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Chapter Twelve


“You’ve got to tell me how to get kinky with
Sherman,” Janice insisted. It was Friday night and their kids had
gathered again for an evening of video games and movies. The women
were slowly getting drunk of wine in the kitchen. Sherman was
working late and wouldn’t be home for a while. Tomorrow Kelly had
the play party where she was supposed to be the main attraction.
That worried her because she didn’t know if she was an attraction
because she was new to whatever kinky group Shane and Cecelia had
formed or because her breasts had proven incredibly efficient at
producing an incredible amount of milk.

“I don’t know, Janice,” Kelly said,
exasperated. “What kinks does the guy have?”

“That’s the thing of it, I don’t think he has
any. We’ve been three times a week for the past few years and the
wildest we get is me on top riding him reverse cowgirl.”

“Maybe he’s just plain vanilla,” mused Kelly.
“What kink do you have that you want to try out? Surely you can’t
be into lactation.” She adjusted her bra inside her loose fitting
shirt. It was late and her breasts were getting tender and full, it
was almost past time for her to pump.

“No, nothing like that,” Janice said
dreamily.

After a moment’s pause Kelly prompted her. “So
tell me, what’s your kink? You obviously have one.”

“No…” Janice said.

Kelly gestured to the bottle of wine. “How
much more of this am I going to have to pour down your throat
before you tell me? You obviously want to.”

“I don’t…”

Picking up the bottle Kelly filled up Janice’s
glass. “Tell me.”

Janice sighed. “Anal.”

Kelly looked at her. “Anal? That’s it. Just
anal?”

Janice glared at her. “Yeah. Anal. I’ve never
been fucked in the ass and I want to try it.”

After taking a large sip of wine Kelly said,
“Does Sherm know?”

“Of course not!”

“Well how do you expect him to indulge in your
kink if don’t ask?”

Janice just shrugged. “I don’t
know.”

“Ask him,” Kelly said, dispensing advice that
she knew she herself would have trouble following. “If you don’t
ask him, it’ll never happen. Besides, after a three-way with two
women, anal has to be most men’s go to fantasy.” She finished the
last of the wine in her glass. “What if he’s into it and the two of
you are laying next to each other every night wishing the other
would speak first?”

“What if his big fantasy is a three-way
instead of anal?”

“Then I’ll volunteer to be your third,” Kelly
offered.

The offer made Janice uncomfortable and to
change the subject she asked, “What are you doing tomorrow on your
big date?”

Kelly’s mother was going to watch the boys
while Kelly was out. Kelly had lied to her best friend and told her
that she had a date with Alan. It was only half a lie, Kelly
reasoned; Alan was going to be there. “Dinner. Movie.” She smiled.
“And maybe some tit sucking afterwards,” she laughed.

Janice giggled along with her. “I don’t
understand men, especially the ones into really strange
stuff.”

“Like what? Anal? Three-ways?
Lactation?”

“Yeah. All of that.”

 


Since Shane and Cecelia hadn’t told her what
to wear, Kelly wore what she considered her single-mom uniform:
sweatshirt, leggings, and boots. Underneath that she wore her plain
yellow cotton underpants and nursing bra. Driving over to their
house if she had been stopped by a cop there was no chance he would
have guessed that she was planning an incredibly kinky evening with
who knew how many people and what exactly she would be doing. The
thought of her secret excited her, but there wasn’t a single cop to
be seen in her boring suburban town.

When she arrived at the Mauzons’ house and saw
that they were dressed up—Shane in a suit and Cecelia in her collar
and dress—Kelly immediately wanted to turn around and go home. “You
didn’t tell me to dress for this,” she complained.

Shane grabbed her wrist, unwilling to let her
out of the house. “You’re not going to need to dress up. You’re
going to be the main attraction.”

Kelly struggled against his grasp, trying to
pull away. It was a stupid, futile struggle because he was much
stronger than her and, oddly, she wanted to go to this party that
was a mystery to her. She knew they were intentionally keeping her
in the dark and she hated it.

“Stop,” Cecelia told her husband. He didn’t
immediately let go of her wrist, but Kelly found the strength to
break free. She would have left, but Cecelia was blocking the way.
“If you want, you can borrow some of my things, but you’re not
going to need them. You’re going to be naked.”

“I don’t like it when you just assume I’m
going to go along with your plans.”

“But you are going to go along with them,”
Cecelia said. “I know.” She pointed to the metal collar around her
neck. “I know better than anyone. I like being sub and I like being
dominant. You’re a sub, girl, and you like giving your tits to
whoever wants to suck on them. You’re going to put on your collar
and be a good girl and do what we say!” Cecelia took a deep breath
and calmed herself. “Or would you like to go back to a boring life
and let your tits shrivel up to nothing?”

It was a specious argument and Kelly knew it.
But she gave in all the same. “No, I don’t want to go
back.”

Cecelia smiled. “Good. You can wear that to
the party. It doesn’t matter. Once we’re there you can strip naked.
Don’t worry about it, everyone will be that way eventually. You’ll
just be the first.”

“Okay,” Kelly agreed.

“One more thing,” Cecelia said as she
proffered the collar to Kelly. “You need to wear the collar to the
party.”

“Fine.”

“And these as well.” From the table in the
front hallway Cecelia opened up a wooden box to reveal a set of
four silver cuffs that matched the collar. There was even space in
the box for the collar. “Two for your wrists and two for your
ankles.”

“You’re going to tie me up?” It was something
new and exciting. It seemed like Kelly was always trying something
new and exciting lately.

“Chain you up, actually,” Shane said. “These
are hard metal cuffs, not rope. They’re going to hold you in place.
You’ll want to stay in place for what we have planned; these are
just going to be reminders.”

“And you’re not going to tell me what I’m
going to have to do,” said Kelly already knowing the
answer.

“Not yet,” said Shane as he slipped one of the
hinged cuffs around Kelly’s wrist, the one he had recently been
holding. This time she didn’t struggle away. The cuff opened up,
and he closed it around her slim wrist, it wasn’t too tight nor too
loose, it was like they had been made just for her. Cecelia slipped
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