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I inhaled sharply as I took the sight in front of me. My weapon of choice fell onto the carpet in a soft thud that was almost inaudible as my hands went to my lips and I stopped myself from shrieking in surprise.

There was a woman firmly secured on top of the table. She was completely naked and tied spreadeagle on a rectangular metal slab. Her wrists and ankles were tied firmly to each of the four edges with firm leather straps that allowed her to tense and pull her limbs back only enough for the viewers to see how much she was struggling not to scream. 

Her back was arched in response to the metal clamps on her nipples, giving her back a sort of tensed, but utterly beautiful curve. A dark leather strap hung from the ceiling and looped through the chain connecting the clamps on her nipples, further forcing her to remain arched upwards. 

She was not moaning because of how her nipples were being pulled, she was moaning because of the dildo that went in and out of her wet, glistening hole. A wet squelching noise accompanied the cylindrical object as it penetrated her over and over, disappearing and reappearing in a rhythm that was imprecise and unpredictable, preventing her from being able to ready herself for each insertion. 

I crossed my legs as I felt a tingle in my core and I watched, wide-eyed, as she threw back her head and moaned loudly, the sound echoing the a room that was both empty and full all at once. 

She could not see me due to the black blindfold covering her eyes and her moans were muffled by a brilliant red ball gag in her mouth. Trickles of saliva escaped from the edges of her open lips as she succumbed to the machine's intrusion to her body over and over.  

Goose bumps rose on my arms and I wondered what to do with these circumstances. Do I leave her in her distress, or do I set her free? Does she want to be set free? I was close enough to her now to see that she was trapped in an unbearable pleasure and her moans were that of wanting more.

"Ohhh..." she moaned as the machine brought the dildo deep into her and started twisting and turning. I felt a tingle between my legs and my heart hammered in my chest. I could see the clear pink flesh of her pussy lips sucking in the rubber dildo that had little bumps and curves on it. 

The more the machine twisted, the louder her moans became, building like a crescendo of an orchestra until she was all out of moans to give and collapsed back onto the metal slab. She twitched and spasmed in the aftermath of an intense orgasm.  

As she relaxed her back onto the slab, the clamps were pulled to the maximum length and tugged on her nipples. She cried out as her breasts were pulled upwards. 

The machine continued to tease her relentlessly despite the fact that she had reached her orgasm, twisting and turning, pulling and pushing, as if unsatisfied with her post-orgasm lethargy...
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"Julia, did you know that you have a new boss?!" 

I glanced up at my sister sharply, startled by the note of triumph in her exclamation. Ginny loved it when she knew something before I did. She treated life like it was a competition. I was fine with letting her win although I wished she'd stop trying to compare everything to me. 

I was glad that she was the first to get married, though I wasn't sure how I felt about her marrying a man who has a twin brother. She liked it more when we have the same things in life. 

Not that there's anything wrong with the brother. I just wasn't sure if it was the right time for me to consider dating and settling down just yet. I was in the awkward part of my life where everything in it felt like little puzzle pieces that belonged to another set altogether.

"Where did you hear that from?" I asked, feigning ignorance. I had told her that a week ago, but she had been too busy with her wedding. It was just like her to suddenly remember while we were in the middle of taking off her ridiculously complicated wedding accessories. 

"Hold on. This is the last pin I need to get out," I said, taking hold of the butterfly monstrosity on her hair. She flinched slightly as I pulled out the last of the hairpins that had held her bridal coronet secure. The spray that the makeup artist had applied on her hair had all but solidified her golden wavy mane. The accessories felt like it was super glued on. 

"I heard about him from the man himself!" she declared. "Do you know that your new boss is Mason Fayle?" 

At the sound of his name, an acute feeling of fear gripped at my heart and I willed myself to calm down. I had spent the entire wedding dinner trying to avoid the older man. He was my father's best friend and seemed to think himself a guardian of sorts after my father passed away three months ago. He had been handling my father's estate and making sure everything was sorted and paid for. Ginny and I were grateful for his help, since we were clueless on what to do with what little money our father had left for us. We were very much pampered and knew it. 

I laid the coronet carefully in its box and said in a voice that quivered, "Of course I know who my new boss is. He had been in the office for week now." 

"Do you remember the last time we were at his home?" my sister whispered.

"Only in bits and pieces," I lied. I remembered every single vivid detail of breaking into his dungeon. "Do you?" I asked curiously, wondering how much she remembered. She had only been exposed to half of the things I was, but I knew Mason left an impression in her mind. 

She stared at my reflection on the mirror, her hazel eyes bright against the pale makeup and rosy cheeks. When I was younger, I had asked my father why we looked nothing alike even though we were twins. His reasoning that we weren't identical twins never satisfied me. It was unfair that she took all the good qualities for herself. I was a dark swan in comparison to her glowing beauty. 

"We were both a little drunk," she said with a giggle. "Daddy took us to the garden party that Mason was hosting in his mansion and we had a little too much of to drink. They should've paid better attention to us." 

"I remember that," I said with a soft smile. "The drinks were very good." 

She burst out laughing, then composed herself to make sure that none of her makeup would be messed up. 

Ginny and I had been eighteen-years-old. It was hard to believe that it had only been five years ago. 

We were twenty-three now and had a lot more experience and knowledge about carnal pleasures and the different kinks that people had, but Ginny and I were both too ignorant to realize what we had stumbled into when we first saw it.

During one of the impromptu speeches the host was giving, we managed to sneak into his mansion. It was rude, in retrospect, but we were tipsy from the amount of alcohol in our system and it felt like a fun exploration. We were giggling like two school children as we lost ourselves in the maze that was his home. It was a ridiculously large mansion with more doors than we could count, but we tried to do it anyways, giggling and laughing as we counted to fifty something doors that led to rooms without names. 

As we went deeper into his mansion, we started hearing moans coming from within. 

At first, we dismissed it as noises that most ancient buildings were capable of making, but the deeper we went into the mansion, the more clearly we could hear the moans. 

We exchanged looks and gulped, wondering if we should head back the way we came. Instead, curiosity drove us forward and we continued down the flight of stairs where the noise was coming from. The closer we got to the door, the louder the moans were. It was undeniably the sound of a woman in distress. 

Our pace were hurried and brisk even though we did not know where we were going. In the midst of her distressed moans, I felt as if there was pleasure, but I dared not suggest this to my sister. 
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