

Contents



  	Title Page

  	The Naughty Interactive Theater: Uncensored Orgies on Stage

  	About the Author

  	You want some more? Check out this book!

  	Copyright





  Guide

  
    	Contents

    	Start of Content

  




























THE NAUGHTY INTERACTIVE THEATER: UNCENSORED ORGIES ON STAGE







Zoe Freud








THE NAUGHTY INTERACTIVE THEATER: UNCENSORED ORGIES ON STAGE


A FRUSTRATION FUCK. Helena didn’t like it, but that was exactly what she was doing right now with Aurelius, her partner in life and on stage. Because frustrated—that’s what they both were. Things didn’t look good at all for their professional future: the theater they worked for as actors was on the verge of bankruptcy.

Aurelius lay between Helena’s legs, which she had spread for him, propping himself up on the grass with his knees and elbows so as not to crush his beloved partner with the weight of his muscle-packed body. Helena’s long, jet-black hair formed a velvet carpet around her head. 

Aurelius gently kissed her neck and lips while he thrust his powerful cock slowly and steadily into her pussy. No matter how hard things were right now—in that moment, Helena realized once more just how much she loved Aurelius.

But she also felt sorry for him. He was trying so hard to give her exactly what she liked best, so she would feel a little better. But today that was in vain—she was simply too sad and too worried. Ever since she was a child, she had wanted to be a stage actress. She had played a leading role in every play put on by her school’s drama club. She had aced acting school (and met Aurelius there—the love of her life). And then she had immediately landed a permanent engagement at a prestigious theater. And now all of that was going to be over just like that? It nearly tore Helena’s heart apart to think of it.

But for Aurelius’ sake, she played along. As a stage actress, that wasn’t a problem for her. Perhaps then, at least one of them would feel a little better. Because he felt exactly like her; Helena was sure of that.

They had gone on a hike in the mountains to take their minds off their worries and enjoy the beautiful weather. But once the sun had woken them up, their hormones had taken over, and when they spotted a meadow a few meters off the trail, they decided to just go for it and have sex right there on the spot. If any hikers happened to pass by, so be it. They simply couldn’t stand it anymore—the pressure from their difficult job situation just had to be released somehow. 

Aurelius’ thrusts grew faster and faster, and the scent of his tart cologne and the meadow flowers which surrounded them mingled with that of his sweat, which dripped from his forehead onto Helena’s bare chest. The sunlight reflected off his sweat-drenched torso, and the tips of his long, dark hair tickled Helena’s neck and her bare breasts. His bearded, angular face was contorted with effort and lust, his eyes fixed in ecstasy on a single cloud in the blue sky. Then he grabbed Helena by the hair and pulled gently, just the way she liked it, while he continued to thrust into her relentlessly. 

Helena moaned loudly and arched her back beneath Aurelius, stretching toward him. Her nipples were hard as nails, and even though she wasn’t in the mood at all, she could feel herself slowly approaching her climax. 

“Faster, baby, faster!” she moaned.

Helena’s wish was Aurelius’ command, so he let go of her hair and braced himself with both arms on the grass to thrust even more deeply and intensely into his partner.

“Yes, yes, yes, yessss!” Helena moaned as the familiar, warm tingling spread like gentle waves from her lower belly throughout her entire body. Full of love, she wrapped her arms around Aurelius’s neck, pulled him toward her, and kissed his lips. 

And then her own body surprised her as the gentle waves of her pleasure turned into an orgiastic tremor that ran through her body from head to toe—a subtle, almost silent climax, the likes of which she rarely experienced. She never would have thought she could come in her current state—but Aurelius had once again outdone himself. He was simply a master of sex!

Aurelius arched his back above her and roared with pleasure as he mustered his last reserves of strength. And then the warmth of his seed filled Helena’s womb. Smiling with delight, she closed her eyes. 

Finally, Aurelius let himself fall to Helena’s side with a groan and then just lay there, panting, in the fragrant mountain meadow. Helena turned toward him, rested her head on his broad chest, and stroked it gently with one hand while rummaging through her backpack with the other.

“Cigarette?” she asked, holding out the open pack to Aurelius.

Aurelius reached for it, but then let his hand drop again.

“I’d rather not. Who knows how much longer we can afford to smoke?”

“All the more reason to enjoy it now,” Helena replied, lighting a cigarette and taking a deep drag. 

They lay there in silence for a long time—snuggled up, listening to the sounds of nature and lost in the moment.

“Any ideas yet on how we’ll make money when the theater closes in three months?” Helena asked at last.

Aurelius shook his head. “Nothing. Nada. I mean, it’s not exactly like companies are lining up to hire stage actors. And I, poor fool that I am, don’t know how to do anything, apart from acting!”

“Oh yes, you know! You know how to fuck like a rabbit.”

Aurelius playfully nudged her on the shoulder, and Helena stuck her tongue out at him.

“It’s all because of tech. Sometimes I wish they’d never invented the internet,” he said.

“And artificial intelligence…”

“Oh, give me a break! As intelligent as a lunatic who’s had half his brain lobotomized!”

“Calm down. It’s just the way it is.”

“You’re right. It just upsets me! Because of all this shit, nobody goes to the theater anymore.” 

“Honestly? I understand those people to some extent. Why would I bother going to a theater when I can stay home and watch every play in the world with just a few clicks? Or even better: create my own play and have it performed by artificial actors! We just have to face the facts. The theater’s time is up. It was a grand party for two thousand years. But every party must come to an end.”

“Huh.”

“What, ‘Huh’?”

“You’re right in a way. But then again, you’re not.”

Helena took a thoughtful drag on her cigarette. “What do you mean?”

“Well, I do think that theater can offer people something they can’t get on the internet… hey, pass me a cigarette, will you? I think I need one after all.”

Helena held out the open pack to him. “And what would that be?”

“Well, direct experience. You’re right in the thick of the action. It’s much more immediate. Think about it! If someone really wanted to, they could walk onto the stage and join in. I think that’s pretty cool.”

Helena, who had been about to take another drag from her cigarette, suddenly froze mid-motion. Then she sat up so abruptly that Aurelius dropped the cigarette from his mouth in shock. He quickly reached for it.

“Are you reft of reason? You’ll end up setting the forest ablaze!”

“That’s it, honey! That’s the idea!”

“You sound like an oracle. What idea are you talking about?”

“Well, just think about it: What do people do on the internet?”

“Good lord, the questions you ask!” Aurelius sat up and dramatically lifted his arms to the sky. “What do you think they do? All sorts of things! Look up information, make bank transfers, watch porn—“

“Bingo!” 

“I’m not following, my dearest wife, light of my life...”

“Oh, come on now, don’t play dumb. What can you do besides acting? What can I do?”

“Speak in riddles?”

Helena playfully slapped Aurelius’ bare chest.

“You know exactly what I mean. I’ll talk to our artistic director first thing tomorrow! I’m telling you, that’s the solution to our problems!”

“And if not?”

“Then I’ll do whatever you want for a month.”

“And if I lose, I’ll fuck your brains out each night for an entire week.”

“Deal,” Helena said, holding out her hand.

Aurelius shook it.


* * *


Three months later, the premiere was coming up. The artistic director had been easy to convince because no one had had any better ideas. And they needed some kind of success, otherwise there would soon be no more performances at all.

Helena had cleverly chosen Euripides’ “The Bacchae,” a play one could confidently claim had artistic merit and cultural relevance. But at the same time, it also offered material for a truly scandalous interpretation. Yet no one could predict whether the audience would really react the way Helena imagined. After all, this was a highly unconventional interpretation—and one that would surely shock some members of the audience. Anything was possible, from complete enthusiasm to utter outrage.

Only one outcome was unthinkable: the play would certainly leave no one indifferent. Aurelius played the lead role of Dionysus. Helena played one of the fifteen Bacchantes—followers of Dionysus who put themselves into a trance through dance, music, and drunkenness and then performed excessive rituals, and who had traveled with Dionysus to Thebes, where the play was set.

It was half past seven in the evening, and the theater was filling up. It was noisier than usual in the auditorium. And that wasn’t just because it was fuller than it had ever been in recent years. Lively discussions were underway among members of the audience about why the minimum age for attending this play was 18 and why they had to hand over their cell phones at the entrance. Sure, it was a pretty risque play for its time—but ultimately, it was a classic Greek tragedy! So what could be so bad about it?

But what raised even more eyebrows was the fact that every visitor was handed a small bag upon entering, containing condoms, lubricant, and tissues.

Just before the curtain was about to rise and Aurelius was about to take the stage, Helena came over to him one last time to give him a kiss to encourage him. But when she saw her lover, she was startled: Aurelius looked terribly jittery. He paced back and forth nervously, fiddling with his costume over and over, and glancing at the clock hanging on the wall every few seconds.

“Such bad stage fright today?” Helena asked, placing a sympathetic hand on Aurelius’s shoulder.

“It’s terrible—I’ve never experienced anything like this before! Not in any other play!”

“You’ll do just fine! You’ve always aced every role, and you’ll ace this one as well. The audience will be thrilled!”

“I hope you’re right. I don’t know if I can do it. It’s going to be so exhausting!”

“Of course you can do it. You only have to do two things today, and you’re a master at both of them. Nothing can go wrong! Come on, let me give you a hug and a kiss. There! I’d give you a blowjob to calm you down, but I think you’ll need that energy later.”

That made Aurelius laugh, and at last he relaxed a little.

And then the curtain finally rose, and Aurelius, in the role of Dionysus, was the first to step onto the stage to deliver the prologue.

The makeup artist had really outdone herself with his costume: Aurelius wore a Greek robe cut in such a way that it left half his upper body exposed. This perfectly showcased his toned upper body and muscular arms. His long, dark hair fell in soft waves over his broad shoulders. You could hear several women in the audience gasp as he stepped into the spotlight.

“I, Dionysus, son of Zeus and Semele, god of wine, prophecy, ecstasy, and fertility, have returned to Thebes to avenge my mother and punish the illegitimate ruler Pentheus for forbidding the venerable citizens of Thebes from worshipping me!” Aurelius thundered in a deep, resonant voice.

The prologue lasted less than five minutes. Yet people in the audience were already beginning to clear their throats and cough. Some unconsciously reached into their pockets for their absent phones—a sure sign that they were already getting bored.

You’ll get your entertainment soon enough, Helena thought, watching from backstage. No one had said it would be easy to compete with the internet for attention. But what the audience was about to experience would make them forget their phones faster than yesterday’s news—of that Helena was certain.

Finally, it was time for her entrance, and she took the stage with the fourteen other Bacchantes. Six of the Bacchantes formed the choir, which provided commentary on the action on stage so the audience would understand what was going on. The remaining nine—including Helena—performed the ritual with Dionysus.

It went like this: Music began to play and the choir intoned a hymn to Dionysus, while ‘Dionysus’ himself took his seat at a long table covered with various dishes, several carafes full of wine, and candles in large holders. A white tablecloth, richly decorated with golden embroidery, was spread over the
























































































OPS/images/cover.jpg
Uncensored Orgies on Stage

Swinger Fun and Depraved Orgies, Book 3





