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“In my mind it’s your mouth setting my body on fire. I daydream more often about you than any other. I am bound by the fantasy of owning you.” 

-Incurably Wicked


“Black Ribbon Fantasy”

 

 

 

About the story:

 

Grecian Fantasies hosts one of the hottest balls in town, a naughty Nobody-Knows-Your-Name masquerade that is not only exclusive, but is also not for the faint of heart. When Holly receives her invitation, she knows that she can’t pass up the opportunity to enjoy the man behind the request, but she doesn’t count on meeting Lisa. 

 

*****

Lisa always liked wearing black, especially when it was a black ribbon made of satin. Each year, she attended the Adonis Ball, never knowing whom she would end up with until she found the couple wearing the matching ribbons and, so far, she had not been disappointed. Theadonis, the founder of Grecian Fantasies, knew her clientele well. 

 

*****

Holly reached up and adjusted her mask for the hundredth time, praying no one recognized her. When she first received the invitation to attend the Adonis Fantasy Masquerade Ball, her heart had frozen in her chest. Grecian Fantasies was famous for their naughty-nobody-knows-your-name parties, but she had never dreamed she’d one day attend. Now that she was here, Holly felt breathless over the sight of so many naked bodies gyrating to the beat of the heart-pounding music. She glanced again at the handwritten words scribbled at the bottom of her invitation, even though she knew them by heart. 

 

“Wear something naughty. I’ll be the one wearing black.”

 

Those words had seemed a bit vague when she first read them, but now that she was here staring at a sea of naked men and women, they seemed ludicrous.

There were no shadowy corners or darkened alcoves for hidden pleasures or a naughty escape. The brightly lit room left nothing to the imagination as every sexual fetish or fantasy a person could dream of took place in the open. All morals, shame, and inhibitions were left at the door here, as if you were having your coat checked. Squaring her shoulders, she dove into the crowd, determined to show a brave face. It wasn’t easy searching for one particular man while staring at the ceiling, but she feared it was either the ceiling or fun bits. However, after accidently brushing the bare ass of three different people, she forced herself to pay closer attention. Just as she began to lose hope, the crowd parted, and there he was. His blond hair was a little shaggy and he needed a shave, but his gorgeous lean-muscled body more than made up for it. She might have never spotted him, since he was every bit as nude as all of the other men in the room, except he held her gaze boldly and there was a solid black ribbon tied around his cock.  

Her feet moved in his direction as her breathing ratcheted up and she stopped a foot away. She reached up, adjusting her mask once more. 

“Hi,” she said, sounding breathless even to her own ears.

His expression never changed, but his eyes burned with an intensity she hoped was desire. It was hard for her to feel sexy in a room filled with high-breasted nude women. 

“This game has rules,” he reminded her. Holly’s mind scrambled to remember the list of rules written on the invitation. She ended up drawing a blank. 

“If you want me, you must take my ribbon and tie it around your wrist.”

Holly couldn’t believe what she was about to do. However, she knew she’d kick herself for the rest of her life if she didn’t do what she came here to do; have hot, unadulterated sex with this gorgeous man in any way he’d have her. Therefore, without an ounce of hesitation, she wrapped her fingers around his erection and unwound the ribbon slowly, making sure to torture him as much as possible in the process. She moved a little quicker when it came to tying it around her own wrist. The result looked a bit like a lopsided bow.

“Now you have accepted me as your master. You must do as I say,” he reminded her. Holly nodded she understood, waiting silently for his next instructions. “You need something to drink. Let’s go to the bar.” He led her to the edge of a long, cherry-wood bar and ordered her a drink she’d never heard of. Any other time she would’ve been pissed over this sort of chauvinist behavior, but this is what she was here for. Her body was already reacting to the domination. Holly turned to face the bar when her drink arrived. Her gaze locked with the woman working behind it. With her auburn hair twisted into a knot at the back of her head, her pale neck was as bare as the rest of her body. Holly spent a moment admiring her. She was young and slender, but not too tiny as she was soft in all the places a woman should be. Her eyes were a sparkly green reflecting the light of the room. She was a beautiful woman, which served Holly’s purposes perfectly, since she also wore a black satin ribbon tied around her upper arm. Her date’s large body pressed against her from behind. He rubbed his hardened cock against her ass.

“Do you like your gift?” he whispered against her ear. “She’s been anxious to meet you. I’m willing to bet she’s already soaking wet.”

Holly moaned. His words caused her nipples to harden and a drop of cream to roll down her inner thigh. She almost wished she’d worn panties, almost but not quite. 

 

*****

Lisa wanted to dance in place in her excitement over the couple who’d been chosen for her for the evening.  The man was gorgeous and muscular, but the woman was the one who held her attention. She was the only person in the room wearing a stitch of clothing. It caused her to stand out like an exotic hothouse flower. Her honey-colored hair accented the shell-pink dress she wore. Lisa could tell by the outline of her hardened nipples, she wasn’t wearing any undergarments beneath. 

“What’s your name?” she asked, and Lisa almost melted at the smooth southern accent. 

“I’m Lisa.”

A sweet smile appeared, drawing Lisa’s gaze to her full bottom lip. “I’m Holly.”

The male’s hands appeared. He massaged Holly’s breast. The motion caused her dress to slip an inch. A hint of nipple peeked out at Lisa, but Holly didn’t seem to notice.

“Beautiful,” Lisa breathed, referring to more than just her name, causing Holly to smile even brighter. 

“Did he give that ribbon to you?” Holly asked, nodding toward Lisa’s upper arm. “Or is it for me?”

Lisa faced flushed. She wasn’t sure if it was from embarrassment over her forgetfulness or arousal. She held her arm out to Holly. “It’s yours, if you wish to take it, but don’t forget the rules. It’s no easy task having two masters in one evening,” she added, gently reminding Holly of the rules.
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