The Pool Girl
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Chapter 52

“Kitty, observe.” Lavi leaned forward. I had one naked beauty in my lap but it was still impossible to look away from Lavi as she bent over and her dress opened. “Her skin is dark but you can still see the blood flowing into the area.” I kept up the light constant pops of my hand against her buttocks. “You like that, slut?”

“Mmmmhmmm.” Willow wiggled her ass at me. She squirmed wonderfully.

I looked at Lavi, “There are reasons spankings can feel good. There are pleasure nerves in the area but they need to be teased first. But once the area is stimulated it has blood flow to absorb the impacts and happy brain chemicals are flowing.” I pulled back and came down much harder and began a rhythm switching cheeks. I moved my arm that had been in her hair to Willow’s ribs to keep her stable and let my hand wander to cup the side of her breast for a second.

Her ass was slowly beginning to gently swell. I slowed and rubbed her buttocks. “You have to stop before it turns too dark.” Willow had said she didn’t want bruises so I was taking that into consideration. “It may bruise up darker than when you’ve stopped. People vary a lot. But there are other things we can do. Remember, she said her thighs were fair game.”

I looked at Melissa who was nearby. She was in a seat, watching without facial expression but her thighs rubbed together, trying to get at an itch between her legs.

I pulled my arm back and brought my arm down, twisting my hand so it left a stinging slap on her left thigh. Willow’s back arched with an “OWWW!” and followed by a giggle. I left half a dozen more stinging slaps on each thigh as she giggled and let out profane exclamations. Then I returned to her buttocks leaving deep sounding thuds as she moaned like she was getting a massage working out the kinks in her back. Then the journey began, slapping her ass and moving down one thigh only to reverse the journey up the other and gently rub her to look for reactions before proceeding.

“Damn. Oh... “ Willow lifted her head up but I couldn’t see it so I looked to Lavi. Lavi gave me a grin so I assumed Willow must not be in any distress. I waited a moment and then gave a few dozen solid smacks and another round of massaging Willow’s ass. Willow had gone increasingly slack and her head was now pointed to the floor. I motioned to Lavi who came over and inspected the girl. She began rubbing Willow’s shoulders, kneading them while I spanked her ass.

Each strike was a symphony. It sounds silly but a hand striking flesh is a combination of tiny sounds, each impact has components, the ripple of skin, the oomph of the air under your hand, the ringing impact, the breathing. I’d forgotten how much fun it could be, how much focus it took, how much attention to her skin, her breathing, her subtle movements under me.

I slowed down my spanks, going slowly and making sure I spread out the impacts so that each cheek would glow equally red, as much as it could with her skin. Her reaction was just an incoherent string of pleasant sounds. I kneaded her ass and was tempted to spread it but we hadn’t agreed on anything sexual. I could use my hands all over but I didn’t want to break the mood by making her concerned I would go too far. I rubbed and gently massaged until she gained some life. Gradually she moved, sliding off my lap until she was kneeling on the floor and sat between my legs putting her head on my lap. She nuzzled my thigh and made a humming sound in her throat.

The whole scene had only taken half an hour. She still seemed incoherent so I looked to Lavi and mouthed ‘water.’ Lavi scampered away and came back with a bottle. I rubbed Willow’s shoulder. “We have water. Thirsty?”

She looked up at me. All of the earlier toughness was gone. She looked like a child taking the bottle and sipping from it, still sitting at my feet. Melissa still sat in the chair.

“How are you doing?”

Melissa was smiling. “If I had a recording of that I’d watch it non-stop forever.”

I felt Willow shift to look at Melissa, “Maybe we can meet up outside the club sometime.” She rubbed against me some more.

Lavi was running a hand up Willow’s calf. As her hand went up the back of Willow’s knee to her thigh Willow shuddered. “Maybe dinner sometime. You are so beautiful.”

From where I sat I saw Willow’s hair and Lavi’s merge and then kiss in the circle made by their hair. Willow purred. The cat ears had fallen off at some point but she looked feline in how she looked at Lavi. Lavi’s palm rubbed against Willow’s nipple.

Melissa got on the floor and grabbed one of Willow’s hands in both of her’s. “Thank you so much, that was incredible!”

“Sure, you don’t want to play some more?” Willow asked. “The two of you, and I, could make quite a stir in the mattress room.”

Melissa looked to Lavi for one of the nonverbal confabs but Lavi just looked at Willow. Melissa looked surprised.

“I’m definitely tempted but we’re a family,” Lavi said as she licked her finger and tracked a line down Willow’s stomach. “So, we only play if we are together.” I saw a micro expression cross Melissa’s face, a grimace.

Willow looked like she was thinking about something and glanced up at me. “So ... we could ... all of us?”

I laughed. Her dark eyes and complexion paired with a lascivious grin quickened my pulse. “I thought I wasn’t invited.”

Melissa had let go of Willow’s hand and Willow put her hand on Melissa’s knee affectionately. “Well, you know how it is, girls have fun together. Men ... it gets complicated. Can I talk you into a late invitation?” She danced fingertips across my hand.

“I’m an easy sell on this idea,” I said. “I can’t think of a dog pile I’d rather be in but I can avoid touching you if it makes you uncomfortable.”

“But if you did, that would be hot,” added Melissa.

Willow ran her hand up Melissa’s arm, a striking contrast between dark and lightly tanned. “Hmmm, that would make you hot, baby?”

Melissa leaned in to face Willow and in a sultry voice responded, “What do you think?”

Willow took a second to think about it and then smiled. “Well, I do want to see how hot I can make this little pot of honey.”

Melissa leaned in. “I’ll let you have a taste test.”

“I think I’m being talked into the best stupid thing I’ve done in a while.”

I laughed and rubbed her neck. “But not the last I hope.”

Lavi cleared her throat, “I don’t want to be the drag here because, I’m ridiculously down with this, but ... are we going to talk about, you know, being safe here? I mean even if Robert doesn’t go full sword in the scabbard and all that there’s still other stuff that anyone can pass.”

Willow laughed. “Are you three clean?”

“Yes,” I said. “We have a very small circle of friends.”

“Awesome,” She waved her hands. “Then let’s speed up the pace of this. I’m clean, one hundred percent. I can promise, no nothing.”

Lavi’s body language shifted to doubt but Melissa just looked curious. “Get out. How? Uh, how can you be sure I mean?”

Willow turned and picked up her clothing, what little there was, as she talked. “I know because I give blood every few weeks. The blood clinic pays for a full sweep at another place and it’s a package thing so I even get checked for all the stuff not relevant to the blood donation.”

“A clinic pays for you to take health screenings?” I’d never heard of that.

She was checking her top and folding it up. “I’m type RO.”

I looked at Melissa who just shrugged her shoulders. Lavi asked, “RO?”

“An uncommon blood type useful in treating sickle cell so there is never enough. And since my last test ... well, my only friend since has been silicone, battery operated and shaped like a tentacle.”

Lavi held up a finger. “Uh, A), you work here and haven’t been laid and B), tentacle? Tell me more.”

Willow smiled with her eyes, “Sweetie, I’ll use anything if it hits the right spots. As for working here,” she shrugged, “between this and my other paycheck I get so tired of horny people hitting on me. So, just me and some silk sheets is all I want sometimes.” She put her hand on her hip. “But right now I want to play some more.”

Melissa and Lavi now did the silent conference thing again, both did that eye twitch that meant yes. They looked at me and I mirrored it. They signaled ‘really?’ and I confirmed. Holy shit, I was almost a telepath. Melissa finally took to her feet and when Willow turned around Melissa took the dark skinned woman’s face in her hands to give her a kiss that curled my toes from five feet away.

When they broke Melissa said, “You want to really see me get hot?”

Willow caught her breath. “I do.”

“What would get me hot is for you to fuck him and I want him to fuck you and when he does I’m going to watch his cock move in you. When he cums I’m going to lick his and your juices from you. Do you understand?”

Willow looked stunned. “Umm, I’m not on the pill. I mean it’s a pretty safe time but we could ask around for some rubbers...”

Melissa started nibbling on Willow’s neck. “Wouldn’t it be so much better to feel his heat inside you. Do you know what it feels like when a man really makes you his?”

“Yeah but”

“You already have his hand prints on you.”

Willow’s eyes closed and her neck bent to make it easier for Melissa to kiss where she was. Still, she managed to say, “Hand prints and being a baby momma are a bit different.”

“Doesn’t the risk make it hotter?”

Willow laughed, “Yeah, but eighteen years isn’t so hot. Oh my!” While we had been talking Lavi had gotten behind Willow. She was shorter than Willow and I couldn’t see what she was doing but it seemed appreciated.

Melissa and Lavi sandwiched Willows between them, covering her in kisses. “If you get knocked up, don’t worry, Lavi and my kids could use more siblings.” She returned to kissing Willow’s breasts.

“Fuck, you’re a crazy bitch.” She ran her hands through Melissa’s hair and I stepped to the side to see Lavi’s hand around Willow’s waist, her hand in in Willow’s sex.

Melissa laughed, “Good crazy or bad crazy?”

“Crazy hot. Fuck it, I want you three to wear me out.”

“Not a problem,” Lavi said.

They broke apart and we nearly ran to the mattress room. The couple from earlier had left but three other couples had come in. They were in varying states of undress and stages of activity. We didn’t care. Willow was already undressed and Melissa and Lavi soon followed. It took me longer. Soon, all three were laying back on the mattress watching me.

Lavi wolf whistled “Take it off, sweet meat!” I jokingly twirled my shirt on my finger and tossed it to Lavi who threw it back to me. I put it in the corner and finished undressing so I could join the ladies.

Lavi, Melissa and Willow were chatting and I heard Willow say, “I’m already wet.”

Melissa, “So, I dare you,” she pointed at Willow, “to suck on Lavi’s nipples.”

“Are we playing Truth or Dare,” I asked.

“Just Dare,” Melissa replied. Willow was already shifting around and holding up Lavi’s heavy breast.

Will suckled at the nipple, pulled back and hefted the breast up. “Damn girl, you are carrying.”

Lavi laughed. “Not expecting that?”

“I mean, I could tell you were built but,” she continued to raise and lower the breast, “I’m getting a workout.” She went back to sucking on Lavi. Lavi in turn motioned to Melissa who joined Willow by suckling on the other breast. Willow licked at the nipple and grinned. “Well,” she reached between Lavi’s legs, “now I’m not the only one wet.”

Melissa looked at the others, “Oh, I’ve been soaked for a good while.”

“Prove it.” With that Lavi pressed Melissa back to the bed and scooted beside her holding one leg and encouraged Melissa to spread her legs wide. I looked around discretely and the others in the room were watching.

Willow scooted forward on her knees. A light blond fuzz covered Melissa’s mound. “So you’re not a bottle blonde?”

“All natural and taste good I’m told.” She ran a finger through her folds and presented it to Willow who licked the finger clean. Willow slowly slid her body down to be flat on the mattress and nuzzled Melissa’s pussy, spread the lips with her fingers and dove in.

Meanwhile, Lavi was still holding Melissa’s leg open and was playing with herself as she watched Willow eat Melissa. I moved around so that I was on my knees at Melissa’s face. I let my dick dangle in front of her and she didn’t disappoint me. I felt her wet tongue massage my glans and she took my balls in her hand. Looking down I saw Melissa starting to shudder through the first of her tiny orgasms. Minutes passed and while Willow was licking Melissa, Lavi was massaging her breasts.

Lavi encouraged Willow as she played with Melissa. “You like our new friend? You like that dirty bitch eating you out? You like her doing that? You want more?” Each question earned an enthusiastic sound from Melissa as she was still sucking me. “You two are so hot.” She slapped the inside of Melissa’s thigh.

Melissa shuddered until she lost focus and was just breathing, pulling air in her nose and out her mouth around my dick, her wet hot breath bathing me. Eventually her shudders grew more extreme and began thrashing. Lavi had to grab her shoulders. Willow just tightened her grip around Melissa’s waist and kept eating her out. Melissa turned her head and panted, tapping Willow on the head. “Go, go, no, no more, please, please, please, please, please.” She took a hand and covered her mound.

Willow seemed very happy. “Ah, is your poor honey pot running dry?”

“Fuck, fuck, I just can’t take more.”

“One more lick?” Willow asked.

“Be gentle,” Melissa said. Willow slowly licked deeply through Melissa’s folds. “That feels soooo good. But you know what else would be good?”

Willow looked up. “What?”

“You getting dicked.”

“Now?”

“Now.”

“One thing first,” I said.

“What?” Melissa asked.

I leaned down and gave her a deep kiss. “I love you.” Lavi moved to where she could lean over Melissa to me. I repeated the kiss and said, “I love you,” again.

Willow flipped over onto her back. “You girls sure you’re okay with this?”

Melissa, “Trust me, jealousy isn’t an issue.”

Willow smirked. “I was getting that from you.”

Lavi got up and made a motion for Melissa to back up, after which she sat down between Melissa’s legs. They sat, both facing to watch Willow and I as Melissa hugged Lavi. Melissa’s hand moved around to massage Lavi’s breasts as they watched.

For her part Willow spread her legs. I leaned down and did a taste test first. She shifted her hips around as I spread her ran my flattened tongue through her folds. She was musky and her taste was strong and excited me even more. I didn’t spend long at this, maybe a minute but felt her get wetter and then climbed back to my knees.

“Ready?”

I answered by scooting forward and easing myself in. I had to pause about a third of the way in. “You’re tight.”

She giggled. “You’re a bit thicker than a tentacle, at least most of the way down.”

Lavi picked up the giggle, said “Well, there you go, ruining hentai for girls, Robert.” Melissa just watched. I just rocked back and forth to help her relax and get wetter. Soon, I was sinking in, not slowly but almost all at once.

Willow just sighed and let her head fall back. “Fuck, I’ve needed that, there’s nothing like a real dick.”

“How about real hands too?” I ran my hands to her thighs and pulled her legs up so I could get a little deeper and then shoved in hard.

“Oh yes, fuck! Yeah, use those hands sweet cakes, show me you can move me around.”

“You want it rough?”

“Fuck yeah, make me a rag doll.”

I started to do something very, very stupid but my brain actually managed to get a thought through the lust. So, instead I looked to my beloveds. “You two, here.” Melissa and Lavi scrambled and soon each was holding one of Willow’s legs up. With Willow’s arms branching her I used her like she was in a sex swing, fucking her, letting her thighs slap against me making each contact pleasureful as I filled her and hurt where she was red from the spanking.

“Oh shit!” Willow was holding her own breasts and grunting between invocations of God and Jesus. I could feel my heart beating in overtime and I wanted to make her cum before I did. I reached down and thumbed her clit. Her hips jerked and I kept on it, manipulating her “OH LORDY JEEEESSSSUUUUSSSSSSSS!!!” She came hard and I paused, pulled most of the way out and gave it a moment to let her calm down a bit and my urge to cum to settle down. Willow seemed to think it was over.

I looked to Melissa and Lavi, saying, “Put her knees to her tits.”

Melissa smiled, “Yes sir.”

Soon she was folded in half with Melissa and Lavi holding Willow down. With their free hands they ran their fingers all over her. Lavi would pull juices from her pussy and feed them one, two fingers at a time to Willow, making her suck on her fingers as I fucked her. Soon I was ready. I looked into her eyes.

“You ready?” I asked. She nodded, still sucking on Lavi’s fingers. “You ready to gamble on me knocking you up?”

Lavi withdrew her fingers. Willow grinned but it was a feral grin, full of something predatory. “You want to knock me up big boy? You think you can make a little swirl baby?”

I panted, “I thought you said it wasn’t your time of the month.”

“You never know, that’s why this is dangerous.”

“You want me to pull out? All you have in you right now is probably a drop of precum. Of course then you,” I slammed home extra hard making her grunt, “won’t”, I slammed again and again punctuating my words - “know,” slam, “what”, slam, “my cock”, slam, “will feel like”, slam “filling you.”

“AH ah ah ah ah,” her breath escaped in short gasps as her hands grabbed the sheets and made fists. I didn’t pull out and fucked her through it. Lavi lazily took two fingers from her pussy and spread the juice on Willow’s lips.

“Last chance to say no,” I said. Willow sucked the fingers into her mouth as I came inside her and emptied myself.

“That was”

I interrupted. “I’m not done yet.” I hadn’t gone soft so I started again. She looked ready to ask something but Melissa interrupted by kissing her. I fucked her as hard as I could until I was ready to pass out, then slowed down. I was sweating, I was tired and though I hadn’t been using my right arm I could still feel that I wasn’t happy about something. However, something in the back of my head also screamed ‘make her feel it.’ So, I did. I ignored the signs and leaned over Willow, sweating and letting it drip onto her. She looked up at me. I didn’t smile, I wasn’t happy, I was hungry. She screamed again and I came again. Time seemed to stop. I was hot and now I smiled. I lowered myself with my left arm and nuzzled my nose against her nose and let my lips touch hers.

Her lips spread into a wide smile. “Mother fucking fortune cookie at lunch was right. It said ‘you will live your best possible life’.”

“In bed,” I finished. We laughed together and I soon found myself stretching my legs and feeling like I was floating myself.

Melissa gave me a kiss. “You rest. We have this.” From somewhere she had found a pillow and put it behind me so I could sit up and watch what was happening while putting a bottle of water into my hand. Willow was still on her back and Lavi was licking her breasts. Melissa took my dick in her mouth and cleaned me. I felt myself fill with a little blood but I wasn’t feeling really energetic again yet. She licked down to my balls and cleaned my thighs where I had gotten soaked with Willow’s and my combined juices. Then she got up and moved to Willow.

Lavi lifted her head as Melissa lowered to Willow’s sex. “This,” Lavi said, “is part of what playing together means.” I saw a flash of tension go through Melissa and she shot a look at Lavi. Lavi ignored it so Melissa returned to Willow. Melissa repeated the performance she did on me in reverse, starting with the thighs, pushing down to lick at the near part of the crack of Willow’s ass and then finally licking at her sex. I watched her lick all over her lips, her shaved sex and then spread the lips to the pink within and bury her tongue as deep as she could.

Willow’s back arched. “FUU I LOVE you, or your tongue at least, god damn it white girl you got a fucking muscle there.”

Lavi kissed her again. “Don’t worry babe, Melissa will clean you out. You just lay back and enjoy kissing me.” Willow’s hands shot out to play with Lavi’s breasts as they kissed again. I took my cue to play the voyeur and enjoyed watching. They fell against the mattress on their sides. Melissa fell with them latched to Willow’s sex and her arms around Willow’s thighs. I watched Willow shudder and eventually Melissa disengaged, a frothy mess around her face. She leered at me and wiped her mouth clean with a finger and leaned between the other two girls letting them lick it clean. Then Melissa moved to be on Lavi’s other side. She began kissing and licking at Lavi’s shoulder blade as Willow licked the breasts.

For the next ten minutes Willow experienced being the meat in a sandwich of Lavi and Melissa kissing, fondling and licking her everywhere. At one point Melissa was massaging Willow’s ass and licking the small of her back while Lavi gently rubbed Willow’s nub and licked her stomach. Willow simply sighed and shook, letting her head fall forward onto Lavi’s shoulder. I looked at my watch. We had been in the mattress room for over an hour.

I crawled over and cuddled behind Melissa and reached a hand to hold Lavi’s while Willow regained her senses. For a minute she just shifted around, nuzzling first between Lavi’s breasts and then Melissa’s. She raised her voice in a question obviously meant for me. “How do you choose between these?”

I smiled. “I don’t.”

Lavi poked her, “You said you wanted us to wear you out.”

Willow stretched lazily. She asked, “What time is it?” I told her. She groaned. “Shit, hate to fuck and run but I gotta get going. I only came in to cover for a bit. I gotta work in the AM.”

I was enjoying watching her pull on her bikini bottoms. “This place isn’t open on Sunday mornings is it?”

Willow was standing and looked coyly at me. “I’m an event DJ too. I have to do a wedding and get drunk people laid.”

Lavi asked, “Ever DJ here?”

“I do warm up some nights but they usually have a headliner in. Maybe one night though.”

Melissa pushed up in her elbows, “Oh let’s talk music sometime, I dance.”

“Hmmm, you look it, sweetheart.”

“I’ll leave our info at the desk for you,” I said.

“I’ll get it.” She gave a little wave and left still topless.

We remained there a few more minutes. I was aware of people watching us but we didn’t feel any urgency and just enjoyed each other. I had enjoyed sex with Willow but this was better. At one point Melissa was lying on top of me and Lavi on her side with us. I think I fell asleep for a few minutes. Then we got up, dressed and went to the sitting area where we all wanted water.

Melissa, “We all had fun, right?” She was smiling but looking at Lavi. A tense dialogue silently between them. This one I couldn’t follow. Finally, Melissa said, “And what if she hadn’t been cool with him?”

Lavi’s expression made her opinion clear. “He would have still been with us, still part of it, that is different and you know it.”

Melissa countered, “What about Ji?”

“What about her?”

“You’ve had sex witih Ji without me, Robert has too, how is it different?”

Ah, it had taken me a minute to catch up but a light bulb was going off over my head. Lavi continued her retort. “We all have a relationship with Ji. It isn’t the same when it’s someone we’re just playing with. We start doing that and it’s not family, it’s an open relationship. We talked about this.”

Melissa was getting a little flushed. “Come on, we all know Coraline, we all have, you know, relationships, whatever with her.”

I finally felt a need to say something. “Mellie, I’m editing for her, I’m not her lover.”

“So, we all have to fuck her? Is that what you want?” Lavi started to reply but I held up my hand.

I was a bit more stern when I replied. “Careful Mellie, Lavi is talking about intimacy and you know it.”

“I can’t believe I’m getting ganged up on.”

I held her eyes. “We’re not. I wouldn’t have chosen to do this here. But we are so let me clear something up - do you really think I’d be saying something to try to manipulate you to get Coraline to fuck me?”

She looked at us, drank some water and spent a minute looking around. We had kept our voices level and were seated away from people but a few were glancing at us. The club had gotten a lot busier since we had arrived. Lavi and I both knew to give her the time she needed. “No, of course not,” she finally said. “I just feel defensive I guess.”

I put my hand on her knee. “All right, I’ll be clear. I feel like this is your decision but I share Lavi’s concerns. It’s not what I imagined when we talked about boundaries. And if I had some kind of closeness with Coraline, even a platonic one, so I felt like she was part of the family, I wouldn’t feel the same right now. But I’m not giving her a key to the house, like I did Ji. Would you?”

Melissa looked like she was going to say yes for a split second but spit out, “No.” I saw her arm tense and go loose. “No, I wouldn’t. I just ... sorry, I feel kind of ambushed.”

Lavi down, “I’m sorry. I’m a bitch for doing this here. It’s just ... tonight has been great but it has made me think.”

Melissa, “I’m surprised this is coming from you Lavi. It’s not like you didn’t jump in her pants too.”

Lavi nodded to assert it was true. “That’s going to change though.”

I tried to be light hearted. “Lavi turning down sex? Now I know this is serious.” I got two chuckles but I think both were forced.

“Can we talk about it tomorrow,” Melissa asked.

Lavi gave her a hug and said, “Sure. Besides, if anyone’s libido should be causing drama it’s mine.”

Melissa smiled just a little. “Slut.”

Lavi mirrored her smile. “Takes one to know one.”

Melissa erupted in mock-outage. “You didn’t just go there?”

“I did!” Lavi was proud of herself.

I decided to be the mature adult and started tickling them both. Both jumped away from me, looked at each other, and said together, “Pincer.” They came from both sides. In seconds we were rolling around on the ground tickling each other. In a few minutes we were all on the floor laughing.

I looked up to see Mary standing there in a latex dress with her arms crossed. Lavi’s dress wasn’t hiding anything and Melissa’s stocking covered leg was wrapped around one of mine where she had been keeping me from retreating from her tickling of my stomach.

“Are you three done,” she asked.

“Mostly,” I said and goosed Lavi who let out a surprised wheeze. “Now I’m done.”

“You know, your kind ruins the reputation of a perfectly respectable house of pain.”

“But you love me like a brother.”

“Not quite. What we’ve done would be immoral, unethical and illegal if you were a sibling.”

“As I recall only the last two ever bothered you.”

She gave me her hand and I took it with my left. “You are the pain in my ass I’ve missed, Robert.”

I stood and saw that the girls were getting up too and straightening their outfits. “Time to chat,” I asked.

“No, but I have a favor to ask.”

“What kind of favor?”

“Well,” she pointed to one of the rooms where people were putting up a wooden cube with chain sides, “we are doing a big flogging thing tonight and we don’t have many male gay tops here tonight. We have this one guy, Hob, sweet kid, he really wants to do it, he’s never been flogged before, but the straight tops are all guys and, well, you know how it is.”

“Sure I can do it.”

“You sure? You’re comfortable with it?”

“I’m not fucking him, heck it’s hardly even topping and if he’s never been flogged before someone should go really easy anyway. I’m out of practice but I think I can remember enough to do a light flogging.”

“Awesome, thank you!” She clasped her hands happily. I’d missed Mary and hadn’t really realized it. I hadn’t missed this place but I’d missed her. “I will tell him and bring him over to meet you.”

It happened quickly. Hob was a nice guy, Hispanic, and so young and pure it was almost terrifying. He seemed a decade younger than Mellie and Lavi though he was actually a few years older. I don’t think I did a great job flogging him but he bounced around afterwards on cloud nine. Melissa asked if he needed aftercare but he refused and ran off with light marks on his back after almost groveling with appreciation.

Mary was at my side again as I put up the floggers. “So what do you think of the club these days?”

“I kind of miss Nine Inch Nails but glad to not hear that Gregorian chant song with the techno beat again.”

“Heh. You made Hob happy. He really is in love with the leather lifestyle and you gave him something.”

“I remember you used to love everything here yourself. You seem less into it than I remember. Had all the experiences you wanted over the years?”

“Hardly, but when you have two little boys waiting for you at home it is hard to care too much about hanging out here. I’ve lost all my subs over time except Sally. I alternate weekends with my partner so I get a little playtime while I’m here within my limits.”

“I got lucky finding you here then.”

“Fifty/fifty odds hotshot, not that much luck.”

“Ready to talk,” I asked.

“Yeah.”

We accompanied Mary to her office and arrived in high spirits. Melissa, Lavi and Mary were all giggling and bumping into each other. We sat close enough to each other for Melissa to put her feet in my lap. A floor to ceiling window ten feet across gave us a view over the dance club. The sound proofing was excellent but a vibration still came up from the bass through the floor. Four deep chairs surrounded a coffee table and we all settled in after Mary set a tray with glasses and water and ginger ale in the center.

Mary stretched in her seat and rolled her neck around. Languidly she brought up her feet and took off the high heel shoes. The moan of delight as they came off nearly sounded like an orgasm.

I smirked. “Is there a house boy that can come rub your feet?”

“You can rub them.” She wiggled toes at me.

“Only if we exchange.” I wiggled my foot at her though it was less dramatic with shoes on.

“I’d have to ask my husband but it’s tempting.”

“Wow, he’s really tamed you.”

“More like I want to make sure the leash doesn’t get slack, that way I know where he is too. He makes me really happy, I’m not going to mess it up by being a stupid puta.”

“I thought we were just talking about rubbing feet.”

“As if rubbing feet ever ends there with you.”

“Huh?”

“How many women’s feet did you rub that ended up in the mattress room with you?”

Melisssa was paying close attention. “Yes Robert, how many?”

“Uh...”

Mary continued, now looking at Melissa and Lavi. “A foot rub would become a calf rub, a calf rub a thigh rub, then, ‘we should lie down somewhere if you want me to get your back, oh look the mattress room has space, you can really stretch out there.’ Seriously, if he could get them that far they were the ones putting his hands where they could get a really special massage if you know what I mean.”

“Not surprising,” said Lavi. “That thing he does when he spreads his fingers on your back...”

Mary grinned. “I have to admit I miss that. No one makes me as happy as my husband but Robert: best hands, ever.”

“I think you’re exaggerating.”

“As if. Jordyn nearly tore my head off once when she thought I was going to try to steal you away when I talked about you.”

“So...” Melissa was clearly trying to figure out a question. “How did that work? I mean you and Robert are both dominant so ... is that why you have that fight thing?”

Mary laughed sweetly. “No, we have that because Robert and I like to fuck with each other. He’s like a brother.”

“Except for the incest part?” Lavi asked.

Mary grinned. “Thank God he’s not, right?” She sobered. “I had a few things happen to me, not good things, a long time ago. I knew Jordyn and she was supportive but it was Robert who was always there to give me a shoulder to cry on.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“Like hell you didn’t. You reminded me that not all men were bastards and that I deserved to be loved. That was a lot.”

Melissa, “So, how did that happen that you and he...?”

“It is a long story. It didn’t happen all at once. I felt ... well, he made me feel things again I didn’t think I would feel again.”

Lavi looked at me. “What are you, ‘Penis Gandhi’?”

“I hope not, there is good evidence he was a pedophile.”

“I ... what?!” Lavi looked very confused.

I probably wasn’t helping the conversation stay focused so I said, “Never mind.”

Melissa, “Gandhi’s was into non-violence. I think you’re thinking of Mother Theresa.”

I looked at Lavi. “I have Mother Theresa’s penis?”

“I... “ Lavi ran her hand over her face, “We can follow upon that later.”

Mary was holding in a laugh but grinning. “Anyway, we became fuck buddies. Honestly, it felt really natural. I missed you when you stopped coming.”

“You warned me not to,” I said.

“Yeah, that was a scene we didn’t need. Jordyn was out to prove something. I had to talk to her about things before claws really came out.”

“Sounds ugly.”

She shrugged. “It is all water under the bridge. Let’s talk about something way more interesting. These two.” She turned to face my wives. “I did take a peek at your IDs at the desk and ... eighteen, both of you? How did this happen?”

It was clear she didn’t want my version so I stayed quiet. Melissa and Lavi gave a condensed version of the story.

“So, he’s not trolling Fetlife for fresh meat?”

Melissa snorted. “No.”

“Good. And you all live together? As a family?”

“Yep,” Lavi said. “We’re waiting until we finish college to have children but both of us want to.”

“And who would you say is in charge?”

Simultaneously I said, “Them two.” Melissa said, “Robert and Lavi.” Lavi just laughed.

Mary focused on her. “Why did you laugh?”

“We’re not a D/s household or power house or whatever that dipshit called it. We’re more like brownian motion.” I had a feeling this was another physics analogy Lavi had picked up from her dad.

“What?”

“We move forward but while bouncing against each other and we kind of fill out the space. We may push each other sometimes but all of us do it to each other. So, it’s not about who has the power but it’s always there shifting between us.”

Mary: “Hmmmm, so you’re here for what? To play, just check things out? I mean, Robert, you could have come alone for information.”

“They were curious,” I said.

Mary leaned back into her chair and started doing little stretches with her toes. “Any insights then?”

Melissa started, “Yeah, actually, a pretty big one. I’ve...” she looked at Lavi and me. “I’ve been gnawing on an idea and I still don’t totally understand it, but I’m pretty sure now.”

“About?”

“BDSM.”

“Yeah?”

“It’s not for me.” Lavi and I looked at each other. We had our own telepathic moment. “Wait, you both knew?!”

“Oh we knew, like forever ago, babe,” Lavi said.

“I didn’t know!”

“That is because you’re blonde.”

Melissa scrunched up her face. “You just want me to become a red head so you can fuck Batgirl.”

Lavi held her hand to her heart as if she was offended. “Not just.”

Mary looked confused and amused. “Don’t worry, you get used to it,” I said. “It’s like a verbal tornado at times.”

“You really are in love,” she replied.

“I am. However, we’re also being rude. Mellie?”

“Uh, I’m Honey.”

“She’s seen your IDs,” I pointed out.

“True. Well, then,” she turned to Mary again, “I’m Melissa,” she shook Mary’s hand.

“I’m Lavi.”

Mary motioned to herself. “Maria but I answer to Mary everywhere too. We interrupted your epiphany?”

“I’m just not into all the domination and sado-masochism stuff. I watched people doing it and I wasn’t feeling like I wanted to be in there. It felt...” she lingered over a thought and then said “like being in an Amish village.”

Mary blinked. “What?” Several heart beats passed. “I’ve heard of the Backroom compared to a lot of things but never an Amish village.”

“I know it doesn’t make sense but bear with me. Years ago our Mom took my brother and me on a road trip. We have family in Pennsylvania. So, we stopped at this town. I don’t think it was really Amish but everything was made up for tourists just how Amish live, or maybe it was, I don’t know. Anyway, it was really interesting because I couldn’t imagine living like that, it was so alien it was fascinating. That’s how I felt seeing people squeezing balls and getting whipped. I think it’s really interesting but it’s not me.”

“So a clothesline across your tits isn’t foreplay?”

Melissa reflectively put her arms over her chest. “No!”

“Too bad, I’d enjoy doing it to you.” Mary grinned.

“Keep your pervy dom toys over there.” She grinned back.

“What about if I put up the toys?”

“Talk to your husband first.”

“I think I will. He actually told me I didn’t need permission but I need him to feel safe.”

Lavi, “How often do you...”

“Not often. I will play here in the club about once a week. It’s fun and keeps up the Mistress image but I don’t feel it the way I used to, and there’s no skin to skin contact ... ever. I don’t miss the more sexual play though. Cuddling with my husband in bed makes my head quieter than whipping people now.”

Melissa and Lavi simultaneously said, “That’s how I am when they hold me.”

Looking at Melissa, Mary said, “You are a spiritually submissive person, I think. I do hope you come back. We do a lot of fun stuff that anyone kink-friendly can enjoy.”

“I’d like that. I admit it’s nice here. I really don’t have an urge to call Robert ‘sir’ at home or anything, but doing it here feels nice.”

“And that’s what we are to a lot of people, just where they can feel natural letting a part of themselves out that maybe isn’t comfortable everywhere else.”

Lavi was also focused on Mellie, “I noticed you left the B out of BDSM there when you ran things down.”

Melissa blushed a little, “Okay, that is the one thing. I ... bondage is so pretty! And I found some rope in your storage room, Robert, and tried some self ties from the Internet. I like how the rope felt. I do admit, I think I would like being restrained and maybe some sensory play like with blind folds and some other, well, I guess, kind of vanilla stuff. I mean wax and light spanking, that’s like 50 Shades of Beige, right?”

Mary clapped like a little girl. “That’s about all my husband feels comfortable doing and I’d rather spend a night with him and a blindfold than a whole day with a horde of subs that would let me do anything to them. So, no, that’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

“But then I’m not a masochist, right?”

“Well, no.”

“And submissives should be ready to do what their Doms want, whatever it is because that’s what submission is.”

I shrugged. “Real relationships are like religion - everyone’s is unique. We just make up umbrellas so that people don’t feel alone. You don’t have to call what you feel anything.”

“You wouldn’t be disappointed? I mean I’m not anything really.”

Lavi leaned her head back. “Oh my God, I know what this is.”

Melissa stuck her tongue out. “Rude.”

“Eat it bitch.”

“Not here.”

That made Lavi smile. “You’re doing it again. Ms. Perfect Honor Roll, Ms. Perfect Cheerleader. You need to just worry about being you and not worry about the perfect slave or whatever bullshit.”

“I have to admit,” I said, “I vastly prefer the Mellie that comes without bullshit.”

She smiled. “Well I’m not sure you’re ever going to get me 100% bullshit free.”

“Below ten percent?”

“I think we can do that.”

Lavi brought the point back to Mary. “You talked about how much you play but how much do you ... play.” Her emphasis on the last work was clear and salacious.

Mary ran her finger around the lip of her glass. “It’s been a while but no changing the subject, it’s time for you to spill.”

Lavi asked, “About?”

“The club, what you thought of it.”

“I don’t know, it was a lot to take in.”

“Was there anything you found interesting?”

Lavi leaned forward. “I ... so the spanking with Willow was really interesting. I mean I totally get the pleasure from being spanked. I’m down with that. Kinky, sexy, sign me up. But some ... like the guy and the chopsticks in his urethra - I don’t get it. The girl caned with the welts - no way. I get that pain can feel good but there’s something else going on there, and I ain’t Freud. Pleasure isn’t enough for them and I haven’t found a max rating for my pleasure yet. I love the costumes, though. Now, some subby boy or girl massaging my feet all night, cleaning my boots, all of us dressed up in corsets and lace, I could get into that.”

“You don’t want to be whipped, do you? Or want to whip others?”

“No. I ... I don’t want that kind of intimacy with randos,”

Mary shrugged again. “You wouldn’t be the first person more interested in the dress up than anything else. Once upon a time I would have called you a ‘poser’, but hopefully I’ve gotten a bit smarter.”

Lavi looked at her, “I do like the idea of being a diva and subby boys licking my boots.”

Mary, “Who doesn’t!?” Melissa and I both raised our hands.

A chuckle spread among the girls, and soon they were gossipping like old friends. I found myself looking through the glass wall at the dance floor. I felt like I had survived more than one thing tonight.

“Robert.” Melissa saying my name drew my attention back.

Mary was holding a folded piece of paper towards me. “Robert, before I give this to you, what do you want to contact Jordyn for?” I thought about making a joke. Why would she ask me that? Looking at her I could tell it really mattered to her though.

“It isn’t about her and I. I need to find out if she did something contractually with the house we bought together.”

“What?”

“It’s complicated. There are old contracts that were for most purposes destroyed but technically still exist, water-damaged and fused together. The judge is an asshole and tells us we have to pay to have them examined. I’ve been assuming the contract was signed since I’ve been paying fees and the judge says that’s good enough proof unless we prove we didn’t. If Jordyn says she didn’t, and I know I didn’t, then I’m going to pay to have those things examined.”

“That’s all?”

“I promise.”

“You’re not getting back with her? It looks like you’re starting a house.” She put emphasis on the word house and I hadn’t even considered it might look like that.

“I’ve started a family, yes a poly one, but not a D/s house.”

She started to pass me the paper and then paused. “Robert, I like you, I always have. You’re one of the good ones but when Jordyn met you she leapt off a cliff. I hoped you’d calm her but you didn’t, you’re bad for her. Something in her makes her self destructive; she had that before meeting you, but something about you made it worse. You pushing her out was the best thing for her you could have ever done. I need to know that giving you this won’t hurt her more.”

“Mary, I’ve moved on. I really have and I’m not going back.”

“Okay.” She handed me the paper. I glanced and saw a phone number and an email. I put the paper in a pocket. We talked for a while more but my thoughts were far away.

