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My cheek rested against the cool, silky fabric and I felt myself being moved. The table lifted until I was completely upright so that I could see nothing in front of me. I couldn't see what was happening to my body and it filled me with an unspeakable fear.

The light turned on and I was suddenly basked in it.

The stage was suddenly very cool against my damp and newly bared skin. The audience inhaled almost collectively, sucking out all the air from the theater hall. I knew what they were seeing.

They saw a rectangular wall wrapped in satin and a pair of plump breasts exposed from a hole. A little down below my breasts was another gaping hole where my legs were spread wide open, showing my glistening pussy lips.

Without warning, rough tongues found my already hardened nipples, licking it and wetting it thoroughly before blowing upon it so that it was harder still. I moaned loudly, throwing my head back and pushing my breasts outwards even more so that they could access my exposed flesh better.

The two men paid close attention to my nipples, licking and sucking upon them, expert tongues moving in lazy circles, teeth nipping gently.

I let out small cries of surprise when they pinched my nipple between sharp teeth. Delicious tingling sensation moved like a low bass vibration from my breasts to my groin and lower still, making my pussy wet with juice.

I writhed in my bondage, hands clenching into tight fists in my helplessness. Their touches were languid, slowly building up the tension in my body to almost unbearable levels. My body fluttered with fear and anticipation and I was quickly lost to the pleasures of their tongues on my body.

Fingers grasped my soft mounds, squeezing and kneading the naked flesh there, closing in to draw out the pebbled, tortured tip that was no doubt bright red from the torment.

Warm hands cupped my sex abruptly and I cried out so loudly it rang in the hall in a most unnatural manner. I wished I sounded sexier. I wished my breasts were bigger and nicer looking. I wished I could see what was happening to my body!

I shuddered in fear and anticipation. I had neither the strength nor the will to fight back as fingers danced over my sex, brushing the supersensitive nub of flesh there before moving inward.

"Ohh..." I moaned, mortified by the way my body immediately responded to the touch. I didn't even know who was touching me, but the fingers felt calloused and large. Definitely a man's hand.

I couldn't believe I was letting a stranger touch me like this, and in front of an audience no less. Yet, I was getting immeasurable turned on by what the unnamed men were doing, like some desperate animal in heat. I mewled as fingers penetrated my folds, moving in to spread me from the inside. . .
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Take Off My Clothes?
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People tell me that good people are honest. I don't believe that for a second.

Fear keeps people honest.

Fear of getting caught. The fear of being found out doing something you shouldn't be doing.

No. Good people are fearful and that keeps them honest.

I fear a lot of things, but fear of being caught was the least of my fears. I feared the dark. I feared pain. I feared going hungry at night.

Most of all, I feared amounting to nothing in my life. That's not the kind of fear that keeps me good. It's the kind of fear that lets me thrive.

As a kid, I knew what failure was. Failure was being the oldest kid in the orphanage with nobody willing to bring you home.

I was a beautiful child. Blonde hair and blue eyes with a vivacious attitude, if a little scrawny. Nothing a few good meals couldn't fix. What's not to love?

Shortly after I arrived, when I was just a little over three-years-old, I was adopted by a couple who had been wanting for their own since they were young. They were no longer young. By the time I turned eighteen, they were old and ill.

When I told them about my dream as an actress, they were supportive and helpful, calling friends and asking for favors so I could get my career started. Their only regret was not having enough money to put me through college. It didn't matter though. They needed the money for medicine and hospice care.

I did everything I could to make their last days pleasant and they were.

It must seem strange to people that I could accept their deaths so easily, but they had prepared me for it all my life. They knew they were going to die before I could blossom into the successful woman that they knew I was capable of being. The thought of me being successful in life was so perfectly cemented in their minds that there was little I could do to disappoint them.

I did not want to sadden them with the knowledge that without an acting degree, I couldn't really do much beyond background casts and prop set-up.

When I was nineteen, they passed away peacefully in their sleep. My mother first, then my father a few days later.

With my foster parents gone, there was no one for me to disappoint. I couldn't care less about getting caught. And I certainly didn't care who found out I was doing something I definitely shouldn't be doing.

I was not afraid of shame.

So there really shouldn't be a problem with what the director was asking me to do.

Yet, I stood transfixed on the stage. I couldn't bring myself to move.

"Strip please," he said, making it sound like the most reasonable demand in the world.

I stared at the older gentleman. My mind and my body were not on the same level just yet. My brain was telling me what my ears were hearing but my heart was beating too calmly for my body to react in any sort of way. Least of all in the way that he wanted me to.

Common sense told me that there was no way the famed director would ask something so... obscene, but my ears and my brain were defying common sense vehemently, both so sure that I had heard correctly and my brain had interpreted the sound waves exactly.

"Excuse me?" I breathed, absolutely certain that I had misheard him. Maybe he was saying, "Streep grieves"? Did he want me to pretend I was Meryl Streep and reenact a grieving Streep? Perhaps it was some acting jargon that I was unfamiliar with.

When in doubt, ask. I waited for him to answer my question.

I clenched my hands into tight fists and kept them behind my back so he wouldn't see how nervous I was. My palms were sweaty and my fingers were trembling noticeably.

The smile on my face was definitely faked but I had perfected it to the point where most people would not be able to tell unless they had known me for a long time. He had only known me for a few brief minutes.

He looked up from his notepad. "Theresa Lewis?" he asked. The corner of his lips curving downwards in an altogether unpleasant way. In one small facial movement, he managed to show me that he was displeased with my question. He was not an award-winning actor for his patience.

His temper was almost legendary in the acting community.

Magnus Ramses was a new actor-turned-director and had been introduced to me by a fellow budding actor after the last performance I had been working with shut down abruptly.

Magnus was a tall lean man in his late forties and had the physique of a man half his age. He was muscular, but not overly so, hiding his strength in lean muscles instead of bulking up like some of the newer actors in the game.

I had seen him carry a two-hundred-pound woman in a recent movie. It was his face that won him many of the awards. He could convey in one look what most people couldn't in a thousand-word essay.

He was tanned from sun exposure rather than facial products and his eyebrows, though currently rose over his eyes judgmentally, were capable of a variety of rather comical motions that I had been trying to mimic since forever.

Even thirty years older than myself, he was the most attractive man I had ever seen. I had talked to him prior to the audition and he was utterly charming and desirable. He carried himself with poise and assurance. There was a confidence in the way he walked, talked, and breathed.

It was, perhaps, the way he held his head and the way he talked that drew me in. Had we met in different circumstances, I would have reacted to the primal desire and asked him out, age difference be damned.

"Did you want me to repeat the instruction, Ms. Lewis?" he asked impatiently.

I nodded, "Please, call me Theresa. And yes. I believe I may have misheard you. Did you want me to take my clothes off?" Saying the words out loud made me blush, but there was no other way around it.

He was seated in the middle of the third row of the theater, close enough for me to see his reaction, but far enough that I would have to squint a little to do so.

The downward curvature of his lips took an upward turn and his facial expression turned irritation to amusement. For a moment, I was sure that I had misheard him. My mind went at a million miles an hour as I tried to save the misunderstanding. He continued before I had  chance to say anything.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
“‘h".*’. ism, P .i‘“’“r ni iation, BDSM
e g 2
o % ‘@Me o





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





