waist.
It was funny how two pets communicated. There was no need for words. Most of the time, I couldn't understand them or make myself understood, but it didn't matter because touching each other like that showed us the essentials; we liked each other and wanted to feel good. Vix had such a special way to beg for hugs, a way that prevented everybody from refusing. Nobody totally knew how she managed to do that, to be so cute. She could defeat the most resistant anti-hug person.
I wrapped my arms around her, and she bounced up and down, happy to have obtained what she had asked for. Her flat belly against mine felt warm and made me appreciate being a pet even more. This wasn't the kind of thing I often did while wearing civilian clothes. Being a rubber animal was a great excuse to gain physical affection.
"Would you stop that! You are making my job harder! Clara! What did you do to our mirror! Come on! It's full of icing now."
Oops. Lucy was back and didn't appreciate us playing with each other like that. We were smearing cake all over our bodies. She grabbed Vix by the wrist and yanked her toward the stool.
"You first, little mischievous fox. Couldn't you watch where you were going? You just cost me a full cake, and the client was super sad that you couldn't sit with them anymore."
Vix pointed at me, trying to shift the blame to me, she had a point, but Lucy knew better.
"Stop that, Vix. Clara didn't know you were on a mission. You had to look where you were going."
Vix's shoulder dropped, and her head lowered. Lucy generously sprayed her with soapy water and began cleaning her with soft towels. As the cake disappeared, her fiery red latex suit retrieved all its vibrancy. The most complicated part to clean was obviously her face because of her beautiful mask's details. All the nooks and crannies were full of delicious sugar.
As Lucy made good progress, it made me realize that she could have asked Vix to remove her suit to make the cleaning easier, but she didn't even consider it. Once more, I wondered why Lucy seemed to like Vix as a fox so much.
I remembered the story she told us the other night, the part when her young daughter had created an imaginary fox and named her Vix. Could it be possible that Lucy thought our Vix was really that same magical Vix that her daughter had imagined? And did it matter? If it felt good to her, then it was okay. The real Vix didn't seem to mind. She just appreciated the attention, after all.
Once Vix was clean, Lucy dragged me to the stool in the same authoritarian manner. She sprayed me with soapy water and began working on my case.
"And you, Clara. You have to look where you are going. It's a café, not a playground. Can you imagine what would have happened if it had been me with a tray full of hot coffee? I know you are not a pet often, but you still have to be careful."
I nodded and lowered my head. Why were we so vulnerable to criticism when we were in costume? Was it because Lucy was always right?
I regained my full vision after she cleaned my eyes. It was much easier to see when my black lenses weren't coated in cakes. I could even see Lucy smiling discreetly, which was strange. Despite our mistake, and despite having scolded us for it, she still seemed to get a lot of joy out of taking care of us. It made me think.
Since we knew Lucy had lost her child, was it possible that she used us in a way to experience all the good moments she couldn't have with her daughter? I had to admit, most of us, the café pets, were very immature. Outside Asha and Meeka, we were very childish. We gave Lucy prime material to interact with girls possessing a mental age of ten. Maybe that was what she liked so much about us.
"Okay, all done. But you've done enough for today. The café is closing in less than an hour, and I don't want you to cause more trouble. I want the two of you to get in one of the capsule rooms until I come to get you later."
Oh? Really? Vix and I looked at each other briefly, but we were totally on the same wavelength; this was not a punishment at all. But we were clever and didn't want Lucy to know we were happy about this spontaneous decision.
So we arched our backs and looked down at our feet as if to pretend we were sad.
"AH! Don't give me that attitude. I'm not an idiot. I know you are both happy about this. I just want you out of my way until we close. You've ruined my afternoon. Go! Before I change my mind. Or else I'll lock you up in the washroom."
She saw right through our amazing strategy. How could she do that so easily? In any case, we didn't want to be locked up in the washroom, so we trotted out of the costume room in a hurry and headed straight to the bottom capsule located in the room next door, our usual one. Vix went in first, and I followed her. After making sure our tails weren't in the way, we slid the door behind us and isolated ourselves from the world.
It was cuddle time.
***
The good thing about dreams was that they were dreams.
"Vix! Come! Let's take a look at this hotel!"
"A hotel? Where?"
"Here! Can't you see it?"
"Ah, yes. I see it now. Look, Clara. It's called Critter Inn!"
"It sounds fun! Let's go in."
With our rubber tails wagging and ears flicking, Vix and I, hand in hand, trotted into the hotel. It was not that big, but it had a warm vintage atmosphere with candles everywhere. Behind a massive dark oak reception desk was a pretty lady, about one head taller than us. She was wearing a very nice red hotel uniform, the one with the small round hat, and greeted us with a smile.
"Hello! You are very cute. What are you?"
"I'm Clara, a rubber cat, and this is Vix, a rubber fox."
"Fantastic. You two are adorable. What can I do for you?"
"We would like to visit the hotel."
"Visit the hotel? You mean, rent a room?"
"No, no. Vix and I want to visit it. It looks like a fun place."
"Aaah! A fun place. Of course. What did I think? Here. Take these and have fun!"
Lucy opened a drawer full of keys, randomly grabbed a handful of them that she dropped on top of the desk. Vix and I briefly looked at each other, smiled, and then we hurried to pick up all the keys before the lady changed her mind. There were so many.
Once we put the keys in our nonexistent pockets, we ran toward the elevators.
"Thaaank you, Lucy!"
"Not a problem. Enjoy your stay!"
Vix was so amusing. With her little rubber fingers, she pressed all the buttons on the control panel until the elevator started moving up. When I looked above the door, there were a series of lights indicating what floor we were on. The first one that turned on had a raccoon face printed on it instead of a number. Vix and I bounced from excitement. What could this mean?
The door parted and gave us direct access to a beautiful vintage room.
"Woooah! Vix! Do you see what I see?"
"Yes! It's amazing, Clara! It's like we are in the forties."
"Ah! I want to jump on that small metal bed!"
"Me too!"
Without any concerns about our strange location or our equally strange behavior, we rushed to the bed and climbed on it. After bouncing a bit on the springy mattress, I fell to my back, and Vix ended up on top of me.
"I love you, Clara! You are so pretty as a cat."
"Aww! I love you too, Vix. You are the most cuddly foxy I've ever met!"
"That's because I'm the only foxy you've ever met."
"Ah, yes. That makes sense."
We engaged in a deep kiss. I always loved sliding my fingertips on the small of her back. It was so rubbery, so warm, so sexy. Her tail was swaying left and right, betraying her happiness. Visiting this strange hotel was such a great idea. Her kisses made me feel so good in my lower belly too. I wanted more.
But before things could escalate, a voice interrupted us.
"Hello. I suppose you are visiting the hotel?"
"Aaah! So... sorry. Lucy gave us keys and said it was okay, so..."
"No, no... It's alright. You are welcome to my room."
Her room? In front of us, next to our bed, was a beautiful raccoon girl entirely made of latex, like us. Her cute black paws and little mask just made her look so unique. She also wore this amazing black and white satin french maid uniform. Her short skirt and tiny apron were just too adorable, and the way she kept her hands crossed in front of her crotch made us melt.
"I'm Meeka, by the way. I'm your servant. Do you need my help with anything? Would you like some very special cuddles?"
Vix raised her hand.
"Oh, I love cuddles! But, I want you to give Clara the first ones. It was her idea to come here."
"Not a problem. Please, Clara. Make yourself at ease. I'll take care of everything."
What did that even mean? I was already very comfortable in this room with my friend Vix. Meeka, the maid, walked to me and the apprehension turned me on a bit more. Why? It didn't make sense. But since it was my dream, I could let her do what she wanted just for a little bit... just to see what would happen next.
Meeka gently pushed my knees apart and reached my crotch zipper with her black latex fingers. She pulled the tab down, gradually exposing my pussy, and some of my juice dribbled down. I got the feeling that this would be very fun. I was curiously wet and ready for whatever she would decide to do.
I placed my hands on her shoulders and witnessed how soft her incredible french maid uniform was, and let my head fall back on the pillow. Vix wrapped her arms around me, making sure to massage my burning breasts, and Meeka started working on my crotch with her lips.
"Mmm!"
"Clara! You taste so good. Because I'm a maid, I have to clean you up very well. Would that be okay?"
"AAaah! Yes! Meeka!"
How could I have said no? How could she be so good at it? It was like she had done this a million times before. Would it be reasonable to assume that, as a maid working in this hotel, she had many opportunities to please clients and build an expertise? It was her role, after all... I thought it was... She was Meeka, the french maid.
"Aaaah!"
"Are you close already, Clara?"
"Yeees!"
"We love you, Clara."
My mind got very fuzzy, and my body tingled non-stop. It felt good. So good. We should visit this hotel more often.
My back arched, and my brain exploded. It was the best orgasm ever, even if all my orgasms were always the best.



***
"Mmm..."
"Clara! Clara! Wake up! It's time to go! I want to visit other rooms!"
"Vix? Uh? Where... Where did Meeka go?"
"She is gone. Let's go. The elevator is waiting for us."
Without thinking about it, I got off the bed and followed Vix to the elevator that appeared out of nowhere. The doors closed and Vix, once again, pressed randomly on the buttons. Naturally, my eyes turned to the lights above the doors. They flashed without a rational sequence, making it hard for me to figure out where we were going to end next.
"Meeka was nice, Clara. I hope the next room will be as fun."
"I don't remember much, but yes, I hope so too."
Vix wrapped her arms around my waist, as excited as I was. And then the light stopped on another animal picture; it looked like a big cat.
Once more, the golden elevator doors parted, and we faced a new room. We carefully stepped in, but no one seemed to be around. The ambiance was very romantic. There was a big bed covered in flower petals, a big open arch leading to a big white stone balcony, those large and almost transparent bands of fabric gently dancing with soft wind as a partner. That nice rug was also comfy to walk on.
"Aaah! Vix. It's like we are... in India."
"... in India?"
"Yes! That's it! India! I don't know what India looks like, but it looks like this."
"Haha. Clara, you don't make sense."
We sat side by side on the foot of the big bed and tried to make sense of our environment. Vix really wouldn't let my waist go, but it was okay because her hugs were very reassuring.
But then, the sunlight piercing through the light curtains started to vanish. Quickly, the room became darker and darker, hiding more and more details of this incredible place. A bit scared, we held each other a bit tighter. We had never visited a funny hotel like this, so we weren't sure what to expect.
The light kept fading until we were plunged into total darkness...
And that is when two little pairs of yellow eyes glowed in the dark, not too far in front of us. We couldn't see who they belonged to, but they were rather cute and non-threatening. They blinked a couple of times, tilting to the left and right as if they were trying to learn more about Vix and me.
I attempted a question.
"Hello? Who... who are you?"
"... Asha..."
"... Savannah..."
"Oh? Are you friends?"
"Yes... we are your friends."
"We think you are cute. And you are a cat, like us. We love that."
"Ah, no. I'm just Oreo today because she was sick, that's why. And my fox friend is Vix."
"We like Vix too. She is cute. Can we come closer?"
"Yes. We don't mind. We are just visiting the hotel."
That was enough for the two pairs of yellow eyes to move slowly toward us as if they were attached to sensual bodies. A bunch of candles fired up spontaneously around the bed, allowing us to see who Asha and Savannah were for the first time.
Those two rubber catgirls were purely amazing. Asha was white like virgin snow, and pretty black spots covered her entire shiny body. Her little muzzle and whiskers just attracted my hands. I needed to pet her so badly.
Vix, on her side, seemed to be experiencing the same joy with Savannah, a beautiful sand-colored cheetah carrying even more spots. Looking at those two rubber-covered animal girls joining their bodies in an unavoidable hug sent a nice shiver down my spine, particularly when Savannah slid her tongue under Vix's muzzle. It made my mouth water.
Asha had nice breasts too. I didn't ask for permission, but since this was my dream, I supposed she would be okay with it; I ran my hands on her boobs and squeezed them, just to feel them run away from my fingers. They were just slippery enough. That made her moan a little.
"Aaah! Clara. Can you do it again?"
"Yes. It's fun. Your chest is very warm and slippery."
"It feels amazing. Try my butt too!"
As I tried to grab her chest a few more times, my beautiful snow leopard gradually crawled over me, determined to put me in a position where her white butt would be too tempting to refuse. My back hit the flower petals, and her crotch dangerously approached my face. I could now feel her lazy tail rubbing over my belly, and even purposely sliding between my legs, making me even happier.
A quick glance at Vix and Savannah confirmed that those two were already too busy to care about what was happening to me. The cheetah was already very invested between Vix's legs, and the way Vix's ears twitched was a definite display of happiness.
What now? With Asha on top of me, her crotch almost above my mouth and my hands squeezing her firm rear, I wasn't too sure what she expected of me.
But thankfully, Savannah paused her work for a second to give me some guidance.
"You must lick Asha. You must!"
"Oh? Do I?"
"Yes. You must. She loves it."
"Okay."
I reached Asha's crotch zipper to expose her secret part, but to my surprise, there was none. It was just a very discreet and appealing rubber pussy, meshed perfectly with the rest of her body. It was as confusing as it was attractive.
Tentatively, I stuck out my tongue and pressed its tip between her two rubber lips. Warm, slippery... good. Very good. My hands reached her hip bones and held her in place while I pursued my exploration. It was like a real girl's crotch but with a latex taste. Even her little clit was there.
"Mmmm... Claraaa... AAAH!"
"Mmm..."
Yes. This dream was pretty good so far. And this hotel visit provided me with more than I had expected.
To be continued...
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"Clara? Clara?"
"Mmm... Vix? Are... are we still in India?"
"Come... The elevator is waiting for us again. We don't have much time left."
Tired and confused, I could feel Vix pulling on my arms, trying to get me off the bed. The room was all dark again, and Asha and Savannah weren't around anymore. The two hot catgirls had mysteriously vanished after our fun activity.
Still impersonating Oreo, I followed my fiery red fox friend to the magical box that would carry us to another strange bedroom.
The golden elevator's doors closed, Vix clung to my arm, and we were on our way to our next destination. It was blurry in my mind, but since we began visiting this unusual hotel, we've met Meeka, Asha, and Savannah. Because this was a weird dream, I was under the impression that I knew them, but it wasn't clear to me who they were exactly. For some reason, I couldn't help but think these rubbery creatures were part of my life, part of who I was. Maybe the next room we would visit would make it easier for me to understand what this dream was about.
My lazy eyes turned to the lights flashing at the top of the doors. It took a moment, but it finally stopped on a cute rabbit picture. The bell rang, and the doors separated once more, opening over a new location.
"Woah... Vix. Are we still at the hotel?"
"I don't know, Clara. I think so. But I like this. Come!"
Grass... A green grass field, extending for as far as the eyes could see. Vix pulled on my arm, forcing me to step out of the elevator. How could this be? The ground was soft and comfortable, the air smelled amazing, and the sun was just warm enough to heat our latex skin nicely. When I turned around to look at the elevator, it mystically turned to dust, like flour, and the light wind blew it away. I was pretty sure that wasn't normal, but this whole dream had no normality so far.
"Vix. There is nothing here. Just grass."
"I like it. Come!"
"Where to?"
"I don't know. This is a nice bedroom."
"It's not a bedroom. It's a grass field."
"We are in a hotel, remember? So this must be a bedroom. Look, I can lie down in the grass. It's springy like a mattress."
"Silly... It's not..."
Vix opened her arms and let herself fall backward. She oddly bounced on the grass, which I was pretty sure wasn't supposed to happen. I bent at my waist level and placed my two hands on the ground. It was indeed very squishy.
"Lie down with me, Clara. Look at the sky. It's so nice."
"The sky?"
I let myself fall on my side and moved next to Vix until my shoulder touched hers. With our hands resting on top of our bellies, we looked at the clouds populating the blue sky. Of course, doing so resulted in an unavoidable imagination trip.
"Oh, look Clara... That cloud over there. It looks like Lucy's Café."
"Ah, yes. The Cakes and Pets. I remember going there for the first time."
"I was the first pet you chose to spend time with."
"Haha. I remember, yes. I was very scared and thought you were the cutest."
"Yes. And you had a lot of trouble talking to us."
"..."
I sighed.
Vix was right. As the café shaped cloud slowly floated away, my eyes hooked to another fox-shaped one. I couldn't do anything other than think about the moment I went to the animal café for the first time.
My life back then was very sad. I was a little Clara working in a warehouse, packaging random items on behalf of a giant online company. Money was not something I had, and with the cost of living skyrocketing in the city, my life was going in a very wrong direction. I didn't have what it took to survive in this world...
Would I have survived?
Perhaps it was the reason why I did it, after all. On that morning, when I decided to go to the Cakes & Pets to see the animal girls, what had triggered this move? It wasn't like me to go on an adventure like this. I knew better... I thought I knew better. Better was to stay away from people as much as possible as they would only bring me suffering. If there was one thing that my parents had taught me, it was that there was no room for a failure like me in this society. So why did I do it? Did I instinctually react to my potential death? Probably not physical death, but certainly a mental death at the very least. All my doors were closed, no opportunities were offered to me, and I was running out of support. My destiny looked like a life of commuting over an hour each morning and night so that I had barely enough to feed myself. How long would it have lasted if my life hadn't taken a new direction?
So I did it. On that morning, a few days after I found that special café, I put on my only nice clothes, which were lower quality than what other people were wearing, and headed toward it with no intentions. My goal was to go to a café but not walk inside. I knew it would have been too hard. With my inability to communicate, there was no way I could walk in and even consider having fun. This was not a place for me.
Yet, something had pushed me to go there.
As I predicted, I wasn't strong enough to walk into it. I stood there on the walkway, in front of the door, paralyzed by fear and unable to change my life the slightest.
And then, Lucy. She opened the door and immediately captured me. At that specific moment, she took over my brain. I couldn't do anything on my own outside sleep and eat; even that was laborious. But Lucy, she didn't care about that. She took me under her wing and did all the work for me, at least until she forced me to enter the lounge where all the animal girls were.
There was no going back.
When they all approached me, overwhelmed me, touched me, something had changed. The pets understood me right away. They knew I couldn't talk and that their presence overpowered me. They understood I wasn't like them and something was very wrong with me. They understood everything right off the bat.
Back then, I didn't know why they were so good at understanding me, but it was a bit clearer today. Each of the pets went through difficult times or had been forced to support others. They knew what pain and joy were, what happiness and sadness were. They knew the emotions I carried inside my heart even though they didn't know about how violent they were.
And then, when I chose my first pet, the first person I've ever touched that way, it was Vix. The small fox girl was the most adorable person I had ever met, someone who wasn't a threat to me. Again, back then, I didn't know why, but it all made sense after I learned about her challenging past. Vix knew about suffering and had recognized it in me, and she knew that words were not what I needed; her hugs were.
Time had restarted to run differently after that day. I couldn't be more grateful for it. Here in the grass field, next to her, I really felt like she was one of my best friends.
"Vix, I love you so much."
"I love you very much too, Clara."
"Hey, what about me?"
Suddenly, a cute white rubber rabbit appeared just above our face, blocking our view of the clouds. The long springy ears mounted on top of a smiling face, a friendly face, were somewhat amusing.
"I'm Trixie. Can I lie down with you, Clara?"
"Yes... You can lie down Between Vix and me."
"Okay."
Pushing her way in, Trixie forced us apart and lay down between us. Because this was a dream, she came out of nowhere. With her back on the grass, she looked at the clouds with us, quickly identifying one of interest.
"Oh, guys. Look at that one. It's me! It's shaped like a white rabbit! That's the best cloud ever!"
"White rabbits are nice. Right, Clara?"
White rabbits. I remembered that after my first day with Vix at the café, I had spent some time with another pet, a white rabbit named Trixie. That one was something else.
Trixie was very different from Vix but was equally important to me, if not more. The reason was probably that she was the absolute opposite of who I was. Outgoing, bold, sexual, and very talkative. That last item on the list wasn't present when she was in costume, though. Trixie was also the first girl I brought home. Sure, Lucy had tricked me into this, but it had allowed me to see past my nose for once.
I could remember it very well. When we arrived home, I was terrified. I was convinced all Trixie wanted was to have sex, but it turned out that she was as capable of listening as she was capable of being excited. She taught me a big lesson about how not everybody wanted to hurt me. That night, she had let me read a book to her and helped me practice my speech without pressure and with some comforting hugs.
In the grass field, the white rabbit next to me... That was probably her, then.
"Oh, Trixie. Are you the Trixie I know?"
"That I am, Clara."
"I really like you."
"Hehe. Yes. I know."
"Why is your bedroom a grass field?"
"Because I'm a bunny."
"..."
"This is how I see life, Clara. It is like a grass field. It looks empty at first, but when you pay attention, it's filled with cool stuff and you can do whatever you want in it."
"Cool stuff?"
"Yes. Flowers, bees, wind, sun, clouds, and today, you and Vix even decided to visit too."
"True. There is a lot going on in your bedroom, Trixie."
"When life is a grass field, we can see very far too. The things that we would have missed in a dense forest are hard to miss here. When I saw you two from afar, it was an opportunity to spend time with my friends, so I came to see you."
I sat up and looked around me. Trixie was right. I could see very far, but I wasn't used to looking around like this. It was a bit dizzying at first. I could see animal girls here and there. Some were alone, others in small groups. The distance prevented me from seeing who they were, though. But Trixie must have heard my thoughts because she also sat up, and Vix too.
"See Clara... Over there is Asha and Savannah. Oh, there is Meeka too. You've met them before, right? Oreo is playing with Misti, and Accalia is relaxing that way; she likes spending time alone."
"But what does it mean, Trixie? Why are they so far away?"
"They are not far away, Clara. It just seems that way because of the grass field. Life is huge, and you have the opportunity to choose what you want to do without everybody needing to be right next to you at all times. If you want to go play with Oreo and Misti, Accalia doesn't need to know, right?"
"Mmm... But I like them all. They are all important to me. I don't want to do things with just a few of them. I'm not too sure I want life to be like a grass field then. It's not fun."
"Haha, Clara. You don't understand. When life is a grass field, you can choose to do things however you want."
"But, you said..."
"No, stand up and look again."
"..."
"Come on, Clara. Stand up. You too, Vix."
Trixie sprang to her feet and gave me her hand. I didn't know what she wanted from me, but her smile and bouncy ears were comforting. I knew I could trust her. Anyway, this was just a dream, so it wouldn't hurt to let her lead for a while. I pushed myself up to my feet but noticed something odd about the way I looked.
"Hey! How come I'm no longer Oreo? I was replacing her and..."
"I told you, Oreo is playing with Misti over there. You are Clara now. You don't need to replace her."
My civilian clothes were a bit boring. Even if I didn't want to be a pet full time, I didn't dislike wearing colorful costumes once in a while. Vix brushed the residual grass off my back with her paw, and then Trixie asked me an odd question.
"What do you want to do now, Clara?"
"Oh... I don't know."
"You want to go see Oreo?"
"Yes, but... I want to go see the others too."
"Well, you can't do that, so what are you going to do?"
"What do you mean? What do you want me to do? I can't choose."
"There is always a choice when your life is a grass field, Clara. Think about it... Think about what you really want and do"
"But... I'm confused... I don't know... This dream is complicated."
"Haha. No, it's not. Think, Clara. When this dream is over, what do you want to remember? What is the most important to you, and how can you make it happen here, in the grass field?"
I looked back and forth at Vix and Trixie. Both were smiling and relaxed. What did I want to remember about this dream? I wasn't too sure. Or was I?
"... My friends? I want to be with my friends."
"Okay, so...?"
"But not just one or two of them. I want to remember them all."
"Perfect. So, how are you going to do this then?"
"I don't know... If I go see one of them, I might lose the others and... and..."
I gasped.
My dream was confusing and hard to follow, but now there was something I wanted to do. An idea had just crossed my mind, but I wasn't sure it would work.
"What is it, Clara?"
"The grass field is like my life, right?"
"Yep."
"So, it's okay to stay where I am, for now, right?"
"It sure is."
"And if I want to have my friend around me... then..."
"You got it, Clara. You finally got it. You can do everything you want. Your life is yours to do whatever you want with. Do things the way you can."
"Haha. I'll try... Look! Look at me, okay?"
At first, before the café, I couldn't communicate.
I wasn't able to speak words to express what I really wanted. My friends really helped me. They supported me since the day I met them and never abandoned me. Gradually, I learned how to make full sentences, I learned to take my time and intelligently speak about things. It wasn't perfect, but I was making significant progress. Even at school, I started to talk to new people, to my teachers too. I learned to ask questions, to ask for help when something was too difficult for me.
But there was one thing I had never done so far, and this dream, MY dream, was the perfect place to try it.
SCREAM! SCREAM WHAT I WANTED OUT LOUD.
I took a few quick steps in a random direction and screamed what I really wanted in my life.
"HEY! GUYS! COME HERE! IT'S ME, CLARA!"
A bunch of small animal girls' heads turned to me as I unleashed my inner voice for the first time. I ran in the other direction and emptied my lungs again.
"GUUUYS! COME HERE! I WANT YOU TO COME HERE!"
Some of them began walking toward me, but one of them asked me a question with her little voice. I think it was Accalia.
"Why?"
"BECAUSE I WANT YOU HERE WITH ME? I LOVE YOU!"
"Ah, cool. I'm on my way then."
"I LOVE YOU ALL! YOU HAVE TO COME HERE!"
I kept running around Vix and Trixie, begging all my friends to join us. They all converged toward us, some faster than the others. It worked. This grass field was my life, and this was what I wanted. I wanted my friends with me here. I didn't want to chase them anymore, trying to follow one more than another. I made the choice that I wanted them all equally.
As they arrived and began to hug me, it really reminded me of the first day I visited the café when they all rushed to me in the lounge, and I had collapsed in fear. This was the same thing... The exact same thing... Little paws touching me, overwhelming me...
The only difference was that it was my choice. I had opened myself to them, allowing them to enter my life and join me. There was no fear anymore.
This was the only thing I wanted to remember about this super strange dream.
My name is Clara Fairfield, and I want my awesome friends to be part of my life forever!
***
Boom!
My cushy paws went to my forehead. I couldn't whine because of my gag, but it sure hurt. Vix saw me smashing my head on the capsule room ceiling after I woke up with a start, and now she was hugging me to make me feel better.
What a strange dream. That would teach me to fall asleep while wearing a pet costume.
But, despite my fractured skull, I felt somewhat amazing. It was as if my lungs had cleared up or something, and I was breathing fresh air for the first time. I tried to remember what I dreamt about, but it just wouldn't come back to me. So weird...
But something was different.
I crawled to the capsule door and pressed my paw on the unlock button until the mechanism disengaged, and I then slid the door open. Vix grabbed my leg, though, preventing me from escaping.
I turned to her and gesticulated something that made her freeze, and then she released my leg. Did I just manage to communicate something efficiently as a petgirl? I wasn't too sure how it happened, but it certainly felt good.
In a nutshell, Vix didn't want me to go out because she knew Lucy would be angry at us, but I told her that I wanted to go see my friends in the lounge and that she had to come with me.
I didn't know why, but I really needed to see my friends. All of them.
How I managed to tell her that without talking was a mystery, but it worked.
I crawled out of the capsule and helped Vix out as well. We headed to the staircase and carefully climbed it down, holding the railing to make sure not to fall. Lucy was about to scold us, so risking extra reprimands because we damaged our costumes was not worth it.
It didn't take long for us to get caught. Lucy was at the reception desk, filling some paperwork as usual. Her stare said everything, but she used words anyway.
"What in the world? I told you two to stay in the capsule room. I'll go get you later."
Vix was about to turn around, not feeling like defying Lucy today, but I boldly walked to the desk and started waving my arms. I didn't want to stay in the capsule room today. I wanted to be with the other pets.
"Clara? What got into you? What do you want?"
I pointed at the lounge door,
"I said, no. You two caused a big cake accident, and I don't want any more trouble today."
Of course, Lucy was strong-willed, and there wasn't much I could do about that. But when a client opened the door to exit the café, a convenient opportunity, I rushed to it and sneaked into the lounge illegally. Vix followed me.
That's what I wanted, and the consequences couldn't be that bad. I barely had time to hear Lucy yelling at us before the door slammed close behind us. For some reason, having been so bold and causing trouble for Lucy made me feel like a real pet.
I stood in the middle of the lounge, with Vix at my side, and it only took a few seconds for all the other pets to converge toward us to give us hugs. It felt so good. My place was definitely here, at the café, pet costume or not.
It had something to do with this weird dream. I was proud of myself, but I could sense that the other pets were proud of me too. I had no idea why. Could it be because I had made a clear statement about what I wanted?
***
A bit later that day, I ended up in the costume room with Lucy, who was helping me take off my Oreo costume. Obviously, she didn't forget about what I had done earlier.
"Well, Clara. You were the last one I expected to cause trouble like this. Usually, you are a model pet."
"I'm... sorry."
"No, you are not. Hehe. I don't know what happened to you in that capsule room, and frankly, I don't want to know, but you look different today."
"..."
I didn't know either.
"So, are you going back to the penthouse to see Oreo, now?"
"Yes."
"How are things going between the two of you, Clara?"
"... Well. Very well. I love her a lot."
"Oh, I bet. Oreo is an amazing girl. She is struggling to integrate this crazy society, a bit like you at first, but even if she doesn't talk a lot and doesn't show much emotion, I know she is very happy with you."
"Yes?"
"Yes. Very much so. I can tell."
Lucy pulled on my feet, popping them out of their rubbery sockets, and I wrapped a towel around my torso. I was human again.
"And how is school going, Clara?"
"Oh, it's fun."
"Fun? So you like finance that much?"
"I think so. I'm good with numbers, apparently."
"That's because you work hard. That's a good thing."



"It doesn't feel like work."
"Haha. Good, because that's how you need to feel when you'll take over the ownership of the café. Or else the financial paperwork will drive you nuts."
"..."
What did Lucy say? Me taking over the café? Didn't she remember what happened when she put me in charge for half a day? Elizabeth had to rescue me. And, we had never discussed this? I didn't think I was qualified to run her café and do all the important paperwork she always did.
I started trembling a little.
"... W... when?"
"What do you mean when?"
"When do I have to run the café? Like... tomorrow?"
"Tomo... NO! Clara! You are nowhere near ready to run a café. First of all, you need to finish school. Then, you'll need experience. And then..."
As Lucy enumerated all her points explaining what I already knew, I felt a bit of happiness coursing through my veins.
Today I felt ready. I wouldn't know what to do at all to order the cakes and food, manage the pets' schedule, pay the mortgage, and all... No, I was really not qualified...
But I was ready to learn and give it a go.
This little sensation in my chest felt good. This little bright light flashing inside my rib cage, the one indicating that something positive was going on in my life; it felt good.
It felt like I had a future ahead of me.
After dressing up, I said goodbye to Lucy and headed downstairs. I looked through the lounge door window, and a bunch of paws waved goodbye at me. I returned the waves before exiting the café on my own.
It was a bit cold tonight, so I wrapped my scarf around my neck and began walking. There were even some snowflakes slowly falling from the frozen sky. It reminded me of last year, when all the pets and Lucy did this charity event and took pictures with people in exchange for money. We would do it again this year, and I was looking forward to it. Christmas was only a month away, after all. It would also be Kitty's first time doing that. She said she would come too, which was good because her amazing cheetah costume was a very popular one these days.
I couldn't wait to see my girlfriend again, Oreo. She caught a little cold and was resting at the pethouse. I loved her very much, but I didn't feel that I was in a hurry to get home tonight. It wasn't that I didn't want to see her, it was simply that I knew she would be there for me when I arrived.
Since this weird dream I had earlier today, something has changed inside of me. I wish I could remember what it was about, but at the same time, did it really matter? This slight excess of self-confidence I had might be temporary or permanent, who knew, but it certainly taught me how to feel good and relaxed for once.
On my way home, I stopped by a small bakery and bought a giant pretzel. Usually, it was Trixie who was doing these kinds of things, but this time, I felt like there was nothing wrong with enjoying life a bit more without worrying about what people would think of me.
"There you go. That will be 3.50$"
"Thanks so much. You can keep the change."
"Oh, thank you. Have a good night."
What a difference.
When I thought about it, before I met the pets, I couldn't even have ordered a coffee by myself. Now, I could order a pretzel, feeling like a normal human being. Where did I learn how to do that? When did I learn how to do that?
It was a good day.
When I arrived at the big insurance building and squeezed myself through the heavy glass door, I knew I wasn't too far from home, from love. The security guard quickly ignored me when I lowered my scarf, which was good because they still scared me, and I engulfed myself in the elevator.
A golden elevator... It felt strangely familiar, but I wasn't too sure why.
I swiped my card on the reader and pressed the P button. How lucky was I to live in a penthouse without having to pay any rent? I knew this wasn't normal, and Lucy made sure we didn't forget that we were spoiled, so I was very cautious not to abuse any of the special privileges I had.
When the elevator doors slid open, I headed to the big double wooden doors leading to the pethouse, scanned my pass, and pushed one open with my shoulder.
There she was, sitting on the big leather couch, watching a TV show by herself.
"Oreo! I'm home."
"Hi Clara. How did it go?"
"Good. But Vix and I got scolded because we destroyed a cake."
"Haha. It happens."
I went to the living room and sat on the couch next to her. Oreo was wrapped in a large blanket that she opened to let me in. Now well cocooned next to my girlfriend, I felt complete again.
"What are you watching?"
"Just a drama. I like it."
"What is it about?"
"I don't know. It just started."
"Okay. We will find out together."
"Yes."
"Oreo?"
"Yes?"
"I love you."
"I love you too, Clara."
Life didn't have to be complicated.
Actually, life was pretty simple. We just liked to make it complicated.
The next time I would feel that everything is going wrong in my life, I will always remember that time I decided to walk to this café and stand in front of the door like a leek.
That was all it took.
It was the only effort I had to put in for my life to turn around.
The next time my life doesn't go in a good direction, I will remember this.
Our life is like a grass field.
The end.
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Crash!
"You stupid MORON!"
"Go to hell, Sophie! Why are you even here!? To walk your mentally disabled ponies?"
"To kick your butt, Britt the turd!"
"Eat my dust, mole face!"
This last qualification race couldn't have started any differently. Brittany, Hemlock, and Nightshade got gate number one, and Sophie, Morning Star, and Moonlight got gate number two. As soon as the race started, the two carts slammed violently into each other without causing any serious damage. It had to look like an accident, or else both teams risked disqualification.
Of course, Brittany had instigated the contact because she had a perfect reason to do so. Her team was already qualified for the Triple Crown races, and today's race would only determine what gate number she would get during the three events, which wasn't that big of a deal. However, in Sophie's case, if they wanted to have a chance to be part of the Triple Crown, thanks to their average performances so far, they would have to finish fifth today, or their dream of saving Penny's stable would be over. So, obviously, it was only fair that Brittany wouldn't help them with their quest.
Being the least experienced pony, Moonlight had lost her cool and immediately fell out of sync, distracted by the word war between the two anger-filled drivers. While Brittany followed the pack with her focused pink ponies, Sophie's team quickly fell behind.
"Moonlight! Focus! Forget about them! Follow Morning Star! Remember what I taught you."
The young pony wasn't a veteran by any stretch of the imagination, but she had made outstanding progress since her little trip in the desert and her improbable rescue. After what Tiantang Zhi Ma had put her through, she was left with the impression that she could achieve anything, including learning. Even though it was very late in the game, Sophie had trained her relentlessly between each exhibition race to bring her to a more professional level.
Like a sponge, Moonlight had absorbed every fluid ounce of knowledge that Sophie had made her drink without arguing a single time. She had placed all her trust in her trainer and her racing companion, Morning Star. She had fully accepted her absence of racing knowledge and that her body would be used as a machine in any way Sophie would see fit.
It was no longer about herself. It was all about the reason she had been lent to Penny's stable, winning for a cause bigger than herself.
After the humiliating performance of their first exhibition race, and after Penny had miraculously convinced the board to let them run again, things only went uphill. Sophie and her two ponies had finished last in the two next races but ran with the pack all the way to the end. And then they finished third, fourth, fifth, and third again, which was consistent enough to accumulate enough points to be eligible for the final three Triple Crown races, the one that counted the most.
But today, they were in trouble very early in the race, which wasn't part of the game plan. There wasn't a single weak team ahead of them, and catching up after falling behind so soon was almost impossible, particularly because they would have to pass all the other ponygirls from the outside lane.
Yet, Moonlight got back into it and resynced her hooves with Morning Star's, which allowed the team to regain its cruising speed.
"Good! Good! Moon! You got it! We are not dead yet!"
Thanks to the 3000 meters race, there was still plenty of time to attempt catching up. And since that giant single lap race was extremely demanding, it was certainly possible that some of the teams would suddenly drop behind because they had tried too hard too early and exhausted their athletic legs.
Still, they were in trouble. Being this far behind so early in the race meant that, overall, it would take a lot more energy if they wanted to finish fifth and qualify for the Triple Crown.
As they entered the first long turn, things didn't seem too bright.
"Crap! They are all so good. I hope you had a good breakfast this morning because we will need to make an early sprint. I know you want to go faster right now but don't. Keep that pace, Morning Star. Moon, conserve as much energy as you can. It's going to be a tough one. I'm counting on you."
It was a surreal experience, such a dramatic moment, and they felt like they were alone on the track. The others were too far ahead to be heard, and it didn't feel like they were competing in the same race.
As they exited the first turn, Sophie observed what was going on with the other teams. The leading ponies began to slow down as they had engaged in a useless early battle for the railing. That was one team they would potentially manage to beat, placing them in the seventh position. Then there was the last team who actually seemed to have a very bad day. Their two ponies seemed nervous, and they, too, needed to finish in the fifth position to qualify for the Triple Crown races. It seemed that the pressure was too high and that their ponies were struggling to keep their emotions at bay. Sometimes wanting something too much could bring the opposite result. If Sophie managed to beat those as well, then she would be in the sixth position.
She only had one more team to identify in order to implement a final strategy. But while using her expert eyes to analyze the remaining racers, she noticed something bad... really bad. Something that made her blood boil.
"That creature of hell! I'm SO going to punch her in the face!"
It was as shocking as it was unsurprising. Brittany and her pink ponies were locking the fifth position, the one Sophie needed. On purpose, she slowed down the team in the sixth and seventh positions to create a gap with the teams in fourth and up. Since Brittany was already qualified, it was understandable that she wouldn't push her ponies too hard, but doing what she was doing was totally to prevent Sophie from qualifying.
Hemlock and Nightshade were the strongest competitors on that track. As soon as Sophie would get close to them, which would be toward the end of the race, Brittany would push hard to prevent Penny's stable from achieving their mandatory objective. This scheme was motivated only by hatred and vindictiveness.
But it was fair.
It was a competition. Without fully realizing it, Sophie and Brittany had provided each other with those ridiculous challenges founded on ill intentions during all their careers. Doing this over and over, increasingly intensively, had made them better. Much better. It made them the best. Nobody raced for a medal. Nobody raced for a trophy. Outside the necessity of making money, nobody ran for that either.
A true race had no relationship with the final prize or a position number. It was all about the challenger and the will to beat it. No. It was only about reaching deep down to find the strength to achieve the unachievable and accept a rational challenge.
And this one was exactly that, a real challenge. Brittany may have been the rough driver on the track, but she wasn't stupid. She knew very well that Sophie would quickly discover what she was doing and understand that there was no way around it. This confrontation had to take place, no matter what.
"Star, Moon. Forget about the race. We are going to beat Brittany and her slut ponies! You got me?"
Not too sure about the why of this sudden statement, Morning Star and Moonlight briefly looked at each other and nodded. Moonlight thought it was actually simpler that way, no matter what the reason for this decision was. She knew Sophie had a strategy, and it was as easy as listening to what she wanted. Doing so should be enough to provide a good winning chance.
Sophie passed the team in the seventh position as if they were nothing more than an invisible enemy and then shared her plan.
"Listen... We are going to trick them. When I say go, you will sprint, but no more than ninety percent of what you can do. That should be enough to throw them off balance, and at the very end, you'll give all you've got to surprise them. We only have one shot at this, so be patient and don't mess up."
Neigh!
The long straight line leading to the second long turn was long. As expected, the cart in the first position had slowed down and headed toward the end of the pack, but it was inconsequential. Brittany still firmly locked the fifth position and wouldn't change her strategy in a lifetime. Keeping her ponies fresh, she allowed Sophie to get closer, but not too close. They were not at an insulting range just yet. She hugged the railing as she had no intention of letting Sophie take the inner corridor. Every little thing she could do to exhaust her enemies would have to be applied. There was a risk in allowing Sophie to get closer to achieve an ultimate humiliation, but she was not a fool either. Brittany knew very well how strong Morning Star could be and how much potential the elusive Moonlight had. Were they stronger than Hemlock and Nightshade together? That was unlikely, but it was still worth considering in terms of risk management.
Halfway in the last turn, Sophie unleashed her ponies, hoping that they would remember what she had asked from them. On purpose, clearly wanting Brittany to hear her, she yelled as loud as she could to make her react to her trap.
"GO GO GO! MORNING STAR! MOONLIGHT! GIVE ALL YOU'VE GOT! LET'S BEAT THAT STUPID TEAM!"
Right away, Sophie noticed Brittany turning her head to see if that early sprint was really happening or if it was just some bait, and then yelled at her ponies in return once she had confirmed that the threat was serious.
"YAAA! HEMLOCK, NIGHTSHADE! GAME ON!"
Using her head start, Penny's team rapidly reached Stardust's team. They weren't side by side just yet, but now they were definitely within insulting range.
"Die, Sophie! Die! You'll lose your job, and we are going to purchase Morning Star so we can send her to the slaughter plant!"
"Shut up, Britt the turd! Maybe you should get breast implants like your ponies. At least you'd get something interesting to look at."
"I can't wait for Penny to go bankrupt. You can feast on her cold corpse when this is over."
Being insulted was one thing, but Sophie never liked it much when Brittany attacked Penny. She couldn't help but swing her riding crop at her rude opponent, missing her face by only one inch.
"Hey! I'll hit you with my crop, too! See if you like it, you imbecile."
Brittany responded by trying to hit Sophie in return, which quickly turned into a highly unusual fencing cross-carts competition.
A riding crop wasn't a toy. It hurt a lot. Hitting each other on the arms like this was going to leave some nasty bruises.
Meanwhile, the ponies in both teams understood that they no longer had a driver to rely on. Perhaps Sophie and Brittany had taken their feud a bit too far this time. Fortunately, they had all they needed in terms of instruction to finish the race unassisted.
Now wheel against wheel, the two carts were almost touching. Not wholly clueless, Hemlock and Nightshade understood that their opponents were not giving their all just yet. It was suspicious at best. Unfortunately, ponygirls wore bits, and it was impossible to relay that information to Brittany, who was too busy hitting and getting hit anyway.
Neigh!
With the finish line quickly approaching, Nightshade signaled her partner that it was time to finish this at full speed before getting fooled by a deceiving team.
Neigh!
And Morning Star saw that coming from a mile away and did the same.
There was nobody else on the track anymore. There were only two teams, and the only objective was to beat each other.
Nightshade gave her all. Hemlock gave her all. Morning Star gave her all. Moonlight...
Moonlight just followed casually.
Inexperienced, she trusted her partner to do the right thing.
But she just followed casually.
She stayed in sync with Morning Star, who clearly knew what she was doing.
But still... she just followed casually.
There was no reason not to win this. Why was this supposed to be that hard? It wasn't. What was hard was to hold back and keep the strategy alive. Sure, Moonlight had experienced firsthand what would happen if she didn't obey.
But...
What if, just for once, she just took the lead, just to unleash her real power a little.
Today seemed like a good day to try something like this. Sophie was busy whacking her friend, Morning Star was clearly at her maximum speed, which seemed unimpressive today. So... why not? She only had to let her team know of her intention, and perhaps they could win this. What was there to lose? The pink team was already slightly ahead of them, and the finish line was so close.
NEEEEEEIGH!
Whatever would happen next would happen. Moonlight had committed and screamed through her bit, something she had never done before. It would be up to everybody else to adapt to her for once.
This behavior was so shocking and wild that the two drivers stopped fighting for a second.
"What the..."
Sophie sank into her seat, and Morning Star almost tripped. She rapidly increased her pace to avoid crashing, which was only possible because it felt like she was running on an air cushion. Moonlight was the one pulling all the cart's weight.
It only took a few strides for Sophie's team to jump in ahead of Brittany's team and cross the finish line in a solid fifth position, puzzling everyone who had remotely paid attention, including a roaring crowd who had undoubtedly appreciated the heroic move.
Without clear instructions, the two teams stopped next to each other, ponies panting and drivers angrier than ever. It would have been better to separate those two, but with wrists cuffed to their waist, it was not in the ponies' power to do so. Morning Star just figured that, as usual, they would sort things out themselves, so she just jogged in place with Moonlight, happy to have officially qualified for the Triple Crown.
But on the drivers' side, it got ugly. Both Sophie and Brittany were covered in bruises due to the intense crop whipping, and the latter jumped from her cart to Sophie's and started punching her, which only motivated Sophie to return the aggression in the same ungraceful manner.
"DIE!"
"NO! YOU DIE MORE!"
***
"WHAT!?"
"I said no. You stay in jail. You are no use to me anyway because you got suspended until further notice by the Triple Crown committee."
"STARDUST! You can't do that to me! Who will drive Hemlock and Nightshade!?"
"In any case, not you. I'll figure it out. You are off the team until we sort that out, Brittany. Your behavior was beyond disgraceful!"
"DISGRACEFUL!? IT WAS SOPHIE'S FAULT! She hit me with her riding crop!"
"After you slammed your cart into hers intentionally."
"Pfff... She just had to stay behind us."
"That's not how it works. There are rules, and you broke them. I can consider myself lucky that they didn't suspend Hemlock and Nightshade as well. Anyway, the sheriff put you in jail for potential assault, so that is quite something. They think this was beyond the context of a sporting event. You can't say you didn't cross the line this time."
Indeed, it was quite something. Racing in front of thousands of spectators in a race broadcasted on national TV came with the disadvantage of not being able to pretend bad things didn't happen. Not only Brittany got suspended, but on top of that, the police were waiting for her outside the race track. They had determined that she presented a danger to society and would put her in jail at the local police station until they finished investigating the case. A furious Stardust had, obviously, refused to bail her out.
On the opposite side of the same jail cell, hugging her knees in the far corner of the bed, was Sophie, smirking.
"Ah! Stardust, you are the owner of one fine stable. Maybe you need a new driver!"
"SEE! SEE! SHE IS A BITCH!"
Brittany didn't like Sophie.
"Calm down, Brittany. And you, Sophie. Penny actually gave me a message for you."
"She... she is not coming?"
"No. She said she had better things to do. She was beyond disappointed. So you are going to stay here overnight as well."
"WHAT? That's not fair! Brittany started it all."
"ENOUGH! You two, you are sick in your head. You are going to stay in that cell until further notice. And too bad for you, that is the only one they have in this little town, so you have to share it. And if you dare pick another fistfight, that's going to make your life much worse. So think hard about it before you punch each other again."
At least there were two beds, so Brittany returned to hers, and similar to what Sophie was doing, she hugged her knees. They both had messed up big time, and they knew it. But Stardust's little speech was also painful to endure.
Sophie and Brittany stuck together in a jail cell; that was not something anybody could have predicted when the rooster crowed this morning.
***
"What are we supposed to do without Sophie, Penny? We are screwed!"
"Maybe, but she deserves it. She will stay in jail to reflect on her actions. She and Brittany's lack of sportsmanship today exceeded anything I've seen in my long life, and God only knows how many things I've seen. It is unacceptable, and it's important that she learns something out of it. Anyway, there is nothing we can do while the police are reviewing their case."
"But, we can't race without her!"
"Have you lost the use of your legs, Morning Star?"
"..."
"And you, Moonlight? Do you think it's over too?"
"Oh, I don't know. I don't know much about pony stuff."
"Right. You only know about stealing cookies and getting lost in deserts. Yet, you managed to win today's race without Sophie telling you what to do. I saw everything, you know."
"..."
Penny had indeed not missed a thing. Left to themselves, the ponies from both teams had to make a judgment call and execute their instinctive plan without any direct command from their busy driver. And right before the finish line, Moonlight had even allowed herself to unleash some of her hidden power.
"Star, we will find you a temporary driver until Sophie's situation is sorted out. We made it to the Triple Crown, and we are not going to abandon now."
"... But, Penny. We don't know anybody as good as Sophie."
"Oh, I know one, but she is in jail too."
"I don't want Brittany to be our driver. She is strange. And Sophie said I would get bacterias if I got too close to her."
"She won't. I have a couple of people in mind. Let me make a few phone calls. We will see if I can convince one of them to help."
***
"What are we supposed to do without Brittany, Stardust? We are screwed."
"Well, too bad, Hemlock. Her behavior was unacceptable, so Penny and I agreed to let them simmer in jail for a while. I've never seen such behavior in my entire life. Anyway, they are suspended, so we need a contingency plan anyway."
"What plan? Only Brittany can make us win. There are no other drivers as good as her."
"Well, you have to accept it, Hemlock. But leave that to me. I know just who to call, and you'll have to love it because it's not an option."
"Who is it?"
"You'll see when she gets here."
***
"So, are you proud of yourself now?"
"Don't talk to me, Brittany. We know whose fault this is."
"Yes, yours."
"MINE!? You slammed your cart into mine not even twenty meters after the beginning of the race, and then you tried to block us on purpose out of evilness."
"Grow up. It happens. It's racing."
"Yeah, it only happens when you are next to me."
There was not a lot of common ground between Brittany and Sophie. Being stuck together in a cramped cell of a small police regional station felt like being in a room full of poisonous snakes, just worse. Both drivers were sitting on their respective beds, hugging their knees and hating their life. All the bruises they inflicted on each other while whipping the hell out of each other with riding crops weren't making things any better.



But the physical pain wasn't the worst thing. Based on what Stardust said earlier, both Penny and she agreed not to lift a finger to help them. Despite blaming each other for this humiliating fiasco, Sophie and Brittany knew they had messed up big time inside their hearts.
On her side, Sophie had lost her cool like never before, and the consequences of her bad behavior were way too heavy to carry. Because of her, the chances for Penny's stable to win the Triple Crown were pretty much zero, and Penny would have to sell everything. What would happen then? She would lose her job, but who would hire her back knowing she had caused such a disaster? The answer was simple, nobody. And what about Morning Star and Moonlight? Morning Star wasn't that complicated as she just loved to run and win. It wouldn't be too hard to find a different stable to continue her career happily. But what about Moonlight? She had Tiantang who would take care of her, but since she wasn't too much into pony racing, there was no telling what a Triple Crown humiliation would do to her. Only a week ago, the young girl had abandoned everything before miraculously coming back in the oddest of ways. She could do it again. Despite how physically strong she was, Moonlight's heart hosted a certain fragility.
For Brittany, things weren't much brighter. Training Hemlock and Nightshade was the only good thing she had going in her life, so being unable to do that was depressing. But in her case, there was more. After being banned from the Super Cup circuit, the last thing she needed was to receive the same treatment on the Triple Crown one. If she were to get evicted from that one as well, her career as a driver would be truly over. What Stardust thought of her was not important. Only Hemlock and Nightshade mattered, and maybe Cassy a little bit because she had never been a bitch around her.
Staring at each other from across the cell, the two girls didn't know how to behave. If they were to open their mouths again, it would be to fire some more insults, which would quickly escalate again. As Stardust said, picking a fight at the police station wouldn't do them much good.
Yet, Brittany risked a question, this time with less ill intention. Despite the drama following the race, one very specific thought had not left her brain since.
"So... How did she do that?"
"Uh? What are you talking about?"
"Moonlight. How did she manage to pass us at the last second like this?"
"Because your team sucks, Brittany."
"You are an imbecile!"
This time, Brittany wasn't wrong. As soon as Sophie replied to the legitimate question with an insult, she kind of felt guilty. She, too, had asked herself the same question, after all. Her desperate strategy had failed, and they were not supposed to win the duel. Hemlock and Nightshade were extremely strong, and what had happened in the end wasn't normal. Moonlight had taken on herself to win... somehow.
"I don't know."
"... You don't know? Isn't Moonlight your ponygirl?"
"Yeah, kind of. But I don't know her much... She is the less typical racer I've ever met. She is not supposed to do what she does."
"I know..."
"You know?"
"Yes. I was present during her first race when she rammed the gate."
"That was embarrassing."
"Yeah, but who cares. She won her second race even if you held her back like crazy."
"So, you saw all that from the stands, Brittany? You might be more intelligent than I thought, after all."
"I know my shit."
Who would have thought that two enemies would have made peace just long enough to appreciate their professional skills? It wouldn't fix anything between the two of them, but at least they had something other than hate to discuss while waiting for the sheriff to work on their case. Where was he anyway?
But Brittany's question remained unanswered. They had performed an observation of the young ponygirl that had explained nothing, and it was kind of hard to leave it at that. So Sophie dropped a single word, the one that would summarize Moonlight the best.
"Seven."
"Uh? Seven?"
"Yeah... Seven..."
"Did I punch you too hard, or are you going to tell me what it means?"
"... Blocks. Seven blocks."
"Ah! Hemlock did that too."
"She did a full lap of the paddock while pulling seven concrete blocks."
"..."
That was enough to catch Brittany's attention. During a charity event, Hemlock had pulled a sled with seven concrete blocks on a short distance, a few meters, but it had been considered an exceptional feat of strength, and it had required such intense training, something a rookie would never have been able to achieve. So if Sophie was telling the truth and Moonlight had really dragged a sled with seven blocks around a standard-sized paddock, it only meant one thing.
"That's not possible, Sophie, and you know it."
"She did it. Morning Star was there too and saw everything."
"..."
"She is strong, Britt. Impossibly strong."
"I knew she was... but... if this is true... It would mean that..."
"... yeah. Exactly... If Moonlight awakens, Morning Star and Hemlock will never win another race again."
"..."
***
"Moonlight, Morning Star. Meet your new driver."
Penny had given a few tasks to keep her ponygirls occupied. Since Sophie wasn't around, a lot of work wasn't getting done. At least Penny was taking care of their food because it would have been a catastrophe. Morning Star, who probably didn't even know what a spatula was, wouldn't have known where to start with cooking.
As they were in the process of replacing the hay in their stalls, Penny arrived with a guest... a rather familiar one.
"IVORY!?"
"Hello, Morning Star! Hello, Moonlight!"
It wasn't possible. Sure, Ivory was small and light, a perfect driver weight, and yes, she had a lot of experience in teamwork, but she wasn't a driver. She was a ponygirl too... A SHOW ponygirl who knew nothing about racing.
"But, Penny... Ivory can't be our driver."
"You don't like her?"
"I do like her, but she is not a driver."
"That's exactly why I asked her to be your driver."
"... I don't understand."
Morning Star scratched the back of her head. She didn't want to insult Ivory, but even she probably knew that she wasn't qualified for this job. An inexperienced driver at the Triple Crown? It would be nothing less than suicide.
"Calm down, Star. I picked her because she is small and she knows you. She doesn't need to know about driving because you are going to do all the work for her."
"..."
"Is that a problem?"
"YES! I'm... I'm a pony! I can't manage a race. Sophie is the one who watches the other teams and decides on a strategy to win. I... I can't do that. I'm too busy running."
"Good, because that's all you'll have to do."
"Uh? Moonlight! Tell Penny she is wrong... I... I can't do Sophie's job!"
"Mmm... I don't know, Star. I know nothing about pony stuff. I mean, we did decide to sprint during the last race because Sophie was too busy trying to decapitate Brittany."
"That wasn't the same. It was the end of the race. We always sprint at the end of the race."
It was definitely a bad idea. Morning Star's reasoning wasn't flawed. A ponygirl was a ponygirl, and a driver was a driver. Once her bit was in her mouth, she was trained not to think and only focus on running and breathing. What Penny proposed was insanity.
Ivory cutely walked to Morning Star and wrapped her arms around her waist, pressing her cheek on her chest.
"Star, you are amaaazing! You'll win everything!"
"That's not the point, Ivory. You don't understand. I can't come up with racing strategies as Sophie does."
This time, Penny put an end to this arguing.
"Star, stop."
"But..."
"Stop panicking and listen."
"..."
"Do you know how to run?"
"Well... yes..."
"Do you know how to sprint?"
"I do, but..."
"That's all you have to do then. There won't be any strategies until Sophie comes back. You'll run, and when you feel it's time, you'll sprint."
"Racing... without strategy?"
"Yes. No strategy is better than a poor strategy. If I were to get you another driver, they would try things that will throw you off balance. We don't have time to teach you a new style. So Ivory is going to sit in that cart, and you are going to run and sprint. End of discussion."
"..."
"And you Moonlight, any objection?"
"No. I'll just follow what Morning Star is doing."
"Good. Come on, Ivory. I'll show you how to attach the cart to their harness. You'll have to do it by yourself on race day."
"Yay! I'm going to learn how to tie up Morning Star! Can I wear a small helmet like Sophie?"
"Yes. It's mandatory."
"Oh? Is racing that dangerous?"
"Yes. Very."
***
"Mmmph!"
"Cassy! You are always so delicious."
"Mmm!"
With a bit between her teeth, Cassy rested on her haystack, fully dressed as a pony. In her case, that included that fantastic green suit with open boobs that Brittany had carefully selected for her. Her restraints were also the reason why she couldn't do anything but moan at the moment. Hemlock and Nightshade laid next to her and had been nibbling on her tits for a while now. What had happened earlier was very dramatic, but for the two elite ponies, it was not a reason to stop having sex with their favorite helper.
While Nightshade rubbed Cassy's firm belly, Hemlock fingered her to keep her in that beautiful state of excitement. With her hands attached to her waist, there was nothing Cassy could do to stop them, but since her role was to keep the ponies happy, she had no issues enduring this pleasant treatment.
When Stardust purchased Paul's stable and invited Cassy to be part of the adventure as general help, she had not expected to be transformed into a sexual distraction. It was far better than just carrying water buckets all day and doing boring paperwork. To be treated and pushed like this at any time of day and night made her so incredibly happy. Why didn't this happen earlier in her life? She would have dropped her unsuccessful racing career way earlier if she had known that she could have made people happy this way.
"MMMPH!"
"Oooh! Cassy came hard again. We are getting good at it."
"Yes, and it was my left hand too."
"Let me try with my tongue."
"MMPH!"
It was always the same. Hemlock and Nightshade totally disregarded the fact that she may have needed a break, and that was the best part. Every time she felt like she was done, those two found a way to push her over the edge again. At that relentless pace, her mind would become blank, and she would turn into a mere orgasming body with no trace of humanity left.
May this day arrive sooner rather than later.
As Nightshade buried her face in Cassy's crotch, a repulsed voice interrupted everything.
"EEEWWW! WHAT IS THIS!?"
Everybody turned to the door and saw the most improbable person ever standing next to Stardust.
"XIUYING?"
"Yes! But what in the world are you doing!? Since when are orgies in stables allowed? Grooosss!"
"Oh, it's not an orgy. Hemlock and I are a couple."
"Then why did you have your face buried in this girl's crotch?"
"Oh! That's Cassy. She is our helper. We just use her for sex. Hemlock and I love it. We can do everything we want with her. Stardust said so."
Xiuying stared at Stardust for a moment, and the latter simply shrugged before returning to a more serious topic.
"Hemlock, Nightshade. Xiuying accepted to be your replacement driver."
"But, she hates us..."
"She doesn't hate you. She hates Brittany."
"Mmm... But she is not Brittany."
"Obviously not, but she is very talented and will do a great job until Brittany comes back."
"Only Brittany knows how to lace my boots the way I like."
"Hemlock, you don't have a choice."
"Aww... Okay."
Of course, Xiuying wasn't Brittany, but for Stardust, having managed to pull that one off was the best thing that could have happened. There were only three drivers on the circuit that stood out, and Xiuying was one of them. Since there weren't any Super Cup races at the moment, the Asian driver had accepted the contract. She didn't come cheap, but Stardust was willing to spend what she had to in order to give her ponies an opportunity to succeed.
That said, she would demand a good return for her money.
"Alright, you two. Get up and go train right now. You have some chemistry to build with Xiuying, and there is not a lot of time left before the first Triple Crown race."
"Okay. We will finish playing with Cassy, and we will go run."
"No, now. You've played enough with her already."
"She only came twice... We wanted to try another way of..."
"I said, now!"
"Aww. Okay, okay!"
Pinching Cassy's naked nipples one last time, the two pink ponies stood up and exited the stall, passing by Xiuying, who was seriously scratching her head. She knew these two pink ponies were sexual in nature, but that was something else. She just followed them silently. Perhaps some racing would help her erase what she saw from her memory.
Stardust also followed them to return to the house. On her way out, she told her helper to get off her butt.
"Cassy, now that you are done playing, I want you to go back to the house. I need you to prepare their food."
"Mmmph!"
What Stardust had not noticed before leaving was that Cassy's bridle was attached to the wall ring. With her hands fastened to her waist, there was no way she would be able to go anywhere anytime soon. She just let herself fall back in the hay. At some point, someone would probably notice she was missing and come back to free her.
***
"Aaah! You are going so fast!"
"..."
"It's so scary!"
"..."
The good news was that Ivory had learned how to use the racing gears very quickly, which was not too surprising since she was also a ponygirl who dressed up by herself every single day, but the less good news was that she wasn't remotely used or comfortable with the inhuman speed they were going on the track.
Ivory's role was supposed to be simple. Sit in the cart, learn to make the ponies go left and right, and that was it. As Penny explained, there would be no race management, no strategy, no nothing. Perhaps small words of encouragement would be good as well. But right now, the only thing that came out of Ivory's mouth was terror.
The white show pony knew that Morning Star and Moonlight were very strong, but she did not expect their full speed to feel like this. There was no comfort as the cart rattled violently on the poorly groomed practice track, it was much harder than she thought it would be to keep balance on the small seat, and little rocks and dust flew left and right, threatening her cute face.
For a little show pony used to looking pretty, this was far from a relaxing experience.
Morning Star and Moonlight had enough of the high pitch screams, so they stopped on the side of the track to give Ivory and their ears a break.
Ivory climbed down the cart and used her wobbly legs to reach Morning Star and give her another big hug.
"Aaaah! It's going to be so hard! I didn't think it would be like that."
"Mmm..."
"Oh, right. Your bit."
Using her little fingers, Ivory untied and removed the bits from the two panting ponies.
"There you go. You did so well, Morning Star! You are amazing."
"We didn't do well at all."
"No?"
"We couldn't go too fast because you were screaming too much. It hurt our ears."
"Oh, but that was scary. You were going so fast."
"We didn't even sprint."
"What? You can go even faster than this!?"
"Yes. Much."
"Awww... I'm sorry. This is new to me. I didn't know it was going to be this hard."
"Sophie also gives us water when we take breaks."
"Oh, right! Let's go to the house then. I'll give you a glass."
"Sophie usually has a bucket with a ladle."
"Really?"
"Yes."
No, Ivory wasn't Sophie, far from it. Racing ponies had nothing in common with those delicate show ponies who refreshed their makeup between two acts. Sure, what these colorful women did was impressive during a show, but they were not powerful machines like Moonlight and Morning Star. Racers needed to be treated very differently to give them the best chances to express their skills.
But here and now, things didn't seem too promising. What was Penny's plan exactly? The older woman had extensive experience of the racing pony world, so why did she think it was a good idea to ask Ivory to be their driver for the Triple Crown? She could have selected any other drivers from the amateur class, one who, at least, wouldn't have been terrified to sit on a racing cart. If the goal were not to use any strategy, it would simply have been a matter of instructing the driver not to implement one.
Moonlight was incredibly silent as if she didn't share her teammate's distress. Her racing knowledge was poor, but she could still clearly see the skill difference between Sophie and Ivory. That said, her recent adventure with Tiantang in the desert had changed something inside her. Everything seemed possible. To her, if Penny had decided to take that route, who was she to argue with someone possessing such vast experience.
Additionally, the plan was simple. Run, sprint, and win. Repeat three times and save Penny's stable. The young girl liked that language. There was no obscure discussion about what it meant to be a ponygirl, no discussion about race management, no discussion about racing psychology that could be used against their opponents.
Run, sprint, and win. Simple and efficient. She could do these three things.
Moonlight nudged Morning Star with her elbow.
"Let's try again. I don't need water."
"Okay. But Ivory will scream again. I can't focus."
"It's okay. I have a plan for that."
"What is it? I don't think we can do anything about it."
"We will run until she stops screaming."
"Oh? That might work."
Yes. Sometimes, the most idiotic and straightforward ideas were the best.
***
"Holy crap, You two, perverts, are good."
"Brittany trained us well."
"I see that, Hemlock. She might be a moron, but she obviously knows a thing or two about training."
"Xiuying. We love Brittany. She is not a moron. It makes her sad when people call her that. That's why she isn't nice to you."
"Alright, alright. I'm sorry. Give me your other foot now."
"Brittany doesn't remove my boots before my harness."
"Well, I'm not her. So give me your foot."
The habits of a ponygirl were not easy to break. During all their career, Hemlock and Nightshade have been used to a very specific routine, and for the first time, they faced a different one. Something as simple as the order they took their gears off was enough to cause anxiety.
Hemlock moved her foot forward and placed it in Xiuying's hands. She couldn't help herself but look sideways. It felt as if she was betraying her real trainer, who had spent years getting her to that point in life.
"Would you relax, Hemlock? I'm not here to take over. I'm here to help you."
"I know."
"I think you two have a serious chance to win the triple crown."
"I know."
"Well, you do not lack self-confidence. That's good."
"Are you going to make us lose?"
"Uh? Why would you say such a mean thing?"
"You are friends with Penny's stable. You want them to win."
Xiu looked up at Hemlock, who was still looking away, before returning her attention to the boot she was unlacing.
"Look, Hemlock. Penny called me to replace Sophie. I declined because Stardust offered me more money. I'm a professional. I don't let my emotions get in the way of my job."
"You... you did?"
"Yes. I did. And honestly, I would have declined Penny's offer anyway. I have a reputation to preserve as well. Morning Star and Moonlight have a great potential to win, but they also have a great potential to fail miserably. The last thing I want is to get labeled as the worst driver in Triple Crown history."



"But, isn't Moonlight your ponygirl? You lent her to Penny. Shouldn't you support her?"
"Yes, and I believe in her and wish her the very best. She has insane potential. She could beat us if she decides that she wants to. But right now, and maybe I'm wrong, I believe that you and Nightshade are the best and most consistent team out there."
"You... you do?"
"Yes, and I'll do my darn best to push you beyond your limits. And if I hear you whine about it, I swear, I'll push you even harder."
"I never whine, or else Brittany punishes us."
"Hehe. So, are you willing to work with me and try to win this thing?"
"Yes. But you laced my boots wrong. Brittany does it better."
"Hahaha. That's fine. I can accept criticism."
***
"What did you do to her?"
"We made her stop screaming."
"Yes, but she is all green now."
Penny applied a damp cloth to Ivory's forehead after Morning Star laid her limp body down on the bed. The white show pony didn't look so good. Her eyes were vitreous, and her skin tone was even paler than usual.
Moonlight's plan had worked great. They ran hard for so long and sprinted so fast that the cart drifted sideways more than once. Poor Ivory sitting in it had screamed her lungs out, but she never managed to make them stop. After a while, she stopped being afraid and just got sick instead, which was a step forward. At least she was no longer a distraction, and that had allowed the ponies to get an excellent workout out of this exercise.
Not used to operating without a driver, and with Ivory unable to move anymore, Morning Star decided to ride all the way from the training track to the house, hoping Penny would notice them and provide assistance, which she did.
"Ivory? Are you okay?"
"... So... So fast... So scary."
"I know. Morning Star and Moonlight are running very fast. But we need you."
"... I don't knooow, Penny! I never thought it would be like this. Watching races from the stands was nothing like this."
"Yes. You can only appreciate the speed when you are sitting in the cart they pull. But you'll get used to it."
"Why... Why me?"
"The ponies trust you, and I have no money to hire a competent driver. All I'm asking you to do is to sit in the cart and encourage them. Can you do that for me until Sophie comes back?"
"... I... I'll try... but... can they run slower?"
"Obviously not."
"Aww..."
"We will have three days before the first Triple Crown race. You'll get used to it."
Ivory covered her face with the pillow. Three days didn't seem like a lot of time.
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"My brain is going to get damaged because of all this sex."
"No, I promise, Alli. Your brain is fine. And now that you are exclusively eating the balanced food I give you, your body will be healthier than ever before."
"Exclusively? Sky! You feeding me three times in a row today didn't mean I want to do this forever. It's not going to be like that all the time."
"Well, you wanted this. You asked me to feed you, and you liked it because you thought it was hot."
"Haha. Yes. But we spent the entire day hidden in this wood. There is no food around, and until I get my bag back, I can't buy any or even go home."
"Awww... but I still like feeding you, Alli. Maybe I'll do it when you sleep. I'll suck out your bad food and replace it with good food."
"Whatever. If it makes you happy. As long as you don't wake me up, I don't care. Okay. Talking about my bag, it's dark enough now. Let's go get it so we can go back home."
"Sure, let me dress you up. Do you want the same outfit as earlier?"
"Yes, please."
What a day. While we waited hidden in the little wood near the park, Skylar, again, gave me a run for my money by fucking me in all ways possible while I was a prisoner of the sleep sack she had formed around me. She also had me wear those enlarged breasts and had not told me when or how they would shrink back to their original size. I got the feeling she could have returned them to normal but was not doing it just to tease me, or perhaps until I asked her if I could keep them forever. I would have to chat to her about that later, but for now, I didn't mind this fun upgrade.
After she gave me back a passable outfit, we walked out of the woods and returned to the park. This time she was the one guiding me around as only she knew where my bag was. She had gotten rid of it while being pursued by the cops during her unfortunate experience with law enforcement. This little stroll was a good moment to just chit-chat.
"Hey, Sky. How come I'm never getting sore after you fuck me? I mean, you pounded my ass so hard."
"I'm making sure you remain healthy. Sure, your fibers are getting a bit damaged when we have fun like this, but I repair them right away, so you don't even notice."
"I'm cool with that. If I can get more pleasure out of it, I'm in."
"We..."
"We? Yeah, I know you like it too."
"Alli... Have we never talked about this?"
"About what?"
"I'm your parasite. I'm connected to you."
"Yes, I know that. So what?"
"When you experience pleasure, I do too."
"... Really? So, when I cum, you cum too?"
"Well, I don't cum like you, but yes, it feels really good. That's why I like it as much as you do. And it makes me feel closer to you. Allowing me to have a lot of sex with you makes me so happy."
"Awww, Sky. You are cute."
Squish!
Skylar could be adorable, and that deserved a little squeeze. We knew this relationship was all new, but hours after hours, day after day, we committed to it a bit more, and it made things easier. We could discover more about ourselves and understand each other better the more we had those intimate moments.
For the next few minutes, we walked toward a residential area. Hopefully, she would remember accurately enough where she had left my bag. It would make it easier to retrieve. It was not like we could just ring a doorbell and ask to go into their backyard. We would have to sneak in like criminals, and the last thing Skylar and I wanted was another police chase.
"Okay, the house is on that street over there, Alli."
"Mmm... People have cameras everywhere these days. I need to conceal my identity, or else we will be in even more trouble than we already are in. Can you make me a mask?"
"A mask? I can cover your whole head."
"No. If we get caught, that will make me look like a fetish pornstar. Make me a mask that just covers my eyes. I want my hair and lower face to be visible."
"Does it not defeat the purpose, Alli?"
"Nooo... That's what they do in the movies."
"... in the movies? Ah, whatever! If that makes you happy."
Skylar spread on my face and roughly created what I asked her to. I would have needed a mirror to see exactly what it looked like, but it seemed to be somewhat decent just by feeling it with my fingertips.
"Cool. Now give me a sexy outfit. Something that would cover me enough so you can protect me, but we still need to be able to see my boobcrack and my belly."
"...Alli?"
"Yes?"
"You're weird!"
"Pfff... Look who's talking. The parasite who makes me cum from my tits."
"Aaah, fine. I'll give you your slutty outfit."
"Yay! I just want to look sexy while we are committing a crime."
"Whatever, Allison. If you want sexy, I'll give you sexy."
She blocked the eye holes on my mask right after she said that, and then I felt crawling all over my body as she reshaped herself into the suit I asked for. It was probably not the best idea to do this on the walkway, but it was nighttime, and we had a lot of great sex today, so we got a bit carried away.
"Hey! I want to see."
"One sec... I'm almost done."
"It doesn't feel like a full catsuit. I can feel the wind on my skin."
"Hehe. You think? Okay, I'm done. There... look."
As soon as she reopened my eyes, I inspected her work, and it didn't take me long to understand what she had done.
"SKYLAR! Come on!"
"Pffhahaha!"
"That's not funny!"
"Yes, it is. Let's go get your bag now."
"I swear, I'll put you in the juicer."
For a start, I had long black latex-like stockings and matching opera gloves. I also had this little collar wrapped around my delicate neck. But for the rest, she gave me the tiniest G-string ever, it was barely hiding my private parts, and for my bigger boobs, I had this small bra with open nipples. Everything was held together by a series of thin and very sexy strings crisscrossing around my almost naked torso.
"This is so embarrassing! I wanted to be sexy, not naked. My butt is fully exposed, and so are my nipples. Why don't you give me slutty heels since you are at it."
"Sure."
"... Hey! That was sarcasm!"
Obviously, she knew it didn't mean it, but she wouldn't back out of that last idea I, unfortunately, gave her. Since this outfit was so minimalist, she had plenty of material left to add to it. I felt my heels rising and more of her body wrapped around my ankles and calves.
"Nooo! Sky! That's too high! I won't be able to walk!"
"Is it? They are only six inches! And it makes your butt pop out. I like those boots a lot."
"Okay, Sky. Stop it now. I don't want to break my ankles. Just give me flat sole boots. They can be sexy too."
"Aaalright. You are no fun. I'll try to replicate the ones I've seen at the store. Remember, the one I told you about?"
She quickly remodeled my boots to something that actually looked good and that would also allow me to walk around like a normal woman, even though there was nothing ordinary about me at the moment. I observed the change, and the more she progressed, the happier I got. My little slime was a talented one.
"Mmm... I like these, Skylar. Good choice. How can you be so good at it?"
"I will force you to wear the high heels ones at home when we have sex."
"Deal! Alright. Enough playing, or else we are going to get caught. Let's go get that bag now and then get out of here."
"Yes, miss slut."
"Hey! Be nice."
"Hehe... But you look slutty. I love it."
"Mmm... and I love it too, silly slime."
Yes, there was something nice about walking at night wearing a sexy outfit and a mask that concealed my identity. It was such a boost of self-confidence, a feeling of freedom. And now that I knew how strong Skylar really was, I also didn't fear danger nearly as much. Under normal circumstances, a cute woman dressed like this in the street late at night would possibly get raped. But knowing that my parasite would never let this happen provided me with a fantastic feeling. I was allowed to express my sensuality without worries.
We sneakily entered the back alley, where we would be able to access the backyard of the house where Sky had left my bag. I followed the fences, hid behind containers, and then...
"Allison! It's this one. Your bag is just over this fence."
"..."
With my hands on my sexy hips and my girlish smooth chin up, I looked at the top of the seriously problematic fence. There was no way I could climb something this tall; I was only five foot four.
"And how am I supposed to climb this, Sky? Is there not another way?"
"Just jump."
"Funny alien! I'm not you. I can't jump that high. That fence is like eight feet tall."
"I'll help you."
"Uh? Are you saying that you can lend me your strength!?"
"Yes. Remember, that's how I controlled your body."
"No, I don't remember because a certain cute parasite had disconnected my brain while she did it."
"Awww... sorry."
"Hehe. I'm just teasing. So, if I jump, you'll make me jump higher?"
"Yes."
"Okay... Let's try then... Get ready, three, two..."
"No, Alli. Don't count. You don't need to tell me when you do a movement."
"No? How are you supposed to know when to boost me then?"
"I will intercept your brain signals along with your intention and compensate for what you want to do at that point."
"Uh? You are thinking that fast?"
"Yes. I'm super smart."
"Haha. I know you are. Alright... "
As creepy as it was to have a parasite accessing my brain waves, it was pretty convenient. I took a step back and jumped, hoping that it would work.
I jumped just high enough to land comfortably on top of the big fence, to my great amazement. It was so bizarre. Since I had not expected this, I was all off-balance, but I could feel Skylar do all the work to stabilize me by using my sexy clothing items to move my limbs the right way. I even felt some tickling on my clit.
"Ooooh... I love that, Sky! That's awesome."
"Yes, crouching on top of the wall like this makes your G-string dig deeper in your butt crack."
"Haha. Perv. And I felt you playing with my clit too."
"Did I do that... Nooo... I would never dare. It was just trying to help with your balance."
"You are funny. Hehe. Okay, where did you put my bag, slimy?"
"Under the shed just there. I hope it is still there."
"Can I jump down without breaking my legs?"
"Oh, yes. Don't worry about it, Alli. Just move as you feel it. I'm a parasite. I will adapt to everything you do and keep you safe. That's my job. You'll see. In a while, it will feel natural to you."
"Sweet. Let's go then."
Trusting Skylar with my life, I jumped down on the other side of the fence and landed silently in the grass. I didn't even feel a shock as Skylar had completely absorbed it. I felt like a robot. I then sexily crawled on my four toward the shed and tried to look underneath it.
"Where is it, Sky? I can't see it."
"Deeper. You have to crawl under it. It's almost in the middle."
"Aaaah! Why so far. It's full of spiders and bugs."
I wished I had a full bodysuit right now because the dirt was humid and cold. But I couldn't be mad at Sky since she had gone an extra length to protect my identity when she ran away from the cops. I felt a bit vulnerable with my body half stuck under the shed and my naked butt sticking out and available for anybody to slap. At least they wouldn't be able to see my perverted bra with open nipples that Sky had not-so-innocently selected for me.
"Ah! I found it!"
My hand finally reached the bag, and I hurried to extract myself from my compromising posture before getting too many bugs in my hair. After brushing the dirt off me, I sat cross-legged on the cold grass and opened my bag to inventory its content.
"Yes! Everything is there. We can go home now."
"Cool, and we can celebrate with hot sex."
"Haha. Yes, please!"
But then, the worst thing that could have happened, happened. A bright light turned on in the backyard, and the patio door slid open. I got discovered.
"HEY! WHO'S THERE!?"
"Alli, let's run."
"No... Wait... Maybe we can just... explain."
A big man walked rapidly toward me, so I quickly got back to my feet. The closer he got, the more I should have listened to Skylar's suggestion. My idea to justify my presence on his property was a terrible one, after all. Males could be imposing in size, and his total mass made me gulp.
"I can't believe this. Who are you? Why are you dressed like a whore?"
"... A whore?... Oh well... Haha... I mean..."
"Wait a minute... Are you the girl from the news?"
"Uh? The girl from the news?"
"Yes, the pyromaniac fetishist... Oh my God! It's you!"
"The pyro what?"
Before I could even react, the man grabbed my arm very hard and yanked on it.
I felt nothing.
Sky, as promised, had reacted quickly to protect me by strengthening my opera glove to absorb the energy, and for some reason, instead of being scared to death, it made me smile. I didn't have to fear this person. With my parasite, I was way stronger than him. Best feeling ever.
So I smiled at him, but it was time to bail.
"Haha. So rough. Anyway, very nice to meet you, but I have to go now. If you would excuse me, mister manly man."
I effortlessly pulled my arm off his grip and jumped on the shed, just to bounce off it and land on top of the fence. I looked one last time at the man while purposely giving him a good view at my butt and caressing it with my gloved hand.
"Sorry, this little body is not for you to touch! Haha!"
Amazing. So much power. It was intoxicating. I jumped off the fence and ran away with Skylar and my recovered bag.
***
"Aaaah! Home sweet home!"
Still wearing my overly sexy disguise, I let myself fall on my back on my bouncy bed. Barely held in place by my tiny bra, my large boobs followed the same motion; I could get used to those.
"Are you okay, Allison?"
"Are you kidding, Sky? THAT WAS AMAZING! Not only we had hot sex all day, but you allowed me to do something every little girl can only dream of."
"I did?"
"Yes! To do dangerous things without fearing anything. To be a hero. It was awesome!"
"We just picked up your bag. It doesn't seem to be a big deal to me."
"But it was to me. I didn't fear this man at all. Oooh! I need more of that feeling! Give me a hug, Sky!"
I didn't have to ask twice. Skylar undid my sexy outfit and reshaped herself around my torso, encasing my arms at the same time, and then squeezed me tightly.
"Mmmm! That feels so good too."
"Yes. You are so pretty, Allison."
"I do feel pretty today. I can tell you that. I had never worn such a sexy outfit, and particularly not in front of someone else. Make sure you remember how to make it again."
"I will. It's easy. I liked making it too because it embarrassed you."
"At first, yes. But then... When I easily escaped that man, I just felt terribly seductive. I was proud to show him my butt and let him know he couldn't have it."
"Haha. That was funny."
"But you, Sky. You can have it whenever you want, and you don't even need to ask first."
"Mmm... Good to know. I will fuck you so hard when you are at work."
"Hey! No! Not at work!"
"Haha. Just kidding."
I loved Skylar so much. She was everything I ever wanted from a lover, but a million times better. She was sensitive, funny, strong, brave, daring, playful... Everything.
"Alright, Sky. Let me go. I want to check my phone. And I'm also very curious about what the man said about the news... What did he call me?"
"The pyromaniac fetishist."
"Oh, that's not good."
Sky let go of my arms, and I rummaged in my bag to find my smartphone before returning to my back. My squishy parasite had retracted behind my neck, turning into a comfy pillow for my head.
"Yay, the battery is still half full. Let's see."
I had a few text messages, which was quite normal. I would just have to make sure to reply to those so people wouldn't think I was dead. Next, I went to my favorite news website and checked if there was an article about my entertaining parasite adventure. Poor Skylar, I hoped it wouldn't be too bad, but she caused quite a commotion in town based on what she told me.
"UGH!"
"UGH!"
We both had the same reaction when we saw the front-page article.
"The pyromaniac fetishist is still on the loose. Oh, noooo! It's the biggest story on the site!"
"... Are... are we in trouble, Alli?"
"Naaah. But we should definitely lay low for a while. They will eventually give up. Look, there are tooons of pictures of us. They all think it was someone wearing a kinky latex suit, a very athletic person because you ran for so long. Look at that one here. I can't believe you jumped from that bridge. You could have killed us."
"Haha. Not a chance. It was nothing compared to an atmospheric entry. Imagine how you'd feel sitting on a block of ice and rock that catches fire and sometimes even explodes because of the air friction."
"I guess... But it would have terrified me."
"We should try again while you are conscious. You'll see, it's super fun."
"Ugh! No! I don't think so."
"You loved jumping over a fence, Alli, so why not try a bridge?"
"There is a massive gap between jumping a fence and jumping down a large bridge."
"Barely..."
I loved how Skylar's perspective on things differed from mine.
***
Last night we didn't do much outside reading all the news articles about her stunt. We had so much sex during the day that we agreed to take a little break and let our fun experience at the park sink in. It didn't prevent her from caressing me everywhere lovingly, which I had no problem with, but there was no fucking.
This morning, we were back to our routine, though.
"Mmpph!"
"Morning, Alli. One sec. I'm almost done cleaning your teeth."
"Mmmhmm..."
It was unnecessary, but she had wrapped her body around my head during my sleep, keeping me prisoner while she was doing what she loved the most, taking care of me. My hand slid down to my crotch to rub my clit, but there was a little problem.
"Mmph!"
"Ah, yes. I deposited part of my body inside your womb last night, and I also covered your crotch so you can't masturbate."
"MMMPH!"
"Don't get agitated. Last night you said, "Sky, I need to sleep, and tomorrow I want to focus on work." So, I'm helping you focus. No sex for you, Alli. Haha."
"MMMPH!"
Unable to see, I tried to reach my crotch from all angles, but it was hopeless. She had created a pair of panties that were hard like metal and felt fused to my body. I couldn't feel anything even when I knocked on it with my knuckles.
But, AH! I was super smart. Skylar had taught me how to cum from my tits. It was unlikely that I could achieve an orgasm that way on my own, but at least it would procure me with a bit of pleasure.
"MMMPH!"
"Oh, yes. I almost forgot. I did the same for your tits. They are now encased in a hard shell bra. Sorry. By the way, I returned them to their normal size while you were asleep."
NO! What a tease! I couldn't even touch my boobs either, and all of this turned me on like crazy.
"Haha! What's wrong, Alli? Feeling frustrated?"
"MMM!"
"Don't be like that. I know you love me. Plus, you have to be nice because I saved you from being late for work. I'm the one who just woke you up, and I also already placed food inside your stomach. When I'm done with your teeth, you'll just have enough time to dress up and walk to work."
I let myself fall on the bed, defeated by evil and kindness. I loved my parasite so much.
***
On my way to work, we heard several people discussing the pyromaniac fetishist. This all happened over the weekend, so Monday morning was the right time to share the news with everybody who had not yet heard about it. If they only knew that this strange girl was, in fact, Skylar and me... It was unfair, though, because all we did was save a child from certain death, and nobody talked about that even though some articles had mentioned it.



"Stupid people. They know nothing. We saved someone."
"Haha. Don't worry, Alli. I like this. It teaches me things about human behaviors."
"Mmm... Too bad. I would have loved to go out again wearing this full catsuit."
"Nothing is stopping you if that's what you want to do."
"Mmm... I don't want to get caught wearing it, and then they will find out about you and send us to a lab to experiment on us."
"Alli, that won't happen. You read it in the news as I did. They think It was just a crazy woman wearing a latex suit who ultimately committed suicide. Even the man who reported having seen you in his backyard wearing a slutty outfit was discredited. Everybody saw me plunging down the bridge. They think that person is dead."
"Mmm... maybe you are right. Okay, quiet, now. We've arrived at work."
I said "we" because Skylar and I were a team now. While I would make sure the job was done correctly, Skylar would identify all the errors she found on my sheets and would just spit them out to me when I would be ready to hear them. She was the best helper I could dream of.
We started our workday, and as usual, we did an outstanding job. I was forced to admit that her chastity game had allowed me to keep my mind on what I wanted to do even though it was not very fun.
Several girls in the office came to see me, lately, to comment on my good look. They said that my skin and hair looked amazing. I didn't have much to tell them since I had no extra parasite to share with them.
Sky and I went to the nearest plaza during my lunch break and sat on a bench to chat. As usual, I placed my headphones in my ears to pretend I was talking on the phone.
"Alli, have you ever dated a girl?"
"I'm dating you. You sound like a girl, Sky."
"You know I'm not a girl. I'm a parasite. I mean, I don't mind if you see me as a girl. I like human girls a lot. But I meant, before me..."
"No. I never had any interest in girls."
"Just males then?"
"Yes. Just men. They made me feel safe. But now that's all out of the window because I feel a million times safer with you. Why are you asking?"
"Because Lilian is hot."
"Bhahaha! The new admin assistant? Where does that come from?"
"That comes from me. I think she is hot."
"Of course she is. She is twenty years old. All firm and fresh."
"And she is blonde with blue eyes."
"So what? You want to attach to her instead of me?"
"NO! ALLI! You always come up with weird ideas."
"Okay, so, what is it then? You have a crush?"
"Yes. Can you have sex with her? I would like to know how it feels."
"Uh?"
"... What? It would be hot. Imagine how rubbing your body against her would feel."
"Sky... Are you pulling my leg?"
"... maybe. Haha."
"Aaaah! Damn you, squishy thing! You almost got me. Don't tease me like that."
"She is still hot."
"Hehe. Yes, she is."
There was never a dull moment with my parasite around. I reached behind my neck and scratched her a little. This little gesture was always perfect because everybody had to scratch their own neck at one point or another. Nobody would notice that, in my case, I was amorously playing with my parasite.
"Why are you working, Alli? It's more fun to do things when you are not at work."
"I agree, but I told you ten times."
"You need the money?"
"Yes. That's how it works here. Additionally, my services are useful to other people."
"You could be useful without working."
"Yes, you are right. But that's called volunteering, and it doesn't pay the bills."
"Mmm... Is there no other way to make money in your world?"
"No, work is the only way. Unless you are rich enough to make people work for you or win the lottery."
"What is the lottery?"
"Well, it's like a game humans play. I'll show you one day. A lot of people put, let's say, five dollars in a pot. And they get a number in exchange. Then at the end of the week, they randomly pick a number, and if it's yours, you get all the money from that pot. Sometimes it's a small amount, but sometimes it can be millions."
"Oh... Let's do that then. Why aren't people doing this instead of working?"
"Hahaha! Sky, you are so innocent. So many people play all their life and never win anything. It's a waste of money. The odds of winning are way too low. It's too random."
"Nothing is random, Alli."
"Ah! Are you going to make me believe you can guess what the next lottery number will be? That you can predict how the balls are going to tumble in the mixer?"
"I don't know. I would have to see how they do it. But I'm good with numbers, so I'm confident it's possible."
"Alright, Skylar. You are a parasite, not a seer. Let's go back to work, silly squishy. My lunch break is over."
"Aww... okay. You should go see Lilian on the way and grab her young firm boobs."
"Sky! Behave! That would be called harassment in the workplace."
"She would love it. I'm sure."
We returned to my office and restarted working. I wasn't sure if we were still playing this chastity game, but Skylar didn't stimulate me all day. She stayed very quiet and only helped me when absolutely needed.
The rock and roll weekend we had experienced with the burning house, the forest trip, and all that good sleepsack sex had been demanding, so both of us wanted to calm things down a bit for a moment so we could catch our breath. Since I had just declared my love to Skylar, which was a big deal for me to commit to this kind of alien-human relationship, it was nice to see that we could control ourselves a bit and not abuse the good things. I loved being fucked hard, but work was not really an appropriate place to tease each other that way.
One amusing thing, though, was when Lilian dropped by my office in the afternoon for the first time ever to drop some paperwork. After our improper discussion about sexually harassing her at lunchtime, it was hard not to think about how good-looking she was. Of course, being connected to my ocular nerves, Skylar knew that I had stared at Lilian's boobs and butt and had no chance of denying it. So after Lilian left, Sky made sure to tease me some more.
"Oooh! Alli... You want her."
"Ah! Shut up! Hehe. I wouldn't have looked at her that way if you had not mentioned anything earlier."
"I should take over your mind and go flirt with her and set up a date."
"Ah! You wouldn't stand a chance."
"Well, I did manage to make you fall in love with me, Alli."
"Yes, because you used illegal sex techniques on me."
"Ah! That's not true. It was all because of my natural charm."
"Ahan... and your soft skin."
"Exactly!"
Skylar wrapped around my torso and gave me a warm hug. Good thing nobody could see what was happening under my clothes, or they would have wondered what was wrong with me. I rubbed my belly to pet her at the same time she was doing that.
But as I resumed my work, a question popped up in my mind, directly linked to Lilian's impromptu visit.
"Hey, by the way, Sky. Did you see her tattoo?"
"What is a tattoo?"
"The little drawing she had on her skin. It's permanent and often means something."
"Oh, the flower drawing on her wrist?"
"Yes. We use ink to do those, but I was wondering if you had the means to do the same without ink."
"I could change the color of your skin pigments on a specific location, yes."
"Sweet. Then we will have to find something we like and try it."
"Sure. That could be fun. I was wondering what those were. I've seen many people wearing tattoos but never had an opportunity to ask you about it."
For the next hour, we finished our work before returning home.
***
"Nooo! I don't want to!"
"Sky, why do you make a fuss every time I want to take a shower?"
"It's making you dirty. I can clean you much better."
"Well, maybe, but I like taking showers after work. It's relaxing."
"Ffff... It's just a bad habit."
I knew she was right, technically, but human food and showers were not something I was willing to give up. In any healthy relationship, both partners had to be flexible enough to adjust to each other. So I didn't want to give Sky the impression that I wasn't listening to her.
"Okay. So, what if I only take two or three showers a week instead of every day? Would that make you happy?"
"Mmm... Yes. That would be fine."
"Good. But you are not allowed to whine about it anymore, okay?"
"Suuure."
We could try that for a while and see how it went. It was not a big sacrifice to concede a few showers a week since Skylar could easily keep me clean and fresh.
I squeezed some body wash in my hands and began rubbing my naked body with it. It smelled so good. Skylar had retracted to the back of my neck earlier but left a big portion of her body inside my uterus. It was a good feeling to feel her moving around inside my belly, as odd as it was. Having a portable lover was such a nice perk that came with dating a parasite.
But as I was running my hands over my belly, I noticed something.
"Hey, Sky. Did you grow some more? I feel fuller than before. I almost look pregnant."
"What did you expect?"
"What do you mean? Am I right or wrong?"
"No, you are totally right, Alli. It's because you keep eating human food instead of letting me feed you. And since you don't want to go to the washroom anymore because you prefer to let me clean your insides, that new mass must go somewhere. Don't worry, though. I can regulate my size. You won't end up with a giant belly."
"Okay. I mean, it's fine for now. It feels really good. But if you get a lot bigger, does it mean that you could do more fun things to me in bed?"
"Oh yes! Would you like a thicker sleep sack, Alli? Hehe."
"Ooooh! That would be nice."
After my shower, Skylar wanted to dry me up herself. So she crawled from behind my neck and out of my vagina to coat my entire body. With my perfect catsuit on, I went to my bed and laid down comfortably.
"Can you let me have sex, now?"
"Hehe. Yes. But before that, I got a tattoo idea earlier."
"Oh, really?"
"Yes. You said that tattoos meant something, right?"
"Most of the time, yes. It's saying something special about its wearer."
"Can I try something then? If you don't like it, I can erase it."
"Sure. Where?"
"On your lower belly."
"Ah, cute. Go ahead. Will it take long?"
"No, no. Not long at all."
I unnecessarily raised my arms above my head and let her do the work. Knowing Skylar, she would do it in a way that was not painful. The fear of discomfort was probably the main reason why I had never gone ahead with a real tattoo. But if my parasite could do it without me feeling any pain, it would be awesome.
When she started, I only felt a slight tickling, so mild that I even wondered if I imagined the sensation. Wondering what it would look like, I could only hope that it would be something cute.
"There you go, Alli. All done. Do you like it?"
I looked at my belly, but I couldn't see anything since I was all covered with her rubbery skin.
"Skyyy... Stop teasing me. Move. I want to see it. Move away from my belly."
"Hehe. Okay."
She retracted her skin from my lower belly to reveal her artwork. And right away, a wave of happiness washed over me because, even though I didn't know yet what it was, it looked all clean and smooth. It was so pretty.
"Awww! What is it?"
Taking a better look allowed me to understand the drawing better. First, she used a tribal style, which I loved. It was a small heart surrounded by a bunch of curvy lines to make it stand out. Inside the heart, there was a little unlocked padlock. But the one thing that caught my attention was that none of the curvy lines were filled. It was like she had drawn the contours only to give me an overview of what it would look like before finalizing it.
"SKY! It's so pretty!"
"You like it?"
"YES! But you should fill up the curvy lines. It would look better. And what does the padlock mean?"
"Wait, Alli. That's the fun part. When the padlock is open, we can have all the sex we want. Every time you cum, the curvy lines shaping the heart will gradually fill up. And when they are all full, the padlock will close."
"... Meaning...?"
"That you won't be able to cum anymore until it is unlocked again. But don't worry, you'll still be able to have sex and feel arousal. You just won't be able to cum."
I didn't expect that, and it fucking turned me on like crazy. How did she manage to come up with such a devious game? The idea of an interactive tattoo linked to our sexual activities was just genius.
"Do you like it, Alli?"
"Well, Sky... I wasn't expecting that. IT'S BRILLIANT!"
"Awww! So you want to keep it?"
"YES! And... I really want to fill up those lines now."
"Ah yeah?"
"YES!"
Before I could even ask for it, Skylar closed the eye and mouth holes of my hood and pushed a big tentacle inside my mouth.
"MMMPH!"
"I think you'd look cuter as a mummy."
"Mmmhmm!"
I nodded furiously. Immediately, she wrapped my legs into a single sheet and forced my arms down to my side before wrapping around them. In a record time, I was a prisoner of my delicious parasite and wished for many orgasms.
The cocoon was a bit stretchy, so I could wriggle around, trying to escape, but I knew that if I were to do it too much, Skylar would just secure me up to the bed... And that was why I struggled a lot. I wanted her to restrain me further and longer, like what we did in the park yesterday.
"Alli! Stop moving! You'll fall off the bed."
She didn't seem to have understood my strategy, so I kept wriggling around, hoping to trigger an efficient bondage response.
"Okay, that's enough, Alli."
I was totally expecting her to strap me to the bed like last time, or like the way she had tied me up to a tree, but I was wrong. What she did next was not what I had anticipated at all.
My stretchy sleepsack began to get more and more rigid. I wasn't dreaming. The more I struggled, the harder it became. Very quickly, I ended up unable to move my body anymore. What happened? It was so puzzling.
"There. All encased in a hard shell cocoon. That will teach you to make my life difficult, Alli. And now you are mine until tomorrow morning!"
"Mmmph!"
"No. I'm keeping you like this all night. You just had to behave."
"Mmm!"
Immobilized like this for an entire night? That seemed as extreme as it was hot. But I didn't have much time to think about it because she pushed a tentacle inside my ass... Deep... deeper... very deep. And then it started moving in and out. I could feel it inside my belly, twisting, pulsing, and making me feel amazing. Oh, I loved this.
As my brain filled with endorphins, she continued her work, slowly and sensually. Unsurprisingly, my nose tendrils went down to my lungs, and my mouth one all the way down to my stomach. A new thing that she had never done before was when she started pumping in and out of my mouth as if to caress my esophagus' entire length gently. Being invaded that way was a mind-blowing experience.
I couldn't move an inch while her creativity pleasantly abused me. She must have raised her temperature, too, because I was boiling inside my alien coffin.
"Mmmph!"
"Aaah! You are amazing, Alli. You are so fun to play with. I think you deserve a few orgasms while your lock is still open. Let's try to enjoy it because when it closes, it will be forever."
"MMMPH!?"
"Oh? I didn't mention that earlier? Yes, you might have about fifty orgasms left in your life, and then you'll never be able to cum again. Once the padlock is closed, it will be permanent. You'll just be aroused all the time and unable to get any relief."
"MMMHMMM!"
What a little devil. I knew she was just saying all of this to tease me, but it worked very well. The thought of being eternally punished for having had too much sex was such a turn-on, and she knew it. I wanted to cum now... I wanted to cum fifty times in a row to get that padlock closed and then experience a lifetime of relentless pleasure. Fantasies like this were really driving me wild.
Skylar attacked my boobs and clit in a very ferocious way.
"MMMPH!"
"Alli, try not to cum too quickly, or else your tattoo lines will fill up very fast."
"Mmmph!"
As if I had any control over that! Stimulated and restrained like this, I had no fighting chance. It only took her a minute to push me over the edge for my first mind-shattering orgasm of the night and maybe two more for my second one.
She had never gone this deep inside my guts before, at least it felt like it, and the farther she went, the more I wanted her to continue. I was even wondering if she could eventually join the tentacle in my ass with the one in my stomach; that would be as sick as it would be hot. But again, who else on this planet had such an incredible opportunity to experience those impossible things with their partner? I was the luckiest among the luckiest, and it would have been foolish not to take advantage of it.
I quickly lost track of time and how many orgasms she had forced on me. Sometime later, she gave me a small break and filled my stomach with some food. She could definitely keep me like this for as long as she wanted, and there was nothing I could do about it. My only safeguard was my trust. It was hard to explain. Even though our relationship was pretty recent, I just knew she would never do anything to harm me. Actually, she took better care of me than I took care of myself.
Since I met Skylar, I've never been this healthy and happy, which apparently was what she strived for. My skin was impeccable, my guts felt amazing, I slept like a baby, my work life was incredibly efficient and rewarding. What else could I have asked for? Only now I began to realize the full extent of the effect that a perfect love life could have on a person. Encased in my warm hard shell, I was hers to do whatever she desired.
I would never let her go. Never!
A good nipple pinch indicated that my break was over. This time, it's my vagina that received the biggest share of the pleasure. It was a rough and very satisfying pounding. With a bit of luck, she would keep going until I passed out and hopefully even continue after I was mentally gone.
I wanted to complete that tattoo as soon as possible.
***
"MMph! MMPH! MPPH!"
"Morning, Alli! Hehe."
What was happening to me? I was on my knees and elbow, but I was still encased in that hardened suit, and I was getting one of those powerful ass fuck, the best kind. She must have moved me in that doggy-style position during my sleep. I tried to moan, but of course, Skylar had gagged me and was currently injecting some food in my stomach, possibly my breakfast. What a perfect way to wake up a girl, breakfast in bed.
When she noticed that I was fully awake, she rubbed my clit skillfully to push me over the edge again. Exploding so violently while I was in this very bitch-like position just made me feel good about myself. There was nothing better than waking up feeling sexually competent.
But then, my suit became soft again, and I landed flat on my belly. Skylar retracted from my mouth and opened my eye holes.
"Aaaaah!"
"Are you still alive, Alli?"
"You are such a beast, Sky. I don't even know what my name is anymore."
"Hehe. You have to go to work now. You have to leave in fifteen minutes."
"Aaaaah! I don't want to. I want to have more sex. Hehe."
"I would love that, but you know you have to go. Anyway, you don't want to fill up your tattoo too quickly, or else your lock will close."
"Hehe. Show me where it's at... I feel like I came so many times last night."
I wobbled to the bathroom to look at myself in the mirror. I felt incredibly rested despite having received the pounding of my life. Skylar crawled away from my skin. A small part of her body returned to my neck and all the rest to my womb. I was getting used to that and loved it more and more. But then I saw where my tattoo progress was at.



"Whaaaat!? It's already half full?"
"It looks like it, hehe."
"But you said it would take about fifty orgasms to complete it."
"Yes. Guess how many you had last night?"
"... That many?"
"Hehe. Yes. Get ready for a lifetime of being unable to cum."
"Right! Silly parasite. As if."
"What, it's true. It's going to be forever. No more orgasm for you."
"And I'll stick you to a raccoon."
"Okay, okay. Maybe it won't be forever. But I'll try to think of a fun way for you to unlock it."
"That's more like it, Sky. I'm always up for a good challenge."
And just like that, it was time for me to go back to work and earn some money to pay the rent. As Skylar said yesterday, it would be convenient not having to work to make money, but, unfortunately, things didn't work that way. It was okay, though. I was lucky enough to take my girlfriend to work with me every day.
Maybe this time around, I will ask her to tease me a little while I was pretending to work...
Just a little...
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"Let us out of here!"
"No. And for the tenth time, keep quiet."
"It's been five days already, and nobody has taken care of us yet."
"The lawyers are very busy."
"Busy, my ass. We are the only two prisoners here."
"You are not prisoners. We are simply detaining you until a lawyer has time to look into your case. Now keep quiet. Eleventh time."
Sophie relentlessly insisted. The first of the three Triple Crown races was supposed to start in a few minutes, and she was still stuck in this police station cell with Brittany as a co-cellmate. She was aware that even if she had been released, she wouldn't have been allowed to participate in the event, but at least she would be able to watch it on TV.
Brittany was as anxious but had preferred not to say anything, letting Sophie exhaust her voice instead. But since words hadn't yielded any results so far, she decided to take things into her own hands. She grabbed her metal cup, tossed the water on the ground next to her crappy bed, and walked up to Sophie who was still tugging on the bars.
"... Move aside, moron."
"Shut up, Britt. They have to let us watch the race. It starts in twenty minutes."
"I know that. Move."
"Ah! Whatever!"
Unable to make the sheriff's assistant react, there was nothing to lose in letting Brittany try. So Sophie returned to her corner and let her enemy attempt something. Brittany wasn't the most polite person in the world, so it was very possible that things would get much worse from here and that they would even end up with additional charges. But at this point, who really cared?
Penny had not visited them. Stardust had not visited them. They had no idea how their ponies would be able to participate in the race without them. This unknown was probably the nastiest part of their punishment. So there was no real risk in letting Brittany do her worse.
Using her metal cup, Brittany began rattling it on the prison bars, loudly and most annoyingly. Very loudly. The metal-on-metal noise was downright unbearable and guaranteed a reaction. The policeman immediately stood up and came to warn her.
"HEY! Stop this!"
"In your dream, moron. Bring us a TV so we can watch the race."
"I said NO! Both of you are going to stay quiet in your cell until the lawyer comes to see you."
"I don't care about that. We just want to watch the race."
Brittany resumed her rattling, right in front of the man, and when he tried to take the metal cup away from her, she hit him on the knuckle with it.
"OW! Are you crazy? I could charge you for assault on a police officer."
"I don't care. Bring us a TV."
"NO! And keep quiet."
The policeman returned to his desk and resumed his paperwork... and Britany resumed the rattling.
This time, the man ignored her, assuming that not reacting to her childish ruckus would eventually make her stop. But Brittany was strong.
"Bring us a TV."
"..."
"Bring us a TV."
"..."
"Bring us a TV."
"Silence!"
"Bring us a TV."
"..."
CLANK!
Sophie placed her two hands over her mouth when Brittany threw her heavy metal cup very hard directly at the man's skull. There was no doubt that he would feel that one tonight.
***
"Happy now?"
"Yes."
After placing a small black and white TV in front of the jail door, the sheriff's assistant returned to his desk, holding a towel full of ice on his head. His two small prisoners were out of their minds, and it was probably better to comply before they found a way to set fire to the police station.
Sophie and Brittany dragged one of the beds near the jail door and sat on it, side by side, not realizing that they had never been this close without attacking each other physically. In this instance, their teamwork had allowed them to get what they wanted, so an informal truce was in order.
On the small screen, a bunch of little ponies was about to line up for the first of the three most important races in the world, but because of the poor quality of the screen, it was impossible to see much detail. They only began to understand what was going on when the camera switched from one team to the other, displaying the members' names.
The first two teams presented weren't what neither of the two jailed drivers was looking for, but Brittany had a heart attack when the third one appeared on the screen. It was Hemlock and Nightshade, and the driver was Xiuying, someone she didn't particularly like to say the least.
"WHAT!? What is this bitch doing in MY cart!? I can't believe Stardust did that to me! I'll kick her in the head when I get out of here."
Obviously, Brittany was impulsive. At least, Sophie was around to bring her down to Earth.
"Relax, idiot. It's a good thing for you. Xiuying is a very good driver. It probably cost Stardust a fortune to hire her on such a risky contract. If there is someone who can make your ponies perform, that's her."
"Whatever! She is still a bitch!"
Two more teams were presented but, again, they were not who Sophie wanted to see. Somehow, all the other competitors felt a bit irrelevant, as if this race would only be between Stardust and Penny stables. The visceral rivalry between the two houses was undeniable and couldn't be avoided.
But when the last team appeared on the crappy TV screen, Morning Star with her bright star sewn on her bridle's forehead and Moonlight with her moon similarly applied, Sophie had a heart attack when she saw who was driving the cart. It was a small and cute lady, dressed in white with flashy show pony makeup, and who looked too happy to be there.
Ivory!
As Sophie tried to breathe with her paralyzed lungs, Brittany didn't miss the opportunity to bask in cruelty.
"Bhahaha! Sophie! You are sooo fucked!"
"..."
"Ivory is everything but a driver. What an imbecile!"
"HEY! Don't talk like that about her. She let you watch her show the other day!"
"True. I don't hate her. But seriously. You are sooo fucked!"
Sophie brought her heels to the mattress and hugged her knees. What did Penny do? Why? Why Ivory? The small show pony didn't have ANY experience in racing and wouldn't even be able to come up with a somewhat decent strategy to fight against all those other professional drivers. As much as she hated to admit it, Brittany had a very valid point.
Penny's team was fucked.
***
"Hahaha! Moon, Star, smile for the camera! Oh, right, you are wearing a bite. Still, push your chest out and try to be gracious. The world is looking at us."
Proudly and excited about being broadcasted live on national TV, Ivory yakked all kinds of nonsense to her two nervous ponies. Sure, Penny had instructed her not to take any initiative and let Morning Star's instinct do all the work during the race, but she had not mentioned anything regarding the part that came before it.
"Penny said it was okay for me to wear my white outfit if I wanted to. She checked the rules and said it was okay. Haha. I would feel bad to be in front of a camera without wearing it. You know, habits. She just said I couldn't wear my pony boots and bridle because it would be weird. But at least I can wear my ponytail."
As the improbable team zigzagged around to warm up, another driver came close to them.
"Hey! Ivory! What the heck are you doing here?"
"Oh, Xiuying. Hi. I'm driving for Penny."
"I see that. I didn't know you were a driver!?"
"Oh, I'm not. I know nothing about racing. But it's fun. I got scared at first, but then I learned to like it and..."
"Okay, okay! I get it... Well, I don't. But good luck. You'll need it."
"Right!"
"And put your helmet on. The race is about to begin! That's mandatory."
"Oh! Right!"
Too proud of her white ponytail, Ivory decided to wait until later before hiding it with the dusty helmet that Penny had found for her little head. Good looks were important. She leaned forward and grabbed it from the side of the seat, and planted it on her small head.
"Woot! Look at me! I'm a racer!"
"..."
"..."
At that point Morning Star and Moonlight were pretty convinced that they had been abandoned. Racing and winning were up to them and nobody else, particularly not their cute dead weight sitting on the springy seat of the cart they were pulling, no matter how adorable she was. Nobody today would reassure them, assist them, or guide them to victory.
Simply put, the word strategy has been erased from their vocabulary. What was to come next, a most probable fiasco, would be frozen in history.
At least Morning Star knew how to read, thanks to her passion for racing magazines, so when the officials called her cart number and directed them to a specific gate, she could identify which one it was by looking at the numbers at the top, something she had never had to do before.
Well trained by Sophie, she and Moonlight entered the gate and then pressed their foreheads on the metal door in front of them. The good thing about this technique was that they didn't need a driver to perform a good start. Morning Star had done this a million times and was possibly the most skilled at it, but even though Moonlight mimicked her, she was not nearly as prepared as her elite companion. So instead of feeling the gate movement, she would simply focus on Morning Star and attempt to rocket forward as soon as it would be logical to do so. As for Ivory, she probably would just scream of terror, so she should be ignored.
***
"Come on, Moonlight! Don't mess this up this time!"
"Shut up, Sophie! You know your ponies are incompetent. And I tell you, if Xiuying fuck up this race, I'll punch her in the face."
"Would you stop with violence for once, Brittany! I'm trying to watch a race here!"
"Screw you and your stupid ponies!"
"Whatever, turd! The race is about to start. Just watch the TV and keep quiet!"
Quickly enough, a countdown could be heard, and the rusty gates swung open.
Clank!
It was an amazing sight for the spectators both on-site or in front of the TV. Before them were the six best racing teams in the world, and the way they all exited the gates simultaneously, as if they were all on the same wavelength, as if they were all connected by an invisible force, was nothing but impressive. They all had a perfect start...
... Except for one team.
Sophie's fingers quickly plunged inside her hair.
"AAAAH! Moonlight messed up again! What a horrible start! They are already so far behind."
"Haha! Hemlock and Nightshade are first! Good girls!"
Brittany and Sophie experienced drastically opposite emotions during the first few seconds of this first Triple Crown race. Already a few lengths behind everybody, Penny's team had no chance to win this unless everybody else would crash or get disqualified. Stardust's team, strong as ever, managed to get the very advantageous position on the side of the rail, and it was unlikely that any other team would be powerful enough to pass them. This race already had a taste of defeat and victory.
Gripping the bars separating them from the small black and white TV, the two excluded drivers still experienced the thrill of a true race, the good and the bad.
***
"YAY! You are so good, Morning Star! We are going so fast!"
No! Not at all.
Even if Ivory screamed her irrational positivism, it didn't make Morning Star's situation any easier. Moonlight had a terrible start and almost tripped, causing the cart to jerk sideways, killing all possibilities to build a crucial momentum. Now they were so far behind already before they even reached the first turn.
Usually, Sophie would have jumped in and told them to calm down and refocus before coming up with a magical strategy to solve the issue or, at least, dampen the impacts of the mistake. But she wasn't around, and Ivory was as useful as a hay bale. All that Morning Star had left to work with were Penny's words.
Earlier this week, the old lady, calmly and confidently, explained to Morning Star what she expected of her. She was not to use any strategy. She was not to analyze and comprehend what would happen around her. She was not to worry about a screaming Ivory or an inexperienced Moonlight. She would be racing alone from a certain point of view.
Herself accompanied by her passion for racing.
Two actions were generally required during a race. Run and sprint--the two actions at the core of all racing. Morning Star could do both very well, and in fact, they were the only things she knew how to do. The entirety of the rest was the responsibility of the driver. So, in her instructions, what Penny had asked her to do was not that special. Run, and when she felt that sprinting was required to win the race, she would trigger it, and Moonlight would just have to keep up and help with the pulling.
This simplicity was somewhat reassuring, but now that everybody was well ahead of them due to her atrocious start, a question popped up inside her brain a bit sooner than she had expected.
Would now be a good time to sprint? So soon into the race?
Morning Star had no idea. She wished Sophie was here, but since she wasn't, nobody would provide her with a decision. All she knew was that she was far behind the pack and needed to somehow finish this long lap before them if she wanted to win.
So, before she even reached the first turn, she decided to go for it, not understanding that she might exhaust herself before the end of the race.
She gave her all. A sprint seemed important.
***
"NOOO! IVORY! What are you doiiiiiing!?"
"Bwahaha! Sophie! Your team is sooo stupid! A sprint at the beginning of the race. What a bunch of idiots!"
"Nooooo!"
Sophie grabbed her pillow and placed it on top of her head. In a few seconds, her ponies would run out of energy, and no matter how many positions they would gain with this bold move, they would fall back behind all the other teams who would manage their race better. This time, Brittany seemed to be correct with her offensive assessment.
Also overjoyed by something else, Brittany showed a rare smile.
"Haha. My ponies are still first. They are doing amazing. Maybe Xiuying doesn't suck as much as I thought."
The pink ponygirls, Hemlock and Nightshade, were indeed doing very well.
***
"Perfect, Hemlock! Perfect, Nightshade! You are just perfect! Keep that pace, and we will win! We got this!"
No matter how Xiuying had unconditional love for Tiantang Zhi Ma, no matter how much she loved driving the love of her life, her lover wasn't the ponygirl who was pulling her cart at the moment. Tiantang was sitting in the stands with the rest of the crowd, trusting her remotely, not on the race track. Xiuying's ponies were Hemlock and Nightshade, two of the strongest ponygirls on the surface of the Earth, and it showed.
Wearing their blinding pink latex suits and meticulously maintained harnesses, the two athletes were exactly what Xiuying had described. Perfect. Stardust had paid her to drive them for this race, but at the moment, it felt as if it should have been the other way around. She should have paid for the privilege to drive the best team in the world.
Was this incredible performance due to Hemlock and Nightshade being a couple on top of race partners? Their synchronism was flawless, their energy was balanced, their will to win was unbreakable. There was no messing around, their obedience was absolute and stunning. They did every single thing Xiuying had asked them to, even if she wasn't their regular driver, proving how well trained they had been.
Xiuying didn't look behind often. The other competitors were not too far, but never in a lifetime could they find the energy and strength required to pass her ponies or even just catch up to them. As for Penny's team, they had committed a big mistake and had ruined their race right at the start. Before even reaching the first turn, the team she had feared the most had disqualified themselves.
After the last turn, entering the last straight to the finish line, Xiuying was convinced of her victory, but she still had a job to do. Driving. It was not the right time to relax. She took a quick look behind to make sure all previous thoughts were still valid and returned her gaze toward the finish line, not noticing right away that something was extremely wrong with her assessment.
"Haha! Nobody can catch us now and... Wait... WHAT!? HOW!?"
A panicking Xiuying returned her eyes to the teams behind her, and on the outside lane, where nobody ever rode, were two black ponygirls with a very white driver screaming in the seat. And they were coming at her FAST.
Instinctually, Xiuying screamed an ultimate command at her two pink ponies while whipping their reins hard.
"SPRINT! SPRINT! FASTER! FASTER! NOW! NOW!
Unsure about what was going on, Hemlock and Nightshade didn't argue per se, but they were already at their maximum. Xiuying had already ordered them to initiate their sprint while they were exiting the last curve. They knew how fast they were going, so what was the big deal.
They tried nonetheless, but it didn't seem to soothe Xiuying's distress. The Asian driver kept pressuring them.
"YAAA! YAAA! FASTER! FASTER!"
And that's when the most bizarre thing in the history of racing happened. There were only twenty meters left to the finish line, but Morning Star and Moonlight passed them at a speed that didn't make any sense.
This last twenty meters had been enough for Penny's team to finish one length ahead of Stardust's team and steal the victory.
"..."
"..."
"..."
***
"..."
"..."
Sitting on the cheap bed behind the bars separating them from the crappy black and white TV, Sophie and Brittany couldn't say anything. They were both trembling and unable to comprehend what they had just witnessed.
Sophie attempted to replay the race in her head to figure out the part she had missed.
Morning Star and Moonlight messed up their start and immediately fell behind, way behind. Then they began a sprint, easily catching up with the other teams and passing them effortlessly, all that while staying in the outside lane to avoid the traffic, which should have made their job ten times harder. And then, in the last straight, they accelerated even more and passed the best team in the world, Hemlock and Nightshade, to finally win the race.
Simply put, they successfully sprinted an entire track that was almost four times as long as what they were used to on the Super Cup circuit.
Simply put, again, what they have done was purely impossible.
"So... Sophie?"
"What?"
"Your ponies..."
"... Yeah? What about them?"
"They are fucking not normal."
"... Yeah. I agree."
At the moment, there was something comforting about being on the same page with another expert.
***
"STAR! LOOK AT THE CAMERA!"
"MOON! SMILE FOR US!"
"IVORY! TELL US ABOUT THE RACE!"
Poor Ivory. She was so small, and there were so many reporters trying to interview her and her ponies or trying to take pictures. As a show pony, she was very much used to being the center of attention, but this... this was way too much. Frankly, those reporters were rough, disrespectful, they pulled on her arms desperately trying to make her look in their direction, but she didn't want to.
Penny had told her very clearly that, right after the race, she should bring the ponies back to the racetrack stalls where she would meet them. But for some odd reason, all those people rushed to her as soon as she left the track making her little trip very difficult.
"Aaaah! Move! Move! Leave us alone! Go see someone else!"
Moonlight and Morning Star were also in trouble. They had unfastened their wrist from their waist, but they still had trouble going through the crowd. Telling them to go pound sand was also not an option since they still wore their bit.
Not used to this kind of madness, Moonlight was about to punch one of them, but Morning Star, more used to fame, prevented her from doing so. Something odd was going on, but a bad action would have been immortalized forever. Morning Star, the most famous ponygirl in the world, knew better and couldn't let this happen.



After some efforts and some race employees assisting with the chaos, Ivory and her two ponies finally entered the stable, where only staff and racers were allowed, and headed to their assigned stall.
Ivory began to remove the bit and Bridle from her friends.
"Aaaah! What's wrong with these people, Morning Star? Is it always like that?"
"No. It's odd. Sometimes it's crazy, but this is strange."
"Did I do something wrong?"
"I don't think so. Maybe they just really like you?"
"Yay! Maybe they will all come to see my shows."
Naivety was running strong in this team, at least until Penny showed up.
"Well, well, well. What happened just now?"
"We won."
"I saw that, Morning Star. Is that all you have to say about your race?"
"I don't know. I did what you said. Run, then sprint."
"Haha. Is that so? And, aren't you a bit tired? You sprinted very early, to say the least."
"A bit, but not much. Moonlight did most of the work."
Penny turned to her very silent young pony. Moonlight didn't seem too tired either. Just a bit sweaty, but nothing dramatic.
"Is that true, Moonlight?"
"I don't think so. I just ran at the same speed as Morning Star. It was fun for once."
"Fun? How come?"
"I could run the way I wanted instead of waiting for Sophie to tell us when."
"Haha. She wouldn't be happy to hear that."
"Oh, no,no! I mean, I like Sophie a lot. But It was easier that way. I mean... yeah."
Penny clearly saw that their ponies had no idea how unusual their performance had been--coming back from so far and so strongly. There was another thing they had accomplished, but for that part, she suspected her Elite ponygirl, an avid fan of racing magazines, already knew.
"Star? You know about your time, right?"
"Oh yes, Penny. We broke the track record. Hemlock and Nightshade were about to do it, but we passed them at the end."
"That's right. It's incredible."
"This one was twenty-seven years old."
"Yes, it was. Hehe. It was."
From Penny's point of view, a woman who had seen everything in her lifetime, those ponies were very entertaining.
***
A week later!
"LET US OUT! OR I WILL DECAPITATE YOU!"
"Sorry, Miss Brittany. Your assigned lawyer broke his ankle last night and said he wouldn't be back in town for a while. It's okay. We will assign a new one to you and Miss Sophie. I'm sure he will resolve your situation swiftly."
"THE SECOND RACE IS TONIGHT, YOU PREMIUM MORON! WE NEED OUT NOW!"
While Brittany discussed delicately with the sheriff through the bars, Sophie had already accepted her faith. She would spend another night sharing a cell with her harsh enemy and would watch the race on the small TV. Since the Sheriff's assistant had confiscated their metal cups, they could do nothing to help the situation progress faster this time. Anyway, what would have been the point?
"Britt, stop screaming."
"Shut up, catfish face! We need to get out of here!"
"And you need to stop screaming. Even if we get out, we are still technically suspended for tonight's race. You wouldn't even be able to drive your ponies anyway."
"I need to get my revenge! I can't let Xiuying destroy my efforts once more."
"Ah! Don't act stupid, Brittany. You know very well that it wasn't her fault."
"Pfff! Whatever."
Frustrated and defeated by Sophie's truthful point, Brittany returned to her bed to watch the TV with Sophie. At least the sheriff decided to move it inside the cell this time so they wouldn't have to watch the race through the bars.
Brittany played with the two long antennas, attempting to get rid of as much static as possible.
"Black and White TVs are so old school. Everything is in color now."
"Yes, but we are in jail, not a living room. Go back. It was better a second ago."
"Like this?"
"Yes."
Without realizing it, the two drivers had to work together to set the antennas in a correct position in a way that would allow them to watch the second Triple Crown race. What happened during the first one was so unusual that it made the entire planet buzz. If, for some obscure reason Morning Star and Moonlight were to pull another crazy stunt like last week, the newspaper presses would literally overheat and explode.
Since the last event, Penny's stable has refused all interview requests, and nobody has even been allowed to approach them. Sophie had a good idea why, but isolated as she was, she sure would have appreciated hearing something from them instead of listening to those interview-starved pseudo-experts on TV all day. However, that was not possible. Penny and Stardust had stayed firm about their desire to let her and Brittany endure their punishment for bad behavior to the fullest.
It felt very odd to think this, but Brittany was with her. Even though Sophie hated her at a visceral level, it was at least a competent ponygirl expert to exchange with. If they stuck to a professional topic, there was some room for interesting discussion.
That said, they didn't really talk about what they had witnessed during the first race. What happened was simply not possible, yet, it had happened. As Brittany said so gracefully, those ponygirls were fucking not normal.
"Move your butt, Britt. I can't see the screen."
"I can't! If I do, the image goes all snowy."
"Then just keep your hand on the antenna. The race is only two minutes long anyway."
"Yeah, why don't you hold it then?"
"You do it better than I do. Shut up, now. They are lining up."
Indeed, all the little ponygirls pulling their small carts entered the gates one after the other. Same as last time, Ivory, Morning Star, and Moonlight entered the last gate.
The second race of the Triple Crown was about to start.
***
Sitting in the stands, waiting for the race to begin, two veterans discussed the meaning of life.
"Penny, do you think they can do it again?"
"I don't know, Tiantang. If I knew, I wouldn't have to watch the race."
"Good point. As much as I love Xiu and admire the athleticism of Hemlock and Nightshade, I'm kind of rooting for your team."
"Just enjoy the race as it comes, Tiang. You know better. It doesn't matter who wins or loses. What is important is the race."
"True that. But I don't want you to lose your stable."
"That, too, doesn't matter. True life is not something we can control. It's a series of events thrown at us, and no matter what happens, good or bad, we have to savor every moment of it. We will take those memories to our graves."
"Grim. But yeah, I see what you mean."
It was common knowledge that watching the action from the stands had a different meaning than experiencing it with feet resting on a freshly groomed race track.
***
"Okay, Morning Star. This time, I made you a very pretty ponytail, so you'll go very very fast."
Morning Star didn't know why Ivory had spent so much time working on her and Moonlight's ponytail this morning instead of enforcing rigorous training exercises, but it might have something to do with the fact that Ivory and racing was the equivalent of a sculptor trying to perform music; they were unrelated art forms. Why didn't Penny intervene and tell Ivory that this was not how pre-racing training should be conducted? The old owner didn't seem to overly care about the outcome of the race or the future of the stable. Did she have that much confidence in a team's ability that has been broken and reconstructed multiple times?
In any case, this would be a repeat of last week's race. When the gate would open, Ivory would scream, Moonlight would try not to mess up her start, they would probably end up behind the pack, and Morning Star would feel like the fate of the entire world was resting on her shoulder.
Run and sprint.
She knew the order of what she had to do well, but not a glimpse of strategy existed inside her pony brain. Again, why did Penny entrust her with such responsibility?
A short countdown later, when the gates slammed open, at least, Moonlight didn't mess up her start. It was not a good start by any means, but at least it was not a catastrophic failure like last time. A little piece of Morning Star's heart wanted to say, "good job," but there was already a lot of work to do because they were, once more, behind the entire pack.
Even though they were very close to everybody else, this was a different challenge. There was no room to go anywhere, and it was dangerous. One wrong move while trying to pass an adversary and their cart, including the small Ivory, could fly off the track and crash. Since their driver was still useless as a hay bale, Morning Star guided the cart to the outside lane where it was safer.
Over there, there was no traffic, and she didn't get dirt in the face anymore, so it was an improvement. But since the track was oval, being on the outside also made it longer, so the other teams had it easier while she struggled to find a new pace that would have matched theirs.
Since running and sprinting were the only two things she knew how to do, the latter seemed appropriate before the other teams increased their lead too much. Perhaps, like last time, it would work well, and Moonlight would do most of the work. Or maybe this time, it wouldn't work at all, and their efforts would be in vain.
There was only one way to know.
Neigh!
***
"Noooo! Not that again!"
"Haha. Sophie. This time they are waaaay too high on the track. Why are they even there? It's so dumb. It's making their life sooo much harder!"
"Urgh!"
Sophie placed the pillow back on her head, secretly hoping for a miracle. Her heart screamed at the worst racing strategy of all time, yet, her memory recalled what had happened last time, when everything seemed over after the first few seconds of the race, installing a foolishly optimistic doubt in her mind.
What if they could pull it off again?
On her side, as much as Brittany was shocked and amused by the stupidity of Penny's team, she quickly turned her attention to her own team. Hemlock and Nightshade, driven by Xiuying, were stuck in third place behind two strong teams. They were literally boxed in and had no way to take the lead.
"Come on, you idiot! DO SOMETHING!"
Holding the TV antenna while screaming at her replacement driver, even Brittany secretly couldn't think of a good way for her team to get out of this difficult position. If only she had been there, on-site, to feel what intentions the other drivers had. If only she could have triggered a distraction to cause an opening. Here in her cell, she couldn't do anything and was at the mercy of a person she hated.
***
"Give me a sec, Hemlock and Nightshade. I will get us out of this. I know it sucks, but keep tailing this cart."
While Hemlock and Nightshade had to endure dirt flying to their face, Xiuying looked around her and determined that the best course of action would be to move to the outside lane and pass numbers one and two on their right. Unfortunately, number four prevented her from doing so as their ponygirls were at her wheel level. Moving to the right would mean breaking their legs, which wouldn't be a nice thing to do on top of getting disqualified.
Her two temporary ponies had to be taken into consideration as well. Xiuying's style and Brittany's style were different, but all the success the pink ponies had under Brittany's lead were undeniable. Together, those three have always been willing to do whatever was necessary to win, even playing dirty. There was no way Hemlock and Nightshade would feel guilty because of a nasty move that would allow them to win. Based on that fact, Xiuying thought of a solution, and a most compatible word appeared in her head.
Aggressivity.
She turned to the team that was blocking her progress and spat some scary shit that didn't quite match her personality.
"MOVE! I swear, your ponies are going to lose their legs tonight!"
At the same time, she pulled the reins in a way that made her cart jerk and come extremely close to the opposite team's racers.
"AAAH! Xiuying! Are you insane!? You almost hit us!"
"MOVE! Or else I won't miss next time!"
"Aaaah! Relax! Relax! You are crazy!"
Despite the other team's reluctance to comply, fear made them involuntarily adjust their course and provided just enough gap for Xiuying's team to squeeze in and get in the outside lane. Now in a position to make some progress, the Asian driver pushed her ponies as they should have been from the start.
"Alright, you two! Pick up the pace before falling asleep!"
Almost effortlessly, motivated by the bold move that their temporary driver dared to perform and almost giving them the impression that it was Brittany who was sitting in their car, Hemlock and Nightshade accelerated with renewed energy. This was what a good driver could do to help them win.
It didn't take too much time to complete the maneuver. After passing the two annoying leading teams, Xiuying returned her cart to the inner lane, in the first position. But this time, something was different. It was as if a dark shadow hovered above her head, an uneasiness that she couldn't shake. The last race had left a stain on her self-confidence when Penny's team came out of nowhere at an impossible speed to win it.
Well engaged inside the last turn, Xiuying looked over her left shoulder to see what was happening behind her. She had quickly increased her lead over all the other teams, meaning that, in theory, nobody would be able to catch up to her at this point, but her main fear took a very weird shape.
She couldn't see Morning Star, Moonlight, or Ivory. Her eyes surveyed the pack of racers, she could see all kinds of colors, but the black team was just not there. Was it possible that they had crashed or abandoned? She had this horrible feeling that not knowing had generated.
And that when she looked over her right shoulder and gasped.
"... NO! What the..."
Hugging the outside railing, something that no half-smart teams would ever attempt, was Penny's team, dangerously catching up to them despite their disadvantageous track position. As odd and impressive as it was, Xiuying's first reaction was not to ask questions but to attempt winning. A fire ignited in her heart with a strong desire not to lose this second race.
"YAAA! Hemlock! Nightshade! Don't let them win this time! You are better than they are! Give me all you've got!"
And she even struck their shiny pink butt with her riding crop, something that even Brittany had never done before.
A jolt of electricity traveled from their ass to their brain, which had a surprisingly positive effect on them. Usually, Brittany only used the crop to correct their bad techniques and help them keep a good racing form, so this was a first.
They picked up the pace.
***
"Did... Did she just hit my ponies!?"
"... Calm down, Britt... It was just a... light touch."
"BIIITCH! I'm going to carve her eyes out! I swear!"
Brittany loved her ponies.
***
This time, it was harder. Hemlock and Nightshade managed to accelerate enough to keep up with Morning Star and Moonlight. As everybody had predicted after the last race, there were only two teams on the track today, the two enemies that seemed to fuel each other's burning desire to win by constantly pushing the limits of the impossible. Everybody else behind them became invisible ghosts, amateurs.
"YAAAAH!"
"Aaaah! Slow down, please!"
On the left side of the track was Xiuying pushing her two ponies girls beyond their abilities, and on the right side of the track was Ivory, terrified by a speed that she couldn't fathom. Between them was uncertainty.
Could they keep this early sprint alive until the end? And in Star and Moon's cases, could they do it again? Sprint the whole race in the outside lane? Could Hemlock and Nightshade push hard enough to survive this unnatural assault? The four ponygirl bodies were burning like an overheated furnace. Their hooves were stomping the dry dirt at a relentless rhythm. Their legs were about to break.
Well, that wasn't entirely true.
Only one of the ponies seemed to be okay with this. Moonlight wasn't overly in pain and somewhat enjoyed herself. Sure, this was hard because Morning Star didn't seem to be capable of helping her much anymore, but it just made things more interesting. As long as Star would keep dictating this insane pace, Moonlight would naively follow and do all the work in her friend's stead.
A hundred meters before the end, exhausted, Hemlock and Nightshade's willpower began flagging. They could still work through pain due to their rigorous training and years of experience, but once their physical limits had been breached, it was only a matter of time before they depleted their emergency reserves.
Slowly, Penny's team pulled ahead under the horrified gaze of Xiuying.
"No... How!? How!? ... She will run out of energy... She HAS to!"
But no. Her logical assessment of Moonlight didn't become a reality, and Penny's team finished two lengths ahead of her team.
***
"... Sophie?"
"... Yeah?"
"... What the fuck?"
"... I dunno, Britt... But you can let the antenna go now. You bent it quite a bit."
***
Two days later.
Early in the morning, the jail door opened, and a man dressed in a nice suit placed his briefcase on the small desk between the two beds under the unamused gaze of Sophie and Brittany.
Brittany, unwilling to make a new friend, still attempted to figure out who he was.
"Who're you?"
"Me? A lawyer."
"... Are we free to go?"
"Oh, it depends. Let's see. I just arrived in town ten minutes ago. I have no clue about what you did. They asked me to come because they were sick of you apparently. Something about metal cups."
"..."
"..."
Definitely not amusing. A lawyer with no previous knowledge of their case wasn't promising. They had been simmering in this cell for the past two weeks, and nobody had started any procedure for or against them.
The lawyer opened his briefcase and pulled out some documents. His eyes coursed through the various papers, and he let out a discouraging noise that meant nothing.
"Mmm..."
"..."
"..."
"You, the little angry one. You are Sophie?"
"Ew! No. I'm Brittany."
"I see. So, you, there. You are Sophie?"
"Obviously."
"Okay. So, you hate each other?"
"Yes."
"Obviously."
"Okay. So who is pressing charges against who then?"
"..."
"..."
"If you don't answer me, it will make things more complicated."
Sophie and Brittany looked at each other, trying to figure out what was going on. Nobody ever talked about pressing charges against the other. This was nonsense.
Brittany answered first.
"I don't give a shit about her."
"So? You won't press charges?"
"No. Why would I do that?"
"And you, Sophie?"
"Hell no. I'm in enough trouble as it is. I'm not going to waste my precious time on her."
"Mmm... Why are you both here then? It's not a crime to hate each other."
"..."
"..."
Once more, the two small drivers looked at each other, trying to make sense of what they were experiencing. This time, it was Sophie who replied.
"Are we... free?"
"Yes. Just sign here. And you, here."
The lawyer presented each girl with a clipboard and a pen.
***
A simple signature later, the two drivers were sitting on the sidewalk, appreciating their freedom while waiting for their respective rides to show up. They weren't too sure how it happened. It was like the past two weeks were just a blur, a punishment served for bad behavior.
"Sophie?"
"Yeah?"
"I don't want to see your face ever again."
"Same here, Britt. Same here."
There was no love between the two of them and probably never would.
"... But... I enjoyed watching the races with you."
"..."
"..."
"What did you just say, Britt?"



"Shut up, Sophie. You've heard me."
"... Hehe."
"I said, shut up!"
"Okay, okay. But, for what it's worth. I didn't hate it either."
"Yeah. I know."
A rusty pickup truck turned around the corner and parked in front of the police station. Aboard, Ivory in the driver's seat and Morning Star and Moonlight in the back seat. The window lowered, the white show pony waved at Sophie.
"Sophie! Hello! Penny told us to come to pick you up. Did you have fun?"
"... Ugh. Fun isn't the word I would choose, no."
"Aww. Star and Moon are here too. They were AMAZING while you were on vacation."
"Ivory! I wasn't on vacation! I was in jail!"
"Oh, I know. I'm trying to put a positive spin on this."
Without any goodbye, Sophie walked across the street to the awaiting car. But before climbing into it, she looked at Brittany one last time.
"See you on the track, turd."
"Yeah. I'll beat your retarded ass."
A discreet smile later, Sophie sat next to Ivory, and the rusty pickup truck pulled away.
Brittany sighed. Finally, alone, her natural state. She looked up at the blue sky, there was no cloud in sight, and this mini-town was awfully quiet. Stardust or a designated person was en route to come pick her up as well.
She wasn't in the same great mood as Sophie, of course, because her ponies finished second in the two first races of the Triple Crown during her absence. It wasn't the results she had hoped for. It would be enough to earn a substantial amount of money and some fame, but it was not a victory, and it was certainly not achieving her goal of destroying Penny's stable once and for all.
The only thing that prevented Brittany from depressing even more than she already was was that it was nobody's fault. Xiuying, as much as she disliked her, was not in any way, shape, or form responsible for their mixed results. Actually, Xiuying had performed better than she had expected, and it was unlikely that she would have done better. The Asian driver had squeezed the best out of Hemlock and Nightshade's talent despite being their temporary driver.
No, it was all because of this abnormal ponygirl, Moonlight, this newbie who came out of nowhere with this natural power and unawareness about everything pony-related.
Secretly, Brittany thought that this was a good thing. Brittany was a racer, and her ultimate goal was not necessarily to win everything, no matter how pleasant that was. It was simply to race against the bests and give them a run for their money.
Perhaps, next week, she would have a perfect opportunity to do that again.
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"Alli, your mother and sister are sooo nice!"
"I know. Did you enjoy that little family dinner, Sky?"
"A lot! I understand why you are so amazing now."
"Hehe. Yes. I was raised okay, I suppose."
It was Friday night, and my lovely parasite and I slowly walked back from a small family dinner. I had a mother, a brother, and a sister. Since my brother worked overseas, it was just my mother and sister tonight. Skylar was very quiet during the whole evening as she didn't want to cause any trouble around my family. Anyway, her desire to learn more about interpersonal relationships was greater than her desire to tease me.
"Your mother really wants you to find a boyfriend."
"Haha. Yes, I know. But it's not going to happen now. And it's not like I can introduce you to her. It sucks. She wouldn't understand that I'm dating a parasite from space."
"Awww, sorry."
"No, don't be sorry. It's not your fault, and I regret nothing. We are happy together, so that's all that matters."
"Yes. We will figure it out as we go, I suppose."
Walking along the path following the river wasn't a shortcut, but Skylar and I just wanted to relax and chat after our first intense week as a couple. We spotted an empty bench facing the illuminated park and decided to sit on it to enjoy the freshness of the night.
I didn't have to ask Skylar anything. She knew what I liked. Under my clothes, she crawled all over me and turned into a full catsuit with a high neck. She loved to keep me warm that way, and the way she undulated all over my skin made this the best hug ever.
"Mmm... I love when you do that, Sky."
"I'm glad cause I love it too."
"Hehe. There is nobody around. Cover my head too. My ears are cold."
"Sure."
Why not? Wearing a latex hood wasn't a crime anyway. So, who cared if someone saw me looking like a fetishist woman? Skylar quickly crawled around my head and only left my eyes and mouth open. I already felt sexier.
"Mmm... That feels good. It's crazy, uh? We had so much sex this past week, yet, I'm not tired of it at all."
"I'm making sure you stay as healthy as you can be. Plus, this week, we didn't have sex the same way we had on Monday. So it was light sex."
"Monday? When you encased me in a hard shell all night? Haha. That was nuts. Yeah, we can't do that every day, or else I'll lose my mind."
"Do you still like your belly tattoo, Alli?"
"Oh, I love it. But I'm worried now. It looks almost complete, so my padlock is going to close after my next orgasm or two."
"Hehe... it's possible."
"Then what?"
"Then you'll never cum agaaain! Neveeer!"
"Haha. Maybe that wouldn't be too bad. But seriously, how will I unlock it?"
"Not sure yet. We will need to talk about it and find a fun idea."
That was such a nice little game. Everybody should play it, even though they don't have a parasite to assist. Skylar had tattooed a very nice tribal heart just above my pussy, and the more I came, the more the lines filled up. In the middle of it was that drawing of an open padlock. When I would reach my fiftieth orgasms, the padlock was supposed to close, and it would prevent me from cumming again as long as it remained in that state. At first, the idea turned me on very much, but after a week, seeing how close I was from getting to that point, I did my best to save some orgasms for later. Not only doing this kept me aroused, but on top of it, it kept our sex life at a more reasonable level.
But we had not decided yet what we would do once the padlock drawing had locked.
"Sky... Make me cum now."
"Really? Just like that?"
"Yes. I want to complete my tattoo."
"Hehe. Like this?"
"Mmmm... yeees!"
There was no deep penetration this time. Her little tendrils simply wrapped around my clit and tickled it delightfully.
"Aaah... That feels so good. Aggrlll..."
"Hehe... You are always moaning too loudly. I'll gag you, so we don't get in trouble."
"Mmmpph!"
I mmmphed my approval. Yes, please. Her tentacle entered my mouth and filled it like a glove. I would never get tired of this feeling. She also closed my eye holes for good measure, and I was now secretly encased in my alien skin in the middle of a public place with only two small nostrils as air intakes. This was so perverted and delicious.
As she worked hard on my case, the only thing that really worried me was if I were to be discovered in that state. It would certainly revive the pyromaniac fetishist story. The media had somewhat stopped talking about it, and in the end, new investigation elements and testimony had ruled out my criminal responsibility. The fire was caused by that forgotten pot of oil on the stove by that lady while she was on the phone, and the videos from the witnesses clearly showed that Skylar had saved the boy from the raging flames. They also concluded that the strange fetishist heroine was dead. Seriously, nobody could have survived that fall from that bridge. Still, they had no clue who wore that "latex suit" outside a very poor description from the mother, the only person who had actually seen me before I entered the house. She was so panicked that she remembered absolutely nothing.
"Mmmmphh!"
"Are you close already? You are such an orgasm machine, Alli. I love it!"
"Mmhmmm!"
Skylar was doing such a good job at rubbing my clit. Every single time, my mind turned into pink fuzz, and my eyes rolled up. I wish I had met her earlier. I always loved sex, but none of my previous partners had managed to satisfy me like this before. Turning into a depraved sex toy in bed for fun has always been what I desired, but not many people had succeeded in making me feel that way--none, in fact. I suppose I was too strong and confident for most males. But Skylar didn't have any trouble controlling my sexuality and pushing me in every direction at once.
And then it happened. I fell down the bench on my fours and came ridiculously hard. Maybe other people in the park were staring at me acting like a cow in heat, but I couldn't care less.
"MMMMPH! MMMPH! MMPHHH!"
"Haha. You are so fun to watch, Alli."
"Mmmph! Mmmph!"
That was a long one too. My parasite was pretty good at keeping me up there and making me ride my orgasm. She kept saying that she wasn't tampering with my brain, but sometimes I wondered if it was true.
I collapsed in the grass and panted through my small, constricted nostrils. But then, I felt something warm on my lower belly where my tattoo was. Not being a fool, I had a pretty good idea about what was happening.
"Uh, oh, Alli! You better look at this. Hehe."
"Mmm?"
I felt Skylar crawling off my lower belly, so I raised my shirt and pushed down my pants with my thumb to expose my sexy tattoo. When I saw it, a wave of excitement ran through my veins. This was so much better than I had anticipated.
It was amazing. It was glowing pink, and of course, the padlock in the middle of the heart had closed. It was so pretty and intriguing.
When Skylar crawled out of my mouth, I could finally express my contentment.
"Wooow! Sky! How did you do that? It's glowing."
"Hehe. I just used the right chemical elements. It will only glow at night, though."
"It's so prettyyyy!"
"And it's so... chaste."
"Right. Haha. So now I can't cum anymore?"
"Yes, and I will also keep your arousal level at a healthy level."
"Uh? What does that mean?"
"It means this..."
I wasn't sure what she was doing at first, but quickly enough, I realized that I had this lingering arousal feeling that was usually not there unless I was stimulated the right way. It was the perfect level that would make me want to ask for sex. Was she serious? Would she really do this to me?
"Mmm... Skyyy! That's mean!"
"I think it's great. It will make you work hard at unlocking your padlock."
"You can be so evil!"
"Hehe. It's because I love you. Let's go home, Alli. Then we can play some more."
"Mmmm... I guess I wouldn't mind."
***
"Pleaaase!?"
"No, Sky. You said we would play tonight. Not watch TV."
"Awww... But we will play after! I promise."
"Right! Last time, you spent the next hour trying to understand why you failed."
Skylar didn't annoy me often, but I just wanted to slap her butt when she acted like that. Too bad she didn't have one. A while ago, during a random discussion at work, she convinced herself that she could guess the lottery numbers in advance and make me win. I told her a hundred times that it was impossible, but she just wouldn't listen.
At first, I let her try because the idea of becoming rich was appealing to me, but seeing her fail, try after try, wasn't fun anymore. Every time she was convinced that she had the solution, and every time, her new theory didn't work. And tonight would be no exception. So I didn't want to watch TV; I wanted to have fun with her instead and discuss how I was supposed to get rid of my chastity seal.
"That's enough, Sky. I'm turning off the TV!"
"Nuuu... The draw will start in only two minutes..."
"I don't care. HEY! Let me press the button!"
"Nuuu!"
What a child. She just hacked my brain, so I couldn't press the remote button to turn off the TV. That was clever, but I got another idea. Since my parasite used my eyes to see, I placed my hand in front of my eyes, knowing that she would be hesitant to control my body without my consent in a non-sexual context.
"No! Alli! Let me watch!"
"Nope. You said we would have fun tonight, not that we would watch the lottery."
"But, the lottery is fun."
"No! It's not. When I'm talking about fun, I'm talking about bondage and hot sex."
"Ah... okay. Like this?"
That little rat.
She pulled my arms behind my back and wrapped them in a tight armbinder. She also quickly built a neck corset that immobilized my head and forced me to look at the TV. Because I was sitting on my couch, I could have just walked away, but Sky foresaw this as well and created a stretchy sheath around my legs. I was stuck.
"Gaaaah! Sky! Stop this!"
"But you said you wanted bondage. Hehe."
"Fine! Fiiiine! We will watch your stupid lottery. Let me go!"
"No. Maybe later. Hehe."
At least my constant arousal due to my magical chastity crest printed on my belly kept me company as Sky watched her boring program. I had to look at the screen, or else she would continue to whine. Unfortunately for me, the numbers that she was trying to guess were at the very end of the show, so I had to endure everything that came before. She would probably never admit it, but I could tell that she enjoyed this "lottery game" more than just a little. Her silence and focus while the small balls bounced inside the tumbler indicated that she took this very seriously.
But quickly enough, it was time for her draw. It was simple. Six numbers would be selected out of forty-nine, and if she guessed those six numbers right, we would win the jackpot. Sadly for Skylar, there was no way she could predict the future, no matter how smart she was, and in fact, I thought that was what bugged her so much.
"Alright, Alli. This time I'll get them right."
"Suuuure. What numbers did you pick this time?"
"4-8-15-16-32-48. Last time it didn't work because I miscalculated the probabilities. But it's simple math. This time I'll get it. You'll see."
"Ahan..."
I could almost feel her bouncing on my skin when the show host began mixing the balls. Soon enough, the first numbered ball rolled down a little rail and bounced cutely at the end. The pretty lady grabbed it and showed it to the camera.
"Six!"
"..."
"Twelve!"
"..."
"Fifteen!"
"AH! I GOT ONE!"
"Twenty-four!"
"..."
"Thirty-one!"
"..."
"Thirty-nine!"
"..."
And here we go again. Skylar failed miserably to predict the numbers and, due to an instant depression, retracted behind my neck, leaving me naked on the couch. The only person here that had predicted something right was me. Not only I wouldn't get rich from the lottery, but it was also possible that Skylar wouldn't want to play tonight because she took this game too seriously.
I reached behind my neck and gave her a good squeeze.
"Are you okay, Sky?"
"Bwaaaah! Why did it not work?"
"Because it's just not possible. It's too random."
"Pfff... I wanted to make you rich, Alli."
"Money isn't important. I can be happy with you even if I'm not rich."
"But you have to work all the time. If you were rich, we would get to spend more fun time together."
"Yes. You are right. But it is what it is. Even if I have to admit that it would be nice to be rich, we can still experience wild things together."
Sky relaxed a bit and began crawling over my body, seemingly encasing me into a beautiful catsuit.
"I like hugging you all over, Alli."
"Hehe. I like it too."
"So, what do people do when they are rich?"
"Oh, they travel, they buy big houses and nice clothes. They also buy cars and boats and eat fancy food."
"The generic compound I feed you with is way better."
"Haha. Your food is convenient, Sky, but it's not better taste-wise. I really enjoy my human food."
"Bleh!"
After turning into a catsuit, Sky immediately morphed into something else as if she tried to find something fun to do. It took me a short moment, but I realized what she was doing.
"Hey! That's the sexy suit you made me wear when we recovered my bag from the backyard."
"Yes. Let's go out again. Let's go visit some rich people's houses. I want to see for myself."
"Uh? You want me to wear this slutty outfit again tonight and go for a walk?"
"Yes, and visit big houses."
"Mmm... I don't know. It was exciting last time, but I'm a bit shy to try this again."
"We won't get caught. Remember, you are super powerful with me attached to your body. We can easily run away from trouble."
"Mmm... I don't know, Sky..."
"If you do it, it will unlock your chastity seal."
"Oh... In that case. Haha... You have a good incentive."
"And I'll make you cum a lot too."
"Okay, okay. I get it. Haha. I can work with that."
I stood up and felt womanly. Those latex-like tongues were barely hiding my pussy lips, the long glossy black stockings were tight and awesome, the opera gloves were as nice, the bra was definitely revealing, the little choker gave me that submissive bitch look, I still loved those boots, and of course, my little mask over my eyes hiding my identity. As I slid my fingers over all those small black strings crisscrossing all over my almost naked body, I couldn't do anything but admire Skylar's talent to morph into all kinds of sexy clothing items.
***
My heart pounded in my chest as I looked down at the ground from my balcony. I lived on the third floor, so it was a pretty big drop. Dressed in my slutty outfit, carrying my glowing chastity tattoo just above my minimalist space panties, I questioned Skylar once more.
"You sure it won't hurt?"
"Yes. I told you. Just jump already so we can go for our walk."
"It's... it's very high..."
"Do you want me to do it for you?"
"Yes... Just this time."
"Okay. Take a deep breath."
Skylar took control of my body and made me jump over the railing. Feeling the wind on my skin convinced my mind that I was going to die, yet, my trust in my parasite was strong, so I didn't scream like an idiot as I was falling.
When she extended my limbs to absorb the shock, I got this unreal feeling of strength. My body slowed down rapidly after contacting the ground, but it didn't feel any different than landing on a feathery pillow.
And then, Sky made me stand.
"See, Alli? It was nothing."
"Yeah... It was... cool?"
"Hehe. Alright. Let's go visit big houses now."
"Okay. The wealthiest part of the city is a bit far. I suppose we could jog there since you are super strong."
"Yes! Let's run!"
"I said jog!"
"No! Run! And jump over things! It's more fun! One of my previous hosts was doing that a lot."
"Haha. Alright. Let's see how it goes."
It was very late at night, so there was virtually nobody outside. At first, Skylar let me jog as I wanted, but it quickly became boring, so I accepted her suggestion to run. The boots she made me wear were great for that, or it was perhaps just because she anticipated all my movements and reacted accordingly to everything I did. If I were to land on an uneven surface, she would correct my ankle position so it wouldn't cause any discomfort.
Since I was wearing this very sexy outfit that was totally inappropriate for a nightly stroll, I had to jump over a fence or hide a couple of times to avoid some other nocturnal people. As embarrassing as it was to look so slutty, it was great to wear something that gave me full freedom to use my body as I saw fit. For some reason, I felt very confident in the abilities I got from my parasite lingerie.
I felt very sexy and powerful.
Running for forty-five minutes was impressive. I didn't feel tired, sore, or exhausted but certainly felt alive. My heart perhaps pumped harder than at rest, but it felt like I could have kept going like this for days.
"Alright, Sky. Can you cover my glowing tattoo? If we are to sneak into backyards, I don't want to get caught."
"No."
"Hey! You can't say no! I'm serious. I don't want to get caught."
"I'll just make it stop glowing. But I'm not covering your lower belly, or else you won't be as sexually attractive."
"Sexually attractive? You just want me to turn on random people?"
"Yes. I want to see them drooling over you while knowing that you are mine."
"Silly parasite!"
I poked at the black mass behind my neck with my finger. Sky could have such a strange sense of humor at times. But, at least, my sexy tattoo stopped glowing. For someone to see it now, he would have to be very close, particularly during a dark night like tonight.
This little adventure was exciting. It was the first time in my life that I fully felt this confident. Okay, it was just a little game between Sky and me, a condition to unlock my chastity seal, so it wasn't like we would steal a car or murder somebody, but still, we were probably about to break the law the same way we did on our way here. The last time I checked, it was not legal to jump over fences and enter people's backyards, even to avoid being seen due to embarrassing clothes.
Now that we had arrived at our destination and hiding behind a big bush, we came up with a little plan.
"Ah! We are so stupid, Sky. We should go back home."
"Hehe. No. I want to see those big houses. They look nice."
"Nice is an understatement. Each of these is worth more money than what I'll make in a lifetime."
"Aww... Alli. You can buy one when I understand how the lottery works."
"Ah, no! Enough with that, Sky. So, how do we do this? There are too many street lights, so I suppose we could sneak into the backyards. I'm getting good at it."
"Yes, let's go to that one over there. I want to see it."
"Okay. And if we get caught, we run to the park just over there. There is a small river we can use to escape."
"Sounds good."
I felt like a thousand bucks with my sexy suit, boots, and little mask, all made out of Skylar's indestructible flesh. I silently sprinted across the street and graciously jumped over the fence, and disappeared in the darkness.
***
Thump!
It was perfect. This first backyard was so dark. There were no lights, and because it was already 1 am, even the house was completely dark. Sleeping people was a convenient thing when breaking the law. My first reflex as a sexy criminal was to sit in that super-extra-rich-people lounge chair and whisper my amusement to Skylar.
"Haha! Are we really doing this? Oooh, I would LOVE a backyard like this, Sky."
"Hehe. We can come here whenever we want to enjoy the place for free. It is much better than your small apartment."



"Of course, it is better. And there is a nice pool too. I envy those people."
I had this habit of caressing my clothes now because they were an extension of my lovely parasite., and I loved her. From an outsider's point of view, it would just make me look like a horny woman caressing her body sensually, which was, all things considered, what I did. Here, in my soft chair, I was the embodiment of a sexual fantasy, shamefully dressed like a cosplay slut and squeezing my boobs for my own pleasure. I would definitely have to be careful not to do that at work, or it would look super strange.
Let's reserve this whorish behavior for dark backyards.
But as I was running my fingers on my own curves, I noticed something.
"Sky. Is it just me, or I'm getting sexier?"
"Yes. It's all the sex we have. You are getting fit."
"..."
"... Okay. It's not just sex. I just improved your biochemistry. I told you about that already. Your body is slowly adopting its best expression. You could have done that by yourself with proper food and exercise, so it's not that special."
"Mmm... I like it. I can feel all the muscle fibers on my flank. Hehe."
"I love your flanks, Alli."
After this little romantic moment, we walked to the other fence and jumped over it. For about thirty minutes, we visited different backyards; they were all very stunning. The more of them we saw, the sadder I got. Or was it jealousy? I would have loved to live in one of those palaces with a private backyard. Maybe it was a mistake to come here today and witness what I couldn't have. Even with a super-smart Skylar as my assistant, a job that would pay more would also involve more work, so I didn't think this life would suit me. As Skylar said, maybe it was better just to visit illegally once in a while and pretend it was ours, just for one night. Perhaps there was something nice about changing home every day. Variety was a good thing.
Once more, I jumped over a big fence and silently landed in the grass on the other side.
"Ooooh! That one is amaaaazing!"
"Wooow! Alliii! I love it too."
It was as dangerous as it was beautiful. There were so many garden lights that if the owner were to look in my direction, he would have no trouble seeing the sexy me. Same with the neighbors. I wasn't hidden anymore. But my mind was too busy to care. The massive underground pool was illuminated with underwater lamps and had some sweet designs at the bottom, like in movies. There was a nice she-shed, a gazebo that could fit a table for twelve, a bbq area, and everything else that screamed wealth.
And that was when Skylar got a fantastic bad idea.
"Alli! Let's go swim."
"Swim? Hehe. We will get caught. Everybody would be able to see us."
"Nah. I sense a young lady upstairs on the bed and a male asleep on the living room couch."
"Uh? You can sense that?"
"Not in great detail, but I know they are there. I can feel the vibration of their heartbeat.
"Wow... You are one sensitive parasite."
"Yes. And I'm cute too. Can we go swimming now?"
"Haha. Sure. Why not? The neighbors will just think we are the owner. Let's not make a noise, though."
"Okay."
Whatever. If we were to get caught, we would just run away effortlessly anyway. I would have to learn how to relax a little bit when I was in my parasite mode. Skylar showed me more than once that I could easily outrun and outpower anybody with speed and strength. What did I have to lose? I surely didn't want to alert the whole city about a strange girl invading backyards at night, but right now, we were not really at risk, so why not enjoy myself a little with my special stretchy space girlfriend.
I crawled to the pool and entered it without making too much splashing. The water was crystal clear and also very warm. I dove underwater. Maybe it was wrong and illegal, but it was so cool at the same time. I had never been in a big pool like this before and could barely remember the last time I swam. Of course, Skylar had used my body to swim away from the city for a good five hours straight, but I wasn't conscious at that time, so it didn't count. Yeah, Skylar really wanted to run far away from the cops on that day.
In any case, this was nice. I glided to the middle of the pool and let myself float on my back to look at the stars.
Our universe was big. Most of the night sky was masked by the city glow, but I still loved how majestic it looked. I have seen it to its fullest during various trips around the world, so it was not too hard to complete the picture in my mind and memories. We were so small, and the universe was so big. I envied Skylar. She had traveled so much and so far. It must have been terrifying at times. But still, I envied her nonetheless.
"Sky, did you see a lot of worlds in your life?"
"A few, yes."
"So, are there other intelligent life forms out there?"
"... Alli, are you saying I'm not intelligent?"
"Bhahaha! Sorry! I keep forgetting that you are not from Earth. You know what I mean, though?"
"Mmm... I do. And yes, there are."
"Are they going to attack us?"
"Oh, that's highly unlikely. But yes, there are bad creatures out there who would destroy your world if they had a chance."
"Oh, that's scary. Hey, tell me what your previous host was like."
"It was a snake."
"No, I mean, in a previous world that you visited. Did you attach to another sentient being in the past?"
"Mmm... Yes. But I'm not sure I want to tell you about that."
"Why not?"
"It's not something you are supposed to know. Anyway, your race will never encounter theirs."
"No? Why? Are they too far?"
"Relatively speaking, yes. But that's not the reason. They are extinct now."
"Oh? I'm sorry to hear that. Were you there when it happened?"
"..."
"Sky?
"Can... Can we talk about something else, Alli?"
"Oh... okay. Sorry, I didn't mean to pry."
Maybe I was too curious. Skylar was so awesome that it was hard to imagine bad things had happened to her in the past. She was more than likely ancient and had seen her fair share of fun and not-so-fun things. I didn't think it was wrong to ask those questions since she was my girlfriend, but perhaps now wasn't the best time to do that. She wanted to go out tonight to have fun, after all, not to be interrogated about her past hosts.
Since we were in a giant pool, I got an idea that would cheer her up.
"Turn me into a mermaid, Sky!"
"What is a mermaid?"
"You know. After you jumped down the bridge? You told me you had given me a fishtail to swim away faster."
"Oh. Yes. Like all the water creatures around me. That was super fun. Let me show you."
More of her body came out of my crotch, creepily as ever, and encased my legs into a single sheet. And as expected, she created a nice rubber mermaid tail for me.
"Haha! That's exactly what I had in mind, Sky! Blllrrrrbb!"
Of course, I wasn't used to swimming with a tail, so I kind of sank at the bottom of the pool. But Skylar quickly helped me and brought me back to the surface.
That was what this night was about--spending time with my parasite girlfriend and trying new fun things. For the next half hour, I had a blast learning how to be a mermaid. Skylar gave me tips and tricks, and rapidly, I was able to swim on my own. Sure, she added some extra power to my movements, like when we jumped around from fence to fence earlier, but I was the one deciding on everything now.
I couldn't remember the last time I went swimming. In a big city, unless you have enough money to own a house, pools were pretty inaccessible unless swimming in a public one full of continuously peeing children was appealing. To me, it was not, and since I lived in a small apartment, I never really thought I could enjoy one like this.
Skylar said she could sense if people were around, so I didn't feel anxious about swimming in a pool that wasn't mine. It was amazing to see how much Skylar's presence had changed my outlook on things. Never before would I have risked such a stunt as getting caught would have resulted in my arrest. My standard legs wouldn't have been able to escape the cops and their flashing cars.
Skylar brought me an extraordinary kind of freedom and allowed me to dream a bit more about a beautiful life without stupid rules.
"Mmm... Sky. Living here would be nice."
"Your apartment is very small, yes. It would be more fun if you had your own planet."
"Haha. You are funny. An entire planet might be a bit too big for me."
"Maybe, but you would be able to do everything you want."
"I'm not rich enough to buy a planet. I can't even afford this luxury house. It must be worth a couple of millions."
"Let's go visit it, Alli."
"Uh? What? NO! Are you nuts? You said there were people inside."
"Well, the male is sleeping, but I'm puzzled about the girl. Her heartbeat is a bit odd."
"Odd? Like how odd?"
"Well... Odd like yours when we have sex. But she is not having sex... I think..."
"Skyyy! What are you saying? Is she masturbating?"
"I don't know. Let's go find out."
"Skyyy! We... We can't do that."
"If we don't, I'm not removing your chastity seal."
"Oh! That's low! You promised."
"Just climb on the roof there so we can take a quick look through the window."
"Uuurgh! Fiiine. But I don't want trouble. Make sure you help me to be silent. And get rid of my mermaid tail. I can't climb with it on."
"Ah, right! Good point."
When I pulled myself out of the pool and got my legs back, Sky quickly crawled over me and removed the water from my skin and hair. That was one convenient hairdryer. Of course, she took the extra initiative to pinch my nipples at the same time, making me yelp.
"Eep!"
"Oops... It was an accident, Alli!"
"Accident, my ass! I told you to help me stay silent. Not the opposite."
"Haha. Quick! Let's go spy on the girl before her male awakens."
"You are terrible, Sky! Terrible."
Terrible but fun. Again, this extra power I felt turned me into a bolder person. I wondered if it was just me or if everybody else with the same opportunity would fail to resist the temptation. Secretly, all humans were curious about what was happening in the other houses. Fortunately, not being able to climb on roofs easily and the fear of the law kept most of us in check. But since none of that was a problem for me anymore, I was a stealthy sexy girl... So why not.
I approached the small roof over the BBQ area and grabbed it with one hand. I pulled myself up like this, as if I had a bicep made of steel, and climbed on it. As I stepped toward the other roof leading to the second-floor windows, I felt something squishy under my boots. For a moment, I marched in place like a moron, trying to figure out what was wrong with my feet.
"Heeey... What's this, Sky?"
"I cushioned your feet so that we make less noise."
"Ah, neat. Good idea."
With my squishy feet, I effortlessly jumped onto the other roof section. Not a noise. This was perfect.
Walking up the steep roof on my tiptoes and fingertips, I quickly reached the top floor window and carefully peeked inside.
"Aaah! It's too dark. I can't see. Is the girl in that room?"
"No. She is in another room. I still don't understand what she is doing. She's been lying on her bed since we arrived, but her heartbeat is too high. Maybe she is in trouble."
"Bleh! Don't put ideas like that in my head, Sky. Now I want to make sure she is okay."
"You should go check. The window is unlocked."
"WHAT? No! Sky! We can't do that! It's called a home invasion."
"It's not a home invasion if they don't see us. I'll keep you silent."
"No!"
"Yes!"
"No!"
"Yes!"
"Raaaah! You... you think she is in real trouble?"
"I'm not sure... She may be."
"Grrr... Fiiine... I'll try. But if they notice us, we will have to run far away and quickly."
"We will be careful."
It was still a terrible idea. I carefully pried the window open and silently crawled inside like a cat. I could only imagine what the house occupants would think if they were to see a masked girl dressed up like a slut with a big chastity tattoo on the belly. Any male would either try to have sex with me or simply have a heart attack. We would have to be extra stealthy here.
Thanks to my super strength, I could move in any way I wanted without risking crashing onto the floor because of a misstep. My gloved hands reached the very soft carpet, reminding me that this was a luxurious house, and I pulled my entire body inside.
Now kneeling on the floor in an empty guest room, feeling the full weight of my breast in my small bra, the reality of what I was doing sank in.
"S... Sky... Mmmph!"
"Shhh! Alli! Don't talk!"
She wasn't wrong, but the way she covered my mouth so quickly surprised me a little. Skylar was definitely much quicker than when we first met. She could transform so quickly; it was almost scary at times.
But again, she was right and prevented me from making a mistake that would have alerted the two occupants. Skylar being Skylar, however, she just couldn't help but tease me some more at the worst possible time. Some small tendrils wrapped around my clit and began massaging it. Since my chastity lock was closed, I knew this was nothing else than fun torture.
... or maybe not.
"Hehe. Alli. Go find the girl. Maybe she is cute."
"Mmm..."
"Shhh..."
It was very dark, and Skylar wanted me to walk through the house blindly. After two steps, I could already project that my big toe would hit a piece of furniture and wake up everybody around. It was nonsense. Still on my knees, I extended my arm and patted the carpet in front of me in order to make safe progress.
"What are you doing, Alli?"
"Mmmph!"
"Oh... Right. You can't see in the dark. There... Is this better?"
All of a sudden, the level of darkness diminished enough to allow me to see fairly well. It went from pitch black to, let's say, night light level. Did Skylar just do that to me? Did she switch something in my brain to make me more sensitive to light? If that were the case, it would be extremely convenient in the future. Particularly when I'm trying to locate my black panties in my dark closet at home.
Still gagged, I nodded. Much better.
"Mmph!"
"Yes. I made your retinas more sensitive. Next time I will listen to you better so you can trigger your night vision by yourself. Sorry."
I climbed back to my cushioned feet and inspected my environment. As I thought, it must have been one of the guest bedrooms even though it was much bigger than mine. The absence of decoration and bedsheets didn't lie.
Slowly, I headed to the big hallway, looking left and right to make sure nobody was around. I trusted Sky to warn me about all potential risks, but since she was still playing with my clit and had also discreetly started to slow-fuck me, I couldn't rule out that she was distracted. Not too long ago, she clearly explained that what was pleasurable to me was also pleasant to her. So I would have been a fool to delegate all my safety to her.
"Alli, she is in that room... Take a look. Something is odd about her. I'm telling you..."
"..."
It was so wrong to spy on people like that, but how could I have walked away knowing that a girl might have been in trouble. My curiosity was way too intense to ignore. At the same time, I also hoped that Skylar wasn't pulling my leg because I wouldn't be too happy.
I didn't want to frighten her, so I followed the wall and just took a very careful peek in that other room using my super eyes.
And what I saw made my heart skip a beat, and even Skylar stopped teasing my private parts for a moment, probably also in shock.
In the middle of a massive king bed, there was a glossy black form slowly struggling. It was something I was certainly familiar with. It indeed looked like a woman, but she was a prisoner of a tight latex sleep sack. The tight latex hood molded over her head had no eyes and no mouth, confining her to a world of darkness. Seeing her twist without conviction made me understand that she has probably been there for a while... But how long? And why was she in that bondage gear if her partner wasn't around? That was wrong on so many levels.
When my lovely parasite wrapped me in a similar way and kept me immobile for an extended period of time, she took great care of me. She fed me, kept my body clean, made sure I wasn't getting uncomfortable. But that exhausted girl didn't have anybody looking after her. If her partner was downstairs, passed out drunk on the couch, then it was unlikely that she had a good time. Maybe she wanted out but couldn't do anything about it.
At least, we were here now, and she was safe again. That somehow calmed my nerves. I even smiled a little because witnessing this was a bit sexy, and I wasn't the only one to think that way.
"Hehe. Alli. She is like us when we have fun."
"Mmm..."
"I got a great idea. I know what you can do to unlock your chastity seal."
"Mmm?"
"Climb on the bed and grab her boobs. She won't be able to do anything about it. You can play with her body as much as you want. She is defenseless."
And that was when my finger stabbed Skylar in the flank really hard. She was indestructible, but she would surely get my point. Abusing a helpless girl was not something I was willing to do.
"Ow! Okay! Okay! Sorry! I was just kidding. Why don't you let her out then?"
"Mmph!?"
That was a better idea, but not that much better. Rescuing her would mean that she would see me and potentially scream or call the cops. At the very least, I would terrify her. There must have been a different way to help her.
She let out another long sigh and groaned in discomfort. Her little voice was definitely faint. She must have been a prisoner of that latex sleep sack for hours, abandoned by her snoring irresponsible man.
It was too much for me to bear, so I placed a knee on the firm mattress, ready to make a move and save her, but Skylar screamed inside my brain.
"A... ALLI! NO! DON'T!"
"Mm!?"
"Let's go back outside. Quickly. We need to talk!"
"..."
I wasn't too sure what that was about, but Sky's violent reaction had scared me. I rapidly returned to my feet and silently left the room. A few steps later, I reached the already open window and returned to the roof, where Skylar finally crawled off from over my mouth, allowing me to whisper again.
"Skyyy! What's the big deal. You scared the shit out of me."
"Allison! That girl... She ... she..."
"She is a murderer?"
"... NO! Alli! That's not it at all!"
"What is it then?"
"... That girl... SHE'S LILIAN!"
"... Uh? Lilian? You don't mean..."
"YES! The cute administrative assistant at your job!"
That was it. This time it was too much joking around. I stood up, strong and proud, placed my fists on the small of my waist, and let Sky know that it wasn't funny.
"Sky! You are full of shit!"
"Uh? But... It's true! It's her."
"Stop messing with my brain, egg-laying alien. It's not funny anymore."
"I don't lay eggs! I told you a hundred times! And I'm not lying. It's heeer!"
"And how do you know that? She is covered in thick latex from head to toe. You can't tell!"
"She moaned. I analyzed her voice tone, and it is her."
"Many girls moan the same way. It's like the lottery. You think you are right, but you are not."
"No! That's not true. She used frequencies specific to her."
"... And you are wrong. Do you know how many girls there are in this city? Millions. And Lilian is an admin assistant. She can't afford this house. I don't see why she would live here."
"Maybe she built it for free?"
"Sky! It doesn't work that way. Unless her boyfriend were rich, she wouldn't sleep here."
While Skylar searched for her next insane words, I appreciated the moment nonetheless. I was standing on a roof overlooking a luxurious backyard, wearing nothing else than a slutty outfit, barely hiding my private parts and exposing my perverted belly tattoo that indicated that I wanted to fuck and be fucked while being unable to cum. How did I get to this point in my life?



It didn't matter because it was awesome. I felt so confident and pretty. Was it just because I had a girlfriend from space who loved me? Could love alone make me feel that way? Probably.
"I... I'll lay eggs inside you!"
"... Uh? Sky? Come again?"
"If... If I'm right about the girl being Lilian, I'll lay my eggs inside you! It's going to be your punishment."
"Hey! I don't want you to lay eggs inside of me. Anyway, you said you can't lay eggs."
"I changed my mind."
"Right. What if you are wrong then?"
"I'll unlock your chastity padlock and make you cum all night."
"DEAL!"
This time, I knew I was right. With the repeating lottery failure, I knew Skylar was overconfident at times and fallible. She didn't know much about humans yet, so she was likely to mistakenly compare us to a different race she knew. All humans had different voices, and even a pro impressionist had difficulty imitating celebrities. Even with my normal ears, I could tell the difference between everybody around me, but I required more than just a little noise to identify someone. I would win this bet. There was no way Skylar would have identified Lilian out of a small moan.
"Alright, silly parasite. I'm going back in. Don't cover my mouth this time. I won't make a noise."
"Ah! Okay. But get your uterus ready. I will overfill it with eggs."
"Ahan! Get your tentacle ready because you will make me cum all night."
"Not a chance! You'll carry my eggs."
At least this little game had cheered us up. Skylar was always so fun to be around, and it just triggered our creativity. That was why we loved each other. Okay, maybe I was in a good mood too because I knew I was going to win this, and, on top of that, she had clearly told me that she couldn't lay eggs. So even if I were to lose, she would have to find something else to punish me. Maybe an entire night immobilized in a hard shell sleepsack would do the job.
I silently made my way back to the girl's room. It was unlikely that she went anywhere during my absence, so I wasn't scared to bump into her in the hallway. Sky was awesome because my new night vision feature kicked in as soon as I thought that I would like more light. I didn't even have to ask for it. I reached behind my neck to scratch her to let her know that she did well.
Like a silent cat, I entered the girl's room, who was still well wrapped in her glossy rubber bag and tried to think of a plan of attack to rescue her. I didn't feel like waking up her boyfriend for some reason, so I had to think of another way. Perhaps I could use my super strength to rip her latex sack and make her believe it had failed... but that would be mean because she might love that bondage item. Those things were expensive. Maybe I could just unzip her and flee. That way, she would simply wonder what happened without ever understanding how she had regained her freedom. But to do that, I would have to turn her to her belly as the zipper was on her back.
Conveniently, this beautiful creature restarted wriggling, which gave me a great idea. I carefully climbed on the giant bed on my knees and hands, and I timed my move perfectly. As soon as she attempted a swing to roll over to her belly, she had attempted that a couple of times unsuccessfully already, I pinched one of the folds in the latex sleepsack and pulled hard enough to help her flip over. The surprised groan she let out made me think that she had regrets about being in this new position after having tried so hard, but she couldn't do anything about it now.
Thankfully, the super-parasite girl was here to take care of everything. The next part of my plan would be to pull her back zipper down fast enough that she would think it had been caused by some weirdly convenient tension in the latex. If I succeeded in doing that during one of her bigger moves, she would just consider herself lucky.
I approached my fingertips from the zipper tab, ready to perform my good deed, but a certain squishy parasite decided that it was a good moment to interfere playfully. I couldn't make a noise, so obviously, it was good timing.
"Alli?"
"..."
"Do you want my eggs in your ass, stomach, or uterus? I said uterus earlier, but why not your ass? There is more room for more eggs."
"..."
Oh, I wanted to slap her. Skylar knew I couldn't make a sound or else we would get discovered, which was precisely why she decided to play with my head during this critical moment.
And why did I think that it was hot? Was she playing with my arousal? I've been joking about her laying eggs in me for such a long time, it was my favorite line for when I wanted to make her mad, but now that the thought of it happening for real took root in my perverted brain, I kind of liked the idea. There was no way I would tell her that, though.
I shook my head and pinched the zipper tab. As planned, as soon as she wriggled again, I pulled on the zipper really quick.
ZIP!
Success. I delicately crawled away from her and returned to my feet. Shocked, the girl didn't move for a long moment, as she was probably wondering if her sleeping man had finally come to rescue her. It took her a long moment to determine that it wasn't the case. Since nothing else was happening, she resorted to popping her shoulders out of her stretchy bondage gear.
She offered me a very nice spectacle while she was struggling like a worm on a rainy day. I could tell she was flawlessly young, and even if she wasn't trying to be sexy by contorting like this, well, she was. When she finally managed to pull her sweaty arms out of the internal sleeves and pushed the sack down to her perfect waist, I had a great opportunity to admire her large round breasts. Skylar probably wanted me to grab them, but I was not willing to do it, even though I would have liked to try.
Wait, did I really just think that?
After sitting up, the tired girl reached behind her neck and unzipped her featureless latex hood. And that was when Sky reminded me of something important...
"Uh? Alli? What are you doing?"
OH SHIT!
I couldn't just stand there staring at her with desire. Since the doorway was across the room and on the other side of the bed, my safest bet was to dive and roll under the bed as silently as possible. Skylar must have anticipated my wreckless move because she did her best to cushion my bones as I was clumsily crawling into my hiding spot.
I barely had time to fully disappear before a sweaty latex hood fell heavily on the floor right next to me. The girl was no longer anonymous, but since a mattress separated us, there was no way to confirm whether or not I had lost my bet yet. Instead, I heard her rant.
"Idiot! Stupid idiot!"
Oh, she wasn't happy.
"Jake! JAKE! Where are you, bastard!?"
That voice... It couldn't be.
Two small naked feet appeared next to my shoulder. Could it be really her?
No way... don't tell me...
The feminine feet fast-walked to the door and disappeared from my sight.
"JAAAKE!"
"Lilian? I'm... I'm sorry!"
"You IDIOT! You said you'd be back in a few minutes. You left me tied up for hours! I was so scared!"
"I fell asleep... I said I'm sorry! Come on, don't overreact. It's no big deal."
"Whatever! I'm out of here!"
"Aaah! Don't be like that. You said you liked bondage."
"I do! But it doesn't work that way. I want to do it safely. I clearly can't trust you."
"Where are you going, Lilian? Don't leave!"
"We are not dating, Jake. We just agreed to play, and now I don't trust you. So find someone else crazy enough to do that kind of stuff with you on the forum."
"Aaah, come on! Come back."
Darn. It WAS Lilian. She just pushed that guy away, dressed up lighting fast, and slammed the front door behind her after storming out. What were the odds for that to happen tonight? As much as I was frustrated for having lost my bet, a little voice inside me said, "Good for you, Lilian, for not taking crap from an irresponsible play partner."
I began crawling from under my hiding spot but quickly retreated. With Lilian gone, the guy was now climbing the stairs, probably to officially go to bed, frustrated for having lost a golden opportunity to have fun with a premium girl. He entered the room and climbed on his bed while showing his true colors.
"Fucking bitch. They are all the same. They act like they want something, and when they get it, they cry like a baby. Everything in the boobs and nothing in the head."
Hum! If he had known what kind of woman lived under his bed, he probably wouldn't have said that. A mere foot under his butt was someone who was quite a feminist and who could also crush his nuts with one hand. I was in full agreement with Lilian on that one; IDIOT! And now I was mad.
I waited under the bed for the next twenty minutes until I heard him snore. When I slid out and got back to my feet, I took a look at him and decided that I really didn't like him.
"Alli. Let's go. He is not worth it."
"..."
She was right. He was not worth it, so I left the room and headed downstairs.
"Hey, Alli? Where are you going?"
"I could have crushed his nuts, but instead, I will just leave him a little gift."
"Why a gift? He wasn't even nice."
"You'll see, Sky. You'll see."
Empowered, feeling superheroish in my sexy outfit and my cute black mask, I headed to the kitchen to avenge Lilian. I plugged the sink with its strainer and turned on the water. If he didn't notice that until the next morning, he would have a lot of fun cleaning this little incident.
"That would teach him to be irresponsible. Ah!"
"Alli?"
"What?"
"You are very odd at times."
"Haha. I know! But it feels good. Let's go home now!"
I opened the door leading to the backyard. It would be safer to return home the same way we arrived, stealthily and illegally.
As I was heading toward the fence, a tentacle rammed into my vagina, not so tenderly. It was enough to make me fall to my knees and hands.
"Uuuurgh! Skyyyy... It's not the time. We need to go home. It's already late."
"Did you forget about something, Alli?"
"Oh...Hehe... Well... Okay, you were right. It WAS Lilian."
"Yes! So, I have something to do."
"..."
"Remember our bet?"
"You can't be serious! You told me yourself that you don't lay eggs inside people."
"And I also said I changed my mind. Now I can and decided that you will carry my eggs in your uterus."
"... Sky! Gross! You can't... AAAH!"
"..."
What was happening? Something was pressing hard against my cervix. Sky had often entered that section of me to leave part of her body in it, but it never felt like that. This time it was as if she was pushing something hard against it. It couldn't be really... an egg...?
"S... Skyyy... What... What are you doing?"
"I'm laying an egg, and you'll have to carry it."
"Aaaah! SKY! It's... It's... entering my..."
"Hehe. Take a deep breath, Alli. They are big."
"T... they?"
"Oh, yes. I will lay many. Here, let me make it easier for you."
"AAAahmmmm... Ooooh!"
Okay. That was crazy. She didn't even give me time to discuss this crazy situation. She apparently was pushing a big egg inside my uterus, and as if it was going to make it any better, she entered my ass with a tentacle and began fucking me deeply, the way I like it the most. There was no way I could stand anymore. It was a healthy mix of creepiness, pleasure, and pain.
Laying an egg seemed to be a slow process. The more she pushed it inside me, the bigger it felt. Just when I thought I couldn't take it anymore, it just popped in. I swear, if I didn't have this chastity crest enabled, I would have cum right on the spot. I could feel my juice running down my legs, and my arousal was through the roof. I placed a hand on my belly and massaged it. She couldn't possibly have done this.
"Sky... I... I can feel... something... hard... inside my belly."
"Hehe. It's my egg. Sorry, it's a bit big."
"Aaaah... I... I want to cum."
"Nope. You lost your bet. The chastity lock stays closed."
"But... I'm so close... AAAH!"
"Oooh, Alli, I have another egg for you."
"Uuurgh! Skyyyy!"
Again! The same thing happened. Something hard and smooth started to push against my uterus. Was she really doing this? Did she lie to me, and it was how her race reproduced? Would those things... hatch? Those questions were important, and I demanded answers, but I also had my priorities well organized.
"Aaaah! Fuck me harder!"
"Shhh... Alli. People will hear you."
She was right about that. This little exercise made me forget where I was, in a well-lit backyard of a luxurious house. Without my consent, but with all of it at the same time, she crawled over my mouth and entered it, destination, my throat.
"Mmmph!"
"Hehe. Alli. You like this too much."
"Mmm mmm!"
I nodded furiously and then fell flat on my chest when the second egg popped into my uterus. Again, I would have cum so hard... to the point where I wanted more of this. Quickly, my brain had submitted to this strange experience and, even if a bit painful, it really sent me to a very happy place. I was forced to carry alien parasite eggs. And when Sky covered my eyes and plugged my ears, it was the icing over the cake.
In the middle of this backyard, I was a living sexual ornament ready to be discovered, and there was nothing I could do to hide. With potential people watching from afar, from the neighbors' windows, I was becoming even more a host to an alien lifeform than I already was. One after the other, large eggs entered my belly and felt heavier and heavier. My uterus struggled to make room for all of them but somehow seemed very accomodating. What was Skylar doing to me this time? How would I be able to return to a normal life if she were to leave me one day?
I wasn't sure I fully understood my situation, but I loved it.
Egg after egg, my belly expanded. I turned into a mere reproductive organ, willing and motivated by my sex drive. What did that make me? And when I felt another egg pushing, I uselessly reached my crotch with my hand.
"MMmph!"
"You can't do anything about it, Alli. I have two more eggs to implant."
"Mmmmph!"
"Haha! I love you so much, Alli!"
"MMmmm!"
Was it me, or was this one even bigger? When running my fingers on my low-fat belly, I could definitely feel large eggs inside of me and could even make them move by pushing on them with my fingers. It had to be the weirdest feeling I had ever experienced. There was no way out. I would carry parasite eggs for a while, apparently...
... and I secretly hoped they would eventually hatch...
... But not too quickly, please.
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"That's not good..."
"Nope... Not good..."
"Having regrets?"
"Not at all. Things are happening as they are supposed to."
"Meaning?"
"Meaning that life is like a raging sea at times, and we can't control it."
"Deep... but true."
Invisibly sitting in the stands among a mass of excited people, Tiantang Zhi Ma and Penny watched the small drivers guide their ponygirls to their assigned gates. As if this was a bad joke from the Gods, Sophie was given gate number one, and Brittany was given gate number two. Any other combination than this would have been preferable. The two drivers may have survived some time together in a prison cell, but here, with their competitive spirits, a spark would be enough to ignite a catastrophe.
Penny and Tiang could already tell that the two drivers were throwing invectives at each other already, but they could do nothing about it from where they were. Before the race, Penny had carefully explained to Sophie that her suspension lift was a miracle and it was critical for her to keep her mouth shut even if taunted by her harsh enemy. It was only fair to assume that Stardust had strongly encouraged Brittany to do the same.
But, as Penny had so poetically stated, life could sometimes be a raging sea.
***
"SCREW YOU, IDIOT!"
"DIE!"
"NO! YOU DIE!"
Morning Star and Moonlight briefly looked at each other, almost wishing that Penny had let Ivory drive them during this last race. Ivory was noisy and a bit of an airhead, but at least she didn't bring such verbal violence with her on race days. As for Hemlock and Nightshade, even if they had seen Brittany at her worst over the years, they couldn't entirely repress the thought that running with Xiuying as a driver during the past two races had been somewhat peaceful.
But ponies being ponies, they didn't have the freedom of choice. Instead, they had to wait for the track official to give their respective drivers a substantial warning to shut up, or else they would get disqualified. The tension was so high between them that the ponies assigned to gate number three were too terrified to enter it.
It would be that kind of day again.
Even though six teams were ready to race, everybody, both on the track and in the stands, secretly knew that this ultimate competition would only be between Penny's stable and Stardust's stable after witnessing the insanity of the two past races. It wouldn't have been polite to voice it, but they knew.
And they also knew one essential detail. No teams had won the three Triple Crown races for the past twenty-five years. It was downright impossible to be this good in all three races. Winning them all in the same year would grant the victorious a legendary status, meaning that they would forever be regarded as heroes. Looking at the past two races was sufficient to understand the full extent of the competitors' challenge. It could have easily gone both ways. Stardust could have won one of the two races and put a nail in the coffin of Penny's dream. The Triple Crown races were the hardest in the world for a reason.
Yet, Morning Star and Moonlight won them. Therefore, the dream was still alive. And not only that, it was the way they won as well. If it could even be called that, their racing strategy had been downright terrible and made their life so much more difficult. They started behind everybody in both races and had to sprint the whole track to win. For lack of better terms, what they did was mystical.
And the crowd knew... everybody knew...
What happened during the past two races wasn't supposed to happen, and as a side effect, people rightfully expected a repeat of the same. They were thirsty for another tight race. They were thirsty for another catastrophic start just so they could witness another miraculous comeback, one that would create a myth. In their minds, no other scenario should happen. It was as if history was already written for Morning Star and Moonlight, and if their performance were to deviate the slightest from that narration, they would get crucified and very possibly be labeled as losers for the rest of eternity.
Fortunately, the two racers were a bit clueless. Sure, Morning Star could sense some febrility in the air, but it was not that different from all her previous Super Cup Championship. She was, after all, considered the fastest pony on Earth, and her countless victories were a testament to her experience. Winning the Triple Crown would be nice and ensure Penny's stable survival, but she had so much self-control that it didn't trigger any particular emotions.
Moonlight, her, she didn't care. At the end of the day, she was here because Tiantang Zhi Ma and Xiuying had asked her to. Along the way, she had learned to keep her mouth shut and just do what she was good at. Another win wouldn't hurt, but she didn't know what was going on in the grand scheme of things.
After being scolded severely by the track official, her first and last warning, Sophie returned her attention to her ponies.
"Star, Moon, listen. We are lucky enough to have the inner lane this time, but keep in mind that this track is five hundred meters longer than the two previous ones. It's long... very long. So don't push too hard right at the beginning. If someone is crazy enough to pass us and take the lead, then it's their problem. We will deal with that later. Just do what I tell you to."
Neigh!
Morning Star turned her head and stared at Sophie for a moment. Something wasn't right, something that was enough to pull her out of her emotionless zone and cause anxiety.
"Oh! Don't look at me like that, Star! Put your forehead back on the gate right now."
Neigh!
"Would you stop! I know very well what Penny said, and I disagree with her. So, you follow my lead, and if something goes wrong, I'll be the one facing Penny later, not you. But I certainly won't let you do something as reckless as last time. You hear me?"
Morning Star returned her forehead to the metal gate, but this wasn't right.
In a stable, there was a hierarchy. The owner, Penny, managed the stable and scheduled the events, among other things, and Sophie, the driver, trained the ponies and made them race on event days. As defined and separated as those roles were, there was a clear order of things. Penny was the big boss, and if Penny decided about anything in any facet of the sport, it was absolute. Even Sophie would have to obey. Failure to do so would mean getting fired.
As a matter of fact, Penny had given such an order only a moment ago, in the stall, just before they walked to the track. She said:
"Sophie. Let them run however they want."
Morning Star didn't like this one bit. She didn't want to be in charge for the third time. She wanted Sophie to drive and tell them what to do like before. Like she was suggesting right now.
But, that command was from Penny herself. As much as she hated that directive, it had to be obeyed. And now, Sophie said the opposite and wanted to manage the race. That wasn't cool at all.
Stuck between her obedience and her desire not to be in charge, Morning Star became all twitchy. Through her black latex skin, her muscles spasmed, her hoof scraped the sand, she banged her head on the metal gate, unable to stay still and focus. Her harness felt uncomfortable, and her bit was too deep in her mouth. For one rare time, she wanted to talk about this.
But there was no time.
What to do? What to do?
The gate would open in a few seconds, and it would be too late to decide who she was siding with. Was Sophie even aware of this dilemma that she had caused?
Distress... Profound distress. Penny or Sophie? Who should she listen to? Penny's demand was extremely clear, but Sophie's doubts were fully justified.
BANG!
She banged her head hard on the rusty metal gate, causing some old caked sand to fall off it, and triggering Sophie's ire.
"HEY! What are you doing!? Don't do that, Star! You'll hurt yourself!"
BANG!
"STOP IT! What's wrong with you! Stop!"
Oh, it hurt. But at least, the impact on her skull prevented her from overthinking her situation. She repeated this self-torture between every number of the countdown, hoping that it would bring her some sort of clarity, or perhaps prevent it. The gate resonated so loudly that she couldn't hear Sophie's panic anymore.
Three...
BANG!
Two...
BANG!
One...
SLAM!
At the precise moment when Morning Star smashed her forehead on the gate again, the doors slammed open, providing her with an unexpected momentum. This unplanned motion was enough to get her going. Moonlight, synchronized by this very unusual metronome, had her first career perfect start. The two black-clad ponygirls bolted forward with a head start on everybody else.
It was too late to think, so Morning Star just ran, helped by her powerful companion.
"Heeeey! Slow down! Slow down! Didn't you listen to a word I said?"
It was stupid. Nobody in the history of racing ever began the longest race in the world with a sprint. Doing so would result in early exhaustion, and no matter how big the gap created by such a foolish maneuver was, it would all be lost. It was a matter of time and how well the trailing ponies had managed their race. It was an unalterable fact.
In the current situation, it meant that if Sophie didn't get control back of her panicked leading pony soon, this race would be lost before they even reached the first turn. But it was easier said than done because Morning Star had never behaved this way, and Sophie wasn't too sure what was going on in her pony's head.
***
"NO! HEMLOCK! Let her go! LET HER GO! This is SO stupid!"
Sophie wasn't the only one who had problems. Brittany also had trouble controlling her ponies, but it was for a very different reason. Hemlock and Nightshade had bolted out of the gate almost perfectly, which was a good thing, but trying to keep up with that imbecile black team next to them was not the right thing to do.
Yet, Hemlock didn't do anything wrong. Actually, she was doing precisely what she was told to do, and it was Brittany's responsibility to carry. Brittany had hammered her racing strategy in her ponies' heads all week before this race. It was an ultimate race, and it was out of the question to finish second for the third time in a row. Her goal was clear. Winning, or at the very least, giving Penny's team a run for their money. Her strategy was simple; do not let Sophie and her retarded ponies take the lead at any point in the race. In her mind, Brittany knew that her ponies were very capable of keeping up with the bests. Racing this way came with some risks, as it was pretty much relying on another team's strategy to be successful, but it wasn't an unreasonable approach in this instance.
So all week, Brittany repeated the same message over and over. No matter the cost, do not fall behind.
So, no, Hemlock wasn't doing anything wrong by trying to keep up with Morning Star and Moonlight. This early sprint was unexpected, but if her enemies were capable of it, so was she. And Brittany's voice seemed to be background noise at the moment. She had been given her strategy, and what her driver was telling her didn't seem aligned with the role she needed to play.
So, despite the yells, she sprinted, and so did her companion, Nightshade. It was hard, it hurt already, but they applied what they had to do. They were not falling behind and even started to take the lead, as if a foot ahead could be considered a lead.
As expected, the rest of the competitors just didn't exist anymore, or at the very least, they quickly had fallen into irrelevance.
Unable to regain control of her racing machine, Brittany turned her hate to Sophie, who was right next to her.
"Sophie! STOP THIS! Are you stupid or what?"
"SHUT UP! It's not me!"
"What do you mean it's not you, moron? Slow down and race like a pro. You are going to make both of us look like idiots!"
There was that too.
A large number of spectators in the stands and even more watching on TV was not going to forgive this. Today, they expected to see the best. Two incredible teams engaged in merciless battle. One would fight to become a legend, and the other would become a destroyer of dreams. No matter which one would succeed, it would be satisfying. But if the two teams were to perform in an execrable manner, there would only be anger left. The crowd would feel betrayed as soon as their illusions would turn into dry sand. For Penny and Stardust, there would be nothing left in this racing world but shame.
"STAR! I SAID, SLOW DOWN!"
"..."
"STAAAR!"
Seeing Sophie screaming at her elite pony felt very strange. At first, Brittany didn't believe it, but the more she heard those words that she should ignore, the more her understanding of the situation solidified.
This race would be a disaster--a representation of her entire life. A smile mixed with rage appeared on her face...
"... Alright... So be it... HEMLOCK! NIGHTSHADE! YAAAAAA! FASTER!"
This was comforting. Hemlock smiled behind her bit as her directives were no longer conflicting. Underneath her pink latex skin, her powerful muscles engaged in the most satisfying way.
***
The two teams began a race of life and death, one that didn't seem to head toward a good ending. Halfway through the first turn, Sophie, Morning Star, Moonlight, Brittany, Hemlock, and Nightshades were already way ahead of the competition. It was only the two teams gliding on the oversized dirt track. The sheer size of the oval made them look even smaller from afar. It was as if two shooting stars, a black one and a pink one, pierced the night sky portrayed by the black dirt.
Ages ago, a forgotten time, a legendary ponygirl had raced on this same ground. She was a woman from another era where there was no TV or even radio. It was said that she was the best, and nobody could ever break her records, even the most gifted modern-day racers. It was also said that, back then, latex suits weren't a thing and that the ponygirls were proudly racing naked, only wearing their pony gears. Hers was made of leather and ornate with pure gold. It was said that her bridle was the most beautiful ever made and that only the most worthy racers would be allowed to wear it.
That said, after the great fire of 1871, most of the written records of the ancient ponygirls, the pioneers, were destroyed. Only a few distorted elements survived the test of time until today. Nobody knew if the Golden ponygirl's track records were authentic or how they compared to today's performances.
About fifty years ago, when a random racer showed up on the Super Cup track wearing a bridle made of gold, allegedly found in a second-hand shop, the legend of the golden pony was revived. Unfortunately for the wearer, her performances were poor, proving that this special gear wouldn't grant its powers to anybody. This racer retired, and the golden bridle vanished once more and has never been seen since then.
Today, on the track, nobody wore a golden bridle. It was said that the legendary bridle would be the one finding a racer and not the other way around, and this was exactly why the spirit of the golden ponygirl had placed this precious object in the hands of the most improbable person as if to ensure it wouldn't resurface without reason.
***
Several weeks ago...
"What's in the box?"
"Nothing! And stop asking."
"What's in the box?"
"CASSY!"
"Aaah! I'm just curious, that's all... Your little interaction with the store owner creeped me out. That was the weirdest person I've ever met."
"Whatever! Forget it. We have your new pony gears, and I'll put you to work as soon as we get home."
"Pfff... You got me a suit with boob holes, worn-out pony boots, an old leather harness that looks manly, and a rusty bridle..."
"Well, you still seem happy..."
"Yes, because you generously bought me my cowboy hat."
"You didn't leave me a choice. You kept whining and refused to leave the store without it. You can be so annoying."
"So... What's in the box?"
"CASSY! STOP!"
***
Back to the present...
"Yaaaa! YAAA!"
"Give me some room, Britt! You are going to hit us!"
"Mind your own business, Sophie!"
"Morning Star! Pleeease! Slow down!"
For the fiftieth time, Sophie implored her ponies to stop sprinting. It was already too late, though. They were halfway through the race, and even if she managed to regain control, it was unlikely that they would have enough energy to keep a decent pace until the end. That race was nothing less than over for them and also for Brittany's team, who was too stubborn and proud to give up. Instead, by their annoying presence at their side, they pushed Morning Star and Moonlight even harder.
Nobody had noticed, but something was unusual. After sprinting half this track, Hemlock and Nightshade were at their limits, and rightfully so. If one were to look at the stopwatch, he would see that both teams had crushed the previous track records for the two first quarters. Even if this feat of strength was a harbinger of bad news, it was an achievement worth mentioning. The foam at their mouth was proof that they had put all they had on the track today.
But on their left were two ponygirls wearing black latex, and even if they had achieved a similar prowess, they didn't seem to suffer as much, and it was because of one subtle element; Moonlight.
The young ponygirl didn't know better. Running all her life in a desert to escape a world that displeased her was all she knew, really. Even now, the title "ponygirl" didn't suit her very much. Sure, she loved to run, she wanted to run, but everything else was blurry in her mind. Winning, losing, what could be the difference? Yes, the goal was to save Penny's stable from an unfortunate closure, but outside that, what was all the fuss about this event? She didn't know, she didn't care. Here and now, she had promised her help and was also promised that she could accomplish anything she wanted. If she wanted to win this third race, she apparently could, as per what Tiantang Zhi Ma had explained to her while being on the verge of death in the middle of a desert. Running away from opportunities like this was possibly not a good thing.
So Moonlight was here, running on this famous track, following Morning Star's pace and trying to take as much load as possible off her. Pull the cart and follow. That was her job, and it wasn't entirely unpleasant.
It was not that hard.
Even if she didn't know how much easier she made it for Morning Star to run, she at least knew that she was doing her part, and in the back of her mind, she suspected that it might have been a bigger part. After the last two races, she had regularly heard Morning Star telling Penny and company that "Moonlight did all the work." Was this out of modesty, or did she really mean it?
On the one hand, without Morning Star dictating the pace so consistently during this race and being a role model to copy a perfect form, Moonlight knew that she probably would be lost. After all, she had caused so much trouble lately due to her inability to start the races well and her misunderstanding of what it meant to be a ponygirl. Today, it did go much better, but it hasn't always been like that, so she was very happy to have Morning Star at her side.
On the other hand, she still felt a bit puzzled as neither Sophie nor Morning Star seemed to understand what she was really capable of. So far, the most challenging activity she had done with Sophie was at the very beginning of her training when she made her pull a sleigh full of heavy concrete blocks. Dragging it around the inside paddock at Penny's stable had been pretty much the most difficult task she had performed, one that brought her down to her knees. She had wished that Sophie would have let her do it again, but unfortunately, that desire had been repeatedly quenched because "it's too dangerous for your knees" or "I need to keep Morning Star and you well balanced, or it could cause more problems." Those arguments against the intense exercise weren't void of sense, but they did feel like it was holding her back.



Moonlight wondered what would happen if she were to disobey again and give more than she was asked to. She had done it in the past, and it had led to big trouble. But on some occasions, it had led to good things, like during the first Triple Crown race, when she pulled the cart very hard during the last few seconds to secure a victory.
So far, the three Triple Crown races were the most fun because Morning Star had decided to go very fast right off the bat and all the annoying strategy portion was out the window. Moonlight could hear Sophie trying hard to slow her lead pony down for some obscure reason, which would inevitably cause Morning Star to be scolded after the race, but this confusing disobedience felt right.
If Morning Star could break the rules, perhaps Moonlight could sneak in some disobedience of her own. Because they were only halfway through the track, there was time to take time. If she were careful about it and slowly introduced some initiative, perhaps Sophie wouldn't notice.
It could work...
Probably not...
After all, in the grand scheme of things, Morning Star and Moonlight weren't nearly as smart as Sophie and her many years of experience on the professional circuit. The small driver had studied the ponygirl world since she was little.
Moonlight took a brief look on her left, just enough so Sophie wouldn't notice, and what she saw was different. There was some sadness in Morning Star's eye as if she had done something wrong, or perhaps it was a call for help as if she wasn't sure what to do anymore. To be fair, what Penny did to Morning Star was a bit harsh. Telling her elite pony to take complete charge of the three most important races in the world, and placing the fate of an entire stable on her shoulder, when she had been trained all her life to do the complete opposite. That wasn't very cool. Even if it had yielded dividends so far, Morning Star was probably sick of it. The fastest ponygirl in the world probably wished to return to the old ways and turn her brain off again.
Morning Star and Moonlight had this in common.
They just wanted to run.
This professional environment, where they had to manage their race, where there was a beginning and an end to their exercise, felt, at times, suffocating. Yes, winning was fun and rewarding. Knowing that they beat other powerful racers was good for the ego, and the trophies were shiny, but it was also constraining and dampened the pleasure. On a few occasions, Moonlight had seen Sophie letting Morning Star run freely in the nearby desert before dinner when the sun was going down, and she looked so happy to zigzag between rocks and kick some cactuses.
In a way, a racing track felt like a prison. There were fences on each side, the runners could only go in one direction, there were lots of weird rules, supposedly for safety reasons, and it had a limit. Everybody had to stop past the finish line, regardless of what the racers wanted. It would have been nice to trot some more for a while after a race, just for fun, just to play with the other ponies, but it wasn't allowed.
How boring.
Yes, that must have been why Morning Star looked a bit sad today.
Moonlight really wanted to help in this many ways. Take the load off Morning Star's shoulders and turn this restrictive setup into an open field, a playground. Running for pleasure would undoubtedly cheer up Morning Star.
What about Sophie?
Ah well...
After this race, no matter the result, Moonlight was supposed to return to Tiantang stable anyway. And from that point of view, it was only logical to use this last race with Sophie and Morning Star to have fun. After that, this Triple Crown adventure would be over.
Moonlight playfully pulled on the cart, making it jerk while sending a gagged smile to Morning Star.
I want to run with you...
***
"HEY! Moonlight! Don't do that! We almost hit the railing!"
This time, Morning Star made the cart jerk, just to answer Moonlight's playful move, which almost caused it to hit Brittany's. The two teams were still very much side by side, and there was not a lot of room for mistakes.
"STAR! What are you doooing!? What are you BOTH doing!?"
Game on!
The track turned into a desert where the two ponies could run to their heart content, the same way wild ponies did. There were no more rules, no more restrictions, no more strategy. There were just two ponies who decided to play with each other amid the most important race in the world.
Today, winning was no longer important. They had already won.
Freedom. The ultimate prize.
And then, Moonlight began pulling. And then Morning Star challenged her to pull more.
The cart's wheels rattled violently on the track, sending dirt and small stones flying, leaving a trail of dust behind it.
As they accelerated, Stardust's team began falling behind. Slowly at first, but progressively faster.
No, it wasn't Hemlock and Nightshade who were slowing down. It was Morning Star and Moonlight who were going faster and faster, at a speed that didn't make any sense.
As they entered the last turn of the race, the gap between the two leading teams increased.
One length... Two lengths... three... four...
And the separation accelerated.
***
"What the... Okay... I see..."
Hemlock and Nightshade had given their all and were still pushing through the intense pain that this insane race had forced them to endure. Their lungs burned, their entire body burned. They would have ripped their pink latex suit off their skin if they had been allowed to.
Yes, they had given their all, more than they should have. This punishment was beyond what was reasonable, and Brittany knew it.
As Sophie's cart pulled away from them, there was only one right thing to do.
Brittany pulled on the reins, a perfect display of sportsmanship, perhaps the most important move of her career.
"Okay.. Woah... Hemlock, Nightshade. It's over... It's over... We've lost. You can slow down now. You've done well."
Admitting an unavoidable defeat before it happened was the right thing to do.
The two exhausted ponygirls gradually returned to a more casual pace, one that would be insufficient to preserve their second place. In a moment, the trailing teams would catch up and pass them.
Finishing last would be a cruel reward for having attempted to keep up with the impossible.
***
Ten lengths... Eleven lengths... Twelve...
"..."
There was no more race. A speechless Sophie took a quick look over her shoulder. Brittany and her two elite ponies had given up, depleted, and far behind them, the rest of the pack catching up to them.
There was no threat anymore.
There was no order anymore.
Sophie was done yelling and was now a spectator like everybody else in the stands. She just had a front and center seat to witness what was happening.
Her ponies had unleashed themselves. She had never witnessed it first hand as a driver, but she had seen this before when a pony decided that she was done listening and thought it was better to do its own thing.
The difference here was that it happened to two of them simultaneously, and it happened that they were pulling the same cart, hers.
Usually, this led to a catastrophic result. A race without a carefully applied strategy was doomed to fail.
Fifteen lengths... Sixteen lengths... seventeen...
In this case, it was the opposite.
"Alright... I see how it is... Haha... FINE! STAR! MOON! RUN! JUST RUUUN! HAHAHA!"
Ecstasy!
The speed! The wind! The undying power!
Sophie would have been a fool not to savor this moment. It was so abnormal that her brain gave up trying to understand what was happening and instead selected the route of pleasure. She only had enough common sense left not to stand on her cart as her legs begged her to do. It would have resulted in immediate disqualification.
But she wanted to. So badly. Her voice was her only outlet.
"RRRRUUUUN!"
In the last straight leading to the finish line, there was no more track, no more rules, no more strategy.
A wide and beautiful desert, and an exhilarating sense of freedom.
Twenty... Twenty one... Twenty two lengths... Still increasing...
Alone in the middle of the track was the creation of a myth.
FLASH! FLASHFLASHFLASH!
If it had not been for all those bright camera flashes, they would never have known that they had crossed the finish line. There were no such things in the desert.
***
With an empty tank, Brittany, Hemlock, and Nightshade exited the last turn at speed unworthy of elite racing. Going faster wasn't an option, though, as their legs felt like overcooked noodles.
"The rest of the pack is coming. Let's move to the middle lane to give them some room to pass us."
There was no room for argument. It was the right thing to do. There would be no point in trying to interfere with the race at this point. It was already over. Brittany saw the flashes at the finish line already. There was nothing else to gain from this race. Instead, she slid down on her seat and let her thoughts exit her mouth.
"You know what... If I behave today, maybe they will invite me to return to the Super Cup circuit. It would be nice not to be banned anymore. Ah! Not going to happen... They hate me... but still, it would be nice. And you know what? I'm very proud of you. You tried hard today, and even if you didn't win, to me, you are the best. I want you two to go back to the Super Cup after your suspension is over. I'll find you some promising drivers. I identified a couple of young prospects working in the amateur circuit. You'll like them. They are arrogant and hungry for wins. I don't want to do this Triple Crown crap ever again. I'm done with this shit. It's boring. You two would be so much better on the Super Cup 800 meters tracks. You can get more fame and money that way."
As Brittany was rambling about life and the future while approaching the finish line, she noticed something strange. Nobody had passed her yet, triggering her anger once more.
"What are those idiots doing? What are they... Ghk!"
When she looked over her shoulder to see what was going on, she saw the four other teams perfectly lined up behind her, matching her slow speed.
Nobody had any intention to pass her, which was infuriating. Brittany didn't need their pity.
"WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING? GO! PASS US!"
"I don't think so. You and Sophie will make history today. It was a hell of a race. You should be very proud of your ponies. They gave their all."
"WHAT!? What are you talking about! PASS US!"
"I don't think so, no."
The driver of the team right behind Brittany stood up on her cart, disqualifying herself. That was enough to make Brittany's heart skip a beat.
"What the fuck are you doing!? Are you stupid or what? You just disqualified your team! You moron!"
"Yep, I suppose we will all be part of history, now. Right, girls?"
"Yes."
"Ahan!"
"Sure!"
The drivers of the three remaining carts stood up and disqualified themselves as well, and they all smiled.
"You are all stupid! You know that!... But... Thanks..."
Brittany's cart crossed the finish line. Today, there would be only two times recorded and four disqualifications. The two most courageous teams and four witnesses.
This was what racing was about.
***
A week later...
A pickup truck drove up Penny's stable's poorly maintained gravel driveway. Aboard, two female occupants, Brittany and Cassy. Obviously, the small unstable driver wouldn't be very welcome here, so Cassy's presence could act as a white flag. They came in peace.
Brittany never thought she would come back here one day, but it was necessary. On the back seat was a small wooden box that was still as mysterious as the day she found it in a dark corner of a dusty second-hand shop.
"So... What's in the box?"
"You'll never stop asking?"
"Nope. What's in it?"
"You'll see in a minute unless Sophie shoots me down first for being here."
"Why are we coming to see her if you know she is going to kick you out?"
"I'm not coming to see her. I came to see Penny. That old hag will at least listen to me."
"Ah right. Calling them names is the perfect way to make new friends."
"Hey, Cassy! Do you want me to make you sleep in the barn again?"
"I don't mind. It's fun."
"Oh, shut up. Ah, there is Morning Star over there."
"Do you think I can get her autograph? Remember that Triple Crown race?"
"CASSY!"
"Haha. Just kidding."
Brittany parked her vehicle behind Sophie's rusty pickup truck. After letting the dry dust cloud float away, the two women stepped out. Brittany grabbed her box from the back seat and walked up to Morning Star, who was sitting in the old wooden steps in front of the house, reading a racing magazine. She didn't seem too interested or concerned about the very odd presence. After briefly looking at them, she returned her nose to her magazine, one with a picture of Moonlight and herself on the front page.
Standing in front of her, Brittany quickly understood that she wouldn't get a proper greeting, and this is why Cassy, a much friendlier face, came along. The cute helper didn't hesitate to go sit next to the elite pony in civilian clothes.
"Hi, Morning Star."
"Mmm.. Hi."
"What are you reading?"
"A special edition about the Triple Crown. It's in color. Penny got it for me."
"Nice. Can I read it with you?"
"Sure. But I'm just trying to memorize the stats."
"That's okay. I don't mind. Hey, where is Sophie?"
"With Moonlight in the interior paddock. They are grooming it."
"Nice. And where is Penny? Brittany came to see her."
"I'm here..."
The old lady pushed the door open and stepped out on the porch. She wasn't a fan of Brittany, but she was better mannered than kicking a visitor away before inquiring about the purpose of their presence.
"Brittany... What can I do for you?"
"Well... Nothing, really..."
"Interesting. So, why are you here?"
"I need to give you something and... Ow! CASSY!"
"Mmph!"
As Brittany was about to explain what she had brought, Cassy kicked her in the leg. The improbable duo had discussed something on the way here, and clearly, Brittany was on a good path to forget.
"Alright! I get it... So Penny..."
"... yes?"
"Congratulations on your Triple Crown win. It was... something."
"Ah, yes. Something indeed. It wouldn't have been the same without your team chasing after us, Brittany. So thanks for that..."
"Mmm... yeah... Anyway..."
Brittany looked down at Cassy to make sure she wouldn't get hit in the knee again, but she got a nod approving of her good behavior. She could now proceed with her real objective.
"So... Here... This is for you... I mean, for Moonlight... I think..."
"You think?"
"Yeah... I'm pretty sure you'll know what it is."
Brittany extended her short arms and handed the box over to Penny, who grabbed it and casually placed it under her arm as if she had no curiosity about what it contained.
"Thank you, Brittany. I appreciate this."
"... Uh? You aren't going to open it?"
"No."
"... Why?"
"Because I know what it is. I wasn't born yesterday."
"..."
"You may go now. I don't think it would be good if Sophie found out about your impromptu visit. I would rather avoid the drama. Thanks for bringing this to me."
"Fine... Come on, Cassy. Let's go. We're out of here."
"But... What's in the box? I want to see."
"NOW!"
"Aaaah! Okay! Okay! Bye Morning Star. Bye Penny."
***
One year later...
"You can't be serious, Moonlight!"
"Yes. I am. I'm sorry, Xiuying. Tonight is my last race."
"This makes no sense! Why would you leave pony racing now out of all times?"
"Because it's not for me. I'll use the money I made to buy a small shop somewhere. Or maybe a small farm. There is a lot of unused land around here. I grew up on a ranch, you know. My parents were not nice, but I liked living outside the city."
"Moonlight the farmer! That would be the most absurd early retirement I've ever seen. Since you returned to us, you have won every single race on the Super Cup circuit. And now you want to retire after one year?"
"Morning Star won almost all her races before I joined. I'm not that special."
"WHAT! YES, YOU ARE! You pulverized every single track record, and I'll be long dead before I see anybody even come close to your times. Don't you realize how prodigious you are?"
"A win is a win. Anyway, as I said, pony racing is just not for me. Wearing a latex suit and a fancy harness always made me feel uncomfortable."
"Moonlight! You CAN'T retire after one year! Not when you are THAT good. It would be a crime against humanity!"
"I'm not going to change my mind, Xiu. Anyway, can we go to the track now? All the best teams are here tonight, so it's going to be hard."
"No, it won't! And you know it. As usual, you'll crush them effortlessly. You are probably the strongest ponygirl who ever lived. Come, I'll put your bridle on. But we are going to discuss this later for sure. You are NOT going to retire."
"Yes, I will."
***
"Crap! Moonlight is racing tonight. Are you ready to fight for second place again, Morning Star?"
"Yes. I can't beat her. She broke all my records. I have none left."
"Yeah, but I won't allow you to get lazy just because of that."
"I'm never lazy, Sophie. If I am, you'll confiscate my magazines again."
"That's right. You can count on that. Alright, come here. I'll put your bridle on. We have to go to the track. I'm sure you'll perform well to impress your girlfriend."
"Ivory isn't my girlfriend. And she isn't here today. She is performing a show."
"You still have a date with her on Thursday."
"... yes."
"Haha. Cute."
***
"Urgh! Moonlight is here again tonight. How are we supposed ever to win again, Hemlock? She needs a league of her own."
"She is a very fast ponygirl, Britt, but I'm just happy to race against Nightshade and Morning Star."
"Yeah, I guess you are right. We are lucky to be back in the Super Cup league. Thanks to that shrimp of yours."
"She is not a shrimp. Her name is Athena. I gave her her name. For months she ran door to door collecting signatures for her petition to get your ban lifted by the Super Cup league. You should be happy instead of calling her a shrimp."
"Yeah, whatever. By the way, I did see her first race last month."
"REALLY? And you didn't tell me?"
"No, she is not worth it. She finished last during her first amateur race. She sucked."
"Brittany! ALL ponygirls lose their first amateur race. It's normal!"
"Moonlight didn't."
"But Moonlight isn't normal."
"You got that right. Anyway, come. I'll put your bridle on. We need to go to the race track now so she can destroy us again."
***
"Hi, Penny. Can I sit next to you and Stardust?"
"Hi, Tiantang. Yes, by all means."
Tiantang Zhi Ma hopped over the empty seat and sat next to Penny, looking very happy as usual.
"So, Moonlight is racing tonight? I wonder if she will break her own track record again."
"Haha. She will. She is fantastic."
"Is that why you decided to retire early?"
"Yes. I preferred to leave while at the top. Anyway, I'm getting too old for racing. Morning Star is still at the top with Hemlock, and now even Nightshade can win. I wouldn't stand a chance."
"Capable of winning... when Moonlight isn't around."
"Haha. That's right."
***
One by one, the ponygirls entered the track and began zigzagging around to warm up. Tonight there were eight competitors, but only seven had shown up so far.
Brittany and Hemlock almost hit Sophie and Morning Star, probably deliberately.
"Hey, Britt the turd! Watch where you are going!"
"Just move your retarded pony out of the way, crab face! Leave the track to the adults."



"We will see who is the adult when I beat you tonight again."
"Again? What are you talking about? Hemlock won the last two races."
"Won?"
"Well, you know what I mean! She finished second."
"Yeah... I know... I know what you mean... Stupid strong Moonlight."
"Strong is kind of an understatement."
"... I know... and... talking about the wolf... Here she comes..."
And the crowd roared.
A ponygirl wearing a fiery red catsuit, the color of the Tiantang Zhi Ma stable, a basic racing harness...
... and a very special bridle, made of ancient leather and completely ornate in pure gold.
When she entered the track, she was shining as if the sun had designated her as a single target for its light.
The race was over before it even started.
Xiuying guided her legendary ponygirl toward Sophie and Brittany.
"Hey, guys."
"Hey."
"Hey."
"Do you know what Moonlight just told me? She wants to retire! Please, tell her it makes no sense."
"Retire? Well, no. That would be a GREAT idea. Right, Brittany?"
"For once, I'm in total agreement with crab face. Moonlight should retire."
"HEEEY! You are not helping! You have to tell her to abandon that idea!"
"Nope... still a great idea."
"I concur..."
"Raaah! Fine! I'll wait for you two at the finish line, then!"
"Someone is cranky."
"I concur..."
The racetrack was always an entertaining place to be.
One by one, the ponies and their respective drivers were called to their gate.
After a short moment, the magic numbers were heard throughout the stadium...
Three...
Two...
One...
SLAM!
The gates sprung open, all the ponies rushed forward, willing to give all they got to achieve victory.
It was the thrill of the race.
... And as usual...
Moonlight was already two lengths ahead of everybody before they could even reach the first turn.
Yes, the legendary ponies were just that special.
Neigh!
The end.
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"How are my babies doing?"
"Shhh!"
"Did they hatch yet?"
"Sky! Shhh!"
"Can you feel them inside you?"
The problem with my parasite is that she was both a tease and hard to shut up. I pinched my alien-skin-covered arm to make her understand that I was serious, and that she needed her to keep quiet, but Skylar just made herself more rigid so that I wouldn't be able to get a good grip.
I was stuck inside a cramped meeting room with all my coworkers, and to make it even more awkward, Lilian was sitting right next to me. Since I had rescued her and discovered her kinky side the other day, or I should say the other night, I couldn't look at her the same way. The knowledge of her nightly activities had tainted the young, pure, and innocent image she projected. I could even smell a faint rubber smell emanating from her, but that was probably just my imagination.
If it had been just that. While I was trying to listen to my manager's speech, I could feel all those large eggs that Skylar had placed inside my womb. I kept a hand on my belly and could feel them through my thin skin. If someone were to touch my belly inadvertently, they would immediately feel them, too, which made me feel vulnerable. Since my lower abdomen also bulged noticeably from this, at least from my point of view, I worried that someone would approach me thinking I was pregnant and discover something disconcerting about me.
Even worse, if I pressed the eggs with my fingers, I could make them shift position inside me. It was so slimy inside my uterus that moving one would make them all move, causing them to rub against my internal organs. There must have been ten eggs in total, causing very interesting sensations. Sometimes, just doing my normal activity was enough to make them shift unexpectedly, forcing me to moan like an idiot while they repositioned in between my intestines.
More than once during the past couple of business days, people looked at me strangely, wondering what was wrong with me and why I suddenly started wearing loose shirts in the office. A form-fitting top would have exposed my condition right away. Being a host carrying alien eggs was not necessarily an asset for career development.
Here, in the cramped meeting room with nowhere to go, it was oppressive, and Skylar knew it, which meant that she had to tease me even more because I couldn't say or do anything to stop her.
"Ali... I isolated Lilian's pheromones."
"..."
"I adjusted your cell receptors in a way that she will turn you on every time you'll be around her. Isn't that great? Maybe you'll fall in love with her too."
"..."
"Wouldn't you love to have two girlfriends? I don't mind sharing. Lilian is hot. Haha."
Yes, Lilian was hot. But, I became hot too. My pussy got all wet and warm, and my cheeks began burning. I took another quick look at Lilian, who was taking notes, and a wave of desire hit me like a ton of bricks. Her cute young face, her red hair, her large breasts, I wanted her so badly. My pussy almost convulsed so much my sexual desire for her was strong.
And for this new twist, I wanted to put Skylar in the juicer so badly.
Since the table hid my lower body, I discreetly slid a hand down there and could feel the heat... and then my eggs shifted again inside my womb.
"Mmmph..."
And now everybody was looking at me. Oh nooo! My manager, unpleased by this interruption, checked on me. I wasn't even paying attention to what he was saying.
"Do you have something to say, Allison?"
"... N... No... Sorry."
"If you don't care about this case, you can tell us."
"No, no... You can continue."
"Glad to get your approval on that."
So embarrassing.
My eyes returned to Lilian, and this time she was fixating me, like everybody else. Her eyes were so beautiful. I wanted to have sex with her right now, even though I had never been into girls. Skylar was very proficient at messing up with my perceptions.
As if a million weird things weren't enough, I also wanted to cum so badly. Because I lost my bet against Sky, my chastity seal remained locked, and no matter how I played with myself or how hard Skylar fucked my innards, I just couldn't reach an orgasm. I begged her to release me or at least tell me what I could do to have it unlocked, but my efforts led nowhere. She kept saying that she hasn't come up with a good idea yet and that, anyway, it was my punishment for doubting her.
Talking about fucking, her tentacle inserted in my ass wasn't helping anything right now and was probably the reason why my eggs moved so often without warning. My big intestine was filled up to capacity and reacted positively to this alien snake undulating inside it. If I were to lift my shirt, people would clearly see this giant worm crawling inside my guts and under my skin and would be terrified.
Due to my unquenchable arousal, an unfortunate blob of drool dropped from my blood-engorged lower lip and landed on my notes. Like an embarrassed kid, I immediately placed my harm over it and discreetly wiped off what I could with my sleeve... until I noticed that Lilian stared at me some more. She saw what I had done. Not only did she still turn me on like crazy, but on top of that, I felt humiliated beyond reason. At this point, there was no doubt in my mind that she knew what a girl in heat looked like and that I was one of them.
A male voice pulled me out of my bad place just to send me to a worse one.
"Allison...?"
"..."
"ALLI!"
"Uh? OH! Yes?"
"Pay attention. Do you think you can finish this report by the end of Friday next week?"
"Uh? Hum... What report?"
"Seriously!? The one I just spent the last ten minutes explaining. I want you to do it."
"Oh... Oh yes... Sure... I'll do it."
Skylar would have to brief me on this one because I had no idea what my manager talked about.
After the meeting, I crawled back to my office like a miserable puppy and finally had a chance to scold Skylar for everything I could think of!
"Sky! This time it's true! I'm definitely going to stick you to a raccoon!"
"Whyyy? The meeting was boring! I just tried to keep you entertained."
"A meeting in a cramped room full of people is not the right place or moment to do that. My eggs kept shifting inside my womb."
"Yes, I need to rotate them on a regular basis if I want them to hatch well."
"They are not going to hatch, and you know it! I don't know what they are, but I know your race is not reproducing like that. You told me more than once!"
"But, they are my babies!"
"No, they aren't!"
"Hahaha!"
And they shifted again, making me grab my belly and feel them relocate themselves. It was such a strange feeling, and in all honesty, I loved it. Who else in the entire world was lucky enough to experience such a thing. In the real world, people couldn't carry alien eggs in their uterus.
With one hand feeling all the bumps on my belly and the other squeezing my boob to release some sexual tension, I decided to drop that silly topic and jump to a more concerning one.
"And what the fuck, Sky!? Why am I so attracted to Lilian now? You knew that I already felt weird when I saw her after having rescued her from that latex bodybag the other night."
"You desire her. There is nothing wrong with that. It's natural."
"I don't desire her! YOU made me desire her. That's a big difference."
"I think she likes you too."
"Bullshit, Sky! Make it stop!"
"No. Every time you'll be close enough to smell Lilian's pheromones, you'll feel extreme arousal."
"And I'll put you in the juicer."
"Hahaha. You love me too much for that."
She was right. I wouldn't get rid of her for anything in the world. I loved her too much and found her creativity so incredibly entertaining. It was a bit wrong to use an unsuspecting girl in our sex games, but now knowing what Lilian was into after work, I would be willing to bet that she wouldn't mind playing along with us. Here, at the office, she looked like a beautiful angel, but she was a dirty little one at home, not that there was nothing wrong with that.
I reached behind my neck and gave Skylar a good squeeze.
"Silly parasite."
"Hehe."
"What about my chastity? I want to cum badly."
"I told you, Alli. I haven't found a good idea yet."
"Then just unlock my seal. It's been long enough."
"But, that's not very fun. Give me a few more weeks and..."
"Few more weeks!? Hell no! Tonight, Sky."
"Alli! That's not fair. I wanted to have fun with this."
"Then find an idea before we go back home. I'm not into long chastity games. For a little bit, it's okay, but when it's too long, it's less fun for me."
"Aaah... Okay, okay. I'll think of something."
That's what I loved about Sky, she was such a powerful being, and honestly, I wouldn't be able to do a thing to prevent her from taking over my mind and body, but she would never do such a thing without a serious reason. She was playful, but she also listened to what I wanted. I trusted her a lot. After all, she was a parasite feeding on me. If I weren't happy, she would feel it too, and it would make her uncomfortable. Despite all the crazy stuff she put me through so far, she never exceeded my limits and always had my blessing, direct and indirect, before and during our kinky activities.
For the next hour or so, we talked about some more financial stuff. Sky explained everything she made me miss during the meeting. It turned out that I had not missed much, and she helped me tackle the remainder of my work for the day. I learned that even though Sky and I finished our daily tasks very quickly, I didn't have to tell anybody and could just browse the web until the end of the day instead of seeking more work. Showing the whole company that I had superpowers would only result in even more responsibilities. It was definitely more fun just to let Skylar massage me in and out until it was time to go home.
Today, Sky was interested in shoes, so I went to various vendor websites and scrolled through their selection. Occasionally, she made me stop and attempted to replicate what she saw on the screen. She created new boots around my feet using her skin. She was pretty good at it. It made me daydream about all the fancy unaffordable clothes I could wear for free.
But then, it felt a bit funny inside my belly.
"Uh, what now?"
"Oh, Lilian is nearby."
"Is that why I feel warm all of a sudden?"
"Hehe. Yes."
It was ridiculous. Just having Lilian's pheromones floating around the office was enough to turn me on. It was tampering with my brain and crotch.
But when Lilian unexpectedly entered my office, I must have squirted on my chair a little. That big wave of sexual desire that came with this surprise was way over the top. My brain shortcutted, and I couldn't think straight anymore. I just wanted to take off her clothes and have sex with her or something.
"Hi, Alli."
"Mmm... Hi..."
"Hum... Are you okay?"
"Y... yes... I am."
"Okay... Can I sit for a minute?"
Sit? Why would she sit in my office? Lilian was an administrative assistant and didn't really have anything to discuss with me. Her role was basically to bring me the paperwork, look cute for the manager, and charm the clients with her gravity-defying chest. She wasn't stupid by any means, but her role in this finance firm was on the sexist side of the spectrum.
"Uh? Okay..."
"Thanks..."
Her tight pants, this little vest that looked too small for her bust, that silky red hair, she wasn't even mid-twenty. I wanted her firmness to be mine, even if I wasn't bad-looking myself.
"So, Allison... During the meeting..."
"Oh! Ah! Yes... Don't worry... I was just a bit hot and..."
"Well... You looked at me a bit differently than usual, several times..."
"Ah! I'm sorry about that. I was... I was... trying to read your notes. That's it!"
"... Really?"
"Yes... I mean, I couldn't focus... You know... the boss was boring and..."
"Ah, I'm sorry..."
"What for? You did nothing wrong. It was me who..."
"Well, I thought that... maybe you had a thing for me, and that you were sending me a little message... This is so embarrassing..."
"..."
"I'm sorry, Alli. I... I'll go now... Sorry."
"... No! Wait!"
Nooo! Why did I say that? She was about to leave, and it wouldn't have been a bad thing to reduce my stupid arousal. So why did I ask her to stay? Her observation was wrong and right at the same time, and the best thing I should have done would have been to ignore and move on with my business. I knew my attraction to her came from Skylar. It was an artificial one.
Yet, she got me curious.
"Wait, Lilian... I didn't know you were into... into..."
"Girls? How would you know? I don't tell everybody about what I like. I don't have a gender preference. But I'm sorry... I thought you were cute during that meeting and... that was misplaced. I'm sorry again."
Speechless, I let her leave and wondered what had just happened. This wasn't Skylar's doing because she couldn't control Lilian. This meant that Lilian decided on her own that she was attracted to me.
She smelled so good.
"Alli."
"Mmm...?"
"I found my idea."
"Uh? What are you talking about now, Sky?"
"To unlock your chastity seal."
"Oh, really? That's random... HEY! Wait, wait, wait... Don't tell me that you want me to..."
"YES! I want you to go on a date with Lilian!"
If Sky had a neck, I would have twisted it. Terrible. Terrible idea.
"Sky?"
"Yeees?"
"Me, going on a date with my coworker Lilian?"
"Yes."
"With a big glowing chastity tattoo over my alien eggs-filled belly?"
"Hot."
"..."
"Alli! Lilian is super kinky too. You know that. And she just told you that she has a crush on you."
"No!"
"Awww! But whyyy? You want her badly."
"It's because you tampered with my brain. I didn't care about her before."
"Minor detail."
"Sky, I'm not going on a date with my coworker. If the word spreads, it's not going to be good for our career."
"She won't tell anybody."
"You don't know that."
"Okay, Alli. Tell me. Let's put your extreme arousal aside. Do you find Lilian cute?"
"Of course she is. That's not the point."
"You wouldn't mind playing with her for one night?"
"I don't want to play with her. She is a girl."
"Oh, that's a lie, Alli. You would enjoy an opportunity to experience something with another girl. I know you. You are super deviant."
"Mmm... Okay, even if I did, it wouldn't change anything. Can you imagine the face she would make when she finds you behind my neck and discovers that I'm carrying your eggs in my uterus? It doesn't sound a bit strange to you?"
"She doesn't have to remember anything."
"..."
Sorry, what? It was one of those moments when I would have loved to look at Skylar in the eyes to understand if she was joking or not. Was she suggesting that she could manipulate Lilian's memory, somehow, even though she wasn't her parasite?
"Sky?"
"Yeees?"
"Are you saying you can detach yourself from me and take control of another person?"
"WHAT!? NO! Alli! You are MY host, and I love you very much. I would never leave you like that."
"Sooo... How, then?"
"How what?"
"Why did you say that Lilian won't have to remember anything if we go on a date?"
"Well... If I crawl to her while staying linked to you, I could reach her ears and..."
"... get to her brain."
"Maybe... kind of..."
"..."
"Yes."
It was an appropriate time to rub my face with my hands. When would this parasite of mine stop surprising me with such oddities? And also, this was clearly a twisted and unethical proposal.
"Skylar, you cannot fiddle with someone's brain without permission. You know that."
"Of course. We will ask her first."
"Really? Hello, I'm carrying an alien, and I would like it to take control of your brain?"
"Exactly. She won't remember anything after that anyway."
"Oy! Sky! You are giving me a headache."
"Seriously, Alli. Lilian wants to spend time with you. She confessed her attraction. So why not at least try to go out and see how things unfold?"
"I don't want another girlfriend."
"No. Lilian just seems to want to fool around with multiple partners. It's just for the experience. And it's for me too. I want to learn how it feels when two humans share an intimate relationship."
"And why did you have to pick Lilian for that anyway? If that's what you wanted, I could have grabbed a random drunk guy in a shady bar. Not someone working in the same office as me."
"Lilian is hot. I want to feel her making love to you and grabbing your boobs."
I spun my chair around and looked outside for a moment. It was one of those rainy days with not much to do. Usually, I liked going out for a walk with Skylar to show her new things, and then we would have a hot night of sex where she would overuse all my orifices for our mutual pleasure.
What Skylar had suggested was on the craziest side of things since it involved another person, but she wasn't completely wrong in her approach. When I got my parasite, what attracted me the most was all the new things she made me experience, things I had never considered before; from being force-fed by a tentacle to being mummified and suspended to a tree, without forgetting the alien eggs I carried inside my uterus. These were all super weird things that I would have said no to under normal circumstances but that I had loved after trying.
Sleeping with a cute girl? It didn't seem much more challenging than having my throat fucked every day by a tentacle.
"Alright. Sky, I'll invite her home tonight. But you better have a good plan, so she doesn't discover you."
"Ah! Really? Yay! Alli, you are the best! It's going to be so fun!"
"Why do I get the feeling I'm going to regret this?"
"Haha! Scaredy cat!"
"Pfff... Quiet, Sky. I'm going to see her right now. I'm not scared."
Having committed to the unthinkable, I walked out of my office and headed toward Lilian's cube. I had to stop on the way because the eggs I carried shifted inside my expanded womb again, and I also breathed some of Lilian's residual pheromones floating in the air. I was so turned on right now and almost forgot how awkward this chat would be. For once, I was glad not to feel like myself.
My eggs and I finally reached the cute red-haired girl's cubicle.
"Lilian?"
"Oh? Alli? I'm... I'm sorry. I understand that I shouldn't have done that in the office. I... I don't want to lose my job, so I'll be careful next time and..."
"Heeey! No, no, no. It's all good. Actually, I thought about what you said and wanted to know if you would like to come to my place tonight."
"Your... your place?"
"Yes. No pressure. I would just like to get to know you better. That's all."
"Okay. Well, I would love that. But are you sure it's okay?"
"Oh, yeah. We will keep this between us. I don't like stupid rumors either."
Well, there was no going back now. Thanks to my silly parasite, I programmed my first date with a hot girl that I knew was kinky.
***
And she forgot her umbrella, of course. Shoulder to shoulder to protect ourselves from the rain, Lilian and I walked toward my place. We grabbed some Chinese food on the way. Even if Skylar whined about it, there was nothing she could do to make me change my mind about the food she hated because it was Lilian's idea. It made me smile internally. I would take any opportunity to avenge myself for her devious initiatives.
Being so close to Lilian was hard, though, because I desired her so hard, thanks to Skylar's brilliant idea to make me oversensitive to her pheromones. What started as teasing was quickly evolving into something more serious. We were really going to my place, and our unspoken goal was to have a good time together, likely meaning sex. My mind bounced from excitement to worry. How would she react when she sees my belly tattoo, or if she found out about my squishy parasite nested behind my neck? Skylar had formed a bodysuit around me to protect me from the cold, so only a small part of her remained under my hair, but when she would retract, it would be more challenging to conceal her. Claiming that I had a giant mole wouldn't fly.



Lilian was clueless for now. She held my arm as if she was a good friend, pretending to want more protection from my umbrella. Her touch felt good and fueled my artificial desire even more. I still had all my mind, so I could have asked Skylar to stop interfering with my senses, but it felt good, and I didn't really want to feel otherwise. For some reason, I was okay with being this turned on around Lilian as it seemed to make this little adventure a bit easier for me.
When we got to my home, we placed our coats in the closet, and almost immediately, Lilian started taking off all the clothing items that she didn't need anymore and ended up with a tank top that made her classy work pants look a lot more casual than they were designed to. Seeing her real curves made me realize how sexy this girl really was. So far, I had only seen her wearing business attires or a very erotic rubber sleepsack.
On my side, I had a problem. If I took off my clothes in front of her, she would see the latex-looking catsuit that Skylar made for me. I needed options.
"I... I'll be back. Feel free to look around."
"Okay."
I quickly retreated to my bedroom and closed the door.
"Skyyy! How can we hide you?"
"Well, your uterus is full of eggs, so I can't go in there."
"Aaah! Stupid eggs! She will find out!"
"Nah. Calm down, Alli. Just take off your clothes and walk out wearing only your catsuit. She will love it. You know she is into latex."
"Urrgh... But we are not supposed to know that."
"She won't know that we know. She will just think it's a nice coincidence."
"Urrgh... I'm shy... Even if I did that, what will I do next?"
"Stop urrghing. You said you dated many people before. Aren't you supposed to know more about dating than I do, Alli?"
"Sky! She is a girl. It's not the same at all. I only dated men before."
"Okay. I'll take care of it, then."
"Wait... what?"
My limbs began moving on their own. My fingers unbuttoned my shirt and pulled down my work pants. That was pretty much all I was wearing.
"Skyyy! Give me my body back."
"Hehe. Really? I think you like it."
"Silly parasite."
Of course, I liked it when she gently took over my body like this. It was like that time when I jumped down the balcony. I was very scared to die, but then I let Skylar take over so she could do it for me. It was great to have someone to rely on during challenging times. And this time was one of those. She was about to make me walk out of the bedroom only wearing a catsuit, and then I would have to face the situation without any possibility of retreating.
My hand grabbed the door handle.
"Are you ready, Alli?"
"Does it matter if I'm not?"
"No. Haha. Here we go. Lilian is going to love you."
I opened the door and stepped out a bit too quickly for my taste. I ended up face to face with Lilian, who, as instructed, was visiting around while waiting for me.
She was there, two feet away from me. My face instantly turned beet red, and I brought my hands to my mouth, confirming that Skylar had returned my control over my limbs. It was so embarrassing.
And this damn arousal was just getting worse.
Poor Lilian. She stared at me, silent, and probably wondered how this happened to her. She faced this terrified girl wearing the sexiest form-fitting catsuit in town made out of alien flesh; she certainly had no idea about that last part, though.
As if she understood my distress, she came to me and gave me a big hug without saying a single word. It felt as if I had given her an unexpected gift, and she was very grateful for it. Since she had her arms locked around my waist, I placed one hand on her back and the other one behind her neck. She was so warm and delicate. Finally, after desiring her all day, even if I knew it was just one of Sky's playful games, I got to hold her in my arms.
It was so awkward.
Why was I doing this? Why did I think it was a good idea? Lilian's accelerated and short breath made me believe that she had the same kind of thoughts. It must have been challenging for her to come to me today at work and share her feelings. She had no awareness that I knew about her secret kinks, so she might have had some trouble reacting to what I had just done. Walking out of the bedroom wearing a black catsuit was probably not what she had expected.
The good news, and I would take every little bit of positivity I could, was that she seemed to calm down faster than me. Her breathing had slowed down, and her hug became lighter... and then her arms fell to her sides, limp.
What!? Limp!? Why!?
"Uh? Lilian? Are you... okay?"
"..."
"Lilian?"
This moment of uncomfortable silence was precisely when Sky decided to jump in.
"Done!"
"Uh?"
"She is unconscious now. She won't remember a thing."
"Wait... what?"
"Lilian. She is sleeping."
I looked at my red-haired administrative assistant, and her eyes were peacefully closed. She just stood there, immobile. How was this even possible? Obviously, Skylar had something to do with this, but how could she have affected her? My parasite didn't have any telepathic abilities that I knew of, and if I were to suggest such an idea, she would tell me that telepathy wasn't a thing. So how did she manage to interact with Lilian?
Most of my questions got answered when I tried to remove my hand from her neck. Using her alien body, Skylar had crawled over my fingers, wrapped around Lilian's neck to prevent my hand from moving, and had inserted two mini tendrils in her ears, the same way she had done with me when she had contacted me at first. So swiftly and sneakily, Skylar had taken control of Lilian's body and disconnected her from the present moment.
It was probably a good time to start panicking a little.
"S... Sky... What have you done?"
"Nothing. I simply made her sleep."
"That's not nothing! What about asking her first? Remember?"
"But, Alli... You hugged her and placed your hand on her neck for me to attach to her brain. No?"
"What!? Are you saying it's my fault?"
"No, but I thought that was what you wanted me to do. Why did you grab her neck then? You never did that to anybody else before."
"I HUGGED her! I just placed my hand on her neck to make her feel good! It was not so you could attach to her brain!"
"Oh... Well, I didn't know that. Is that what humans do when they are intimate?"
"YES! Get out of her brain right now! She didn't consent to that."
"Aww... okay... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to. One sec..."
That was me panicking.
As much as I understood that Skylar had just made a mistake due to her inexperience in human relationships slash behaviors, the fact that Lilian had not been able to give her opinion about this was a bit wrong.
I waited for Sky to disconnect from Lilian's ears and wake her up, but it seemed to take a bit longer than what I knew she was capable of.
"Sky... What are you doing? Get out of her ears."
"No, wait..."
"There is no wait! I want you to..."
"No, no. Wait. Something is wrong with her body."
"... Uh? I'm sorry, what?"
"I'm serious. Lilian seems to be sick. She probably doesn't know it yet, but something is wrong with her brain."
"Really?"
"Yes. Her cells are dying. It's a genetic defect. Interesting. In a few years, she will probably start feeling strange."
"Parkinson? Dementia? So young? Can you... fix her?"
"Of course, I can. But I don't have enough time. I have to get out of her ears. Maybe you can ask her if she wants me to reattach to her brain and work on that and..."
"No, no! Sky. How much time do you need?"
"Oh, I'm not sure... Three minutes maybe?"
"..."
Once more, I just wanted to slap Skylar behind the ears, but unfortunately, she had none. Her normal was just abnormal--alien-style abnormal. Not only did she diagnose a degenerative genetic disease in a matter of seconds, but now she claimed to be capable of curing Lilian within a handful of minutes. How was I supposed to refuse this? I knew Skylar had mistakenly taken over Lilian's body without clear consent, but in the light of this, I couldn't do anything other than be glad she did. Were we about to save her from a life of suffering or even an early death?
"Okay. If you can cure her, then we should do it. We can make an exception in this case and keep control of her for a bit longer."
"She won't remember anything anyway, I told you."
"Sky, that's not the point. She is not a toy."
"Well, you like it when I'm controlling you. Maybe she does too."
"Psshhh! Enough, Sky. I will have to explain to you that concept better later. So, how do we do this?"
"You are strange, Alli. Anyway, take your hand off her neck. I'll make her lay down on the bed."
"But, if I take my hand off her, won't it sever the link between her and me?"
"Haha. No. Take your hand off, you'll see."
Unsure about this, I carefully brought back my hand to my chest. From the end of my catsuit's sleeve, a little wire extended all the way to the collar that Sky had formed around Lilian's neck, the one from which her ear wires originated. As long as this connection existed, Skylar was able to communicate with Lilian's body.
"It looks so fragile. What if the wire breaks?"
"Haha. It won't. I'm very strong. Come."
A sleeping Lilian walked past me and headed to the bedroom. That was quite creepy to know Sky was the one in control of her body. This must have been one of the strangest experiences of my entire life.
Lilian climbed on the bed and laid down on her back. I followed her and sat next to her, waiting for Skylar to work her magic. She was so peaceful and pretty. It was very reassuring to see that we weren't hurting her. She would probably never learn what we were about to do to her but knowing that she would live a healthier life was a great relief. And I was also a bit proud of Skylar for being so awesome.
"Okay, Alli. Relax. I'll let you know when I'm done."
For the next few minutes, I observed Lilian sleeping next to me as Skylar repaired her. Her fingers occasionally twitched due to her involuntary brain activity. I took the liberty to slide my hand under her tank top and caress her perfect belly. Sure, I didn't ask her about that, but before she fell asleep, she did initiate physical contact with me, so she would probably be fine with me supporting her that way. Her skin was so soft. I wouldn't mind being her age again.
It didn't take too long before Skylar finished her job on Lilian, but she had one more twisted surprise for me.
"Okay, Alli. I think I fixed everything. Let me know how she feels."
"... How she feels? I don't get what you are asking. How do you want me to..."
Before I could finish my sentence, my vision became all blurry and then all dark. Hurriedly, I opened my eyes that were not supposed to be closed and felt a bizarre sensation. I knew something had happened but wasn't sure what.
"Eehh.. Sky? What was that?"
"What was what? Does she feel good or not?"
"She? Wait... Why does my voice sound funny and... AAAH!"
Terrified, I jumped off the bed. Someone had laid down next to me and had placed its warm hand on my belly.
"WHO... WHO ARE YOU!?"
"Alli? What are you doing? Do you have a brain disease too?"
"..."
Confusion. Ultimate, massive universe-sized confusion. With my back pressed against the wall, I stared at the person on my bed.
It was... ME.
My body was there, wearing a full catsuit made of Skylar's flesh, and a black string linked my wrist... her wrist... to... my neck?
How!? How could I be on the bed and stand up at the same time? And... Where was Lilian? My hands raised to my chest and landed on two large and firm orbs. After a good squeeze or two and a quick look at my clothes, I felt a bit weak in my legs.
I WAS IN LILIAN'S BODY!
My knees gave up, and my back slid down the wall until my butt crashed to the floor.
"Ooooh... Not gooood. Nooot good at all!"
"Alli? Seriously? What are you doing? How does Lilian's body feel? Does it seem normal?"
"S... Sky? Did you just..."
"Cure her? Yes. But I just wanted you to tell me if she felt good from a human point of view. Just to make sure."
"Did you just... transfer me inside her?"
"Well, obviously, yes. So? Does she feel good or not?"
"..."
Clueless. Skylar was utterly clueless about the magnitude of what she had done. She talked as if transferring a soul from a body to another was a normal thing to do. It was completely crazy. I looked at my hands, and they were not my fingers and not my nail polish. When I touched my face, it was not mine, my hair either. It was unsettling at best.
But as if this was not enough emotion for one evening, my real body, the one on the bed, sat up, crawled to the edge of the mattress, and stood up in front of me before helping me stand up. That sentence alone broke my brain.
"Come on, Alli... Stand up."
"Are... Are you the one controlling my body?"
"Of course. Who else? You are inside Lilian right now."
"In... inside... Lilian..."
"Hehe. Lilian is very hot. Look at those boobs."
I, or Skylar rather, slid her hand under my tank top and reached my large young adult boobs. It felt amazing.
"Aaaah!"
"Hehe. Do you like that? What about a kiss then?"
"Mmpph!"
My real body wrapped its arms around my neck and pressed its lips on mine. How was I supposed to cope with this mind-shattering experience? The human mind wasn't designed to endure a kiss from itself.
Yet... It was so fucking hot.
Lilian's body was very sexual, perhaps even more than mine. When I started to focus more on the feelings generated by this kiss, it turned me on like crazy. Skylar was a playful space parasite, and I knew she didn't really understand what she was doing and how weird it was. But still, I kind of wanted more, so I might have unconsciously used her unawareness to pursue this bizarre adventure.
Unsure of how it happened, we ended up back on the bed, cuddling and kissing. Never in a lifetime would I have imagined doing this kind of activity using a body other than mine. It was as if I wore a costume, but a million times more realistic.
When Skylar slid her hand, or should I say my hand, inside Lilian's pants, which were my pants, I got assaulted by doubts. Was it wrong to do this using Lilian's body? At first, I thought it was ethically unacceptable, but then I walked back on my thoughts and put things into perspective. The way Lilian rushed at me earlier to hug me, before Skylar even took over her brain, demonstrated that she had something on her mind; she wanted to have some intimate time with me. There was no doubt in my mind about that. So, what we were doing right now was giving her something she wouldn't have refused in the first place, just in a different way, a very different way with no anterior point of reference.
On top of that, and since we were morally unbalanced already, Skylar wasn't completely off track when she said that no matter how this night would have gone, we would have had to erase her memory at the end of it. Letting Lilian know about Skylar would have been way too risky. As sad as it was, nobody could learn about the existence of my parasite, or else it could mean big trouble. That was my burden to bear. I had to protect Skylar at all costs.
All things considered, what we were doing was questionable but unharmful. It had been triggered by an honest mistake and desire that made the consent look a bit shaky. But the reality was, how else would we have provided Lilian with what she wanted from me? It wasn't like we had a ton of options to satisfy her needs. One corrupted part of myself even thought Skylar and I deserved this little reward for rescuing her from the body bag and curing her nasty brain disease.
"Aaaaah! Yeeees!"
In any case, as Skylar used my body to explore my non-owned pussy, I knew that we would need to do something extra nice for Lilian later as a reward for lending us her body tonight.
I soon ended up naked on the bed with my alien-controlled body licking me between the legs, and it felt incredible. I never thought my first time with a girl would be like this. I gripped my hair really hard, because it belonged to me, and rubbed my face without reserves in Lilian's pussy.
Lilian's body was amazing. So healthy, so vibrant, and when it came, it felt totally different than when I was orgasming with my real body. It seemed to be even better.
"MMmm! Skkyyyy! It feels so good."
"Hehe. Do you like having sex with yourself, Alli?"
"Mmm, yes! I love it."
So corrupted. So perverted. So ethically unresolvable. As Lilian's body recovered, my real body laid down on its back, allowing me to caress it. I could feel the eggs inside its uterus very well, they were bulging through the skin, and it was incredibly entertaining to make them move around without feeling any discomfort. This had to be the most deviant thing in the entire world.
And then Skylar pointed out something important as I was tracing the contour of my body using Lilian's slender fingers.
"Alli, guess what?"
"We are hopeless perverts?"
"Yes, but you came. You just had an orgasm using Lilian's body."
"Oh, you're right. So the chastity seal is only affecting my real body?"
"Yes. So now I know what to do. You'll only cum when you are using another girl's body."
"Skyyy! That's terrible! We can't just hack in random bodies to have sex."
"I didn't say it would be easy. Haha. You'll have to be creative, or you'll just get fucked hard without cumming for the rest of your life."
"Urgh! I don't know what turns me on the most... Trying other girl bodies or being denied for a lifetime."
"Haha. Do you want a hug?"
"From my body or from you?"
"Me. Haha. A very enveloping hug."
"Mmm... That would be nice."
My real body came close to Lilian's body and wrapped her arms around me. Again, those sentences were melting my synapses. It was so confusing. But when Skylar's black skin began to wrap around our two bodies, I almost came on the spot again. I didn't know she could do that.
It only took a few seconds for her to enclose us inside a very tight, warm, and inescapable bag, crushing our sweaty bodies on each other, robbing us of our freedom of movement. Once she finished, she enclosed my head, Lilian's head, into a tight hood. It was fair to assume that she did the same to my real body.
With my belly pressed on her belly, I could feel my eggs trying to find some more room.
"Oooh, Alli, I think we should transfer some of those."
"Mmmph?"
A tentacle entered Lilian's pussy, deeply enough to reach her cervix. And then, I felt some movement happening in my real body's belly. It only took a few seconds to understand what was happening. With no means of preventing this from happening, Skylar pulled one of her eggs from my real uterus and was about to push it inside Lilian's. This was so wrong and good at the same time. I didn't really know if Lilian would be cool with being turned into an incubator, but what could I do to prevent it at this point? Nothing. My only option was to enjoy the incredible sensation.
"Mmmmph!"
"Haha. Lilian is very tight. She would love this."
"Mmmm!"
I loved it. My pussy expanded, trying to make room for the alien orb traveling down the tentacle. Deeper and deeper, it reached my womb and began pushing on my walls. Cocooned like this, there was nothing else to do other than enjoy my life. My parasite was the best and most creative girlfriend ever, and yes, I agreed that Lilian would have loved this so much too.
Little tendrils working on my clitoris quickly brought me back to the edge, and when the gelatinous egg finally popped into Lilian's uterus, I had the orgasm of a lifetime.
I trashed in my stretchy cocoon with little respect for my real body, who had to withstand my uncontrollable convulsion. I loved this. I loved this so much. It was so wrong and right at the same time. It was our reward for a good deed.



As I tried to recover, confined in my dark world, Skylar linked our mouths together so we could breathe through each other's lungs, and large tendrils entered our pussies and asses to fuck us good.
"Do you like this, Alli? I'm having a blast! I can sense pleasure from two different bodies at the same time. It's great."
"Mmmhmmm!"
"Let's see if I can make you feel even better."
The cocoon around our two bodies began to harden. It was something that I had experienced and loved before, so Skylar knew it would turn me on even more. Lilian's body loved this so much. Being fucked this way, being encased this way, breathing hot air from another human's set of lungs, being unable to wake up and experience this first hand. I was now convinced that she would have demanded more if she had been conscious of all that. She was that type of girl, after all.
Sky and I would make her cum endlessly tonight as a payment for having let us save her life twice and being a known fetishist.
And just like that, Lilian's body came again at the same time as my real body. At least Skylar injected just enough fresh air in our breathing tube to keep me alert.
The thing I had not realized yet, though, was that we were Friday night. Maybe Lilian would be okay with us borrowing her hot body for a weekend of fun.
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"NO! SKY! DON'T DO THIS!"
"..."
"SKY! YOU HAVE TO LISTEN TO ME! DON'T DO THIS!"
"..."
"CAN YOU HEAR ME!? CAN YOU STILL HEAR ME?"
"YES! I CAN! I HAVE TO, ALLI! I HAVE TO!"
"NO, YOU DON'T! STOP THIS! IT IS INSANITY!"
Even if she yelled at me, using a voice she had never used before, one that was neither female nor male, her natural voice, a distressed one, it was still a relief to hear that she was still with me. Skylar wasn't protecting me anymore, though. I was naked and cold... I felt sick in my stomac... She had stopped taking care of me... She was serious about leaving.
But it didn't matter... I wouldn't give up... I JUST COULDN'T GIVE UP!
Even here, in the middle of the night, in an unknown location in the middle of a nasty storm, overwhelmed by the deafening noise of the wind in the trees and the cold temperature, the frightening lightning and neverending thunder rolls, where nothing was reassuring, I was determined not to give up on Skylar.
"WHY, ALLI!? WHY DID YOU HAVE TO BEHAVE THAT WAY? EVERYTHING WAS SO GOOD! WHY DID YOU HAVE TO DO THIS TO ME!?"
"SKY! Stop screaming and talk to me instead! I don't even know what you are talking about!"
"NO! I'M GOING! YOU... YOU JUST HAD NOT TO DO THAT!"
Once more, I placed my hand on that black mass attached behind my neck, knowing that there was pretty much nothing I could do to prevent it from leaving. Skylar could overpower me without even thinking about it. But at least, I was hopeful when I felt her staying in place. It was the only sign I received that I still had a slim chance to reason with her.
"Stop, Sky. Don't go. Just talk to me."
"WHY? SO THAT YOU CAN BECOME IMMORTAL AND RULE THE UNIVERSE?"
Immortal? Rule the universe? That was new and way out in left field. I did my best to use a calm voice, but I firmly asked for clarification. She wouldn't have said something so ludicrous without an underlying reason; at least, it was my impression.
"What in the world are you talking about, Sky? I never asked you to make me immortal, let alone help me rule the world."
"BUT YOU WILL!"
"What!? No, I won't. Why would I? That's stupid!"
"YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND! IT'S A MATTER OF TIME!"
"No, it's not. And I don't care if you don't believe me. I just want to understand why you are doing this."
"YOU KNOW WHY!"
True, I kind of knew what had triggered the conflict, but the part I was confused about was why this was worth ending our amazing relationship in such a dramatic way. I've made a mistake. I had no problem admitting it. But how was I supposed to avoid it in the first place? I just wanted to talk about it. Skylar still had a lot to learn about humans, and here, right now, I had the feeling that she jumped to conclusions and that her reaction was way over the top.
Actually, since I knew what had triggered her rage, it was only logical to use this as a starting point to rebuild a bridge that could lead to a more sensible dialogue. At the moment, she wasn't listening to me at all, and I needed to restore some sort of connection.
"Sky. Listen. Humans are full of flaws, it's true, but they are also capable of apologizing and learning from their mistakes.
"IT'S TOO RISKY! I... I CAN'T LET THIS HAPPEN AGAIN!"
"Again?... I don't know what you are referring to. But if you tell me..."
"NO!"
"So, that's it? You don't care about me anymore? I thought you loved me."
"... I... I DON'T ANYMORE! I'M LEAVING!"
"Alright, that's a lie. I know you love me or you'd not react that way. And what are you still doing here, then? Let's do a little test for fun to see how much you don't care about me..."
"..."
Was I crazy? What kind of idea had just crossed my mind?
My hand grabbed a big rock from the ground, and I looked at it for a moment. If I were wrong about this, it would really hurt.
"A... Alli... What are you doing?"
"I'm going to smash that rock on my head. Will you prevent me from doing that?"
"..."
"You don't care?"
"... N... no... I know you won't do it..."
"I will... unfortunately."
"... F... fine... Go right ahead..."
Easier said than done, but what did I have to lose? I wouldn't last for an hour in this forest without Sky's assistance. I was already shivering from the cold, I was lost and wet, and more than anything, she was the person I loved the most in the entire universe, even though she was a creature from space. Losing Skylar would be way more painful than smashing this ball of agglomerated minerals on my forehead.
Anyway, despite her irrational ire, I still trusted her. She wouldn't let me do this to myself... She loved me too much... I was convinced of it.
I stared at my rock for another moment, trying not to think about natural selection too much...
... and I went for it.
Using all my strength, I smashed the big rock on my forehead...
PAK!
And everything went dark as I fell backward on the damp ground. My ears were ringing in an unhealthy way.
As I lost consciousness, my last thought was along the line of...
"... okay, this didn't go exactly according to plan."
***
A moment ago...
"Mmmmph!"
"Alli. You like being Lilian, right?"
"Mmmhmmm!"
Right now, yes. Since Sky had transferred me to Lilian's young and sexual body, I couldn't do anything other than enjoy myself. I made love to my real body, and now I was trapped inside a tight cocoon, pleasantly tortured and abused by Sky. I lost track of time, but I was pretty convinced that I had spent more than one day in this hot situation.
Pressed firmly against me, my real body was warm and erotic. Skylar had transferred half of the eggs I was carrying to Lilian's body, incessantly repeating that Lilian would have loved this if she had been conscious of it, convincing me that what we were doing wasn't such a big deal.
Since I knew Skylar wouldn't hurt any of us, I gradually adopted the stance that everything would be alright. Nobody else in the world could provide me with such an extreme experience, and I had bought in the idea that Skylar would ensure Lilian's physical and mental integrity... somehow...
Yet... Inside my sexually altered mind, it only felt partially right... and that little wrong portion increasingly bugged me.
Was this really okay?
Yes, it was hot, and nobody would get hurt. Lilian would never learn about any of this. But ethically, it was a bit on shaky ground. It just might have been that Sky was from space and could not fully understand the right and wrong of the human race. She might have never heard about some concepts specific to our culture.
I knew Sky had good values at the root, the ones that made me fall in love with her in the first place. She saved a child from the flames and protected me more than once. How could I not love that? So, perhaps it was what bugged me right now--this little annoyance. I questioned why I was going along with this. I had my part of the responsibility, I wasn't going to be as pretentious to claim I was perfect, but I was also a bit worried for Sky. It was unlike her to go as far as using another person without permission for our sexual games.
Okay, okay. Step back.
I reminded myself that Sky had taken control of Lilian's mind due to a misunderstanding. So that part wasn't really her fault. She was willing to release her, but she found something important enough to delay her withdrawal; Lilian was sick.
So we talked about this and decided to help Lilian, which was a good thing. But then, after we fixed her, Sky transferred my consciousness to her to confirm that Lilian was okay. We lost control at that time.
On my side, I lost control because being inside Lilian's body was so fucking hot, and then I decided to enjoy the moment while it lasted. I didn't think it would go as far as this, where a day later, I would still be inside Lilian, making her carry fake alien eggs. But here I was, and I would have to find a way to accept what I have done and make sure it doesn't happen again.
So, what about Skylar, then? If I had acted in this odd way because of a highly unusual series of events and feelings, it would have been hypocritical to blame Skylar for following a similar devious path. She took control of Lilian, she helped her, but then saw a very nice opportunity to have some delicious innocent sex and lost control. It was extremely plausible...
... or not.
Skylar wasn't human. She was a million times smarter than me, a million times stronger than me, and a million times older than me. So, yes... it was a bit strange on her part.
And less fun...
I wiggled inside the cocoon that Skylar had formed around me and my real body, not out of erotism but out of a desire to talk about this before going any further. Not wanting to make her feel guilty, I would try to discuss this in a humorous way, or at least not in a way to cause friction. The Skylar I knew was definitely talkable and playful. Unsurprisingly, she read my body language and crawled off us.
"Hehe. Alli... oh, I mean, Lilian!"
"Hey... I'm not Lilian... Can... can you transfer me back to my real body."
"Mmm... maybe. But what if I do that first?"
Skylar, in control of my real body, plunged her fingers inside my overly wet crotch.
"Oooh, someone is still excited."
"Mmm... Yes... Lilian's body is so hot. I'm jealous."
"Let's keep it, then. We can keep her in the closet."
"Hehe. You are an idiot, Sky."
As she played with my swollen clitoris, Lilian's, I couldn't blame her too much for being creative. She had learned well that human sexuality is much related to our imagination. So the thought of keeping Lilian forever in my closet was kind of hot. Before tackling the difficult part of the conversation, I chipped in with my own version of this fantasy.
"Mmm... No... Not the closet. Let's keep her in a box, just to make sure she can't escape."
"Oh? A box... with a lock?"
"Good idea. We will have to gag her too."
"And keep her wrapped inside a latex bag?"
"Sounds like a plan. I sure would love it."
Okay, that was a bit too hot now. My body contorted at the thought of something so unrealistically perverted. Imagining myself in that predicament was far from unpleasant.
My real body climbed on my hips and stared into my eyes, Lilian's.
"Hehe... Sky... What are you doing?"
"Shut up!"
"... Uh? Hey, that's not nice..."
"SHUT UP, ALLI!"
"But... What did I do?"
"SHUT UP! SHUT UP! SHUT UP!"
What? What was going on? My body, leaning over me began crying, and its face turned into anger. Genuine anger. Scary anger. Skylar had never used this tone with me, and it left me very confused. A second ago, we were having fun fantasizing about some kinky stuff, and now she had this murderous look on her face, my face.
Something was definitely wrong.
"ARE YOU REALLY OKAY WITH THIS, ALLI?"
"... Uh? With what? Okay with what? What are you talking about?"
"TAKING OVER LILIAN'S BODY... WISHING TO KEEP HER UNDER OUR CONTROL!?"
"Woah, woah! Sky! I was actually going to talk to you about this and..."
In my head, an angered voice I had never heard before resonated. Was this... Skylar's real alien voice?
"I GAVE YOU MORE THAN ONE DAY!"
"... I'm sorry? What? What's with the voice all of a sudden? You are scaring me."
"YOU COULD HAVE STOPPED ME... YOU COULD HAVE DONE SOMETHING! WHY DIDN'T YOU, ALLI? WHY?"
"Heeey! Calm down Sky... What got into you?... I said I was about to..."
"IT'S TOO LATE! IT'S TOO LATE NOW! I'M SO HEARTBROKEN! SO DISAPPOINTED!"
"Okay... okay... I don't know what is going on, Sky, but we need to discuss this. I've never seen you this angry before. Transfer me back to my body, okay? Then, we can talk..."
"OH, NOW THAT THERE IS A PROBLEM, YOU WANT YOUR BODY BACK!? WHAT ABOUT LILIAN? DID SHE GET TO CHOOSE? I'LL GIVE YOU YOUR BODY BACK!"
"..."
Before I could even process what she meant by that, my vision became all blurry, and then I got extremely cold. When my sight returned, something was unarguably wrong.
I was sitting uncomfortably on the ground, in mud and rocks, surrounded by trees, and it rained heavily. With my hair plastered on my face, I was completely confused as to where I was.
And I was naked...
"S... Sky? What... what is going on? Where am I? I'm cold..."
"..."
"Sky. Talk to me."
"I'M LEAVING, ALLI."
"... What?"
"... I... I THOUGHT I COULD TRUST YOU! BUT... I CAN'T..."
"Wait wait wait... What are you talking about...? Where are we? Why are we in a forest? Where is Lilian?"
"LILIAN IS HOME. HER HOME! WHERE SHE IS SAFE!"
"I... I don't understand..."
As I voiced my disorientation, my current dire predicament provided me with many answers. Skylar had many abilities, but I was pretty sure teleportation wasn't one of them. A minute ago, I was in my apartment, on my bed, inside Lilian's body, and having sex with my real body. From there, I instantaneously appeared here, cold and wet, in the middle of a forest that didn't look remotely close to the small woods around my place. This new location was too wild to be a random city park.
There were not a thousand options here...
"Sky... Don't tell me that..."
"YES! IT WASN'T REAL!"
"... It wasn't... real? You... You made me dream all of this?"
I rushed my hands to my belly. I carried no eggs, and a quick look down there was sufficient to confirm that my chastity tattoo was gone as well. What was happening? Did Skylar manipulate my mind to make me believe all kinds of crazy things?
"Sky... Why... Why did you do this to me?"
"IT'S OVER ALLI! YOU SHOWED ME THAT I COULDN'T TRUST YOU."
"Oh, wait wait wait, now. You can trust me! You just have to explain yourself. Why did you do this? Why such anger? We have to talk."
"NO! IT'S TOO LATE! YOU SHOWED YOUR TRUE COLORS! IT'S POINTLESS TO DISCUSS THIS. I DON'T WANT TO DO THIS, BUT I HAVE TO. IT'S INEVITABLE. GOODBYE, ALLI!"
"WAIT! SKY! What are you talking about? YOU CAN'T LEAVE! What is this? I thought we had a good relationship..."
"WE DID! BUT NOT ANYMORE!"
"Sky! Come on... Let's talk about this..."
"I'M DETACHING NOW."
"NO! SKY! DON'T DO THIS!"
***
"Oooww! My heaaad..."
Okay... Hitting myself this hard in the head with a big rock wasn't my brightest idea ever. I blinked my eyes open, and everything was kind of blurry. Lying on my back like this, I could still make out the shape of the trees, but they didn't seem to wag as violently as before. The storm must have died down a bit after I had turned my brain into purée.
And why did I feel warm now? The rain was still coming down, even though not as heavily, so I should still feel miserable. And Skylar? Did she... leave?
I raised my hands above my face and let a long sigh out when I saw that they were coated in a black latex-like mixture.
"Aaah... Sky... You are still here... I knew you wouldn't leave me like this."
"Pfff... I don't know why I'm still here."
"Aaah, come on, Sky. Can we just talk about this? Why were you so angry?"
"You deserved that rock on the head. It did quite a bit of damage. Just stay still while I'm fixing your skull."
"I didn't like it."
"Yeah, I bet it hurt."
"Not the rock, silly. I didn't like to see you this angry. You scared me very much. I thought you would leave me."
"I should have. I probably will."
"Okay, Sky. Why don't you take a deep breath in and tell me what is going on? Clearly, we are not on the same page here."
"Pfff..."
"Start at the beginning. When did you start making me see things that weren't true?"
"..."
"Sky... you have to talk to me. I'm just trying to understand. Tell me when."
"After the pool."
"The pool? Like, in the backyard of the luxury house?"
"Yes."
"So, Lilian in the sleepsack, that wasn't real?"
"No. Nothing after the pool was real. We came here, in this forest, and I improvised everything else."
"But... why?"
"Because... You asked me something when we were in the pool... It made me think."
"I asked you something?"
"Yes..."
"Sky... Tell me... I don't remember..."
"Mmmph... Fine... I suppose I can tell you. That way, you'll understand why I have to leave you."
"Hey! Stop saying that! I'm not letting you go that easily. What did I ask? Why did it trouble you that much?"
"You asked me if I had attached to another sentient being."
"Ah yes. That. You didn't want to talk about it. But it's okay. You know, I don't like talking about my exes too, it's normal..."
"That's not it, Alli. It wasn't my ex. We are not the same... Your past is inconsequential... Mine is not..."
"That's a rude thing to say, but I think I see what you mean. You live much longer than I do and..."
"No, Alli! You are missing the point... again."
I was getting a bit frustrated. I was doing my best to understand what Skylar tried to tell me, I clearly struggled to do so, but it was not a reason for her to look down at me. Her life was far more complex than mine, I couldn't agree more, but suggesting that I wasn't smart enough to understand her double meanings was a bit condescending. Parasite or not, I wasn't raised that way by my mother.
"Sky... Screw you!"
"..."
"It's not me that is not smart enough to understand! It's you who sucks at explaining. I'm doing my best to understand why you took over my brain without permission, staged some sort of ultra-perverted adventure, and then freaked out at me. And now you are so uncomfortable with your past that you are not even capable of putting two words that make sense in a row."
"..."
"So, why don't you just make an effort and articulate something that will help me understand how you feel instead of blaming me again?"
"... But... I'm not good with words... It's... It's complicated..."
"Well, find a way because I'm at a loss here. If you want to leave me, fine, I will respect your choice. But at least have the decency to tell me why."
"... I... I can..."
"Can what?"
"I can... show you. Instead of... talking. But..."
"... But what?"
"You are going to... hate me."
"Hate you? Whatever... It's not your call. Tell me or show me, but don't think for me. Okay?"
"... I'm sorry... Okay... I... I'll start now... It will be... like a bad dream..."
"Can't be worse than cracking my skull open with a big rock..."
"... I suppose... Stay still..."
To be honest, I was really worried about what Sky was going to show me, but it was necessary. It was interesting to see how much more courageous I was when driven by a strong desire to protect something I loved. After admitting having tampered with my brain for the last little while for some obscure reason, I could have simply been okay with letting her crawl away from me, as it was not something I was okay with, particularly after she promised not to do it. Yet, she had shown me over and over in the past that she was a good person. So this whole fiasco hid something much more important, and I felt that it was critical for me to learn more about her past. Maybe, after her story, I would be the one leaving her, and that was the scariest part.
Still lying on my back in the mud and moss, with the raindrops crashing on my protective black skin, I closed my eyes and let Skylar send me some images, with my consent this time.
Everything faded to black as if a movie was about to begin.
***
"Chidoh! Wake up! Wake up!"
My host poked me in the flank and pulled me out of my slumber. It was the first time that I encountered such a race in my entire existence. His metabolism was running so high that I couldn't stay awake for a whole day, which was about 73 hours long on his planet. I needed to rest here and there if I wanted to spend quality time with him.



"Mmm... Lans? What is it? Why the panic?"
"They are coming! We have to leave! Now!"
"What do you mean, they are coming? The Elarkans?"
"Yes! Who else? I told you we shouldn't have shared my research with our leaders. These careless fools!"
"... What... what happened?"
"The information leaked. The Elarkans know, and now, they are coming for us. We have to leave right away!"
"They are coming already?"
"Yes. And as you predicted, it's to wipe off my race from existence."
"I'm sorry... I really am..."
"It was just a matter of time... Their goal has always been to expand their empire. You know that better than I do, Chidoh. It's our turn. They will annihilate us, and there is nothing we can do to stop them."
"No! There isn't. I'm very sorry..."
"We will do what we have to do, Chidoh. Fulfill your role, and I'll fulfill mine."
"..."
Sadly, Lans was right, and he knew very well that his time had come. How did it come to this? It was so unfair.
As Lans put on his uniform, made of the softest black fabric in this star system, and packed a few items that would be useless against a potential encounter with the Elarkans, I took this opportunity to review everything I knew about our situation, just to make sure I didn't forget key elements. What we were about to do was too important to risk an omission.
It all started when I landed on the Elarkans' planet seven hundred years ago. It didn't take long for me to attach to one of them and experience the most unusual feeling of my life. Not only were they a relatively strong and ambitious race, but they were also warmongers. Since I had lived for so long before I met them, I knew better than to judge a race by its cover. I wasn't a God, and it was not my place to dictate the fate of the universe and its countless inhabitants. Space explorer was a more suitable term for who I had become since my previous duplication. My role was to observe and live among the infinite diversity offered to me. I was to merge with this Elarkan individual and absorb the knowledge and experiences he would provide me with.
In one way, I was life itself, evolving, witnessing, unexpecting. I merely felt time sliding around me like a viscous fluid and shared it with my host in the most pleasant way.
But then, I discovered the Elarkan blood.
I always thought I was impervious to everything. For the first time in my existence, a host affected me in the most pernicious way, as if I had drunk the most intoxicating beverage. This organic agent within his blood made me obedient; it made me feel like what I promised never to become, a God. My host provided me with an unlimited amount of this exceptional compound, and I couldn't have enough.
To preserve my supply, I quietly followed my host everywhere, did everything he asked from me, even when his actions were questionable, immoral. Together we rapidly took over the leadership of his homeland; we killed, conquered, destroyed entire cultures, and disrupted the normal course of life. This wasn't supposed to happen... I went as far as granting my host immortality so my source of compound would never be limited by time.
I couldn't let the Elarkan blood disappear. I became an addicted slave.
Absorbing the Elarkan blood was beyond ecstasy, to the point that my host wasn't enough for me anymore. It led me to do something almost unthinkable; duplicating. I created a new life out of my body, one on which I would have no control. If this copy of myself were to turn evil, it could eventually lead to the end of the universe itself. Without any sense of morality and ethics regulating its actions, this copy of myself could be the end of everything. Usually, my race only duplicated when we knew for certain the new entity wasn't at risk of being corrupted. Our abilities were just too powerful.
Yet, I did it anyway, due to my altered judgment. I wouldn't even be the one attaching to a new Elarkan host; it would be an independent member of my race on which I would have no control. All of that because I wanted more Elarkan blood, even though I couldn't really have it. My judgment was clouded, and I made the gravest mistake of my life.
Shortly after sharing my body with a second host, my new copy did it too... and I did it again... and again... and again... All of us, independent thinkers corrupted by this intoxicating blood, we replicated over and over, always wanting more and more, attaching to the Elarkan children, granting them perfect health and correcting any genetic anomalies so their blood would stay intact for the rest of eternity.
We stopped evolution.
We stopped life.
As it stood, our Elarkan hosts and we were immortal and on a perfect path to vanquish all and everything. The Elarkans were driven by a deep desire to exterminate each and every star system to prove their worth. For their blood, we shared our infinite knowledge with a race of warmongers and begged them not ever to abandon us, which was absolutely unnecessary; without us, they would have vanished like stardust; without them, we would have lost our source of blood.
But life was life, and it had a mind of its own. This mysterious force that couldn't be defeated would always find an effortless way to turn things around in its favor.
Life couldn't cease. Life didn't need to fight back. A universe without life simply couldn't exist, if only due to the absence of witnesses.
On our way to the next star system to conquer, an unpredictable asteroid struck our vessel and obliterated it, the lowest probability that couldn't have been accounted for. This minor event wouldn't have had any consequences since my race was more than capable of protecting our host from any kind of disaster, keeping them alive and floating in space for an eternity while making them feel as if only a minute had passed. We were determined to preserve the Elarkan blood at all costs.
This incident would have been irrelevant if it had not been for this new copy of myself that didn't have a host yet. Aboard the ship, preciously guarded, this new copy was destined to be attached to the child of an expecting mother. But life had a different plan for it. As the large spaceship broke apart, as the asteroid tore through the metal as if it was a sheet of silk, this new copy was projected into deep space, carrying the entire knowledge and memories of our race.
This drifting space slime, this lost copy torn away from its people, deprived of Elarkan blood, was me. Aimlessly floating in the vacuum of space, the withdrawal was as violent as the unquenchable desire to taste the Elarkan blood again.
It took a few hundred years, but I finally landed on this remote planet, where a modest race of sentient beings lived peacefully.
I attached to Lans.
Devoured by a burning desire to return to my source of Elarkan blood, I thought about taking over his body after regaining my strength and doing what was needed to return to the Elarkans.
But his body was nothing like what I was used to. His core burned so hot, for me to stay attached to him was so demanding, and due to my fragility caused by my long travel, I fell asleep for the first time ever.
A deep sleep...
And then I dreamt... my first dream...
I saw my birth before the Elarkans. I saw my values and ethics before the Elarkans. I saw my goals, I saw my powers, I saw life as it was before the Elarkans.
What have I done?
This dream stirred all kinds of emotions within my soul. Part of me attempted to justify my actions as another part, stronger, made me realize that I had been tricked by a new experience that I had not yet learned to control.
The Elarkan blood was an illusion or, at the very least, a lesson that my race would have to learn from. I would be the one putting an end to this.
When I woke up, I decided to talk to my host, and I gave him a clear choice.
I introduced myself, which frightened him at first, and let him decide if he wanted to keep me or not. This could have been the end of me. A sentient being refusing to be my host was risky. It could have led to my end, which would have been fitting to redeem myself for my terrible actions, the ones of my race. I needed to give my life away, or at the very least take the risk to lose it without fighting back.
Lans, even if a bit scared at first, agreed to be my host. It didn't take long for me to tell him everything I had done in the recent past and what was coming for his world. It turned out that even if very primitive, his race had already gathered enough technology to access space, and they were already in contact with the Elarkans.
They were coming. Lans just didn't know that they were the representative of darkness. He didn't know his end was near and that his entire civilization would be wiped out.
The Elarkans had established diplomatic ties already, but it was simply a cover for an upcoming single and final assault. It was the modus operandi of the Elarkans, and I was very aware of it.
I granted Lans enough of my powers for him to force his way to the leadership and clearly expose the fate of his people to the entire population. He exposed me and all my knowledge of the Elarkans, leaving his leaders with no other choice but to listen and believe.
And a plan emerged. My plan. The only one I could think of--a plan as dark as my past, as dark as my scarred soul.
Fighting the Elarkans wouldn't be enough. Keeping them at bay wouldn't be enough. Actually, the Elarkans, from a certain point of view, were just victims; victims of my race, a race that had lost its self-control, a race of leeches that drank their blood and fueled their sentiment of invincibility.
But in the grand scheme of things, to stop this intoxicated parasitic plague, as horrible as it was, an unalterable fact was present.
As a source of corruption for my limitlessly powerful race, the Elarkans had to die.
For months, Lans allowed me to use his body and mind to come up with a way to end an unimaginable threat. It would be me, us, against my entire race, at least the part of it that was spreading unwillingly and ruling in this whole sector.
Using the extensive knowledge that had been passed down to me by my predecessors, I quickly came up with the most drastic and disagreeable solution I could think of. When I looked at myself, I didn't only see the ugliness of someone capable of committing genocide, I also saw a hero, someone capable of distinguishing right from wrong. If uncontained, my race would unarguably become the end of the universe. It was a matter of time.
My solution? Using the one vulnerability my race, my enemy, had; the Elarkan blood and the most fundamental principles of evolution.
Life in this universe was one and only. What started from a single point had spread around relentlessly and slowly over billions of years and more, and time was what regulated its spread. Millions and billions of years were required for races to emerge and become what they were. It was not a fast process. My race alone was almost as ancient as the universe itself and still made baby steps through time.
Based on this reality, the Elarkans were vulnerable. If I were to remove the environment in which they thrived, and an unstoppable chain reaction would ensue. They wouldn't have time to adapt elsewhere. One could think that their intoxicated parasite, my race, would be able to maintain them as they are for the rest of eternity even without their original environmental source, but it wasn't the case. Given a few hundred thousand years, the Elarkans would end up weakening and dying.
Time.
Time was the weakness of these space parasites, my people. Replicating an entire ecosystem on another planet wasn't a knowledge I possessed, and therefore my corrupted counterparts didn't know either. They could try, but it was highly unlikely to succeed. The reason was that only life knew how to do this. It was a mystery never pierced.
Take two identical planets, feed them with the exact same elements and conditions, and you'd get two completely different results. The infinite number of variables, once respected, would only lead to many more.
If I were to shatter the Elarkans' homeworld to dust, the space parasites would certainly survive, but their host would vanish over time, over the next hundred of thousand years, and the damage caused to the universe would gradually cease. Once deprived of the Elarkan blood, my siblings would go through a withdrawal phase and then remember their original values and ethics and keep this experience in memory for the rest of their infinite life, therefore, preventing such a disaster from happening ever again.
Lans' homeworld wouldn't survive this, and he knew that. It was heartbreaking but unavoidable. I showed him the terrible reality of what my race had done; I showed him everything. He knew his death was coming. He knew his race would disappear as I executed my long-term plan.
But from as far as I could remember, I had never encountered a sentient race as courageous as Lans', or perhaps it was only Lans himself who carried this trait. He told me he would support me until the end, no matter what would happen. He made me believe that I wasn't alone in this fight and that he would be my vessel until it wasn't required anymore.
Courage came at a price, though--the most painful one. If I succeeded in ending this threat, he made me promise to do the most difficult thing a parasite could do; that I would kill him. A life without his race, without his loved ones, would be meaningless. Far from loving me for what my race had done while controlled by the Elarkans, he said it would also be my punishment for setting up such a theatre of destruction. A few million years floating aimlessly in space would give my race time to think about what they have done, he said. It was hard not to hear the anger in his voice, but at the root, even if it was painfully heartbreaking, he wanted to do the right thing and assist me in ending this.
That said, for the past few months, we prepared this counterattack, and now that the Elarkans had learned about my existence and my intention to fight back, there was no going back. They now knew where I was and also knew I had the potential capacity to end them and to take the Elarkan blood away from them. As for them learning about my secret plan, it was not a problem, on the contrary, as I had done it on purpose. Even Lans didn't know about that part. By letting his leadership know about a plan I didn't intend to use and having this mistakingly relaying this useless information to the Elarkans force, I simply hoped to generate some additional confusion in this whole story to create a window of opportunity. That window was now.
Lans tightened his belt and exited his home for the last time. A quick look at the sky allowed us to see the massive Elarkans' spaceships positioning themselves already for the most efficient assault against a planet such as this one. My people gave them the technology to overheat planet cores, which could rapidly cause irreversible damage. In less than an hour, this doomed planet would turn into a ball of magma.
"So, Chidoh... That's it, uh?"
"I'm sorry, Lans."
"Ah, it's alright. You are not responsible for this."
"My people are."
"Yeah... They are, but you are nothing like them. So, you think your plan is going to work?"
"That's all I got... So it better work."
"If you manage to destroy their homeworld, a few hundred thousand years is a long time to wait."
"It probably will go faster as my people lose their hosts."
"Ah. Time is really meaningless to you."
"It is... It is..."
"Alright, let's go to the hangar before it's too late."
Borrowing my strength, Lans ran at an accelerated pace to the shipyard, where our special ship waited for us. His ship. Unfortunately, this attack was way earlier than we had expected, so the ship was not as ready as I wanted it to be. I wouldn't mention this in his presence so as not to worry him about the success rate of our mission, but somehow, I was under the impression that he already knew and didn't care. He was expecting me to do my best and outsmart our opposition anyway.
It only took a few minutes to reach our destination. We could tell that the Elarkan attack had already begun as the ground shook under our feet and pieces of buildings were already falling. It was already too late for this world, but we knew that for a while already. Panicked people were running left and right, and there was nothing we could do to help them. Guilt was not a sentiment I loved, and as I observed these people for the last time, this race, I couldn't digest that it was all because of me, of my people, of our weakness to resist the cursed Elarkan blood. If we had been wise enough to recognize the threat before becoming addicted to it, things would have been very different. But instead, we wanted more and more, addicted.
But in the grand scheme of things, I had mixed feelings about our responsibility. I, myself, had never experienced the Elarkan blood, but just the memories that had been passed down to me were strong enough to make me want to taste it. I would have to stay focused during this mission because if I were to be offered it in exchange for standing down, I wasn't convinced I would be able to resist. This flagging self-confidence was not something I had confessed to Lans. Little did he know that he might be carrying the end of the universe on his shoulder.
"Chidoh! Give me more strength!"
"You got it!"
The main gate had collapsed, blocking our way to the hangar. My skin crawled around Lans' body, and with my strength, we slammed into the pile of rubble. We dug our way through in the most violent way. A mountain of incandescent debris wasn't something that could stop us.
The good news was that the hangar was still intact, and our ship, modest, was ready for us. For the past few months, whenever it was possible, I took control of Lans' body and worked tirelessly on upgrading this thing. He understood nothing of what I was doing, how could he? Everything I was doing came from the most advanced civilization my race had ever encountered in the past, stuff that his brain couldn't even begin to understand. Folding time and space and ripping through it was not something remotely possible for him and his race nor advisable. Months wouldn't have been enough even to begin to explain the principles of what I was creating.
He humbly understood that, though, and he wasn't asking any questions even when he was conscious as I was building my components. On the contrary, he always kept as quiet as possible and allowed me to focus on what I had to do. He knew very well that not only did I have to build the most advanced spaceship in the universe out of what I considered junk, but on top of that, it had to take into consideration that it would face an opponent possessing equal knowledge.
Technology wouldn't win this fight; strategy would.
Building the hardware wasn't a challenge as a few round trips to the nearest asteroid belt provided us with all the rare necessary materials, but coming up with a viable plan was the real challenge. Our goal was to destroy the Elarkans' home planet, but our enemies also knew that and would be prepared for any eventuality. So how was I supposed to counter that, knowing that they would be aware that I would try to counter it?
Lans entered the ship and immediately handed control of his body over to me.
"Do your thing, Chidoh. It's all up to you now."
"Yes. But..."
"But what? Don't tell me you are having second thoughts about this!"
"No... but... I'm scared."
"Scared?"
"Would you mind... staying with me for a while?"
"I don't want to be a distraction, Chidoh. You should put me asleep this time."
"You won't! Stay with me... Please."



"Fine, Chidoh. I don't care. Just do what you must."
I took control of his body but didn't render him unconscious. Not yet... I was a parasite, and my host was important to me. Even if our goal was extremely important, my inner feeling was that my host was the most precious thing I had. It was the nature of who I was. Lans was not just my host; he was me. Losing him would hurt me more than anything in the world, as it always has been when I lost my previous hosts.
After starting the engine and enabling everything I had to enable, I initiated my main travel device, something that my race had promised never to use again.
"Hang it in there, Lans. This technology is going to hurt us like you can't even begin to imagine."
"Nice, you never told me that part!"
"First distortion! ENGAGE!"
I slammed his hand on the trigger and, immediately, the fabric of time shredded in front of our eyes. This maneuver was not possible. The universe wasn't designed to withstand such a wound. Even me, an almost invincible space slime, couldn't do anything else but suffer greatly from this rupture. I would never tell Lans that what we just did put an immediate end to his planet.
My first genocide.
Only us, protected by a time shield, survived this distortion despite the massive pain it inflicted us.
As our ship emerged millions of miles away, I knew that I had played my first card and that I couldn't reuse it against Elarkans' home planet later on. My people just witnessed what I did and would know how to protect themselves against this specific technology.
"AAAAH! CHIDOOOH!"
"Sorry, Lans... I know it hurts... But we have to do it two more times right away before they can react so we can reach the Elarkans' system.
"What... what was that? What did you do?"
"A little technology I learned from an ancient civilization. There is nothing comparable to this... It's very unlikely that another race will ever learn how to do that. They tend to disappear way before they reach that level of advancement."
"Why... Why does it hurt so much?"
"You and I are the universe itself. You and the universe are one single entity, and when we cause a tear in it, it causes a lot of anguish. Second distortion. ENGAGE!" "
"YAAARRRRG!"
This next distortion was a particularly violent one. So unpredictable. To my initial guilt, I added my selfish desire to keep Lans conscious just so I wasn't going through this alone. Hurting him wasn't fun, but it was necessary. I didn't think I could do this without him.
My real plan...
It was something I had never done before. It was something so unthinkable that even I was terrorized by it. It was something my race had never done before. We knew of only one previous instance, an ancient race that had done what I was about to do, and even then, it had been an accident and not a voluntary action. It was so long ago that my memories about it were faint. But the truth was, I had never been this scared.
"AAAARRR! CHIDOH! IT HUUURTS!"
"I know! Hang in there... Please. I need you!"
"Are... are you serious? You? The strongest being in the universe? You don't need me."
"Yes... I'm terrified."
"..."
"Please, just one more distortion... Stay with me, Lans..."
"F... fine... But... I don't feel so good... Can you do something about it?"
"No. I can't... You won't survive this..."
"Haha... I knew that already... Alright, space slime... Let's finish this, then."
"We are not far now. One more distortion, and we will be in front of Elarkans' home world. They know we are coming."
"If they know we are coming... How are we supposed to..."
"Third distortion, ENGAGE!"
"YAAAAARRGG!"
Shredding the fabric of time and space was no joke. It really shouldn't be possible. It should be forgotten. The simple fact that the Elarkans and their parasites also knew about this technology was troubling me deeply. In the wrong hands, it would be the end of everything, and it WAS currently in the wrong hands.
"Bbuuaarggh!"
As our ship integrated its new position in front of the Elarkans' home planet, Lans vomited blood all over the control panel. I was doing my best to keep him alive, but most of my efforts were on my self-preservation. If I were to die, everything would be over.
Our smoking ship was a venting atmosphere, the metal was carbonized, none of the displays were functional anymore, and in front of us was our enemy, healthy and more powerful than ever.
At least five thousand interlinked spaceships formed an impenetrable net between us and the planet we wanted to destroy.
As predicted, they knew.
They knew we were coming. They knew we were going to use this ancient technology to slice the planet in half. They knew my goal more than clearly. They also knew that my host was at its limit, and if I were to lose him, I would be nothing else than a useless black mass. Without a host to carry us, our race was nothing else than irrelevant. They knew I couldn't put up a fight in my current state. How could I, with my dying host and an archaic carbonized spaceship?
But...
I knew they knew...
I was even surprised that they took the bait.
I couldn't complain about that...
But, it didn't matter. My new problem was that I had a choice to make and wasn't strong enough to make it.
It was time to tell Lans the truth.
"L... Lans?"
"Aaarrr..."
"I... I really want to taste the Elarkan blood."
"Is... is that so?"
"Yeah... That's what I feared..."
"Ah well... I'm disappointed, then... All that for nothing..."
"No! Help me... Help me, Lans... I can't do it..."
"Help you do what?"
"You... you have to press that button..."
"The flashing one? What will it do? I thought your people could counter everything you threw at them."
"They... they made a mistake... They are protecting the planet."
"That's not a mistake... we came here to blow it up... and now we can't..."
"Not... not really... I kind of... lied... to you... I couldn't take the risk..."
"What do you mean, Chidoh? What are we doing here then?"
"Well... I kind of had a different target..."
"Do you? What is it?"
"One that would kill both of us..."
"Kill you? You are pretty much immortal, sooo... Wait... Why am I thinking these things all of a sudden?"
"Yeah... I just showed you, in your mind... Everything is programmed... you just have to push the button..."
I shared everything... the real plan... I let him know how monstrous I could be...
"This is INSANITY! CHIDOH! IF WE DO THIS, YOU ARE GOING TO DIE!"
"Yeah... Probably... And you will be the one killing me... Because I'm too scared... Too weak... Do it now... Please... Lans..."
"..."
"... Please..."
"You are one messed up parasite, Chidoh..."
"Do... do it... I'm so close to the Elarkan Blood... I'm not sure... I can resist much longer. There is no more time left..."
"Chi... Chidoh..."
"I'm... I'm sorry Lans... for everything... This death... I deserve it..."
"... Nah... It's me who is sorry... because you don't deserve it, actually."
"..."
"And you know what, Chidoh? You'll survive this... I promise... I'm sure you will..."
"... Goodbye... Lans..."
"... Farewell, Chidoh... You'll get your happiness someday. I promise... Just hang in there, okay?"
I wasn't controlling him anymore, it was too risky. My thirst for the Elarkan blood was too strong, so I detached from him as I didn't trust myself anymore. He taught me courage and selflessness when his finger pressed the flashing button on the console. I would never forget this moment... and him.
I lived a long time. Longer than most of the other lifeforms could ever hope to. I've seen everything. I've seen more than everything.
Immortality was a relative term used to define a myth. Only my race, due to our longevity, could tell that there was no such thing. We were giving the illusion, to our hosts, that it was a thing because, from their perspective, a million years seemed like an eternity.
But it wasn't. Immortality didn't exist.
Plants could die...
People could die...
Planets could die...
Stars could die...
Galaxies could die...
The universe itself could die...
It was only a matter of time.
My people knew this fact very well, even if their judgment was currently clouded by the Elarkan blood controlling their minds.
After Lans pressed that button, they also understood what I had just done with this junk spaceship... The unthinkable; something that should never have been repeated, a revolting act that defied all sense of empathy and self-preservation.
It threw them off...
I triggered the most incommensurable bomb that could be found in the universe, short of igniting the universe itself.
I knew I wouldn't be able to destroy their home planet directly...
So I decided to detonate their star...
They had anticipated all possible scenarios. I ignored them all. I gave them the least likely and the most extreme one...
... A supernova.
It would wipe out the Elarkans' home system along with hundreds of other civilizations in the vicinity. The ones who would have all died at the hands of the Elarkans eventually.
It was my second genocide.
My solution was the equivalent of a nuclear bomb to take care of a splinter.
With their natural environment vaporized and forgotten, in a few hundred thousand years, there would be no more Elarkans and their cursed blood, and my people would have regained their free will.
After Lans pressed this button, our ship emerged at the center of the star, and the disturbance in the space and time fabric triggered a chain reaction that would be devastating for the entire sector.
An artificial supernova... and an act of destruction that should never be forgiven.
I knew this would work... Of all scenarios, because of its disproportionated violence, it was the only one guaranteed to succeed.
The proof was in the past...
It was how the ancient civilization that had created this impossible technology had perished accidentally.
Defying the universe came at the highest costs.
It was inevitable.
***
"..."
"..."
"Sky...?"
"... that's it, Alli. I showed you everything..."
"You... you are... Chidoh?"
"Chidoh... Skylar... My hosts apparently like to give me names. But no... I'm not Chidoh, I'm a direct copy of Chidoh created 8326 years ago. Lans was right... Chidoh did survive the supernova... barely. But it doesn't matter... What happened before, this horrific disaster, it is also my responsibility."
That was far from what I had expected Skylar to tell me. I was speechless. There was a slight margin between my initial supposition that, maybe, Sky had a difficult relationship with a previous host or perhaps had experienced a tragic loss, and having committed a full-fledge intergalactic genocide along with an almost successful suicide attempt to save the universe.
This whole story turned my stomach upside down. None of my future questions could even remotely get close to relevancy. My life and Skylar's life had no commonality.
There was, however, only one thing that really bugged me at the moment. I sat up, still covered head to toes in Skylar's black flesh.
"Sky? Why are you even spending time with me?"
"... What do you mean, Alli?"
"You said you loved me and that you wanted me to be your girlfriend and all... It doesn't seem to make sense. You can do so much more."
"Because it's true. That's what I want."
"But... You are so... powerful. Why waste time with me?"
"Love is simple. I need simple."
"..."
"Alli... Do you understand what happened earlier when I was so angry? Why I did what I did and why I reacted so strongly when you seemed to be okay with what we did to Lilian?"
I reached behind my neck and massaged Skylar a bit while carefully choosing my next words. It was a unique situation, and none of my experiences could help me come up with a canned answer. To be honest, I wasn't even sure if this was another test or if Skylar was genuine about this question.
The rain had stopped, and there was even a bit of sunlight piercing through the branches. With this light hitting my eyes, I couldn't help but remember that Skylar was capable of destroying our Sun. Such a concept was beyond comprehension for a mere human being like me.
But did it matter?
"You were scared?"
"Yeah, Allison... Very much so..."
"You were scared that I would become like the Elarkans and use you to cause chaos."
"Yeah... Something like that."
"But, Sky... I don't have Elarkan blood in me. How could I even begin to control you? You could turn my brain to mush just by thinking about it."
"You do have your own Elarkan blood, Allison."
"Uh? No, I don't. I only have Irish blood and American blood. I swear. Maybe some Italian too, but my grandmother always refused to talk about it."
"I was paraphrasing... Alli, I fell in love with you... I really did. Humans are... special... very special. You experience relationships in a unique manner... A manner that I had not seen anywhere else in my whole life. This is something I want to cherish and preserve."
"But... Sky... I know you love me... but I still don't have Elarkan blood in me..."
"Love IS your Elarkan blood, Alli. It feels the same. You could use it to get things from me and..."
Sometimes, a few simple words were enough to explain something seemingly complex. I understood that Skylar was an extremely powerful being, possibly the strongest in the whole known universe. But at the root, she was pretty much like a child who knew nothing about life because life took an infinite number of shapes and therefore was a topic impossible to master. Despite her insane abilities, she was as ignorant as I was. Or perhaps, the human race was truly exceptional, and what our race possessed couldn't be compared with whatever else existed in this universe.
No matter where the truth lies on the spectrum of rationality, I was friends with a traumatized space slime who needed a bit of help to get her bearings together.
"Sky?"
"Mmm?"
"You are really clueless..."
"Hey! What was that for!?"
"You know NOTHING about humans. This test you imposed on me when you moved my mind to Lilian's body was utterly stupid."
"... but... I needed to know if you had good values and wouldn't use my power to do bad things, like the Elarkans..."
"Oh, shush!"
"..."
"Do you know what true love is about? Trust."
"... Trust?"
"That's right... Living in symbiosis with me is cool and all, but it's not important. Keeping me healthy isn't important, feeding me or preventing me from getting sick isn't important. What is important is trust."
"... But..."
"Shhh... Let me finish."
"..."
"You have a thing or two to learn about humans. We make mistakes all the time. We are full of flaws, we get angry, we do things without thinking... But that's why we have each other. When we decide to share our life with someone else, we take a risk. We hope that the person we love will do the right thing. We TRUST that the person we love will do the right thing. It's critical. If we don't believe in that person, love cannot thrive. Do you understand? There is no guarantee that it will go the way we want, but we must trust that it will."
"But... I need to know for sure... I cannot take the risk... I'm too powerful... I showed you... I can't ever let what happened to the Elarkans and Chidoh happen again..."
"Then we cannot be together, Sky. If you can't trust me, if you can't forgive my mistakes, if you expect me to be perfect, love cannot exist."
"... But..."
"Sky... What you did to me was very nasty. You took control over my brain and made me experience something humans are not supposed ever to experience. It was not nice, and it was not fair. Too much. I never wanted to use Lilian for pleasure without her consent. But you twisted my hormones so much, and you presented me with impossible choices along with all kinds of strange perversions. I couldn't win your test if we can even call it that. You set me up for failure. We can't do that to each other."
"... I'm sorry... I just..."
"I think you were so scared to make a mistake that you pushed me until I failed and until you had the justification to ditch me. You used the easy route to avoid dealing with your own feelings."
"..."
"Am I right?"
Of course, I was right. I was also very proud to be human today. What other race could have scolded an intergalactic space parasite this way?
But I had no interest in losing Skylar. I was just trying to make her understand how things worked down here.
"Look, Sky... I'm not sure how I feel about what you've done in the past. The scale of it is way beyond what I'm capable of judging, so I'm not going to condemn you for it. If I'm lucky, maybe I'll live until I'm 80 years old, so the fate of the universe is not mine to decide. It may be something for you and your people to manage and safeguard. Just thinking about time and space makes me dizzy."
"I... I understand..."
"What I do know is that you, above all else, deserve a bit of love. Despite your insane age, I don't get the feeling you truly experience it, and I'm willing to show you. I want to give you something that you'll be able to carry with you for the rest of your eternal life, something that will help you make future choices, something that will bring you some sort of balance, something that will help you distinguish good from bad. Something that you will share with your future copies. I believe you are well on your way to understanding what love means. But for that, you must trust me, and you must learn to trust yourself too."
"Mmm.. That's not going to be easy... I wiped out a full sector of this galaxy. I'm extremely dangerous."
"Chidoh did. Not you. Bah... Anyway, one day, you'll see, you'll meet one of your people again, perhaps one who had been under the influence of the Elarkan blood, and they will thank you for what you did. You have an eternity to redeem yourself."
"Redeem myself... I don't see how that's possible..."
"Hehe... You started already. Remember? You saved a child from that burning house. Start with something small, little things we can do together, and work your way up. I wouldn't mind being a hero, you know. Working at the firm during the day and saving people at night in the sexiest way."
"Alli?"
"Yes?"
"You are weird."
"Haha... I know. That's why you love me. Alright, Sky. Let's go back home now. Show me the way. I have no idea where we are."
"Okay... It's this way... 527 kilometers northeast."
"WHAT? Sky! Why do you always take us this far from home! It's unnecessary!"
"The Universe is over 94 billion light years wide... Do you realize how silly what you just said is, Alli?"
"Oh, shush! Just lead me to the nearest road, then. I'll have to use my boobs again to get us back home before I'm 80 years old."
"Ah, I won't mind making your chest bigger again... It was fun last time."
"Yeah... Silly parasite."
Epilogue - Random isn't a thing
"Mmmph!"
"Shhh, Alli! You always make noises when I'm watching the lottery."
"Mmmph!"
"No! You are wrong. This time I'll get it right. Last time I only overweight the influence of Venus' gravity. It was a rookie mistake."
"Mmmph!"
It's been six months since Skylar told me about her troubled past, and to me, it has been an amazing moment together. My space parasite decided to put her trust in me, after all, and I did the same. After that dramatic event, she showed me more and more about her past. She held nothing back. Often, when she showed me some alien worlds she had visited, it was a bit scary, but it was a humbling experience. Most of it was very positive experiences. The universe didn't belong to humans. If one thing, we were insignificant, even if very unique.



We had no more doubt about it; Skylar and I were in love and were a darn solid couple too. To make things easier, she lowered herself a bit more to my level, so she wasn't using her infinite knowledge to change my life, but I did my best to learn as much as I could about the different things she was showing me. My latest project has been to upgrade my kettle to make the water boil within two seconds, not what I could call a threat to the universe. Who knew we could do something like this by using some copper wire, a bit of chromium tape from old music cassettes? It just required some patience.
As for our love life, it has simply been a continuity. I was a pervert, and Skylar gave me a run for my money. She fucked me in every orifice on a daily basis and in all the most unusual locations. We continued to visit random houses around the city, we never got caught, and we built a list of some cool places. Some wealthy people were leaving mansions unoccupied for extended periods, so we used them as if they were our own. That was our reward for doing some good in this world.
Yeah, Skylar and I were heroes now. It's crazy what we can do when we have no limits. Just last week, we dismantled a drug and weapon network. I wasn't scared to be seen anymore when I was wearing my super sexy outfit and disrupting the bad guys' life. I was definitely the talk of the town. The police put a bounty on my head, but they didn't try very hard to get me as I wasn't doing anything else than helping them... a lot. The other day, we helped the firefighter again by walking into another burning house and rescuing someone. They didn't even try to stop us. They even thanked us instead.
But not everything was perfect.
Yes, I was well cocooned and fucked hard on the couch, enjoying my life to the max, but Skylar, as stubborn as before, was trying again for the millionth time to guess what the friggin lottery numbers would be. I had to give it to her; she was one perseverant parasite.
"Hmmmph!"
"Stop, Alli! I'm trying to listen!"
She jammed one large tentacle down my throat and blocked my airways completely. By regulating the oxygen level in my blood, she could keep me alive like this for a long time while fucking me hard, which was just so hot. I wanted more of this, always, and she knew it.
At least this lottery program only lasted a few minutes. I had no problem enduring it as long as I was sexually entertained. But I wished that Skylar didn't always try to share her passion for mathematics with me. It was always the same thing... She would tell me the numbers she predicted, and she would fail miserably.
It was kind of cute, though.
"Okay, Alli. If I get it right, I'll keep you encased during the whole weekend to celebrate."
"..."
Yeah, cute. She would have done it anyway because I kept asking her to.
"So, you'll see, Alli. Tonight, the numbers will be 03-07-21-23-41-48... I'm sure of it."
"..."
As if! But I didn't care because a million tiny needles had gripped my boobs and tortured me with love. I was in paradise. And because she had increased the sensitivity of my clit using the same technique, I didn't mind letting her soak in her delusions.
When the lady on the TV began to draw the numbers, I refocused a bit, though. Secretly, I still had a hope that I could get ultra-rich and leave my accountant job. Living in one of those luxury houses we borrowed wouldn't be too bad... I would love my own place.
"... And the numbers for tonight are... 03... 07... 21... 23... 41... and... 48! Congratulations to all our winners!"
"Haha! Alli! I KNEW IT. SEE! SEE! It was my fault all along. Stupid Venus gravity. Liquid iron cores are always so tricky to gauge because of the capillary action."
"..."
Capillary action? Well... I guessed I would be able to quit my job soon. But for the moment, Skylar had to fulfill her promise and keep me encased for a whole weekend of intense sex.
That was way more important.
Epilogue - Me, her, and our parasite
"Mmm!"
"Mmm!"
Lilian was such a good kisser. We've been at it for two days straight. Skylar had formed some sort of rubbery egg-shaped sack around us and had generously lubricated its inner layer. Both naked inside of it, Lilian and I had tons of sex and didn't know when we would be freed. It was a game we loved to play with Skylar.
Over a year ago, I won an incredibly large amount of money at the lottery, I left my job, and lived with Skylar in our new mansion just out of town. Shortly after leaving the office, I bumped into Lilian, our cute administrative assistant, at a local café. We had breakfast together, and it turned out that she was extremely friendly, and also very attractive.
She didn't know that Skylar had used her image and personality in the past to test me, something that we had agreed to be highly inappropriate after the fact. Even if we couldn't tell Lilian about it or even apologize as she wouldn't understand anything, we decided to invite her over to our place for a nice luxurious weekend. That was the least we could do for her.
We really had no intention other than to be nice to her, as a treatment for our hidden culpability. But one night during her vacation with us, this cute creature, driven by a friendly desire to have fun, sneaked into my room, into my bed, and she made me experience my first real lesbian sex. I had no idea she was playing for that team and that she had developed a serious crush on me during her short stay. Her actions really took Sky and me by surprise as we never had an intention to attract her under our blanket.
It was very challenging to conceal Skylar around Lilian, but we managed to do it for a while. Lilian was unsuspecting.
One night, though, after discussing this long and large with Skylar, we decided to tell her the truth. Since she was aware of a strange and sexy superhero intervening here and there in the city troubles, we started with that. I admitted that it was me and came out of the bathroom dressed in my sexy superhero outfit, the one I used to fight crime and save people. At first, she didn't know Skylar was my outfit, but after a few more months, we were confident enough that she would understand my motive for hiding my alien parasite. We remembered that loving is trusting, and we took the risk.
It paid off. Lilian, even if surprised at first, embraced Skylar as much as she embraced me, and as a perk, she quickly wanted her share of alien fun.
And this was, in a nutshell, why we were both encased inside this slimy egg, unable to escape and do anything else than having lots of hot sex. Lilian was a bondage beast, and so was I.
And this time, everything was consensual and sweet.
As it happened in my forced dream in the past, Skylar could connect to Lilian's brain and do the same to her as she could do to me, ranging from body mods to feeding to taking over our body. As long as we remained connected by a thread, it worked fine.
But then, Lilian admitted that she wanted to be controlled more and play as our slave for the kick of it, we were happy to oblige.
Apparently, she and Skylar had agreed to do that for my birthday next week. They would transfer my mind to her body, and Skylar would be taking possession of mine, all that while Lilian would only be able to observe and feel everything we were doing with her body.
That would be so fucking hot.
But for now, while we were prisoners of the cushioned egg, we could only appreciate how lucky we were.
Particularly me because yesterday Skylar had decided to give me back my 20 years old body.
What a rush...
The End.



        