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WARNING

This story
contains strong BDSM elements and explicit sexual scenes including
domination and submission, lesbian sex, spanking, humiliation, oral
sex, anal play, punishment, discipline, double penetration, menage
and all-around debauchery. While the story is all about seduction
there is a small element of reluctance. If you find any of this
offensive or objectionable I'd strongly suggest that you don't buy
or read it.

All characters
are over 18 years old.

















Author's Note

Hello dear
pervs,

Just for the
record "perv" is a huge compliment according to my eschewed moral
code. Thank you for buying or downloading my story and I hope that
you will find it exactly up your street. If you like or love it I'd
really appreciate a review on Amazon or Goodreads, it is my
greatest pleasure to hear back from content readers. Thank
you.

I dedicate this
to BK who deserves an award for putting up with my whining, doubts,
insecurities and for his endless moral support and help with beta
reading and editing. This story would not be written without you. A
big thanks to Mr. Blackthorne and all the ladies from the writing
group of the Nymphettes. You are all amazing and
inspirational.

Sinfully
yours,

Lilah












 One

“Seriously, of all
evenings did we have to go out tonight? My new shoes are all
soaked...”

That was literally the
first sentence that her experienced ear caught as she entered the
bar on that suffocating albeit rainy night. It was one of those
times when late spring cries its bitter tears and drenches the
entire landscape with its frequent downpours. The season is
practically at its end and in just a few days it would be replaced
by the lustful witch of summer. At the same time the heat is in the
air, impossible to ignore, weighing down like a piton in a tropical
forest, threatening to crush us. For those lucky ones such as that
woman it was not a tragedy. She was used to life and its ever
changing course so her body and mind were adaptable to every
situation.

However, not everyone has
the good fortune of the lady's attitude, especially during that
crazy stretch of time – right before the summer shoots its heat
wave and start the sweet process of melting brains on the asphalt,
sweaty bodies and horny tomcats howling in the night, searching for
their sweet lover's prey. No matter where she was at the end of
spring, no matter whom she encountered there was always this onset
of madness in everyone. Tonight was no exception, She could hear
the tension and repressed words in that single sentence so clearly
it cut her like a knife.

Usually a woman like her
was pretty difficult to miss or blend in the crowd and therefore
masks and cover stories were important. It took time and
observation to assess a target properly so the attention to her
persona was strongly unwanted. However tonight the stranger didn't
have to use her usual array of tricks. Mother Nature had taken good
care of her disguise. Wet clusters of her long hair were sticking
to her face and body, disheveled after the sudden rainfall caught
her in open air. The dress she chose earlier didn't do much to
protect her from the cold so right now the woman was shivering and
rubbing her benumbed skin. That physical state quickly altered her
usual leonine stance and she hunched her shoulders looking down
humbly at her feet while making her way to a suitable spot. It had
to be far away enough so they wouldn't notice her and not so
further that she would miss her chance to observe the
speaker of that
sentence. It was so soaked with fury that a collector like her
couldn't resist the urge.

The bar's shimmering neon
sign proudly announced that it was bearing the pretentious name
SaxArt. If we say that it was bustling with activity that would be
a gross exaggeration. Still it was full enough that none of its
visitors would pay attention to the shabby looking woman in an old
dress clutching a muddied leather bag. Finally as she took the seat
close to her target she found the time to study her environment. It
was a nice place, with soft, sensual music and ambiance that
promised full release of inhibitions after a few drinks. The walls
in burgundy red were lined with music instruments, pop art
paintings, the usual black and
white photographs of jazz bands on stage
and famous performers' fake autographs, typical for such
establishments. The main area was occupied with short round tables,
rather scratched, either because they have been here for a while or
for vintage effect. The wall behind the dark wood bar was covered
with mirrors so that strange heroine didn't even have to look
directly at the young couple. Their reflection was perfectly
visible from her position. Save for the candles on each of the
tables and the single spotlight
that was fixed at the top of the bar there were
no other sources of light. So many shadows in which a woman like
her could find shelter while
she could think of her next move. There was also
a small stage for the orchestra but tonight there were no live
performers. Good. The lady loved listening to live music,
especially in such intimate setting but tonight she had other
agenda.

Even if it was generally a
jazz bar the playlist was eclectic enough to suit a variety of
tastes. The boudoir red light evoked thoughts of depravity and
suited our lady's tastes more than fine. She ordered an Angel Face
cocktail even if she had no intention of touching it. Sobriety was
important in her line of activities. Meanwhile
the Miles Davis track ended and was
replaced by a soft, sensual song that she was particularly fond of.
The lyrics suited her mentality perfectly. On top of that
the singer had purring seductive voice
that arose her imagination even further. The woman leaned back at
the wooden chair and fixed her gaze at the mirror. The show was
about to begin.

Her initial suspicions got
confirmed as she took a good look at the young man and woman
sitting nearby. Their bodies almost touched but they both looked at
different directions, avoiding each other and choking on the
unspoken. She was without a shadow of a doubt as pretty as a
picture in spite of her complaints that the bad weather has
completely ruined her outfit. The naturally blonde hair was plaited
in an elegant chignon. Just one small tress of hair was falling
down the side of her tender face. The expression of those eyes,
filled with irritation and contempt, and her clenched jaw destroyed
any impression of tenderness, though. That was a shame since she
had cute features that gave her elfin appearance, an upturned nose
and thin, pink lips. Probably they matched the color of her
nipples. The woman was quite petite and probably that silk blouse
hid medium sized tits with perfectly shaped nipples that would be
so good to squeeze, fondle and pinch till their owner screamed.
Just looking at her made the mysterious lady itch with the need to
put the blonde over her knee. That little beauty needed someone to
erase that arrogance and self entitlement, to tame her ill
temper. She needed it badly before the man
next to her got bored with her antics. Ten minutes and she was
still bitching about those damned shoes!

Speaking of the devil. The
lady could tell that he cared for his girlfriend or wife judging by
how he stole glances at her. The expression in his dark eyes ranged
from affection to lust all the way to the poisonous rage at her
constant rant. At one point his broad palm reached for her and
stroke her gently but she pulled away as if he had bitten her. The
anguish was visible on his handsome face. He squeezed his fist and
turned his attention back to the smart phone he was holding. It was
pretty obvious that he was reaching his limit of patience and only
some sense of duty was keeping him bound to that table. The man was
definitely impressive and what was even better – imperfect. His
nose was slightly crooked and he had some birth mark on his lip
that made him appear more attractive and somehow human. The lady
could tell that his height and athletic figure were surely a
problem in the bedroom with that tiny minx. She could practically
see him on top of his elfin girl, his ass muscles contracting as he
prepared to pump deep inside her tight slit. She is screaming out
in irritation with those thin lips in a line. “Easy, you damned
brute, are you trying to crush me?”

Both of them were smartly
dressed in business casual outfits that suggested either some
corporate job or maybe even joint business. However the lady didn't
care what they did in their mundane life, what she wanted to
explore was their nighttime personas. That particular night the
rules of the game were changing whether they knew it or
not.

The man loosened his tie,
as if he was physically suffocating with the drama. He ran his hand
through his dark hair and attempted to cut
into her tirade but she didn't give him
that chance, interrupting him with a sharp gesture of her hand.
Meanwhile the unknown songstress was begging the nice couple to
bring her home with them as their pet. So helpless and endlessly
eager to please yet with a plan of her own and a pussy in heat.
That sparked the idea in her sordid mind and she grinned from ear
to ear sending a mental thank you note to the author of those
lyrics.

 The
plan formed quickly as she savored the cherry in her cocktail,
licking it behind the veil of her long hair.

 



Two

Fifteen minutes later
Annabelle and Evan walked out the bar door. He was stoically bearing the pain of
her voice as she was complaining for the umpteenth time of her
ruined shoes and the stains on her stockings. It amazed him that
there were times when he literary wanted to push her panties in her
mouth just to make her shut up. The irony was that one of the first
things he fell in love with when he met her was that beautiful
voice with the sexiest accent he ever heard. At which point had the
sweet, intelligent woman turned into the monster she was right
now?

Annabelle wasn't having
the best time as well. She was tired, her back hurt and the past
week had been a nightmare both at work and home. Recently
she and Evan did nothing
but fight and he regularly ended up sleeping on the couch. Usually
after they had finished shouting at each other Annabelle was crying
with frustration. She often realized she didn't have the right to
be so mean to him but her pride prevented her from
apologizing.

They moved side by side
yet so far away from each other, lost in their own thoughts and
worries that they almost tripped at the body lying on the ground.
Annabelle let out a small scream and Evan instinctively grabbed her
hand pushing her back before he sighed with relief. The stranger
was in a total mess, her white dress was soaked in the mud and one
of her shoes had its heel ripped. She was curled on the pavement
in fetal position, her face covered by
her hair. Annabelle felt the cold chill of fear
shoot through her at the sight of that weird creature. It was like
facing the ghost of a raped victim from some B-rated horror film.
However there was no doubt the woman was still alive. Her shoulders
were shaking with loud sobs as she clutched to her bag for dear
life.

Evan was the first to get
over his initial shock and do something. He reluctantly let go of
his wife's hand and knelt beside the fallen lady.

“No!” Annabelle uttered in
fear. “What if she is dangerous, she might be some drug addict.”
She realized how ugly her words sounded the moment she spoke but
there was no turning back. So her fingers just clutched the
umbrella tighter as her eyes fell down to the street. Evan ignored her and
moved the stranger's hair from her
face.

“Miss, are you okay? What
happened? Are you hurt?” He took her by the shoulders and helped
her get up. The face of the stranger appeared swollen and muddy and
her flesh was shaken with chills. She looked so small
and vulnerable that Evan
sensed something that surprised even himself. That sudden
protective urge was very unfamiliar to him. “Did someone attack you?”

“We should call the
police...” Annabelle said quietly, still ashamed with her earlier
reaction. “She was probably...” That finally triggered reaction
from the shell shocked woman who instantly got up on her knees and clutched her
hands together turning her wax pale face to them.

“No, no, please, don't
call the police, I don't want to get in trouble... I don't live
here...”

Evan frowned and raised
himself, his hands still planted on the stranger's shoulders, which
caused the jealous side of Annabelle's to wake up.

“But you were assaulted,
you need to file a complaint, besides if you were...”

The woman shook her head
and turned her eyes up to him.

“He just pushed me down
and stole my purse. But I had nothing in there, just some twenty
dollars in my wallet.”

“He took your purse but
left your bag? Seriously?” Annabelle raised her
eyebrows.

“It was some kid, he tried
to pick it up but it was too heavy and he ran.” Before Annabelle
could grill her any further the stranger sobbed loudly. “Please...
I'm new in town, I moved in here with my boyfriend and he just
kicked me out.” Her shoulders once again shook in violent spasms.
“I have no one to turn to.”

“Can't we just take her to
a shelter or something?” Annabelle no longer cared how she would
come across as. She just wanted to go home and relax in her tub, as
selfish as it was.

“Please, you both seem so
kind.” The woman was still kneeling
and staring at them with such a despair
that Evan felt his heart break.
His natural sensitivity was not something he
wanted to flaunt because people tended to take advantage. But right
now he couldn't help feeling that stranger's pain and fear. “Take
me home with you, please, I'll make it up to you in any way I can.
I just need a place for tonight. I'll sleep on the floor, wherever
you put me. Just, don't leave me here.”

“What?” Annabelle shrieked
in that annoying high pitched manner and squeezed her fists. “We
are not falling for the oldest trick in the book, miss! Let's go,
Evan.”

“Do you seriously want to
leave this poor woman all alone with no place to stay? Really? Are
you that cruel?” Evan didn't even try to move. He knew his
pragmatic significant other probably had a point and it was foolish
of him to ignore the voice of reason. But still he knew he'd feel
haunted by the image of that broken woman for the rest of his life
if he didn't do anything to help her.

“Are you that blind!” Her
creamy face has turned so red that Evan was afraid she'd burst a
vein. “She has probably been lurking here to throw her sob story at
someone so she'd rob them blind! We don't know anything about that
woman and you want to let her in our home? Forget it!”

“Please, please, sir,
ma'am...” The aforementioned was already in the most humiliating
pose, prostrated low on the ground. “I'll do anything you two want,
you can keep me chained if you're afraid I'll rob you. I'll serve
you in any way you wish...” With these words she crawled to
Annabelle's designer heels and kissed them. The blonde pulled away
with disgust and rolled her eyes. Evan on the other hand felt
strange excitement and something stirring in his pants at the sight
of that woman on her knees and crawling.
He snapped out of it, feeling the usual self loathing that
possessed him each time he sensed those
urges.

“That won't be necessary.”
He extended his hand to the woman and smiled at her encouragingly.
“Stand up, you'll catch your death here. What is your
name?”

She blinked a few times
before her pale fingers wrapped around his so she could get up to
her feet.

“Kitty, sir.”

Was it just Evan or there
was some seductive purr in her voice? He cleared his throat and
dropped the stranger's fingers before saying firmly.

“Give us a
minute.”

He came closer to the
infuriated Annabelle and placed his hands on her shoulders, an act
of tenderness that she couldn't handle in her current mood. His
wife pushed him away and gave him her most evil glare. Evan just
took her hostility with the usual calmness and kept on
talking.

“Listen...”

“You don't care about what
I want, do you?”

“If that was the
case we wouldn't
have this discussion.” Before she could say another word he raised
his hand and spoke as fast as possible. “Let's
take her home so she can have a shower and calm down. Tomorrow I will persuade her to call the police and
seek professional help. She seems like she needs
just a good nights rest and we have enough space.” He squeezed Annabelle's shoulders
and uttered in a low voice. “Please. I won't forgive myself if I
see her picture in the paper tomorrow.” Evan felt a pang of guilt
for saying that. Not that it was a lie, he did want to help. But
just the way she looked down on her knees... it was probably the
sexiest thing he had ever seen and that made him feel twice as
worse, like some pig perving on that poor troubled
woman.

Finally Annabelle hissed
with malice and once again pushed him away.


“I must be crazy... All
right but you take full responsibility if we end up being robbed!”
Evan sighed as they both went back to Kitty who still stood with
her eyes cast to the ground. So obedient...Three

Annabelle and Evan
recently bought their first home – a small two-level apartment at
the city center. It was perfect for a young, recently married
couple even if there was not enough space for nursery. However, both of them were
still in their career driven phase at which the idea of children
was more of a mirage and they didn't give it a serious thought.
Given how fast their marriage was going sour it was probably for
the best. The only disadvantage of their residence was the lack of
private space.

They were able to fuse
their styles and personalities much better when they choose the
decoration and furnishing of their future home than they did in
their daily and sex life. The ground floor consisted of a living
room combined with a spacious kitchenette. The interior brick walls
and the iron staircase were leading to the second floor with the
bedroom and bathroom. Evan absolutely fell in love with those
rough, industrial details and they were softened by Annabelle's
artistic decisions. She picked the beige couch that sat right under
the stairs and placed lamps all over the place, which decreased the
impression that they lived in a dungeon. At the same time the woman
avoided clutter. Annabelle chose different house plants and
situated them strategically across the room. The artwork on the
walls included some black and white
photography, mainly well known landmarks from all over the world
and nature sights. Probably the one that conveyed any sensuality
was that of a man and a woman on a bridge. Only their silhouettes
were visible at the city background and their hands were barely
touching. Annabelle also insisted on some idyllic seaside landscapes. Evan pretended to make compromise
with them even if he secretly liked them and the rest of her
touches, including the colorful throw pillows that she put on the
extending couch and the chairs around the large dinner
table.

Once Annabelle was
finished with making the place look like home they officially moved
in. Evan didn't remember when his wife and him were so close and
happy as during that first night at their own home. The moving
exhausted her enough so she agreed that they would just pick some
takeout food and some boxed
wine. He remembered her so clearly that
night as they shared the meal on the floor and drank from plastic
cups. She was a stylish woman who never looked anything less than
perfect but that night her face was positively radiant. Her hair
was disheveled and the light make up she put on earlier was
completely erased. That old loose sweater clearly had been knitted
for someone two sizes larger and was hanging around her petite body
uncovering her elegant shoulder. Evan needed all of his strength
not to bite on that seductive piece of exposed flesh. Instead he
satisfied himself to stroke the skin of her knees through the hole
in the tattered jeans. The toes of her bare feet touched his knee
playfully as Annabelle slowly moved closer to him. It was unusual
to see her so relaxed when her robotic, OCD habits faded away like
a light summer fog.

Annabelle had more wine
than usual and she hardly ever drunk more than a glass of white
wine. Until today Evan wasn't sure whether it was the alcohol, the
beautiful emotions or she was feeling more turned on than usual.
However, the next instant his prim and proper wife pounced on him
like a wild cat spilling the wine on the floor and scattering
whatever had remained of the Chinese food. Evan was too shocked to
react and was unable to believe what was going on
until the moment he
found himself at the bottom of the stairs. The petite blonde was on
her knees in front of him wearing just her horrible sweater and was
licking his cock like a playful kitten. His feet turned into jelly
when Annabelle moved forward and took him in her tiny throat. The
man growled out involuntarily and looked at her uttering. “Who are
you and what have you... Ouch.” He felt the cruel tug of his balls
and tutted, finally coming back to his senses. Evan moved his hips
and slammed the head of his cock against the back of his wife's
throat, half expecting she would stop him. Instead her pupils
dilated till they almost filled her iris and she devoured the hard
shaft moaning and humming as the thick spit ran down her chin and
chest. Better than any porn star.

That night Evan saw a side
of her that he didn't even dare to dream she'd possess. When they
got married he was so in love that he was even ready to have boring
sex for the rest
of his life. Those weird, kinky urges had to remain a thing of the
past and he hadn't realized how much he missed it before that
amazing night. Annabelle's husband fucked her like a horny beast at
every surface of their new home. He showered her with cum, amazed
at her sudden willingness to swallow and blow him whenever he got
soft just so they'd continue with their crazed romp. Just the
memory of Annabelle down on her knees on their king bed, her legs
spread, her hips thrusting in the air and her sensual voice
calling. “Please, fuck my ass, please, Evan, come on, you filthy
bastard, screw my tight ass!”

Who would have thought
that a lady like her would have such a dirty side?

Later as she fell asleep
and cuddled against his chest he kissed her forehead whispering to
her. “My lovely little slut, how nice to finally meet you.” He held
her tenderly all night long unable to fall asleep with excitement.
Perhaps she'd be keen on experiment more from now on.

Evan had no idea how wrong
he was.

He shook his head to chase
those bittersweet images out of his memories as they led
Kitty inside their apartment. Annabelle hadn't uttered a single word since
they got in the car. Evan wasn't sure yet what was worse, her
punishing silence or her shrieks.

“What a pretty love nest
you have here.”

Perhaps he was slowly
losing his mind or the sad woman from the street appeared somehow
more... confident? Annabelle sensed it as well and didn't like it
at all. The moment she laid her eyes on that stranger she was
disgusted with her despair and ridiculous display of submission.
Something was off with her even if Annabelle couldn't put her
finger on it. Suddenly Kitty's voice sounded as if she was a
different person and no longer exuded that aura of a lost
girl.

“You'd better take her
upstairs to have a shower.” The blonde tossed her umbrella and
headed for the kitchen island. “She is
leaving tracks all over the floor, it is vomit worthy.” She was
aware of how bitchy that sounded but her
distrust of that Kitty person told her that the woman should not
get too comfortable.

“Yes, ma'am...” The voice
was the same, just as the intonation but Annabelle froze as she
left the umbrella on the kitchen floor. She practically sensed the
light whip of mockery in Kitty's single sentence.

Evan sighed but since he
didn't want to have more fights tonight he led their guest up the
stairs. When he glanced at her,
the man saw with surprise that she was
clutching the rails leaving wet trail all over them. Kitty might have been afraid of heights... or she was
marking her territory? Oh, come on, this was ridiculous, it wasn't
like she was peeing all over their apartment.

He left her there to take
a shower and change wondering how he would face Annabelle
downstairs. The attempts to do the right thing were surely wearing
him down. If only there was a way to handle the bitchy part of her
personality without regressing to abusive behavior. Unfortunately
Evan was lost and that increased his frustration by the
minute.






Annabelle was sitting on
the couch with a glass of orange juice in hand and sipped it slowly
trying to calm down. She could use some whiskey right now but it
would be a bad idea. Her shoes were scattered on the floor and she
didn't even bother to take care of them in spite of her earlier
complaints. She left the glass on the table since the drink felt
stale on her tongue.

The presence of Kitty only
made her see more clearly the elephant in the room, how Evan and
she were unable to communicate properly. Their marriage would end
soon if they didn't do something about it. Perhaps some therapy
would be necessary but Annabelle was too ashamed to discuss that
night even with her husband, let alone a complete
stranger.

That night. Just the
memory of it made her pussy tingle with excitement and she felt
even worse from her betraying body's
reaction. All those dirty things they did together and the way she
degraded herself provoked conflicting emotions in her brain.
Annabelle acted no better than some common whore. If only she could
wipe it off her brain. Alas, every single detail was tattooed in
her memory. How she was begging for his cock while he held her
wrists and rubbed just his tip to her mouth. Her behavior that
night stood against everything she was ever taught in her childhood
and that stayed with her in the adult life. Still, it made her skin
tingle with craving.

What is wrong with
me?

Perhaps if she convinced
herself that he had taken advantage of her it would all be
easier.

Little did he know that
whenever she pushed him away that was not because he was repulsive.
Annabelle just no longer trusted herself.

Evan was raiding the
fridge to check what they could offer to their new guest but there
was nothing left save for cheese and a bottle of wine. Still he
tried to busy himself as much as possible so he would avoid trying
to talk to Annabelle. He knew how the scenario would unfold. She'd
flinch and look at him as if he disgusted her, hiss that she was
too tired right now and would head for their bedroom. Only that she
couldn't do that right now since her hiding place was occupied.
Another one on Evan's increasing list of sins.

Finally, after ages of
awkward silence, he uttered to his significant other that he would
check how their guest was. Her reaction was so unexpected that it
rendered him speechless.

“If I catch you fucking
that slut in our bedroom it is over, do you hear me?”

He stopped dead at his
track and turned around giving her a murderous glare. The wrath
finally overflowed his cup of patience and Evan yelled at her,
unable to control himself any longer.

“Are you out of your fucking mind? How little do you think of
me? That I'd just use someone I am only
trying to help? You're acting like some fucking spoiled
child.”






“It won't be the first
time you got the
best out of a situation without caring for the consequences.” She
hissed. Evan was about to utter what would push them past the point
of no return but his discipline kicked in at that moment. Decisions
under duress were rarely a wise choice so he just clenched his
fists and utter through gritted teeth.

“Do you know what your
problem is? You need to finally grow up,
Annabelle.”

He would have said a lot
more but that would lead to an even worse fight. His experience
showed that venting the wrath that was building up never really
helped him feel at least remotely better. As Evan stormed upstairs
leaving his flabbergasted wife the vein on his forehead throbbed
and his fists were so tightly squeezed his knuckles went white.
Right at that moment Kitty was the last person on his mind. Having
completely forgotten about her the man flinched once he barged in
the bedroom. Their guest was sitting with her legs crossed on their
marital bed dressed in one of his shirts and nothing else
on.

He was too shocked to say
anything out loud though because once he faced Kitty his mind was
blown. Was that really the same broken woman lying before them and
begging for mercy? Her flowing black hair was still wet from the
shower but save for that she was immaculate. It seemed that she had
grown taller, more curvaceous and all of that poisonous despair had
leaked out of her. For a moment his whole world was sucked in by
her eyes. Back at the dim street light Evan thought they were brown
or black. Boy, was he wrong. He was facing the most entrancing
amber irises that stared back with imperturbability and some slight
amusement. These were the type of eyes he had seen only on the face
of a real cat.

Her pupils were
constricted and Kitty didn't even blink while Evan was standing
there like a fool trying to get his head together. Just then he
realized she had been perfectly still, just like a predator waiting
for the right moment to pounce. She kept her long elegant fingers
of a pianist stretched and close to her hips and had her head
tilted aside while those unnerving orbs followed Evan's every
movement. Just then his male brain finally went out of its stupor
and he assessed her gorgeous body. His shirt was hugging her
feminine hips perfectly and was unbuttoned enough so he would see
the swells of her luscious breasts, almost to the nipples. Evan
gulped as his gaze went down her
seemingly infinite legs, shapely and
muscular and with perfect little toes. His cock stirred in arousal
while he imagined those feet on his
shoulders as he adjusted into the perfect
position to grind his head to her clit. What would Kitty's pussy be
like, would she be shaved or have a trim of that jet black hair?
Would her skin feel soft, would she moan gently or scream while she
was cumming? The shame didn't have time to reach his mind for he
was too busy picturing her on her knees with those amazing lips
pleasuring his shaft as she bobbed up and down spreading her slick
spit on his flesh.

Just then Evan realized he
was semi-hard, his palms were sweating and that the sin that turned
his blood boiling hot was definitely not
wrath. It also dawned on him he was getting hard at the thought
of fucking that gorgeous woman while
Annabelle was downstairs and that finally triggered the rush of
guilt.

“Oh my God! Kitty, I'm so
sorry... I didn't mean...”

“Shhh...” Kitty broke her
stance and raised herself from the bed with the same lazy grace and
walked to him as if she had the whole time in the world. She
studied Evan's face with curiosity no matter that she already knew
pretty much everything she needed for him and his marriage. His
broad chest was heaving up and down under his blue shirt, a lot
more muscular than it appeared to her when she was watching him at
the SaxArt. Kitty
licked her lips as she ran her finger down the stubbed, tawny skin
of his face, covered by a thin film of sweat. There was no doubt
that the man before her didn't have a submissive bone in his body
yet she adored when such strong, overly confident types were
melting under her spell. No matter how he was trying to
appear his hazel eyes showed how he was on the verge of breaking.
Evan was clearly filled with a lot more anger than he realized.
Both him and Annabelle reeked despair and were too proud and
foolish to ask for help. “I hope you don't mind that I borrowed one
of your shirts. I'm afraid all of my other clothes had gotten all
wet and muddy. That bag turned out to be of very low quality.” She
was practically purring at his ear while her soft hands found
themselves on his shoulders.

“N-not at all.” Why did he
sound like a virginal school boy caught with his hand in the cookie
jar? Evan laughed nervously unable to take his eyes off hers. “You
know what, why don't you keep it? Erm... it looks better on you
than on me. N-not that I... you know what I mean.” With every word
he was digging his grave even deeper. Mere minutes ago he was
disgusted by Annabelle's implications.

Kitty chuckled and brought
her lips almost next to his massaging the stone stiff muscles of
his shoulders. The hardness in his pants was getting bigger by the
minute and she hadn't even touched it. Her smile was drenched with
irony and that amusement exuding of every fiber of her
being.

“It is always really cute
when a clear Alpha dog like you stutters and blushes.” She laughed
loudly at his bewildered expression. “So how long have you been
married to that little minx?”

The mention of his wife
was enough to cause another trigger of guilt but not enough to make
him push Kitty away. How long has it been since he felt such
strong, uncontrollable desire? That was the first woman who led his
monogamous mind astray and no matter how hard he tried it was
impossible to deny.

“Well, we have been dating
since college but got married three years ago. We're still feeling
in the honeymoon phase, though...” The need to present his marriage as perfect was
so deeply embedded in his system that even in those intimate,
vulnerable situations he couldn't relax enough to be
honest.

“It must be difficult for
someone like you to put up with her antics all the time. Especially
when you long to put her on your knee and give her a good
spanking.” Evan visibly tensed under Kitty's fingers and to his
despair his cock twitched at her choice of words. The image of his
pretty little wife with her ass in the air and her hands tied
begging to be punished did the rest of the work on his erection. It
pressed painfully to his pants and he grunted a little.

“Kitty, I am sorry if I
misled you but...”

“Oh, shut up.” She rolled
her eyes and slid next to him placing her mouth on his ear. Evan
groaned as he felt her fingers on the tent at his pants. The scent
of her skin hit his nostrils like sweet, exotic perfume and right
then he longed to bury his head in her shoulder, to eat her out and
make her cum before he fucked her ass. “I know what you need and
all those filthy things you crave to do with her. Punish her, claim
her as really yours, fuck her till she screams, make her beg on her
hands and knees.”

Evan gasped and closed his
eyes trying to take control of the situation, act like the man he
thought he was.

“Kitty, please... I am not
made of stone. My wife has her issues but I can't cheat on her.
Things are complicated...”

Just before he heard
Kitty's purring response to his half-ass attempt at rejection a
soft coughing reached his ear. Annabelle was standing at the
threshold and her thin lips were straight as a line. In spite of
her angry glares Kitty could see what was really going on through
that young woman's confused mind. It would be easy... but oh, so
delicious.

“Am I interrupting
something?” Evan's wife sneered while her perfect manicure was
digging in her soft palms almost to the bleeding point. In other
circumstances she would have grabbed her rival by the hair and
dragged her outside. The sharp pain in her chest made it hard for
her to breathe and the lump in her throat depraved her of any
ability to speak. Finally she was confronted with the fact that
Evan and here were slowly drifting apart. It hurt.

Kitty's eyes were turned
to her as she stroked Evan's pants, not bothering to hide. Why, why
did she have to be so beautiful under all those layers of mud? No
matter how much she hated her at that instant Annabelle couldn't
help but get affected by Kitty's incredible looks and powerful
presence. That made her feel even more hesitant and she tried to
speak as harshly as possible to cover that fact.

Kitty giggled a little and
lazily drew her hand up Evan's chest. The man stood there
motionless, just as shocked as his significant other. Part of him
wanted to apologize, to tell her that it was not what it seemed.
However the truth was that he wanted her to watch.






“Your nice husband was
just suggesting that we share a nightcap and a little simple game of cards.” Kitty
whispered something in Evan's ear so casually as if he belonged to
her and Annabelle was the one intruding. “It's Friday night and
barely eleven, too early for us to go to bed... yet.” More whispers
followed while the blonde tried to find her voice and scream at
them. Evan gave her a strangely cold look and nodded at Kitty. For
the first time he didn't try to say he was sorry, to justify his
actions or try to talk sense to his wife. He simply moved away from
their guest and left the room without a word passing by Annabelle
as if she was just an object in the room.

That woke her up and she
lurched at that goddess bitch who thought she could just waltz in
and take her husband away. She almost spat, irritated beyond belief
at how calm Kitty was, how sure of herself and her right to just
touch Evan as she pleased.

“Listen
here, whore!” Her voice
got to a high pitched squeal. All the blood had rushed to her face
and decreased her beauty. “I don't know what game you are playing
but...”

As lazy and relaxed as she
was the moment when Annabelle opened her mouth Kitty's hand darted
for the back of her neck like a viper snake. The petite woman let a
loud gasp as her guest pulled a few tresses of her elegant
hairstyle and yanked them back as if they were reigns. She made a
mewling sound and Kitty laughed in condescending manner reaching
out for Annabelle's thin wrist

“You know what,
sweetheart, your bitch act is really transparent.” Just now
Annabelle realized how much taller the other woman was, she was
practically hovering over her body. The sense of thrill and
helplessness overwhelmed her, battling with the anger in her
system. Kitty traced her long fingernail along Annabelle's cheek
and ran it down her neck till she reached her heaving tits. “I've
dealt with some real bitches and let me tell you what, Annie,
they'll eat you for breakfast.” She kissed her captive's ear and
whispered in it. “All I will tell you is that in the end they were
at my feet, tamed and purring like kittens. So don't think you even
stand a chance. You're not a bitch.” Kitty grabbed Annabelle's
small ass through the pencil skirt and squeezed it tightly making
her moan against her will. The poor thing was so shocked by the
assault that her tongue was still tied. And to her great dismay
Kitty's arrogant behavior was like a catnip for her pussy. When she
mentioned of all those previous women kneeling at her feet
Annabelle sensed a strong throb in her clit. All of her previous
defiance was slipping out of her gasp. The shame was clearly etched
on her face even if she couldn't see it.

“Do you know what you
are?” Kitty kept licking her neck and was slowly, so very slowly
hiking her skirt. How could that humiliation turn her on so much.
“You're a little brat who is desperate to be punished.” Annabelle
groaned loudly as Kitty's teeth sank in her earlobe. “Tell yourself
whatever you want but I know you. You secretly hope that some day
Evan will not be able to take it and that he will finally
discipline your ass as you deserve.”

With those words Kitty
raised her palm high spearing her fingers and smacked Annabelle's
pert butt cheeks. The mild stinging pain that went through her skin
made her curl her toes and tremble in Kitty's arms. Now the other
woman was holding Annabelle by the waist, almost smothering her
face in her impressive bust. In her naïve eyes that was both the
peak of degradation and the sexiest thing that ever happened to
her. She gasped as Kitty spanked her again, increasing the strength
of her swats and massaging her little victim's warm flesh. Then
another one clearly leaving print mark on her tender skin. Poor
Annabelle was on the verge of tears and as she finally spoke her
voice was a mere whisper.

“Please... This is
embarrassing.”

“You need to be
embarrassed more often, little girl.”

“I really don't like
this...” If she started crying now that would be almost equivalent
of kissing Kitty's feet. Annabelle tried desperately to hold back
the sobs of need.

“Oh? Let's see about
that.” Annabelle had another chance to scream, to fight and demand
to be released. Instead she just allowed Kitty to thrust her hand
into her soaking panties in offhand manner. She shoved two fingers
in the blonde's cunt and chuckled loudly at Annabelle's obvious
arousal. The woman was writhing and panting, digging her toes at
the carpet as those digits spread her pussy lips.
“Your body seems to think otherwise. Whether you
like it or not, little girl, you're a horny bitch in heat.” Kitty pulled out and brought her fingers back
to Annabelle's face with an openly sadistic smile. “See how wet you
are? Don't expect your husband to read your mind for you. If you
want spanking you'd better ask nicely... like a good girl.” Kitty
licked the trembling woman's bottom lip and dragged it down so
Annabelle would open her mouth wider. “Taste your pussy and tell me
again that you don't want this.”

The blonde tentatively
licked Kitty's finger as she slid it deep in her mouth, shocked at
how pungent her own juices were. Evan had done the very same thing
during that night of shame and depravity. He was fucking her ass
and had his hand was practically buried in her throat after he had
fingered her. The woman squirmed desperately much to Kitty's
enjoyment. She raised the stakes by pinching Annabelle's nipples
through the silk blouse.

“You know you long for it.
By the end of the night you will be our plaything.”

Before Annabelle had any
chance to speak back Evan called from downstairs letting them know
that he was expecting them. It was only then that Kitty let go of
his wife and pushed her on the bed. The latter one gave her a
horrified look, hypnotized by those amber eyes.

“Please... not here, this
is too much.”

“Oh, don't think you will
get to cum and be used as you deserve so easily, baby girl. It will
be a long time before you're allowed to cum.” Kitty smirked and
turned her back on Annabelle swaying her hips and not bothering to
put something more on. She picked her leather bag and whispered to
her. “Fix yourself a little, princess, you don't want him to see
you as the disheveled slut that you are.”

“Fuck you, bitch!”
Annabelle restored some of her dignity and crossed her arms before
her chest. “I'm not your property and you don't get to
decide...”

“Oh? Want to bet on that?”
Kitty laughed and left the room singing in her deep voice how you
never know what to expect when the pussy is in heat. Annabelle sank
in the soft mattress of her king sized bed and covered her face
with hands.






 


 



Four

Finally Annabelle gathered
the courage to join Evan and Kitty for whatever twisted pleasure
they had in mind. The cold expression of her husband bothered her
more than she suspected. Maybe she had finally pushed him too far
and the presence of such erotically charged woman has acted like a
catalyst? Would he leave her now? Would she be the one in position
of the third wheel?

Her heart shrunk as she
saw them by the table, so comfortable and intimate with each other
as if they were lovers and not mere strangers. Evan sipped some
wine and laughed at something Kitty had said previously. She was
bent over the heavy table with rounded corners and had her long
arms folded. That position revealed her luscious ass and long legs
perfectly. She suited him so much better than Annabelle ever did.
Both of them were tall, confident, sexually liberated and free of
her nervous energy and everlasting anxiety. The grief and weird,
sensual desire caught her by the throat as she stood there,
unnoticed and insecure. It took her such a long time to build
herself, her own sense of self-esteem and now Kitty had wiped it
all just with a few slaps. Annabelle hated her and wanted to crawl
to her and kiss her feet, her pussy and worship her ass.

She is stealing my husband
and I'm fantasizing about her? How low could I possibly
get.

That was the moment when
those haunting cat like eyes moved from Evan and went straight to
her. The lascivious smile Kitty threw at her was both threat and
promise but Annabelle wasn't sure she was ready to follow. Her
rival placed Evan's hand on the small of her back and he slowly ran his fingers
down her skin. His gaze was fixed on Annabelle with calm
indifference and slight contempt. It took all of her strength not
to start crying at that moment.

“Hello, Annabelle. We were
waiting for you. What is wrong, you look a bit pale, sweetheart.”
The open sarcasm in her voice made Annabelle clench her
fists.

“Just a bit of
headache.”

Kitty reached for the deck
of cards and spread them with their backs up on the smooth
surface.

“I think that with the
type of game our little guest has planned you will soon find
relief.” Evan smiled wickedly. Annabelle had never heard him
speaking in that tone of voice before.

“I am not really into card
games...” The tables surely were turned on her. She was at her own
home and yet felt uncomfortable and awkward, wondering if she
should take a seat, keep on standing or just leave.

“No need to worry, little
one.” Kitty drummed her nail over the back of the card and moved
her black hair so it would fall over her right shoulder. “Rules are
very simple. I thought it would be fun for you to try a stripping
game meant for people who are not used to betting.”

“S-stripping?” They
clearly looked as smug and happy together as if Annabelle was the
third wheel. Did they also have to humiliate her?

Kitty nodded
enthusiastically.

“Your good old Acey Deucey
with clothes instead of money, modified to suit our needs. Since
neither of you can be fully
trusted I'll play the dealer.” She licked her
lips and picked the Queen of Spades out of the deck running the
card over her face. “Both of you take a piece of your clothing as
an ante and put it in here.” Kitty pointed at the center of the
table. “I deal you two cards and you should guess whether the third
one will fall numerically between those you see face up. If you are
correct you can take one item of your clothes and accessories. If
not, you have to get undressed a bit more.” Her eyes went down
Annabelle's body and the blonde sensed how her face turned hot.
“The one who loses all of their clothes will be our pet for the
rest of the evening, doing everything he or she is
told.”

“Very clever, Kitty, but
I'm not going to play your mind games.” Annabelle found some
remaining strength and crossed her arms
against her chest. Evan was just as
impenetrable as at the beginning of the conversation. “You will just use
my lack of knowledge of the game so you would get to undress and
degrade me. Why do you get to be the one who won't be touched at all no matter
what? It is either Evan or me losing and you're only calling the
shots. It hardly seems fair.”

“My pretty little wife is
right.” Evan ran his fingers through Kitty's hair and kept staring
at Annabelle's face with vague amusement as if she was a study
subject. “I have another proposal for the two of you. If Annabelle
loses you and I will have her do as she is told. If I lose then
you, darling, will get Kitty and
me to be your slaves catering to whatever whim
you have for the rest of the
evening.”

Kitty chuckled and nudged
Evan playfully.

“What a devil you
really are.” She
turned back to Annabelle. “Well, sweetheart? I think it is only
fair that way. If you take a risk you may get the chance for
revenge. I will not back down and will do anything you ask, even
lick your high heels.” Her eyes were rolling so hard as if she was
saying “Like that would ever happen”. That kindled Annabelle's
competitive streak. The bitch wasn't going to have her way so
easily.

“I don't back down from a
challenge.” She said firmly and headed straight to one of the
chairs. Her heart was beating like crazy and the risk seemed to
make her pussy throb. Annabelle should have known better than to
enter a battle when she was desperate to be fucked.

Kitty chuckled and parted
her plump lips as if tasting the victory in advance. She gathered
the deck of cards, ran her fingers over Evan's cheek and rubbed her
body against his as she was taking her place at the head of the
table. Annabelle was seriously torn between her desire to
slam the bottle
of wine against her neck or kiss her.

“Let's see how brave you
are then, sweetie. Take those panties off.”

“W-what?” The blonde
stuttered as if suddenly stripped off her bravado. “No, can't I
start with my wrist watch, necklace or something?”

“The dealer decides what
piece of clothing you will be freed of.” Kitty crossed her legs over the
table staring at the cards before her.

“You're just making those
rules up as they fit you!” Annabelle protested, cursing herself for
getting involved in what would only end up as disgraceful
experience.

“Well, sweetheart, it's my
modification and I can do as I please with it. You agreed so you
will follow.” Kitty showed her pearly white teeth and winked at
Evan who left his glass and took his seat in front of Annabelle.
“Now, don't make me repeat myself. Take those
panties off and
hand them over. Now.”

Her voice was no longer
playful and flirtatious and Annabelle winced at its domineering
tone. Evan looked a bit insecure for a
moment but that lasted way to short for her to have any
hope. Finally the woman sighed and reached
under her skirt to tug the silk panties down, sensing the bitter
taste of humiliation. Why didn't I change
upstairs?

Her trembling fingers
reached out across the table and dropped the luxurious piece of
lingerie that seemed to reek of her juices. Evan grinned wickedly
and stroked the slick fabric but the smile never reached his eyes.
He took the panties and pressed them to his nose breathing in with
a satisfied sigh. Kitty shrugged.

“I told you she loved it.
Now Evan, stop perving on your wife's dirty underwear and take that
shirt off.”

“Yes, ma'am.” Kitty
smacked his wrists playfully when he rolled his eyes at her. He
started unbuttoning slowly showing more of his well toned chest and
abs, free of any hair. Perhaps Annabelle was going crazy but it
seemed that it was a strip meant entirely for Kitty. The sense of
helplessness delivered a huge blow on that frail confidence that
made her take part in this game. The breath froze for a moment in
her lungs while
Evan was taking his shirt off. He was being over the top, trying to
act like a professional stripper and the muscles rippled under his
smooth skin. Over the past few months she had completely forgotten
how attractive he was naked. Annabelle clearly recalled the heat
that went through her the first time they met. She's been crazy in
lust and obsessed with raw, sexual hunger for his body. That was a
huge shock considering how restrained she was by nature. Annabelle
spent their first month of dating denying any action further than
kissing... just to masturbate furiously when alone.

The ache in her tight,
little slit made her cross her legs and look down so they would not
see even further proof of her libidinous state. She was so
distracted by the sudden resurface of her old lust that her mind
was anywhere but on that game. The two cards that their dealer laid
before her hardly meant anything to her so she didn't give much
thought when she placed her bet.

Kitty pressed the card
theatrically under her chin and drummed her fingers on the back
toying with Annabelle's anxiety. After what seemed like eternity
the woman finally dropped the piece of paper on the table with that
signature smirk.

“That is a beautiful
outfit, little girl, but it's time that you show us some flesh.
Take that blouse off.”

At that moment she wished
she had some alcohol. Annabelle never felt more naked than that
moment when the silk slid down her forearms and revealed her
slender body and teardrop shaped breasts clad in a beige push up
bra. Her old self consciousness about the size of her breasts came
back to her when she compared them with Kitty's fantastic tits. Her
usually marble pale skin was reddened at a spot on her chest and
the woman bowed her head down pretending to fold the blouse. A beam
of sweat was rolling down her spine to the cleavage of her butt
cheeks.

“Just leave it on the table, little girl.” Damn, was Kitty
really going to speak to her that way all
night long? “You really are more beautiful than I thought.”
Annabelle raised her head in surprise wondering what kind of game
that was. Still she was filled with ridiculous sense of pride that
Kitty assessed her so highly.

“Thank you, I
guess...”

“I can't wait to get you
fully naked and play with these lovely tits of yours.”

Annabelle gasped, not sure
whether to allow herself to feel lustful or to be indignant. Just
at that moment Evan was taking his belt off and placed it on top of
the tender heap of silk on the table.

“This one may come handy.”
Kitty smirked and ran her fingers down the smooth leather. The
sense of morbid curiosity filled both Evan and Annabelle as they
wondered what their unusual companion may have in mind for the rest
of the evening.

Annabelle kept on losing
round after round and soon, to her utmost humiliation, she found
herself almost naked save for the stockings with lace tops. Only
that thin piece of clothing separated her from being at Kitty's
complete mercy. The latter one was gazing at the blonde's body as
if she was truly a mistress inspecting the slave girl she had just
purchased at the auction.

Annabelle was the spitting
image of a defeated, shy maiden. Her large, light pink nipples
looked hard under the gleaming light of the lamps, pointed and
goose-prickled against the perfect circles of her aureole. She kept
her thighs firmly pressed together however Kitty clearly could see
the wetness of her thighs, mixed with the sweat of anxiety. Her
light green eyes were cast to the floor ashamed at how much she
loved it. The vulnerability, the full exposure and the way Evan was
devouring her naked body with his gaze as he ran his hand over the
buckle of his belt were too much for her to handle. Whatever
inhibitions she had were slowly losing battle with her lust.
Annabelle gasped at the thought that by the end of the night she'd
be reduced to nothing but a common slut, insignificant, meant to be
used for her holes.

Evan, on the other hand,
looked cool as a cucumber and still wearing most of his clothes. He
won the shirt, shoes and socks back but didn't bother to put them
back on. The only piece of clothing on his toned body were the
black suit pants. He was casually playing with his wedding ring and
looked convinced he wouldn't be the one to get fully undressed.
Annabelle glared at him annoyed at that display of
cockiness.

She almost cried when she
lost again. It didn't make sense because
no one could force her to take part in the game. However the
thought of giving up was just as horrible, as if Annabelle would
willingly embraced her defeat. After an agonizing moment of silence
Kitty uttered lazily as she was playing with the cards.

“Let your hair down. Close your eyes as you do that and focus
on how it softly tickles your shoulders
and covers your back.” Annabelle obeyed and was startled by the
sense of serenity as her tresses cascaded down her body. “See... it
doesn't have to be difficult. Good girl.”

The last phrase affected
her like and relieved the agony. When she opened her eyes Annabelle
stared at Kitty's face, desperate to
figure her out. But the latter one was just as unreadable
as a sphinx. Her unusual orbs were not blinking,
fixed on their goal. Both her and Evan were confident in their
victory and it felt as if their tongues were tasting her skin. It
made her tingle with some depraved pride at how she was at the
center of their world right at that instant.

They said that pride leads
to your downfall. What caused Annabelle to lose the final card that
night – pride, lust, denial or combination of all of her sins? It
didn't matter. The moment when Kitty ordered her to take the
stockings off she made a mewling sound and tried to get up from the
chair.

“Don't even think about
it, Annabelle. You're into this until you see it through.” When the
blonde tried to open her mouth Kitty raised her palm to cut her mid
sentence. “You entered that game with your eyes wide open and knew
you could lose. Nobody forced you to take part, it was an act of
free will. You will handle the consequences of your choice.” She
softened her voice and took a sip of the wine in front of her.
“Trust me, I will not do anything that you won't enjoy
immensely.”

Annabelle looked at her
suspiciously but then she sighed and started rolling the seamed
stockings down her creamy thigh. Hopefully in the morning she'd be
able to face her reflection without being overwhelmed by self loathing.

“Good girl.” Kitty said
when Annabelle took off the second stocking and left it on the pile
of clothes. Evan looked happy as the cat who had gotten the milk
with the turn of the events. He was perfectly calm save for how
tense his shoulders were. He
got up and started clearing the table. After he
stashed the clothes on one of the chairs he moved the glasses and
the bottle to the kitchen island. The silence as Evan took his time
was so poignant and Annabelle felt how the noose around her neck was tightening
by the minute. She still had her eyes down. Was this an act of submission?
Shame?

Kitty and
Evan moved their chairs
away from the table to the center of the room leaving plenty of open space before
them. They sat and looked at her in expectation.

“Climb on the table and
lie there with your legs spread.” Evan broke the stillness and
turned back to the table walking with deliberate
slowness. He went on with the calm orders.
“Raise your ass and put your hands by your hips.
Spread yourself widely. I want to take a good look at your
pussy.”

Kitty smiled with approval
and leaned back in the chair. When Evan took his seat next to her
the stranger placed her feet at his lap rubbing his cock through
the pants. Annabelle nodded obediently and rose to her feet. Her
husband's firm authoritative words were like a hand on her
sensitive clit. Or a whip. They will do as
they please with me. How can something so
deeply wrong feel so right?

The hard wooden table
pressed to her back as Annabelle presented her glistening cunt to
Kitty and Evan. And it was truly a work of beauty. The marble pale
outer lips were a perfect frame for her neatly tucked inner labia,
just as pink as her nipples. In the position she took they also had a view to the
star of her ass contracting due to the involuntary tightening of
her slit. Annabelle was panting heavily trying not to reflect on
how low you would be to love exposing your vagina to a stranger. The hood of
her clit was throbbing visibly and she gasped, trying not to moan
like a whore when Kitty walked to the table and reached out to
stroke the little nub of flesh. She used her fingernails to expose
Annabelle's clit and chuckled with amusement.

“Damn, Evan, your wife is
soaked, and we
haven't even started with her yet.” She bowed her raven haired head
to Annabelle's pussy and took a long lick from the point of her
asshole to her little clit collecting as much juices as she could.
This time she was
unable to handle the pressure and moaned out loudly. It was more of
a mewling sound than actual yell of a woman being pleasured. Still
her hips raised even further trying to press further into Kitty's
tongue. The latter one laughed sending vibrations to her already
sensitive flesh.

“Uh-huh, no, sweetie, you
are not in charge tonight. I will decide how much of my tongue you
will get.” She smacked Annabelle's inner thigh causing her to
contract her pussy muscles even further. “What a naughty
girl.”

After that Kitty seated
herself back at Evan's lap to the distant chairs and brought her
lips to his. They still had the fragrance of his wife's pussy, the
pleasure nectar was running down her chin. He licked her golden
skin and placed his hands on her ass. His mouth was lapping up
every bit of cunt juice. The man ignored fully Annabelle's
desperate moans as she watched him kiss another woman. Finally Evan
slid his tongue deeper into Kitty's open mouth and dug his nails at
the flesh of her waist hiking the shirt up.

“I wonder how much wetter
she will be when we finally allow her to cum.” He said as he
stroked Kitty's
cheek so tenderly that Annabelle nearly burst in tears. But at the
same time the sight of that gorgeous woman over the knees of her
husband and his clear lust for her caused another strong shudder in
her clit.

“Kitty,
please...”

“Off the table, little
girl.” Kitty completely ignored her pleas and undid one more button
of her shirt. “Get down on your knees and come to us crawling. Then
kneel at your husband's feet. Back straight. Hands behind your
back, tits out, legs spread slightly. Eyes to the floor unless I
specifically tell you to look at us. Do it now.”

Annabelle looked at Evan's
eyes once more searching for any kind of mercy in there. However,
he remained dispassionate and just nodded in agreement with Kitty's
order. The woman slid her legs down the table. As her toes touched
the floor she almost slipped with how shaky her feet were. The
adrenalin hit her in the head as if she was about to jump straight
at an abyss. The act of crawling like a real pet on her bare hands
and knees was a huge scar on her ego. But it still provoked her
cunt to drip even more.

When she knelt at Evan's
feet and assumed the position Annabelle jutted her breasts and
presented herself as a gift they could open or leave and completely
forget about. The last of any resemblance of free will slipped
through her fingers as she clasped her hands on the small of
her back.

Kitty kissed Evan one more
time and left his warm and comfortable lap. She walked
behind Annabelle's back and spoke
softly. All the woman could hear was how
her guest was rummaging through the leather bag.

“How do you feel? Be
honest.”

“Vulnerable.” Annabelle's
voice was close to sobbing. “Humiliated. Like you made a fool out
of me and I let you. I fucking hate you.”

Kitty just tutted and
didn't say a word more. Annabelle felt how she gathered the tresses
of hair from her back and tied them in a
firm ponytail using a thin strip of leather. The hovering woman made sure that the knots were so tied
Annabelle's scalp stung. She moaned out when Kitty yanked her hair
back and slapped her supple breasts.

“You are not a very good
liar.” Kitty pulled out a large leather collar out of her bag with
unending supplies. Her fingers felt surprisingly tender when she
ran them down Annabelle's neck, caressing and comforting her. Next
thing she knew Kitty clasped the pink collar around her neck. The
silver O-ring on it was so heavy that made the woman bend a little
further. “There. From this point on until
we take the collar off you're our pet. You
will refer to us as 'Sir' and 'Ma'am' and any display of disrespect
will lead to punishment.” She took a small pause and paced a little
behind her pet's back so Annabelle would have time to assimilate
the information. “But of course, I'm not cruel. If at any point you
feel like we're going too far, that it is more than you can handle
and want out all you have to do is say 'red'. Do you understand,
pet?”

“W-why do you give me a
way out that I can use now or as soon as you start whatever you
have in mind?” Annabelle was bewildered, completely forgetting that
she was supposed to hate the whole experience.

Kitty never answered that
and just returned to her previous seat, next to Evan. She wasn't
touching him now and at that moment they appeared more like
allies than lovers.

“Do you understand, pet?”
She repeated with firmer voice that clearly meant
trouble.

“Y-yes, yes
ma'am.”

“Good girl. Now...” Kitty
turned to Evan and went back to her seductive tone, purring just
like a kitten. “Your wife was awfully rude tonight and was a very
bad hostess.”

“Was she?” Evan seemed
mockingly surprised and looked down at his obedient bride savoring
the sight of her on her knees. “How awful of her.”

“She called me names and
didn't even acknowledge me as a person. She was also incredibly
mean to you when all you wanted to do was help. And if what you
said was true these are not her only sins.”

Annabelle shivered with
fear and squeezed her fingers tighter as she expected Evan's
answer.

“Yes, these were actually
the least of her sins.” Evan uttered slowly and his next words were
filled with potent rage and pain. “I could forgive her for being
bitchy and cranky at the end of the working day. But I don't take
it lightly when I'm accused of marital rape.”

“I never accused you of
that!” Annabelle cried out even if she knew that would get her in
trouble. “I just...”

“Yes, you implied that I
took advantage of you and got you drunk on purpose. That I used you
for my pleasure without your consent. I've
been living in fear that some day
something would click at that messed up brain of yours and you'll
decide to tell someone else or press charges.” He reached out and
grabbed her by the ponytail forcing her to meet his eyes. “Guess
what, though? It was your choice to get drunk and you were the one
who initiated it. Something more...” His breath caressed her
face despite that his tone was anything
but gentle. “You fucking loved it! You were begging for more
and riding my cock all night long as if
you couldn't get enough, like a horny slut. But that doesn't really
fit into Little Miss Perfect. So what do you do? Make me a rapist.
Convenient.” He let go of her hair and pushed her back with
contempt.

Annabelle could beg and
explain, try to tell him it was more complicated than that but in
the end Evan was right. He paid for her own shame and insecurities
and she couldn't pretend to be blind.

“I... I'm
sorry.”

“That is quite the start,
Annabelle, but at this point it is simply not good enough.” Evan
said plainly.

“So... we have general
bitchiness, bad personality and self denial. You're in for some
punishment tonight, sweetheart. We will start with good old
spanking. Climb on my lap so I can show him how you long to be
disciplined. Twenty smacks.”

The woman froze at her
spot and gulped heavily trying to find the voice of reason. It told
her she could have gotten away with one simple “red”. Just one word
and the humiliation would be through.

Annabelle crawled to
Kitty's chair and carefully pushed her small body up so she would
lie on top of her legs. Evan pulled his chair aside so that his
wife's face was facing the bulge in his pants. She pressed her tits to the
woman's gathered legs and rested trying to calm her breathing. The
velveteen fingers that ran over her exposed butt cheeks were
deceptively soft. Kitty squeezed her and pressed her long
fingernails against the tight anal ring. Annabelle made a cute
whimpering sound and gasped spreading her legs a little
bit.

“So eager...” Kitty licked
her lips and pressed the palm of her left hand to her pet's neck.
She raised her free hand and brought it down to the woman's
uplifted ass making her cry out as her flesh shivered with the
sudden pain. Annabelle bit her tongue and breathed through the
physical ache. To her utmost surprise her body reacted so well to
that cruel treatment. Before she could ponder any further her
cheeks stung once more as Kitty followed it with a harsher blow
causing Annabelle to sob out loudly.

“Count, little girl. That
was number two. You will count no matter what until we reach twenty.” Kitty pulled
her hair once more until
the pet confirmed her agreement with a
shaky nod. Her body was on fire with pleasure and pain that blurred
in her mind. She anticipated the next blow and caught the gaze of
her husband. Evan had pulled his long cock out of his boxers and
had wrapped his hand around the thick shaft giving them both a
hungry look. He started pumping it with aggressive movements and
pulled his foreskin over the meaty head, glistening with slick
precum.

Kitty gave her another
harsh slap and hissed at her ear to count. Annabelle moaned out
again and cried a desperate three. She literally felt the heat
spreading over her skin and knew for sure sitting down would be an
issue the next few days. However as soon as the hurt began to
fade she readily pushed her
hips up, eager for more. The punishment was well
deserved even if she was enjoying it way more than she should have.
Her tormentor was alternating softer, almost loving smacks with
hard palm hits that made the blonde cry
with real tears. Her make up was running down her face like black
stains on a porcelain doll black stains.
Annabelle was barely able to breathe, her ass was getting numb with
all that spanking but she longed for more, as disgraceful as it
was.

“Good girl.” Kitty gave
her a more playful slap and slid her fingers in Annabelle's sloppy
cunt, spreading her lips and gasping theatrically. “You really love
this, don't you, little brat? You love when you get what you
deserve for being such a bad girl!” She spread her thighs wider and
hit the reddening pussy. Annabelle yelled with the sudden pain,
stronger than anything she felt by that moment. “Answer me, pet!
Don't forget your place.”

“Y-yes, ma'am...” Just ten
minutes ago these words would barely make their way out of her
mouth but now she was screaming them out freely. “I love it when
you spank me.” Her hips were dancing under Kitty's firm hand as she
kept on smacking, taking the time between the blows to rub her
little pet's clit. Annabelle uttered the next number with
effort.

“One more rule, baby girl.
You are not allowed to cum till we say so.” Annabelle shivered with
horror at that. How was she supposed to restrain herself when her
lust was building up more and more with every harsh blow. Just then
she realized that would be the true challenge of the
evening.

At about the tenth smack
Evan grabbed his wife by her ponytail and opened her mouth with his
stiff cock. Annabelle instinctively wrapped her pretty lips around
him and started slurping his precum as if on cue. However he was
not in the mood for games of teasing and seduction right now. She
hardly gave him blow jobs and at that instant his main purpose was
to make up for the lost time, claim her mouth and throat. Before
the hapless woman knew what was going his pulsing dick was shoved
deep down her throat and gagged her. Evan slapped the cheeks of her
face playfully and moved his hips in position to fuck her mouth.
Kitty gave him a conspiratorial grin and slammed her palm against
Annabelle's pussy. The latter one screamed on the cock that was
choking her. The slick mix of saliva and phlegm ran down her face
as she tried to handle Evan's prick.

“Count, girl. Don't think
you're off the hook, keep counting.” Kitty was having a blast as
Annabelle tried to multitask between sucking cock and uttering
muffled numbers. Kitty shoved three digits
in her pussy and pressed her forefinger to
the rough, grainy patch of her G-spot. That made the poor pet jump
at near orgasmic state. Kitty would pull her fingers out and spread
the juices all over the sore, beaten ass as if they were
lotion.

Annabelle gradually
overcame her embarrassment and blinked her tears away staring at
Evan's eyes. Every few seconds he was pulling out just to slam deep
back in her throat making it bulge under the pressure. She placed
her fingers on his balls and raised her head so she would suck him
even deeper.

“Wow, who would have
though a refined lady like her would be such an eager dick sucker.”
Kitty laughed as Annabelle bobbed her head up and down on her
husband's cock. He was in heaven, grunting and moaning the whole
time, his fist was holding her by the ponytail and pressed her head
harder. However when she took the initiative something in him got
unleashed.

“Oh, yes, she is really
just a filthy whore.” Annabelle trembled at these words. Her worst
fears were resurfacing and the emotional sting hurt her more than
any spanking that Kitty could give her. Still she kept sucking with
the same zest while the other woman was spreading her cunt and
testing how many fingers would fit in there. It took her all of her
strength not to give in to the orgasm. It seemed as if every
sensitive point of hers was on fire. The way Evan used her mouth
for his pleasure didn't make it any easier for her to control her
pussy.

Finally he pulled out and
slapped her face with his throbbing cock, clearly on the verge of
shooting his load. He smeared the precum and spit all over
Annabelle's pretty features as if applying make up, using his tip
as a brush.

“Mmm, our little pet seems
to love pain.” Kitty raised her fingers and Evan gasped as soon as
he saw how soaked they were, slimy and slippery.

“T-twenty...” Annabelle's
tortured voice escaped her stained lips and her ass muscles
stiffened. She was half prepared for Kitty's hand to smack her
again. Instead the woman ran her hand down her back in a loving
caress.

“Good girl. You took your
beating so well, much better than I expected. But don't get
complaisant, you have a lot to prove.” Kitty ran her hand over
Annabelle's ponytail, smoothing her hair.

“The night is still young,
darling.” He yanked Annabelle's head back once more and looked up
at his accomplice. “Do you have something harder at that bag of
yours? I want to see how much her ass can handle.”

Kitty grinned at him and
helped Annabelle to go back on her knees stroking her hair in
weirdly affectionate way.

“What are you going to do
with me... ma'am, sir?” She asked in trembling voice, more aroused
than scared, trying not to cum by accident. Nobody dignified her
inquiry with an answer. However, Evan took her by the hand and
raised her just to have her lay
on her stomach over the chair.

“Don't bend your knees.
Ass in the air and keep your legs open.” He ordered and ran his
fingers over the sore flesh with some mild welts forming. Kitty
pulled her bag near and placed a smooth, rectangular shaped wooden
paddle in his hand. Evan took it by the leather handle and rubbed
it slightly over Annabelle's exposed pussy. She winced and closed
her eyes, still so tender from the spanking. No matter that this
new experience brought her so much pleasure how long would her body
last that torture? Evan's cruel words about her being a whore still
bothered her but she couldn't express those fears. The blonde was
so lost in the lonely thoughts that she didn't notice how the other
woman put another object at Evan's broad palm. He quickly put it in
his pocket with a sadistic smile.

“Perfect. Now...” He
pointed the other chair to Kitty who turned it around so that she
could rest her back against it. “You offended our guest and I want
you to apologize by licking her pussy.”

Kitty raised a surprised
eyebrow at Evan amazed at how fast he was learning. Annabelle's
reaction was expected, of course.

“N-no... Ma'am, please, I
never even kissed a woman.”

“You will learn. I saw how
you were checking me out earlier, I bet you'd love tasting my
pussy. Unless that is a 'red'?” Kitty pulled her by the hair
without any display of mercy in her amber eyes.

“N-no but...”

“Then do it.” Evan said
and whacked the seemingly light wood against her cunt. Annabelle
grunted, getting louder as the level of pain increased.

“Yes, sir.” She whimpered
and placed her lips clumsily feding Kitty's exposed clit, kissing it
slightly. Probably it was the first time in her life when she
sounded so humble and small. “Ma'am, I am not sure how to do it,
can you guide me?”

Without any further words
Kitty raised her hips and shoved her crotch against Annabelle's
face. Her mound had a neatly trimmed strip of shiny black pubic
hair. The pet stroked it with her nose as she trembled and started
licking the luscious cunt lips and the big clit. Evan spent some
time marveling at his wife's actions, convinced that he was
dreaming. He was gently rubbing her pussy and ass with the paddle
spreading the juices to her puckering rosebud. Meanwhile she was
suffocating with how spicy and hot her Mistress's pussy felt on her
breath. At first she explored it with hesitant movements of her
tongue, sliding against the slit, quite pleased that this
magnificent woman was equally aroused by their shared experience.
The knowledge of that and the harsh way in which Evan beat her
body, exploring her threshold of pain made her work harder. Every
now and then Kitty would give her newly found apprentice some hints
such as how to hold the paddle and that the hurt would be much
greater if he started with softer blows.

Annabelle twirled her
tongue inside Kitty's love tunnel and started fucking her with it,
entranced by the taste of her juices. The sense of pride and
purpose as the domineering woman let out a load moan and squeezed
her head with her thighs enhanced that weird desire to serve. She didn't even
try to protest that much when Evan stopped with the paddling for a
moment to slide a finger up her asshole using the natural lube that
exuded from her pussy. Kitty was fucking Annabelle's face and the
latter one enthusiastically rubbed her nose against the exposed
clit and the wet pubic hair. A mischievous thought ran through her
mind due to the proximity of her fingers to Kitty's asshole. But
she was in enough trouble already and just kept licking and sucking
the pungent secretions. The sensual moans reverberating against the
brick walls of their apartment served as another motivator for
Annabelle. Now that her eyes were practically pressed against the
solid flesh the woman became so much more aware of the other senses
that she usually disregarded. How sensitive her skin was, how much
the sound affected her and how readily available she felt when the
visual aspect of the world faded into darkness.

The sudden rough intrusion
of a solid object, much larger than a finger made her still her
movements. The muscles of her backside stiffened. It was soft
material that extended her anal ring and entered slowly inch by
inch. However, Annabelle was way too tense and her tight hole
wasn't loose enough so he'd put it in. Evan slapped her ass again
and ordered her to relax. She moaned against Kitty and kept the
humming till the other woman squeezed her head so tightly she
threatened to break her neck.

“Oh, fuck, yes, make your
Mistress cum, little pet!” She snarled and placed her feet on
Annabelle's back pushing her further. The
brunette was about to practically drown the other woman with the orgasm building up inside her. The pet
did every trick she could think of, everything that worked for her
to make Kitty get out of this world with pleasure. While she was so
busy with it, sucking and licking in spite of the lack of oxygen,
Annabelle didn't even realize that Evan pushed the butt plug all
the way inside her lubed up hole. The small jewelery at the base of
it gleamed like a small trophy.

Kitty had been playful,
sassy and
seductive the whole evening, never truly letting the passion
consume her. However now she gave free reign of her naturally wild heart
and howled. It was time to enjoy
that treat, to have that proud woman right
where she wanted her, to lead her into deeper submission. She
pushed her outer lips apart and ordered Annabelle to use her
fingers. Evan moved his hips forward teasing his wife's pussy with
the bellend, almost ready to give her what she needed and then
withdrawing it. He placed his palm on the small of her
back keeping her pinned to the chair.

Kitty's body was ravaged
by the powerful orgasm caused by one very proud sub woman. As she
started to squirt at Annabelle's mouth Evan had to move both his
hands to her shoulders to keep her from falling over. Her howl of a
bitch in heat was loud enough to cause a few complaints and shatter
the window panes. For a few longer minutes she truly seemed
possessed, with her pupils dilated to the point her eyes seemed
black. Kitty dragged her long nails down his chest as the forgotten
Annabelle squirmed between her tightly pressed legs. It took her
some time before the orgasm subsided and she released the grasp
leaning back with a satisfied sigh. Then her eyes turned to
Annabelle who was coughing violently wincing each time the air hit
her exhausted lungs. Her face's color matched perfectly well that
of her finely bruised ass.

Kitty smirked and pulled
her up by the hair giving her a long, wet kiss. Annabelle responded
with enthusiasm and sucked her tongue slurping on Kitty's juices.
When they broke the kiss Kitty got up pushing the woman away with
dismissive air.

“Lead her to the
staircase.” The stranger walked as gracefully as if she hadn't
experienced such a mind blowing orgasm. But Annabelle couldn't
enjoy the elegant gait for too long. Evan was developing and
appetite for pulling his wife's hair. He forced her on her feet
using her tousled ponytail and dragged her at the direction Kitty
pointed. She didn't protest and just shuffled her feet after him
moaning at each sting of her scalp. Their guest was already waiting
for them holding a pair of silver cuffs. She put the restraints on
Annabelle's wrists and bound them to one of the metal diagonal rods
at the rails. The device bit at her tender skin weighing down on
her slender hands. These were the real deal, solid police
handcuffs, nothing like the pink fluffed toys she often saw at
websites she'd officially deny to have visited. Evan stroked her
ankles and kept them apart attaching a spreader bar to her legs.
Now she was completely helpless in any sense of the word. No matter
how uncomfortable the position was, with her arms bent over behind her head, the arousal that hit her was
immense.

“Damn, she looks good like
this. I should have her meet me like this when I come home from
work.” Evan grinned and held Kitty by the waist. She had undone the
last buttons of his shirt and now her large breasts were on display
in all of their glory, with those large brown nipples. The sight
made Annabelle's mouth water with lust, especially when Kitty
started stroking her husband's still hard and slippery cock. Her
heart froze when she saw the whip Evan held in his hand. It had
long black leather tendrils. Annabelle heard Kitty say something to
him as he extended his hand but the poor thing was too shocked to
comprehend the exact words. Kitty corrected his grasp of the whip
and encouraged him to give it a try. He raised his wrist and
Annabelle screamed when the flogger left several red marks all over
her tits. She sobbed out loud curling her toes on the floor, shaken
by the intense pain. Her small frame writhed in agony as he cracked
the tendrils against her sore skin. As he took a small step back to
enjoy his work Annabelle opened her eyes and saw Kitty squatting
next to her husband, licking his wet cock and sucking his head. The
pain and ecstasy once again had a meeting in her confused mind.
That flogger hurt like hell and the worst was that it made her slit
contract tighter. The lust was unbearable, the sight of Evan being
pleasured by another woman made her cry. How could she not cum just
at looking at them as her chest was burning?

Evan reached for her pussy
and spanked it a few times, still with that indifferent expression.
He rubbed her clit and uttered with condescending tone.

“What a pain slut you are.
My own filthy whore.”

That was the breaking
point. The emotional games that lasted all evening, the
manipulation of her body through pleasure and pain, the complete
confusion and need to find release proved to be too much. Annabelle
burst in tears and screamed.

“Please, stop it, stop it!
Red!” She was yelling her safeword and crying in genuine misery,
losing idea of who she was. That was also the moment when the old
guilt shattered Evan's dominant persona and he froze in fear. What
if they pushed too far?

In the next moment the
cruel cuffs and spreader bar were taken off and Kitty gathered
Annabelle's small body in her arms. She sat at the foot of the
stairs holding her in surprisingly tender manner whispering soft
words in her ear, reassuring her it was all over. Evan tried to
approach his wife but Kitty just shook her head and whispered “Let
me handle this”.

Annabelle was shocked at
how sweet Kitty was out of the blue. She was kissing all over her
face and stroking her back, massaging her cold skin. Was that
genuine care or just another one from the collection of masks that
the strange woman hid up her sleeve. In any case Annabelle didn't
care due to her
desperate need of affection. She leaned against Kitty's chest and
sobbed till she was too exhausted.

“Tell me what went wrong,
Annabelle?” Kitty uttered gently and placed her pet's head at her
lap. She moved her hair from her face and began to stroke it
gently. “What did we do that you hated? I could tell that you loved
everything. It was obvious by that look in your eyes, you were
glowing. Don't tell me that it wasn't your best
experience.”

“N-no.” Annabelle was too
broken to lie or try to use her usual defenses. “I loved it too
much, so much that it scared me.” She shut her eyes pressing her
face at Kitty's comforting lap. “But I love him more and if we
continue these sex games he'll end up thinking of me as nothing but
some sex toy or a whore. I'll be just... insignificant and he will
lose any respect for me. Just like that night when I... And you
look so perfect for him, a woman like you would know how to keep
him happy. You suit him better. I don't want to turn into a fuck
doll that you two will use when you're bored...”

Evan knelt by the two
women after Kitty gave him a silent nod and looked at her with
tender expression, nothing like the cold mask from earlier. He
placed his hands on her cheek and whispered to her.

“Is that why you behaved
like this?” When she nodded Evan just chuckled and kissed her on
the lips. “You're awfully ignorant sometimes, sweetheart. If you
only had told me how you felt... Listen now. I love you, stubborn
bitch. Nobody will ever replace you.” He lifted her shaking body
and hugged her. “You'll be my wife and partner at day and my filthy
whore by night. We will figure out the rest as we go along with it.
Okay?”

“So you forgive me?” She
wiped her nose looking at him hopefully. None of them noticed
Kitty's satisfied expression as she leaned back on the stairs to
watch them. Evan didn't say a word and just kissed her deeper till
her bruised body stopped convulsing.

“Now...” Kitty interrupted
them with a slight cough. “I think our pet has been great tonight
and deserves a reward.” She kissed Annabelle's shoulder and rubbed
her sore nipples. “Do you want us to go on, little girl? You don't
have to if it was too much for you.”

Annabelle turned to her
with light in her eyes. Her face was still puffy and soaked because
of her crying spell but there was something utterly different. As
she spoke there was no sign of insecurity in her voice. “Please,
ma'am... I need to continue.” She gathered her wrists and brought
them together to Evan. She pointed to the handcuffs that were
dropped on the floor and smiled suggestively. He looked at Kitty
who gave him a reassuring smile. Her long arms were wrapped around
Annabelle's waist and she caressed her tits very slowly extracting
soft moans.

“I think there is a
perfect way to finish that perfect evening.” Kitty moved Annabelle
out of her lap and kissed the top of her
head leaving Evan turned his wife around to lock the cuffs on her
back. She watched the young couple with
the corner of her eye, not quite sure if she was proud with their
advance or with her role in it. Kitty shrugged and went through the
items at her bag before her fingers found what she was looking for.
In other circumstances the Mistress would have made the pet take
care of attaching the straps to her hips and tie them tightly
enough. However, Annabelle was already overwhelmed with new
experiences and in all honesty Kitty wanted to give her that last
surprise.

Evan gasped as he saw the
eight inch black dildo hanging between their guest's curvy thighs.
It looked anatomically realistic, with protruded veins and heavy
testicles. The length wasn't larger than his cock and yet he was
sure that his wife would be feeling ripped very soon. Annabelle
didn't seem worried though. She kissed his lips and went down on
her knees before Kitty taking the tip of the artificial penis in
her mouth. The expression in her eyes spoke more than a thousand
words.

All of them were fully
silent as they climbed the stairs, lost in the ritual and
sensuality now that all awkwardness and doubts were gone. It was as
if the three of them had turned into one entity that didn't need
verbal communication and just moved gracefully to the mutual
pleasure. Evan sat on the bed and pulled Annabelle on top of him.
He stroked the jewel peeking out of her ass and pulled the
plug out slowly getting
over the resistance of the tight muscle. Kitty kept on kissing her
lips, distracting her as Annabelle pushed Evan's tip against her
gaping hole frowning a bit with the pain. The small blonde gasped
and pressed her forehead to that of the Mistress. She squeezed her
fingers behind her back, getting used to the ache in her body and
the cuffs, and moaned as the shaft slid inside her. Kitty pinched
her nipples harshly causing the woman to yell out albeit with a
smile of pleasure on her face. Their pet dug her heels at the bed
and used all the strength of her lower body to bury his inches
inside. Annabelle let out a scream when his entire cock filled her
completely and pounded his heavy testicles against her still tender
pussy.

“I'll fill your ass with
cum!” He grunted and just at that moment Kitty slipped the head of
her 'cock' in Annabelle's cunt impaling her inch by inch. She
rubbed the woman's clit as she was extending her love canal and
leaned forward to cruelly bite her nipple. One very happy Annabelle
rolled her eyes to the back of her head and shrieked as Evan raised
his hips and started fucking her.

“Oh, yes, please, fuck me,
sir, ma'am! Fuck my tight ass and pussy, oh, yes, I'm yours!” Kitty
smirked at that loud exclamation. Evan was way too lost in the
pleasure of her silk soft yet tight muscles wrapping around him in
attempt to milk him. Kitty twisted Annabelle's nipples and closed
her own hips around the blonde. She
started fucking her hard and Evan sensed the strap on with built in
buzzing function through the thin wall
between Annabelle's ass and pussy. The latter one was jerking
between them hissing with the pain of her tortured nipples. Her
clit was throbbing with need but she was unable to touch herself,
which made her cry with frustration. Gradually the two people
fucking her found the perfect rhythm together. Kitty was pounding
her deep and hard and pulled out every now
and then searching for her G-spot.
Annabelle felt like both their pleasure toy and center of the
universe at that moment. She leaned her cold, sweaty body on top of
her husband and squashed his assaulting dick so hard that he
grunted loudly smacking her sore ass.

“Please, let me cum, I
can't last... Please, please.” Annabelle seemed to take joy in that
begging part. Kitty didn't disappoint and smacked her clit making
her yelp. It took her that much and as she pressed her ass around
her husband's cock Annabelle finally gave in to the powerful orgasm
that was being built up in her during the entire night. Her body
stiffened and she tossed her hair back on his shoulder. She let out
a high pitched squeal and gave in to the climax that seemed to blow
her entire previous self to smithereens. Annabelle came hard on
Kitty's toy cock, almost squirting her juices. In that blurred
state of post orgasm the pleasured woman heard Evan order
firmly.

“On your knees, I want to
cum on your face.” It seemed as if she was dreaming while Kitty
pulled out out of her leaving her empty. The other woman helped her
to assume the position since her own limbs were unable to move.
Annabelle turned her peaceful green eyes up to see Evan stroking
his cock and slapping it against her face. She stuck her tongue out
and beamed with pride at his grunts when he finally released
week-worth load all over her skin, officially claiming her. Last
thing Annabelle remembered before she fell in a slumber was how
Kitty was kissing her and lapping the cum off her face. The two
women's tongues swirled in their mouths as they shared the treat.
Kitty gathered everything on her pet's face and fed her
generously.

***

Half an hour later Evan
was rubbing Annabelle's sore ass cheeks with aloe vera lotion
according to Kitty's instructions. She was leaning on her hip next
to them watching with impenetrable expression while he was giving
his wife the aftercare her spent body would need.

“Make sure to spend as
much time with her tomorrow. She'd need your reassurance and
support apart from physical care. Show her how much you appreciate
her submission.” Kitty gave him understanding smile.
“Don't fool
yourself, a night of kink won't solve all of your problems. You
both need to take effort to make it work. But at least now you know
what you were doing wrong before.”

At these words he pulled
her next to him and kissed her lips deeply. The significance of
that shared experience just dawned on him and he tried to convey
all of his gratitude in that simple gesture. Evan stroked her long
hair and moved his lips to her forehead. When he withdrew Kitty
still had that enigmatic smirk. Evan could not help himself at that
intimate moment.

“Who are you,
Kitty?”

“Shhh...” She pressed her
finger to his mouth and whispered in very low tune. “It's time for
you to rest as well.” He nodded and as if on cue laid down on the
bed drawing Annabelle in his embrace. Just before he fell asleep
the man took a last look at Kitty who was still staring at
them.

“Thank you.”

***

The next day there was no
trace of Kitty as they woke up. The wine glasses were washed and
put away to dry. Evan's shirt was ironed and folded on top of one
of the chairs together with Annabelle's clothes. The leather bag
was gone, the pink collar was missing. If it weren't for their
incredibly vivid memory they'd believe she was never even there. As
they gave up looking for clues Annabelle noticed a piece of paper
on the kitchen island.

“Thanks for the beautiful
night in your little love nest. Both of you have been amazing
apprentices and I am confident you can continue learning on your
own.

Take care of each
other.

Love,

Kitty”

“Do you think we will meet
her again?” Annabelle asked wrapping an arm around his waist. He
kissed the top of her head and shrugged.

“This is Kitty. You can
never be too certain.”

***

On the other end of town
'Kitty' was making her way into another story humming the tune of
“Stroker Ace”.

It would be a long, hot
summer.
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Lina Riley is a lady of
many strengths and one weakness. An inspiring leader of her
software development company and a skillful business negotiator she
pays the price of her success with long working hours and heavy
smoking habit. This is the one battle that powerful woman can't
seem to win, with herself.

 


To the world Thomas Jett
seems like the poster boy of the nice, respectable guys. He is a
talented programmer and a well liked co-worker. Little does anyone
know about his dark, lustful side and intense fantasies of
domination. Lina has been his weakness and obsession ever since he
first stepped into her office.

 


He also may be just the
right one to help her become stronger. Thomas offers her a way to
get over her addiction... but she'd have to fully submit to his
authority and agree to be controlled, punished and disciplined, to
be his plaything behind closed doors.

 


Could a woman like her
truly surrender to her desires in the hands of a much younger man?
Is she strong enough to give him her submission? And does Thomas
have ulterior motives?

 


Find the answers to these
questions at Unorthodox Therapy in January 2016. For more news
about my future releases, visit http://lilahenoir.wordpress.com or
follow me on Twitter - @lilahenoir.
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