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Part Three

Chapter Six

 


Mr. Ryan stood nude in the corner of the room,
his arms behind his back. He was restrained with a pair of
handcuffs attached to the metal pole in the corner. He wasn’t fully
nude, on his cock he wore a chastity belt. Like most of the men
that visited the country house, he too had a cockring piercing his
penis’s head. Along the length of his cock were a series of metal
rings, spaced roughly a half inch apart down his length. The rings
were joined together with two leather strips that ran down the
sides of his cock. The device was held in place at the end with his
Prince Albert piercing. It was then locked with two tiny padlocks
at the cock’s base, metal rings that went around his balls and the
entire genitalia where I met it pubic bone. Leather straps like a
G-string went around his hips and between his buttocks. At the end
of the chastity device was a large lock that locked his PA to the
device. The entire unit was flexible enough to allow him a full
erection but would prevent any pleasure he might derive from that
erection. It was all-but-impossible to escape. Certainly he could
have sex with a woman if he chose, but what woman would want that
device in her cunt? And he would get no pleasure from coitus while
wearing his belt, the rings and leather would see to that. He was
well-bound.

On the table next to him was a ball gag that
promised punishment if he couldn’t remain quiet. Other silent means
of ensuring his silent status were a pair of clover nipple clamps,
a flogger, and small leather wrapped cane.

On the bed Mrs. Ryan was making love with
Steffie. Mrs. Ryan was a wholly unremarkable woman—average looks,
average body, average in all respects except for her considerable
accomplishments at the law school where she taught—except for the
golden ring that pierced her left nipple. It was uncertain if the
two women were making love for the benefit of Mr. Ryan’s desire or
if Mrs. Ryan was truly bisexual and decided to indulge her libido
between Steffie’s thighs. The girl had stripped off her maid’s
uniform was down to just her thigh high stockings. Her requisite
corset and silk panties were carefully folded on the table. She, as
always, wore the required country house collar, this one red edged
with a black ribbon.

Steffie was on her back, her knees upraised and
spread, allowing Mrs. Ryan full access to Steffie’s shaved pussy.
The professional woman’s tongue and fingers were buried deep in the
girl’s quim, looking to bring her partner to orgasm as quickly and
as powerfully as possible. Steffie’s fingers were twisting and
pulling her nipples. Thought she was loath to admit it, Steffie
often had trouble cumming without the assistance of a vibrator.
Mrs. Ryan didn’t want to use a vibrator on her lesbian partner
tonight. “I want to make love to you naturally, as two women
should,” she had explained to Steffie, giving the servant girl an
intimate kiss when they had started their session. Steffie was more
than happy to accept Mrs. Ryan’s kiss and affections. Working
one-on-one in bed with another woman was the easiest way to
complete her duties in the country house.

All of this Analise observed while waiting
patiently in her position next to the door. She had been assigned
as personal servant to the Ryans this evening. Apparently Mrs. Ryan
had an on-going relationship with Steffie an often insisted on
having her usual partner for the night. Even so, Analise found
herself slightly jealous. It wasn’t just the sight of a restrained
man in the corner or two striking women making love in front of
him. It wasn’t the fact that she was forced to wait, watch, and
serve rather than getting to enjoy the pleasures of the flesh like
the other two. It was that Mrs. Ryan chose Steffie over her. True,
Analise had never once had a lesbian encounter in her life and Mrs.
Ryan had always before chosen Steffie, but that didn’t alleviate
her jealousy. Worse, she could feel her pussy moistening between
her legs and there would be no relief for some time.

Mrs. Ryan looked up from between Steffie’s legs
and locked eyes with her fille. “Having trouble cumming?”
Steffie nodded and pinched her nipples harder. She whined at the
pain she caused herself. “What do you need to cum?” Mrs. Ryan
asked. She wiped at her face, wet with Steffie’s juices. The
younger woman knew that a vibrator was forbidden from her, so she
didn’t bother making that request. There was only one thing that
could push her over the edge and she was loath to admit her need
for it, but she also knew that Mrs. Ryan expected her partner to
cum, if for no other reason than her personal satisfaction in
completing the achievement.

“Hurt me,” Steffie whined while
flopping her head back. A tiny tear trickled out of the corner of
her eye. Mrs. Ryan smiled. This was the admission she wanted to
hear. She was more than happy to indulge in punishing Steffie. With
no warning or preparation Mrs. Ryan slapped the girl on her pussy,
feeling the wet squish of her clit as she did so.

“Ahh!” Steffie cried out in pain.
It still wasn’t enough but it was driving her in the right
direction. Analise anxiously rubbed her thighs together in sympathy
as her libido was fired.

“You liked that?” Mr. Ryan asked
absently, looking at Steffie’s bright red pussy.

“Uh-huh.”

“More?”

“Yes,” Steffie answered with sob,
turning her head into the pillow. She hated that her body needed
this but loved what it did to her.

Instead of slapping the poor girl again, Mrs.
Ryan reached out with her forefinger and thumb, grabbing Steffie’s
engorged clit, and squeezed as hard as she could. She knew it would
be painful for the girl. She didn’t care; she liked watching other
women in pain. She liked watching her husband denied sexual
satisfaction. She liked watching him in pain. More so than any
other client at the country house Mrs. Ryan liked to indulge in her
sadistic streak. Most of Kim and Michael’s were submissives,
indulging in their passive sides where they were abused and
controlled.

Steffie screamed in pain this time. Her throat
opened up with raw, primal energy expressing her torture. “Cum for
me, little girl,” Mrs. Ryan hissed tightening her pinching fingers.
And Steffie’s body responded to the pain. A powerful orgasm swept
over her, shaking her legs, arms, and body. A veritable flood of
her girl-cum flowed out of her cunt. Her scream became one of
please. Mrs. Ryan stayed between the girl’s legs and watched her
orgasm, holding firmly to Steffie’s swollen and sensitive clit. She
smiled at the agony she was inflicting.

When the little death was finally over, Mrs.
Ryan let go of Steffie’s prominent clit. The younger woman managed
to breathe out, “Thank you, Mrs. Ryan.” It was almost a sob of
relief.

And still all Analise could do was to look on,
feigning passivity, wondering when she would get her chance to have
some relief. She looked over at Mr. Ryan whose eyes were still
riveted to the scene in front of him. He had remembered his place
and not uttered a peep during the entire show, however his cock was
fully rampant, pointing to the ceiling. He was ready and able to
mount any of the women in the room at a moment’s notice. All three
continued to silently ignore him.

Analise wished she would be called over to join
the two women. Instead of inviting her over to the bed, Mrs. Ryan
instead laid back on the soft surface, opened her own legs, and
indicated that Steffie should now do her duty. With just a quick
sidelong glance at Analise, Steffie got between her mistress’s legs
and went to work on her pussy. Mrs. Ryan eschewed the common
practice of shaving off all her pubic hair and kept a nice, neat
triangle of brown curls right above her clit. Steffie dived in,
burying her face in the woman’s open labia. Mrs. Ryan sighed in
contentment.

“Bring me a glass of wine, girl,”
she ordered. As was her right as the guest in the room, Mrs. Ryan
was reclining against a giant pile of pillows at the end of the
bed. Analise went to the table, poured a glass of wine for her and
served it to Mrs. Ryan, who relaxed drinking it as Steffie kept
herself busied in Mrs. Ryan’s cunt. “Don’t go away,” she said as
Analise started to back up to her waiting place. “I don’t want to
spill this when I cum.” She smiled and patted Steffie on the head
with her free hand. “Steffie here is a good little pussy licker,
but sometimes it takes even me a few minutes.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Analise replied and
stood next to the bed, ready to serve. She looked over at Mr. Ryan.
His eyes hadn’t moved from his wife’s quim. Steffie seemed happy
lapping at Mrs. Ryan’s quim. It was Analise and Mr. Ryan who would
be the ones in the room to be denied the pleasure of
orgasm.

“I see I’ve piqued your desires,”
Mrs. Ryan said abruptly to her.

This startled Analise out of her reverie.
“What? Oh, no, ma’am,” Analise quickly denied, embarrassed at being
lost in her thoughts.

The older lady laughed lightly, took a sip of
wine, and stroked Steffie’s head. “You lie, dear girl. You have
impressive cleavage, the correct tone and posture of a servant, you
are beautiful, but even I can see the wetness between your
legs.”

Now Analise flushed again at being caught out.
From her low angle on the bed Mrs. Ryan could certainly see up the
tiny, flouncy skirt that was part of the French maid’s uniform. On
display were her tiny black silk panties. Without looking down she
knew that the dark stain her juices were causing was plainly
visible to Mrs. Ryan. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Ryan.”

“No need to apologize, dear
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