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Reader
Advisory

This is a work of
erotic fiction, and a very rude one at that. Intended exclusively
for an adult audience, it graphically depicts scenes of a highly
sexual nature, and may include some dark moments or themes. It is
not intended as a guide to healthy or even realistic sexual
practices. If you do decide to delve in, I hope you enjoy this
story, and I'll see you at the other end.
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Cuntent Advisory

Cunt Quotient: 24

Fuck Factor: 13

Cock Contingent: 44
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 Chapter 28 - The Play Room

June

“Do you trust me?”

Gemma opened
her eyes and looked up at Lorena.

I do.

She’d been
dozing on the couch. Neither Gus nor Lorena had been around for
most of the day, and she’d drifted off with a book and a -
long-since cold - mug of tea.

Now Lorena was
standing over her.

She
smiled.

“I trust
you.”

“Good,” Lorena
replied. “Come on then. I’ll help you get ready.”

Ready? Ready
for what?

“You’ll see.
Come on.”

Lorena led her
upstairs and got her undressed. Made her lie on her side on the
bathroom floor while she prepared the apparatus she needed.

So Gemma knew
at least one thing on the cards tonight.

Things had
been different the past few weeks, she reflected, as the nozzle was
inserted and warm water filled her once again, as it had on that
night Gus first had her bottom. And on a number of occasions since,
for that matter.

The letter had
come one normal, sunny Wednesday morning.

It was good
news. Brilliant news, even, so why had it seemed so tragic?

Lorena had
scooped up the letter from the floor where Gemma had dropped it,
white-faced. Glanced at her for permission to read it and, when
Gemma nodded, unfolded the paper.

“But this is
wonderful!” she’d exclaimed, “You’ve been offered a placement in
one of the best research centres in the world! A full scholarship
and all your living expenses paid. I don’t know much about
chemistry, but I know this is a brilliant opportunity!”

“It is,” Gemma
had replied, “but look at where it is…”

The weeks of
that spring had blurred, the time running out too fast as Gemma
prepared for the next phase of her life. A life she’d planned for
and dreamed about, had worked towards for so long, but which would
now take her far away from the people she loved.

Their
lovemaking - Lorena had laughed when Gemma called it that, had
thought it was sweet and coy - had become more ardent, almost
frantic, the days and nights full of stolen moments, as if they
were trying to pack a lifetime into the few short weeks remaining
to them. Lorena had taken to calling it fuck-making.

Gemma had to
admit - given the ferocity and passion of it - that Lorena might
have a point.

She had found
a depth of trust in Lorena and Gus, a feeling they always had her
back, especially since that night with the laptop, and an unerring
instinct - a sixth sense - for what she needed, even when she
didn’t know it herself yet.

She couldn’t
quite believe they might not always be there.

Having
showered and scrubbed Gemma from tip to toe, Lorena now set about
her naked body. Her conversation was light and inconsequential as
she primped and trimmed and manicured, until every part of Gemma
had been worked over.

She had to
admit, looking at her naked body in the full length mirror in the
four-poster room, that she had tidied up rather nicely.

And she also,
she reflected, was a lot more comfortable about her body. A year
ago, she’d have been almost too shy to look at herself, even alone
in her bedroom. Now, she was smiling indulgently at Lorena as she
fussed around, completely relaxed to be naked in her presence.

“Okay, let’s
finish getting you ready.” Lorena said, as she left the room.

Gemma still
didn’t know the purpose she was being got ready for.

Maybe an
evening of light spanking on the couch, for some imagined
transgression she couldn’t quite seem to manage to avoid, or
perhaps could engineer for herself if they weren’t trying hard
enough to find fault in her behaviour.

Then a pumping
from Gus, nice and deep up the butt.

Yes, that
could work quite satisfactorily, she felt.

“Here, put
these on,” Lorena called from the doorway, casually tossing a
suspender belt and a pair of stockings onto the bed. Both were
white, with little pink bows.

As Gemma put
them on, Lorena entered the room, carrying a long, flat box.

Inside,
wrapped in tissue paper, was the most beautiful dress Gemma had
ever seen.

Lorena scooped
it out, held it up to Gemma’s near-naked body.

“Yes, I think
this could work. Try it on.”

“This is for
me?” Gemma squeaked. She’d seen the label on the box, a famous and,
above all, expensive purveyor of hand-made ladies’ clothing.

She shimmied
into it, and Lorena helped adjust the fit and hang.

It was
silky-soft, ankle-length, creamy-white, with a faint silver thread
that made it seem to shimmer as she moved. It hugged her legs, then
flared over her hips, before gathering in tightly at the waist and
enveloping her torso tightly, accentuating the firmness of her
breasts. The back was cut low, her upper spine left bare.

There was only
one shoulder strap, on the left. The right-hand side was held up
only by the swell of her breast. There were gem details at the
gathered waist and on the shoulder strap.

Gazing at
herself in the mirror, the dress seemed almost translucent. And the
creamy-whiteness of it, the way it clung liquidly to her shape and
slipped sinuously over her skin…

She felt a
sudden jolt of shock, transgressive shock, at what it brought to
her mind, what it looked like in her mind’s eye, for all the world
as if she were coated in that stuff, over her entire
body, glazed thick and viscous, painted filthy with it.

She shivered,
transfixed for a moment by the thought.

If Lorena saw
the same, or - the very thought! - had deliberately chosen
the dress for that visual effect, she didn’t show it, instead
continuing with her preparations.

Gemma couldn’t
bring herself to ask.

“Doesn’t it
show my nipples a bit too much?” she asked instead.

Lorena
appraised her thoughtfully.

“Yes,” she
agreed happily, and carried on preparing Gemma’s accessories.

Oh. Fine.

There were
matching gems on the black choker Lorena fastened around Gemma’s
neck, on the clasp she used to pin her hair back, on the studs she
fastened in her earlobes, and on the buckle detail of the white
heels she slipped onto her stockinged feet.

Then Lorena
produced another box, from which she took four black leather bands,
soft as suede. Each was set with a single gemstone, and each had a
little chromed loop attached to it, the purpose of which Gemma
could not fathom. Lorena fastened one at each of Gemma’s wrists and
ankles, like soft leather bracelets.

“Gems for my
Gem,” she said, cinching the buckles tight.

The ankle
bracelets were hidden by the hem of her dress, but the wrist bands
were clearly visible at the ends of her long, bare arms. Along with
the choker, they were the only contrast to the milky-white of her
attire.

A hint of
make-up, glossy-red lips for Lorena, chaste pink for Gemma,
finished the look.

“No knickers?”
Gemma asked.

“Of
course no knickers.”

That was
unusual. Generally, if she was in for a spanking and a buggering,
they liked to pull down her knickers to get at her. Or make her
pull them down to present herself for it.

Lorena herself
was wearing a beautiful red dress, which came down to mid-thigh
above sheer black stockings. It had a number of horizontal slashes
down the left-hand side, revealing little glimpses of her smooth
skin. There was a heart-shaped vent in the front, revealing a
daring splash of cleavage. Gemma found herself very much wanting to
explore that vent.

“Oh! I nearly
forgot!” Lorena gasped. “I’ve got one more thing for you!”

And she
produced a small wooden box, much like the one that had held the
vibrating egg, all those months ago. Inside, there was a felt
lining, the same as before, but this time it held a small metal
object, in glossy stainless steel, with a heavy rounded body, a
narrow neck, and a flared base. Set into the base was a glittering
gemstone.

A butt
plug.

“Shall I put
it in?” Lorena asked.

So Gemma bent
over the end of the bed and hitched up her dress while Lorena
applied lube to the plug and then slid it cold and careful up into
her bottom. When it was in place, only the gem on the base was
visible, and once Gemma had lowered her hem, even that was
hidden.

It was early
evening by the time the two women went downstairs, Gemma tottering
unsteadily on her unfamiliar heels, still adjusting to the weight
in her bottom.

Gemma had a
small clutch bag. Lorena, unusually for her, had a somewhat more
substantial shoulder bag.

They must
definitely be going out, Gemma decided. There was no way they were
getting dressed up like this to stay in, despite her friends’
propensity for… certain types of inventive cosplay.

Gus and Leo
were both waiting in the lounge. They were immaculately-dressed in
tuxedos, stark white starched shirts and midnight black cloth.

“Wow,” said
Gus as Gemma entered the room, slowly taking in the sight of her,
running his gaze over the curves of her body under her dress, and
Gemma was surprised to find herself still capable of blushing in
his presence.

He pecked her
gently on the cheek.

“The car’s
here. Are we all ready?”

Not just any
car, Gemma noticed, as she spied the Rolls-Royce purring at the end
of the drive.

Well,
that settled it. Definitely going out for the night.

Gemma settled
on the soft seat in the back of the Rolls-Royce, shifting to find a
comfortable position on the plug nudging at her, and they pulled
away.

She
squirmed.

Every bump and
pothole in the road was reverberating up through the steel pinion
in her bottom. She fidgeted, seeking respite, finding none.

At dinner, at
a fancy restaurant, Gemma was self-conscious about her nipples, how
distinctly they budded through the liquid fabric of her dress. And
the caress of the material only seemed to make it worse.

She was
tormented by the impalement in her back passage, unable to find a
sitting position that didn’t stimulate it. She was sure everybody
must know her dirty little secret. They simply must do.

Just as they
must be able to read the dirty thoughts filling her mind, because
they were so all-consuming she was certain they must be plainly
visible on her face.

The others,
Gus and Lorena and Leo, were maddeningly placid, making bland and
polite small talk as if they were sales reps at a photocopier
convention.

It was
torture.

It was near
midnight when the Rolls-Royce whisked them from the expensive
restaurant, and throughout the journey to their next destination
Gemma found herself wishing the car didn’t have such soft,
cossetting suspension.

She’d been
trying to hold it back all evening. Now she needed to let it
fly.

She needed
release.

Finally they
swept into a grand Georgian crescent, with tall-windowed buildings
in pale stone.

They eased to
a halt in front of a large house, set back from the road behind
black-painted wrought-iron railings. There were several cars in the
driveway, so many that they spilled out into the street.

Gus handed
Gemma from the car. The night air had turned cold, and Gemma’s
nipples prickled even more forcefully through the thin material of
the dress. She was glad it was dark.

Lorena stepped
up behind her.

“Here. You’ll
need this.”

It was a mask.
Ornate, velvety black with silver filigree detailing. Lorena helped
her put it on. It covered the upper half of her face. Through the
eye-holes, she saw the others were now wearing masks as well.

“Where are
we?” Gemma asked.

“It’s a little
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