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A Wife's Revenge: Parts 1-6



       1. A Dinner Out 
 
There's no way to tell this story without starting with how she looked. We men are visual creatures; that's just the way it is. And if she didn't look the way she did, maybe none of this would have happened. Or at least it might have happened differently. She would have been easier to say no to, that's for sure. Some women move their bodies like it's a weapon. And for some women - a lot of women, maybe - that's exactly what they are. 
 
You're supposed to think that your wife is beautiful, of course. And I wouldn't have married her if I didn't think that. But it's not just me. The partiality of a doting husband - as though I was ever that. No, it's not just me. When she goes all out, Jess draws eyes wherever she goes. Male and female. Ladies, we know that you check each other out at least as much as we do. We notice. The reasons might be different, but the result is the same. 
 
And Jess went all out that night. No question of that. Maybe it was the occasion - her desire to shine bright and ignite the flames of my desire entirely understandable, under the circumstances. Or maybe it was just the fact that it had been a while since we went anywhere that justified getting dressed up. Maybe it was nothing to do with me, and Jess looked the way she did solely for herself. I didn't ask. The point was, I got to look at her. And more than that, I hoped. 
 
In fact, we almost didn't make it to dinner. A slow cloud of steam rolled out of the sliding door of the bathroom as she pushed it aside. It was a grand old hotel, and the pale marble shone wetly in the light as Jess stepped back into the room. I didn't try to keep the smile from my face as I saw her. Her hair hung in wet strands over her bare shoulders, curling tendrils of copper bright against her pale skin. Her underwear was nothing special, I suppose - plain black, without lace or other ornamentation. But the bra she wore was carefully engineered to push her breasts high on her chest, and I could see the soft flesh quivering with every step as she moved across the room. I sat on the bed with nothing better to do but watch. I was already ready to go, having thrown on a fresh shirt as my own form of preparation. There's a certain magic, I've discovered, in watching a woman you know well prepare herself to face the world. It's like a glimpse behind the curtain. I know how Jess looks when she first wakes up in the morning. I know how she looks when she's working in the garden or coming back from the gym. But I also know how she can look, when she puts in a little effort. And I couldn't wait to see the transformation. 
 
Jess pretended not to notice me watching her as she stood in front of the mirror above the dresser. The bathroom mirror was dulled with steam from her shower, and so she had brought her makeup bag out here to start her work. That was the sufficient and only reason, I suppose. Maybe. But for all that Jess might pretend, moving around the room as though she was completely alone, she had to know what it was doing to me to see her bending slightly forward over the dresser, the string back of her black panties vanishing between the firm round cheeks of her ass. Age has done nothing to dim her beauty, and my wife's sex appeal after nine years of marriage is as great as it was the day we met. I watched, making no attempt to hide the hunger of my gaze, and Jess studied her own face in the mirror, deftly applying the delicate brush to her eyelashes as they slowly darkened with powder. 
 
I'd paid extra for a view of the harbor. Outside, gulls wheeled in the grey air, their blade-shaped wings slicing through the sky as they shrieked at one another. Boats rocked slowly at anchor, timing their movements with the steady chimes of a bell attached to a rocking buoy out in the steel-colored water. Everything seemed to be dancing to the same slow music, the steady beat of the living world. But in my chest, the tempo was rising. My heart picked up its pace, and I could feel my desire growing as I watched Jess get ready. Inside my pants, bought specially for the occasion, I could feel my cock hardening. 
 
As though afraid to break the delicate spell, I said nothing. And jess said nothing, and there was no way for me to know if the tension in the air was a real thing we both could feel, or if it lived only inside of me. But there was no question of what I was feeling. I as feeling desire, the kind that catches in the throat, the kind that makes your heart pound as it rises in your chest. Jess looked so good, bending forward towards the mirror, engrossed in her own reflection as she beautified herself like a beautiful youth enraptured by a reflecting pool. I watched breathlessly as her eyelashes slowly thickened, her eyelids darkening with powder, the bright green of her eyes shining out all the more through the simulated smoke. Flames licked the edges of my heart as I watched her lips thicken and redden, swelling before my eyes like bruised fruit, ripe and luscious. I didn't even try to hide my erection as I sat on the bed, watching her every move. My attraction to my wife was no less now than it had ever been. 
 
A green flash in the mirror caught my eye as she glanced at me. Or rather, her reflection did. Under their coat of powder, I could see mischief glowing in her green gaze, and my heart tripped over itself again. She had known I was watching, of course. She could only act nonchalant for so long. She knew I was watching, and she knew what I was thinking, and I was gratified to know that it thrilled her. Every woman should be looked at from time to time the way I looked at my wife at that moment. You can call it objectification if you want, and it is, in a way. But all desire depends on some level of objectification. I loved my wife then, and I love her now, after all we've been through. But I also wanted to fuck her. That two such conflicting desires exist in the heart of every man is a truth I don't think I need to explain. 
 
Jess straightened up as she set her lipstick down on the dresser in front of her. The metallic tube glowed in the light as she set it aside, an oversized bullet that, no matter which way it might be facing, was aimed directly at my heart. I suppressed an inward sigh of demon lust as she turned. The light streamed in from outside, breaking like waves against her glowing skin. The light dusting of freckles across the bridge of her nose showed faintly through the foundation that gave her skin a smooth glow. Her eyes shone, catching and refocussing the sunlight, throwing it back at me sharpened by her own desires. The sun was sinking fast outside, but it had energy still to throw out one last amber arm before it slipped into the sea, and in that light her red hair ignited, her gorgeous body crowned by flame that only seemed to gather strength from the setting sun. Her boobs swelled against the black cups of her bra as she drew a deep breath and let it out slowly. My hungry eyes followed the lean lines of her stomach downwards, the music of her form highlighted by the swirling contrast of sun and shadow as she stood in front of me. Her panties were nothing more than a small black triangle between her firm thighs, and Jess' smile deepened as she saw me looking, and I didn't care. There was no point hiding my desire from her. Why would I? My gray pants hid nothing from her amused gaze. She could see my erection bulging against the front of my pants as I sat on the bed, and she took it as the tribute to her beauty that it was.  
 
My heart rate rose with every step she took as she walked across the bedroom towards me. A faint spasm of disappointment clutched at my heart as she passed me by without so much as a word and went to the old-fashioned wooden wardrobe that stood beside the bed. Jess had unpacked right away, as soon as she closed the door of the hotel room behind us. There were items in her luggage that she had made no secret of not wanting me to see, not until she was ready. And I respected that. I didn't try to sneak a peak while she was showering. I knew that she had bought a new dress for tonight, and she wanted to surprise me with it, and I had no mind to ruin that for her. Besides, why would I peek? It's like opening Christmas presents early; it always disappoints. No matter what clothes she might have chosen, the magic came when she was wearing them, not when they hung lifeless and inert in a dark closet. I could wait. 
 
But the moment seemed to have arrived as she swung open the dark wood door of the wardrobe. I heard a zipper sigh as she opened the protective bag that had enclosed her dress and kept it a secret. I hadn't asked what she had paid for it, what we had paid for it. Jess doesn't question what I spend at the golf club most weeks, and I don't micromanage her purchases. I've been married long enough to know better than that. I watched her body move as she pulled her dress out of the wardrobe, half turning towards me with a sly smile on her face. 
 
"Help me put this on?" she said. 
 
I stood. My pants were tight around my crotch as my cock strained against the material, and nothing in  Jess's smile did anything to address that little problem. I looked at the dress as she pulled it out into the light, and felt my heart contract again. My wife had never worn anything like this before, I knew at once. And I also knew that I was going to enjoy the way she looked. 
 
The dress was black, entirely black, without any other color to alleviate its dark luster. And it really did shine. As I stepped closer towards her, I could smell the scent of leather. The slickness of the dress against my fingertips as I reached for it confirmed what I already knew. My wife's new dress was a slinky black leather number, and my mouth practically watered as I wondered what she was going to look like wearing it.  
 
The smell of Jess's perfume mingled with the heady scent of the leather as I stood close to her. I was looking at the dress, but I could feel her eyes on me, dancing over my face as she tried to read my reaction. I didn't know what to say. I simply watched in expectant silence as she stepped away from the wardrobe with the dress in her hands and held it out in front of her. The leather shone dully in what remained of the light outside, augmented by the lamps I had lit. The contrast between my wife's pale skin and the jet black leather of the dress was intoxicating as she pulled it up over her thighs. The fabric whispered against her skin, making seductive promises as I watched, stricken. Jess moved her body from side to side as she struggled to pull the dress over her hips, and I saw to my delight how tight her new outfit was. She had to struggle into it, and my cock raged as I watched her squirm, her body encased in the dress that clung to her like a second skin. The top of the dress hugged her toned stomach, and the cups held her breasts just as her bra did as she pulled the straps up over her shoulders. The neckline was daring, cut to show what seemed like acres of deep cleavage as she wrestled the fabric into place. And the sly smile never left her face as she dressed in front of me. Maybe it sounds weird, but it was barely less erotic watching her get dressed than it would have been to watch her take her dress off. Or, better, to take it off myself.  
 
"Zip me up?" Jess turned, smiling over her shoulder at me. The pale inward curve of her back showed between the parted teeth of the dress, and her wedding ring glittered on her finger as she splayed her hands over her hips. Her hair, dry at last, had assumed its normal deep red clour, falling in gentle waves over her shoulders. She looked absolutely stunning. And I smiled at my wife as I stepped towards her, my hands already reaching out to take her in my arms. My hands slid over the leather that clung to her hips, and she squirmed a little just for my benefit, seeming to revel in my touch as I pressed myself against her. My fingers found the small metal tab of the zipper in the hollow of her back, and the dress groaned the way I wanted to groan myself as I pulled it slowly closed. The leather, already tight, grew yet tighter around her body, and I heard my wife sigh as she felt it close. She giggled, a soft breath of air in her open mouth, as she felt the hardness of my bulging cock pressing against her hip. 
 
"Do you like my new dress?" Jess said. It was the quiet, melodious, sing-song voice she used in the bedroom with me, and it had the effect she knew that it would.   
 
"Yes," I murmured, the wind of my speech lifting her red hair slightly as I spoke. I could hardly keep my hands off her. Jess smiled, the green glow of her eyes disappearing as she closed her eyes momentarily. My hands danced over her slender shoulders, alternately feeling her warm skin and the cool leather of the dress. The garment fit her like a dream, as though it had been made just for her. Jess leaned back against me, and I grinned as her hand drifted slowly up my leg, enjoying the feel of my new pants as she rested her head for a moment on my shoulder. The smell of her hair filled the air as I kissed the top of her head, breathing her in as my cock throbbed urgently. Her hand stopped, agonizingly close to the bulge of my manhood. Nothing seemed to matter more than that her teasing fingers continue their upward journey. But they didn't. Jess sighed, and smiled, and opened her eyes, and her hair slid from my shoulder as she stood up straight. 
 
"I need my shoes," she smiled. 
 
The dress seemed to groan as it moved around her, the shape of her thighs showing through the tight leather of her skirt as she walked across the room again towards her suitcase. Somehow, in her new dress, my wife was even more desirable to me with more clothes on than she had been in her underwear. Wearing a dress like that made her somehow more than naked, the parts of her body that were concealed promising delights beyond anything I could imagine. I almost sobbed at the way the leather dress clung to her ass as she bent over her open suitcase and rummaged around for her shoes. I wanted to kiss every inch of her body. I wanted to press myself against her, into her, to occupy her completely, to merge my body with hers until there was no way of knowing where I ended and she began. 
 
Jess turned towards me again, her shoes in her hands. They were as new as the dress. The last thing my wife needed, given the state of our closets at home, as more shoes. But I knew better than to argue. Spike-heeled pumps dropped to the floor at her feet, the patent leather shining in the light as she moved them into position with her feet. I never object when the shoes she buys are as sexy as these were. The consummate good husband, I stepped towards her, and she took my outstretched hands in hers as she stepped into her shoes one by one, wiggling her feet as she slid them into the footwear. The heels made her only slightly shorter than I was, and her green eyes burned as they peered directly into mine. 
 
"Such a gentleman," she murmured, and I wasn't deaf to the hint of mockery in her voice. "Do you like my shoes?" She lifted one foot from the floor slightly, turning her foot to make her shoe sparkle in the light. I don't know a lot about shoes, but they were certainly eye-catching. The closed toe shone in the light, and I knew what the tall, slender heel would do to my wife's gait when she walked in those heels. 
 
"They're nice," I said approvingly. Jess's eyes glittered as she smiled at me, and said nothing. Her hands slipped from mine, and she placed her palms flat on my chest. My heart beat against her hand as my eyes danced over her body. Slowly, but unmistakably, she began to push. I grinned as I stepped backward, and my wife followed me, playfully pushing me across the room. Towards the bed. 
 
When I felt the edge of the mattress press against the back of my knees, I sat down heavily. The hotel mattress bounced underneath me. Jess stood in front of me, my face more or less level with her hips as she placed her hands on them. With her feet parted, the leather dress strained even more against her thighs, and her boobs rose and fell in the low neckline as she breathed. The expression on her face was a mixture of many things, but I sincerely hoped that somewhere in among the triumph and pleasure and confidence I could see, there was some part of the lust that I was feeling. 
 
It seemed that there was. 
 
Jess's dress creaked as she moved, bending at waist and knees as she sank towards the floor. The tightness of the dress made her movements careful but robbed her of none of her grace as she crouched between my spread legs. Her hands were on my knees, and her white teeth shone against the deep red of her lips as she grinned up at me. Her red hair hung loosely around her face, casting liquid shadows across her smooth skin. My cock throbbed between us, struggling towards the ceiling while the material of my pants held it contained. 
 
"Seems like you really like my outfit," Jess said in a voice that was more like a low purr. She leaned forward, and her hands slid up my thighs, and I breathed rapidly as she approached the bulge of my cock. 
 
"I really do," I breathed, and sighed as I felt her fingers against my shaft. Mischief sparkled in Jess's eyes as she fondled my cock through my pants, drawing sparks of lust from my body as she kneeled in front of me. I leaned back, placing my hands on the mattress behind me as she reached for the zipper of my trousers. Jess unzipped me, and my cock surged forward, only the thin fabric of my underwear keeping my skin from hers as she caressed me and teased me with consummate skill. 
 
"Yep," Jess said happily, and I sighed again as her fingers strayed inside the open fly of my pants, reaching for the waistband of my boxer briefs. "I can tell. Look at this thing." She pulled my underwear down, and my cock sprang free at last, swelling into the air between us, dark with blood and twitching with desire. Jess wrapped her hand around my manhood, and I groaned in delight and passion as her fingers began a familiar dance up and down my hot shaft. My breath grew short as my pleasure mounted. Jess watched my face carefully as she played with my cock, savoring my reaction as she toyed with me. Her hair whispered against my thighs as she brought her face closer to me, and I groaned loudly as I felt her warm breath against my sensitive skin. Her open mouth was a few trembling millimeters from my manhood. I raised my hips towards her, my cock surging as it approached her mouth, and I almost howled in frustration as Jess lifted her smiling mouth away. 
 
"Nuh-uh," she teased, shaking her head slowly. "You'll ruin my lipstick. We have to go to dinner." 
 
"Fuck dinner," I gasped. The desperation in my voice was impossible to hide, and I didn't even try. She could feel my cock throbbing in her fist. She knew what she was doing to me. My wicked wife smiled up at me, delighted with her teasing little game. 
 
"Oh, I don't think so, mister," Jess grinned. "I didn't make myself look this good just so you could fuck me. You have to take me to dinner first. That's really the least you can do if you want this." Jess leaned forward again, and I groaned at the feel of her breath on my shaft. Her hands pressed against her breasts as she squeezed them through the leather of her dress, pushing them together to enhance her already impressive cleavage and torment me further. I growled as I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment, my whole body trembling with a lust I could barely control. 
 
"OK," I said. "Fine. I'll take you to dinner." 
 
"Damn right," Jess smirked. "I think you need to treat me right tonight. I think you need to do what I want for a change." 
 
"OK," I panted. "OK." Jess smiled. She had to know that she had me right where she wanted me. As horny as I was, there wasn't much I wouldn't agree to. The dinner I had been looking forward to now seemed like a chore to be gotten through on the way to what I really wanted. But if that was what would make Jess happy, that was what I would do. 
 
"Good," Jess said quietly. With one final squeeze of my granite-hard cock, she released me. Her dress shone around her as she smoothly stood, her hands on her thighs for balance as she straightened up. I sat ion the bed, gasping with desire like a cartoon dog, my tongue all but lolling out of my mouth as I stared up at her. My erection looked faintly ridiculous as it throbbed out of my pants, with both of us otherwise fully clothed. 
 
"Come on, then," Jess said brightly. "Let's go. I'm hungry." 
 
Still hardly able to believe my wife would leave me wanting like this, I reluctantly stuffed my cock back into my pants. The bulge of my erection clearly showed, no matter how I tried to adjust my clothing. Jess made no attempt to hide her amusement as she watched. Her green eyes shone with delight. Silently, I willed my cock to go down. But I knew it was futile. With my wife looking the way she did in her skintight leather dress, there was no chance of me shedding my hard on until I buried it in her.  
 
Suppressing a sigh, I stood. Jess turned towards the door. She walked in heels as though she was born in them, the slender spikes lending a wiggle to her walk that made me groan inwardly as I watched. The leather dress strained to contain her body, her hips swaying with every step as she made her way to the door, and I followed uncomfortably, hoping my hands in my pockets would help to conceal the state of tumescence I was in. Casting one last wicked smile over her shoulder at me, Jess opened the door of our room and stepped out into the hallway outside. I followed. I had promised her dinner at the hotel restaurant. I had to keep that promise. 
 
   
 
The door of the room clicked shut behind us, and I was on top of Jess at once. She giggled in shock and delight as she felt my hands on her body, sliding over the leather of her tight dress as I pulled her against me. But she didn't complain. My cock was raging in my pants as it had all through dinner, and I knew she could feel my erection pressing against her hip, and I reached around for the zipper of her dress, desperate to access the body underneath that had been taunting me for what felt like years. 
 
But Jess stepped back. Placing a hand on my chest, she gently but firmly pushed me away from her. Her tall heels made her strut and sway as she took a few steps across the room, to where two small armchairs sat on either side of a low table. Jess's dress groaned around her body the way I felt like groaning myself as she lowered herself into one of the chairs. The black leather grew tight against her thigh as she crossed her legs. I stood in front of the bed, confused and wretchedly aroused, while Jess placed her chin in her hand. 
 
"God, you want me so bad, don't you?" she grinned.  
 
"Yes," I moaned. "Jess, come on. Stop playing around." Her smooth brow furrowed slightly as she frowned. 
 
"But maybe I want to play around," she said with a slight pout on her full red lips. "I kind of like having you like this, all horny and desperate. I feel like I could get you to do pretty much anything I want right now." 
 
"Yes," I groaned. "Yes, Jess, come on. I'll do whatever you want." The smile that spread across her face made a shiver race along my spine.  
 
"You should be careful what you say," she purred. "You don't know what I have in mind. Maybe I have some naughty ideas." 
 
"Fine," I gasped. "I'm into that. Let's do it." 
 
"OK," Jess smiled. "Be careful what you wish for, hubby. Emma?" 
 
My heart froze. The last word Jess spoke had been directed towards the closed door of the bathroom. I turned my head at the low rumble of the door opening. And I gasped loudly as someone stepped out. 
 
"Hello, Tom," Emma said. My eyes darted from her to Jess and back again, unable to believe what I was seeing. 
 
"What's the matter?" Jess grinned at me, her eyes flashing with mirth and malice. "Cat got your tongue?"  
 
    


 
   
  
 

    2. A Surprise Guest 
 
“What are you doing here?” 
 
There was a pressure in my chest that had nothing to do with the other, lower pressure I’d been feeling all night. All the way through dinner, I couldn’t keep my eyes off Jess’s body. I didn’t even try. And I was hardly the only one. Every head in the place turned as my wife strutted through the door in her sexy new black leather dress. The waiter’s eyes were practically on stalks as he greeted us. His eyes roamed over Jess’s body as he took our order, as though I wasn’t even there. Despite the sudden spike of possessive anger I felt, I could hardly blame him. Jess looked phenomenal. You’d have to be something other than human to look anywhere else. 
 
I say all this so that you'll know the state I was in. Dinner was probably delicious, but I wouldn't know. I barely tasted it. I can tell you it seemed to last forever, though, the way time drags when you're desperately waiting for something. Hours went by between bites. Whole days passed between courses. Jess, being Jess, ordered dessert too, while I was snarling for the check. She sat there purring over her tiramisu, driving me to madness as I watched her close her eyes and moan in theatrical pleasure around her fork. 
 
When we got back to our room, I swear I was never more ready to fuck someone in my life. And then the bathroom door opened, and Emma stepped out.  
 
Her pink lips, so thick and full they always looked like she’d been kissed by some stinging creature, spread as she smiled. 
 
“Your wife invited me,” she said. “She told me you guys were having a little date night, and she wanted me to join you. So here I am.” 
 
There she was. All hair and hips and lips and tits, the lamplight in the hotel room glinting in the lenses of her trendy black-framed glasses. My brain didn’t want to believe the evidence of my own eyes. It seemed more probable that I was having a stroke or hallucinations caused by a surfeit of Wagyu beef than that Emma was actually here, in a hotel room with my wife and I. And yet…the male mind is a stupid thing sometimes. Or maybe it’s not the mind. Whatever weird alchemy it is that allows desire to bypass the careful circuitry of the brain. It was working on me already, while I tried to suppress the idea that had sprang into my mind, fed by too much wine and far too much arousal. 
 
“Why?” A single word was about all I could manage as I turned to my wife. My mouth was dry, and my heart was kicking methodically against the inside of my chest like a sullen teenager bouncing a ball off a wall. Jess’s lips, painted the seductive dark red of overripe fruit, thinned just a little as she smiled. Her hair shone in the light like the bronze doors of some ancient temple, wreathed in the smoke of incense and desperate prayers. Her glass green eyes flashed, not so much reflecting light as projecting it, as she looked up at me from her chair. A single finger lay vertically across her cheek, the nail painted the same dark red as her lips 
 
“Because I thought it would be fun,” Jess said slowly, as though there was nothing more normal in the world. The straps of her dress shone dully in the light as she shrugged her slender shoulders. “I wanted to mix things up. There’s nothing wrong with a little bit of variety, is there?” 
 
Now I really was excited. The thought that had been growing in my brain, the one I had been trying to either suppress or avoid since it raised its smirking head, was now flexing its muscles and jumping up and down on the spot. I never had a threesome. I never dared suggest it, assuming my wife would dismiss it out of hand. Only in lonely fantasies in the dead of night, while Jess lay sleeping, did I even allow myself to imagine bringing Emma into the bedroom with us. But that was exactly what my wife had done, without even mentioning it to me. I could have sobbed with gratitude at the vistas of pleasure that opened up in front of me. 
 
I turned my eyes towards Emma again. She walked slowly towards me, in the swaying slow motion of a dream you can’t forget. She was wearing a dress, deep blue, a color that set off her clear eyes behind the flashing lenses of her glasses. Her hair was almost supernaturally thick and luscious, cascading in dark waves of rich cocoa over her shoulders. Impossible not to notice the way her dress swelled as it strained to cover the heavy mounds of her breasts before swooping inwards towards her narrow waist. The femininity of her outfit was enhanced, not undercut, by the contrast provided by tall black boots with a lattice of laces up the front, all the way to her knees. The swirl of her skirt over her thighs was enough to ruin a thousand nights of peaceful slumber. Just the way she walked, the mere shape of the space that she occupied with her body, was almost more than I could handle. Emma was more than merely hot, more than simply sexy. She looked like sex incarnate. I don’t know if any woman on earth could have upstaged my wife that night, in her sexy leather dress and artfully slutty makeup. But if anyone could, it was Emma. 
 
And there I was, alone in a hotel room with the two sexiest women I had ever seen. Imagine that. 
 
“I - I guess not,” I stammered in answer to Jess’s question. Emma passed by me, her heeled boots thumping dully on the carpeted floor. A warm wave of her perfume swept over me as she passed, plucking at some mysterious synapse buried in the tangled architecture of my brain. I’d smelled that smell somewhere before. Some hideous halogen hell, no doubt, where her beauty stood out even more against the drab surroundings, like how art gallery walls are painted a flat dull white. Emma passed me by, her swaying skirt stopping just short of brushing my thigh with the closeness of her passing, and I gulped as though I could somehow hope to swallow the situation I found myself in. 
 
Jess's smile raised the fine hairs on the back of my neck. My gorgeous wife had never looked sexier, and that's a fact. And I don't know if it was the black leather she was wearing, or some other cause I couldn't put a name to. But as monstrously desirable as she looked in that moment, I couldn't deny the sense that there was something dangerous about her. Maybe that was part of what made her so impossible to resist. 
 
“Of course not,” Jess said, the sly smile never leaving her face. “This must be a dream come true for you, huh? How many times have you fantasized about this?” 
 
Years of experience made my head shake from side to side, even if I was momentarily unable to speak. No matter what the truth might be, no matter what strange new road my wife had started us down, I knew better than to admit to Jess that I had fantasized about Emma at any point. Even a guy who knows as little about women as I do could see that much. But Jess’s smile only deepened as she looked up at me. Transfixed by her beauty, I barely noticed the slight flicker of her eyes to a point just behind my shoulder before she turned her stare back on me.  
 
So I didn’t know that something was wrong until the handcuffs went on. 
 
Emma moved fast. I vaguely knew that she was somewhere behind me, rummaging in the old-fashioned wooden wardrobe of the hotel room. But Jess had my full attention. It was taking every ounce of my willpower not to throw myself at the vision of sexiness my wife had become. I had very little attention left, even for someone as attention-grabbing as Emma. It’s not as though I forgot she was there. I just didn’t think about it. And by the time I was reminded of her, it was too late.  
 
My wrist felt the sudden cool kiss of metal. Before I could react, Emma pulled my arm behind my back. My elbow bent. I tried to turn, but she was too quick. I cried out in surprise as she gripped my other arm and with a strength that surprised me, brought that one behind me to meet the other. Locks clicked into place. Emma stood back, and I tried to separate my wrists. I failed. I was bound, and the ease with which Emma had restrained me made my cheeks burn with embarrassment. 
 
Over in her low chair, Jess hadn’t moved. Only her eyes showed more life than a statue, flashing and sparkling as she watched me. Inside my pants, my cock throbbed mercilessly. The shock of seeing Emma in our room had made my persistent erection wilt, but it was back in full force now. I was at the mercy of two absolute goddesses, and my body showed just how much it thrilled me as my cock made a bulge in the front of my pants. 
 
Jess's movements were leisurely and languid as she shifted in her seat. Slowly, she uncrossed her long legs. Her leather dress shone like steel as she rose to her feet. My wife stepped towards me, and I watched her come, the deep poetry of her movements plucking at taut strings inside me that sent their notes radiating through the cavern of my chest. Jess took her time. She crossed the few steps between us at a glacial pace. Finally, she stood in front of me. Her eyes peered into mine, the difference in our heights negated by the high heels she wore. There was a searching look in her gaze as her eyes flickered over mine, almost studying me. Uncomfortable, I shifted my weight from foot to foot. Jess's hand stilled me as she placed it flat on my chest. 
 
“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” Jess’s voice was little more than a whisper. She spoke so quietly that I wondered if Emma could even hear, standing a foot or two behind me. “To be taken. To be used. To be…helpless.” Jess’s lips twisted as she spoke the final words, a wry smile of amusement creasing her cheeks. My cock throbbed in the prison of my pants. If she’d been wrong, it might have been easy. I could have protested, argued, made demands. I could have insisted that these beautiful bitches release me, and maybe they would have, and we could have had some more traditional fun.  
 
But Jess wasn’t wrong. Not at all. And it was that, more than the handcuffs Emma had locked onto me, that made me unable to resist what happened next. 
 
   
 
Something changed in the office the minute Emma started working there. It's mostly women that I work with, but there enough men there that a girl like her was never going to go unnoticed. Twenty-six years old and hotter than the surface of the sun. She was bound to create sparks wherever she went. 
 
The women were bound to notice too. And the more insecure members of staff were bound to dislike her. But Emma lived in a kind of bubble, one I've seen before surrounding very attractive people. My wife was the same. When you're a pretty woman, people are nicer to you. Doors open. The world is generally easier. It's hard to be unhappy when you live life on easy mode, and that happiness then feeds into the beauty in a kind of feedback loop. Emma glowed, inside and out. 
 
And she wasn't unaware of it, either. How could she be? Since her teenage years, she'd been the constant object of male attention. She'd learned how to use it. A girl as smart as her was bound to figure that much out. 
 
Emma dressed to impress. I'd never call her style slutty, because it wasn't that. But it was definitely stylish. And maybe just a little bit risque. Just a little. Her skirts a touch tighter than they needed to be. Her heels just that little bit higher. No one ever saw her wear the same outfit twice. It became a daily ritual for me and the other straight guys in the office, to see what she would be wearing. And to groan quietly when she showed up with a smile on her pretty face, looking sexy as hell. The women stared too, for different reasons. There was more than a hint of judgment in those stares. More than a hint of jealousy, too. 
 
Of course, the lives of the beautiful are not problem free. Emma suffered from the curse of pretty girls everywhere. People simply assumed that she would be bad at her job. A girl like that must have been hired for her looks, right? No way she could actually be competent. And since she was a receptionist, and her job was to be the public face of the company, there s some truth to that. But Emma turned put to be remarkably efficient. She was good at what she did, to the chagrin of those determined not to like her. 
 
Our jobs were very different, so there wasn't much reason for Emma and I to talk to one another all that often. Beyond the normal pleasantries one offers to any co-worker, that is. But Emma was friendly with everyone, not just me. She was always willing to have a chat when time allowed. So we got to know each other a little bit, as months turned into years. 
 
It was Fall. I remember because all the women were wearing boots. It was the season of rain and falling leaves, and it was one of those situations were form and function meet. Still early in the morning, I was in the office break room, making a fresh pot of coffee. At that hour, the place was still quiet. I've always liked to get to work early. I find the calm hour or so before most people get in to be one of the most productive times of the day. 
 
The coffee machine burbled like a happy child, and Emma breezed into the break room. Her boots made a loud report on the linoleum floor with every step she took. Being Emma, she was still wearing heels. Her black boots might have been good at protecting her lower legs from the rain and the cold, but they still had to be sexy. The high spike heel on them made sure of that. 
 
"Hi," I said. Emma smiled at me as she tossed her hair back from her face. She always had such long, thick hair. I remember her telling me that before she took a job with us, she had been trained to be a hair stylist. Apparently, she still maintained some of her old skills. 
 
"Hey Tom," she said. "How's it going?" 
 
"Too early to say," I said. "Why are you in so early?" It had to be an hour or so before her shift was due to start. Emma sighed as she fished a mug out of the cupboard, waiting for the coffee to be ready. 
 
"I couldn't sleep," she said. I tried my best not to notice the way her breasts pressed against the front of her shirt while she stood in front of me. 
 
"No? Boy trouble?" Emma smiled. 
 
"Well, boys are always trouble," she said. "Men too, for that matter." 
 
"Makes sense." The coffee sang as I filled my mug, and then hers, the delicious smell filling the small room as I poured. "We're just boys who got taller. That's about the only difference." 
 
"You can say that again," Emma smiled. For someone who claimed to be operating on not enough sleep, she certainly wasn't showing it. She sipped her coffee carefully, but I noticed the slight pink smudge of her lipstick left on the rim of the mug. I found myself wondering what time she had to get up in the morning to make herself look the way she did. 
 
"I like your boots," I said, trying to change the conversation. 
 
"Do you?" Emma looked downwards, turning her foot as she raised one heel from the floor. "I was worried they might be a bit too sexy for the office." 
 
"I don't think so," I shrugged. Emma turned her gaze back to me. Her smile was more than the habitual politeness of a pretty girl to an older co-worker now. Something was glowing in those eyes, something I had to pretend not to notice before I got carried away. "Maybe I'm not the best person to ask." 
 
"Maybe not." Emma was grinning broadly now. "I don't want to look like the office dominatrix, you know?" 
 
"Why not? You could totally pull it off." A bright peal of laughter escaped Emma's painted lips as she threw back her head. Her hair tumbled over her shoulders in long waves, and I didn't miss the opportunity to sneak a quick glance at the enticing swell of her chest again. 
 
"You think so?" Emma chuckled. "Maybe I should. Maybe I should have some slave boys licking these boots." My face remained calm as her gleaming eyes peered into mine. But I knew even as I heard the that I was going to remember her words, just as I was mentally recording the look on her face. A faint tightness in the pit of my stomach told me what I already knew. I was getting excited. But I tried to stay calm as I sipped my coffee. I tried to pretend I wasn't seeing the images I was seeing inside my skull, the ones her words had conjured. 
 
"It's always an option, I guess." Emma's laughter died away as she spoke, but her smile remained. The silence in the break room seemed suddenly heavier than usual. A faint note of panic crept along my spine. The moment felt pregnant with possibilities, and I felt as though I was standing on the edge of a cliff. As though all I needed was the faintest push to topple head first into darkness. And Emma seemed to feel it too. She looked deep into my eyes, and I looked into hers, and the silence stretched out around us, each of us busy with thoughts the other could only guess. 
 
"Well, I guess I should keep it in mind," Emma said at last. She spoke quietly, but the sound of her words was still jarring after the heavy silence they had pierced. She took another sip of coffee. Then she raised her foot and slammed her heel down against the floor with a loud crack that made me jump. "Now. Get back to work." Her tone was commanding, but playfully so. 
 
"Yes ma'am," I grinned. Emma giggled as I turned, coffee in hand, to make my way to my office. I was relieved to be able to turn my back on her so that she wouldn't notice the growing bulge in the front of my pants. 
 
It meant nothing, of course, our little flirtation. But it stayed with me. I couldn't complain about the sex life I had with Jess, but men are still men. The memory of her words and her voice and the look on her face rose up in my mind at odd times. And I'll admit. Sometimes I deliberately relived it. And embellished it. Imagining what might have happened if I were a bolder or a weaker man, while the hot water of the shower made glistening trails down my body. 
 
The problem started there. 
 
I don't even remember how I ended up on a messenger app with her. I just know that I did. During the day, when things were slow at the office, we might send each other a text or two. A joke or a stupid meme. Just a harmless office flirtation to pass the time. But I should have known better. These waters are dangerous for a married man. I never even thought to put a lock on my phone. And one fateful day, I came back from the bathroom to find Jess's eyes flashing at me, the way they did when she was really mad. 
 
"What's this?" She had my phone in her hand as she sat on the sofa at home. I tried to fight against my rising sense of panic as my brain whirred, a rat in a box looking for a way to escape. 
 
"What's what?" 
 
"Who the fuck is Emma?" 
 
"Emma? Just some woman at work. Why?" 
 
"Why have you been messaging her?" 
 
"Why? Just for work." 
 
"For work?" Jess's eyebrows climbed her forehead in outraged surprise. Her blazing eyes returned to the screen of my phone, darting from side to side as she read. "'How do my boots look today?'" she quoted, while fear gripped my trembling heart. "'Sexy, Mistress.'" I tried to force a smile onto my face, but the look in my wife's eyes stopped it cold. 
 
"That?" I said. "That's just a running joke. She was wearing these boots one day, and she said - " 
 
"Are you cheating on me?" Jess cut through my explanation. Her nostrils flared angrily, and her lips trembled. 
 
"What? No! Of course not! I would never do that!" I was pretty sure I wouldn't, anyway. I'd be lying if I said the thought hadn't crossed my mind, though. More and more in recent times, if the truth is told. 
 
Anyway, as you can imagine, there were tears and recriminations and explanations. We ended up going to counseling over it. I agreed to delete the messaging app from my phone. From that point forward, my conversation with Emma at the office was restricted to simple pleasantries. I saw the look on her face as she noticed the change in my attitude, but she said nothing. Maybe she guessed what had happened. But we never talked about it. Our flirty little friendship withered and died. 
 
   
 
A year. A full four seasons whirled between then and now. In a way, our fancy dinner that evening had been a kind of commemoration. Not of the fight we had had, but of the successful way we had navigated past it. 
 
And now Emma was here. In our hotel room. And I was in handcuffs. 
 
My heart thumped steadily under the hands that Jess held against my chest. Without a word of warning, she suddenly pushed. I fell backward, and the hotel mattress bounced underneath me as I fell. My cuffed hands were trapped under me. 
 
Jess moved quickly. Her leather dress whispered as she crouched, and I felt her pull off my shoes and socks. Kneeling between my legs, she reached for my belt and, unbuckling it, drew it from my waist with a sibilant hiss. Setting it to one side, she then undid my pants. Emma stood behind her, her glowing eyes framed by her glasses as she smiled wickedly down at me. My cock sprang free as Jess undressed me, pulling my bunched pants and underwear off over my feet. I still wore my shirt, but I was naked in every way that mattered as I gazed up at the two women, panting. 
 
"I think he's excited," Jess giggled. I tried not to groan in pleasure as she wrapped her fingers around my throbbing shaft. 
 
"Looks that way," Emma smirked. "I guess you were right. He really does like this stuff." 
 
Jess shuffled forward on her knees. I could hardly believe what I was seeing as she brought her face towards me, her lips parted as she extended her tongue. Right in front of my watching co-worker, my wife ran her tongue along my throbbing manhood, from base to tip. I writhed to her touch as she teased me expertly, swirling her tongue just the way she knew I liked. 
 
It was impossible to believe that such a thing was happening. But what happened next was even more unbelievable. Jess inched across the floor to make room as Emma stepped forward and kneeled on the floor beside her. Her movements were tentative at first, but Jess smiled encouragement at the younger woman as she reached out and touched my trembling cock. Emma's painted nails ran lightly along the underside of my shaft while Jes licked it again, and I moaned loudly in desperate pleasure brought to me by the almost cruel sensations. 
 
"This could be the best night of your life if you play your cards right," Jess said, in between long legs of my cock. "Two girls, ready to play with you. All you have to do is...exactly what we say." I felt the warm breath as Emma snorted with laughter, her thick cascading hair tickling my bare thigh as she, too leaned her face in close to my erection. Encouraged by a smile from Jess, Emma ran her wet tongue over my cock, and I practically sobbed in pleasure at the feel of it. 
 
"Ok," I said, nodding my head frantically as I peered down the length of my body at the two women in front of me. "I'll do whatever you say. Please, I'll do anything. Just...fuck me." The women both laughed loudly, delighted by my sudden capitulation. Two hands gripped my cock at once, holding it possessively. Both Emma and Jess. I felt as though I was about to pass out from the intense pleasure. 
 
"Well that was easy," Jess giggled. 
 
"I know," Emma smirked. Behind her glasses, her eyes stayed fixed on me, even as she spoke to my wife. "Someone told me once that men are just taller versions of boys. Little boys need to be told what to do, I guess." 
 
"I guess so," Jess said. "It's a good thing we're here to tell him then." The women glanced at each other, smiling together. I couldn't even imagine how the two of them had come to talk to each other, let alone plan all this. I didn't really try. I was too caught up in rampant desire, too filled with irresistible need to sweat over the details. Set beside my almost unbearable need to cum, everything else seemed utterly unimportant. 
 
And now the women leaned forward together. And now two tongues swirled over and around my cock at once, making me howl in pleasure as Emma and Jess shared my manhood like it was the sweetest ice cream. The metal cuffs bit into my wrists as I struggled and thrashed on the bed, but there was no escape. I was their prisoner, forced to endure a pleasure that was almost painful in its unbelievable intensity. 
 
"Jess," I babbled, mouthing my wife's name without even knowing what I intended to say. "Please. Emma!" 
 
The girls pulled back. While my cock throbbed in the empty air, they shared a look of unalloyed amusement. Emma's glasses flashed as she turned her bright, cruel gaze back on me. 
 
"Emma?" she said, placing each word slowly and deliberately while Jess chortled with laughter. "It's Mistress to you." 
 
    


 
   
  
 

  3. A New Humiliation 
 
I’d never dreamed a moment exactly like this, I have to admit. My imagination just isn’t that rich, I guess. But I knew, even as I was in the moment, panting as I lay back on the plushy hotel bed and craned my neck to look at the two women standing in front of me, that this was an image that would be engraved in my memory forever. 
 
I don't know if my wife had ever looked sexier than she did that night. Of course, the position I was in had something to do with that. Jess had never displayed anything like this kind of dominance, this kinkiness. I had never asked her to. But as she stood above me, her leather dress shining in the light of the hotel room, her red hair shining like silk spun from flames, it seemed insane that I had ever jeopardized my relationship with this woman for some silly office flirtation. 
 
And yet. Looking at Emma, standing beside my wife with a wicked smile on her pretty face, it wasn’t hard to see why I had done what I had done. The girl was gorgeous. Blonde highlights shone among the sorrel tresses of her hair as they tumbled down her shoulders. The thick black frames of her glasses accentuated the glittering marine blue of her eyes. Her dress, also blue, hugged her body as though it had grown around her, as though it was a part of her, accentuating every curve of the body it both covered and flaunted at the same time. Emma looked magnificent. Like a kid in a candy store, I hardly knew where to look. My head darted from side to side as I devoured both women with my hungry gaze. And predictably, my cock throbbed steadily, my arousal obvious to the two beauties looking down at me as I lay on the bed, cuffed and exposed.  
 
"I love it when he begs," Emma giggled, and Jess flashed her a toothy grin before turning her gaze back to me. The two women were getting on like old friends. Any anger Jess might have harbored from my ill-advised flirtation with Emma seemed to be directed entirely at me, not at the other woman. Which, I had to admit grudgingly, was only fair. Se was supposed to have forgiven me. All part of the healing process, the therapist had said. But the green glitter in Jess's eyes told me she had forgiven nothing, forgotten nothing. 
 
Still, if this was my wife’s way of making me pay for my bad behavior, it wasn’t exactly the worst thing ever. 
 
“I know,” Jess grinned. “It’s just so…pathetic.” Both women burst out laughing, and a shiver raced along my spine as though someone had just dumped a bucket of ice water on top of me. Jess was still bubbling with laughter as she spoke to me. 
 
“You wanted to fuck her so badly,” she smirked, indicating Emma with a sideways nod of her head. “I bet you never imagined it like this, did you?” 
 
“Maybe he did,” Emma said, to another gale of laughter from Jess. 
 
“No, Jess,” I panted, still out of breath as my body focused solely on arousal, my cock quivering with desire like the mast of a ship in a raging storm, “I - I didn’t.” 
 
“You didn’t want to fuck me?” Something dangerous glittered in Emma’s eyes as she sneered at me. “What, am I not good enough for you?” 
 
“No. I - It’s just that…” my words trailed off. The women were enjoying this, enjoying my discomfort. There was nothing I could say, I realized, that wasn’t going to get me into more trouble. Jess and Emma had clearly already decided between themselves how the night was going to go. And I wasn’t entirely sure of my own feelings, even after all the talking and the therapy. I had never cheated in Jess. I never thought of myself as the kind of person who would do something like that. Emma was gorgeous, of course, and the coarse animalistic part of my brain couldn’t see a body like hers without wanting it on some level. If she had responded to my flirtation with just a little more interest, would I have done something worse? We’d never know for sure. But I could see I was about to pay the price. 
 
“So which is it?” Jess demanded. “Do you want to fuck her or not?” Emma’s lips narrowed as she pressed them together, as though to hold back a burst of laughter that otherwise threatened to escape. Under their eyes, blue and green, I squirmed as I racked my mind for the right answer to give them. 
 
“You’re very beautiful,” I said to Emma, trying to force my breathing to slow down as I spoke. “But I love my wife.” 
 
“Aww, honey,” Jess cooed. Her leather dress whispered around her thighs as she stepped across the room towards me. Emma’s eyes moved behind her glasses, watching Jess go. The deep view down the front of Jess’s dress as she bent over me plucked at the taut strings of desire inside me as I looked up at her. “That’s sweet,” she said, smiling down at me. “But that’s not what she asked. It’s obvious that you want to fuck her. I mean, look at her. What man wouldn’t? You don’t have to pretend.” 
 
Jess’s hand reached between my legs, and I sighed with relief, expecting her to take my hard cock in her hand again. But she didn’t. Instead, I felt her fingers tighten around my balls, and my eyes went wide as she squeezed. It wasn’t hard. Not hard enough to hurt. But there was no doubt that Jess had my full attention now as she gripped my testicles in one hand. 
 
"These things get you into all sorts of trouble, don't they?" Jess grinned. I groaned as she squeezed my balls rhythmically. "But if you want to fuck her, you're going to have to beg. Get up." I yelped in pain as Jess tugged on my scrotum. Hindered by my cuffed hands, I scrambled to my feet as quickly as I could while my wife continued to pull on my testicles. Once I had risen to my feet, Jess released my sack and raised both hands to my shoulders. She pushed down, and I sank to my knees, my stomach fluttered in fear and shame and excitement as I did what she wanted. Her hips spread out before me as I kneeled in front of her, the leather dress shining with dark luster as she moved. My mouth began to water as I thought of what lay under that dress. Her body, so close to me that I could feel the warmth that rose from her, the smell of her perfume and the leather of her dress filling the air around me. Being so close to her without being able to do what I wanted was like a powerful intoxication, unlike anything I had experienced before. I always wanted my wife. The years of our marriage had done nothing to blunt the edge of her beauty. And the sex we had shared over the years made me want her more, not less. But I had never wanted her like this. Like my desire was a physical ache. Like I would die if I couldn't have her. I was exactly where she wanted me. And knowing that sent another dark thrill racing through my body as I gazed up at her. 
 
But Jess stepped aside. Her dress shone over the shape of her thigh as she backed off, and Emma smiled down at me, the strange fire in her eyes seeming to grow by the minute as my humiliation went on. She was absolutely beautiful, no doubt about that. All the times that I had seen her in the office, admiring her from afar in the stylish clothes she always wore. And now here she was in my hotel room, fully clothed but clearly excited, while my exposed cock raged uncontrollably. No, I felt like saying to Emma as I kneeled in silence. For all the things I might have imagined doing with her, I had never pictured anything like this. 
 
Jess stood beside me. I felt her fingers running through my short hair as she petted me affectionately, and the motion of her hand seemed to create tiny sparks that crackled all over my skin. Just that, a simple touch of her hand, was enough to make me tremble. That was the state that I was in. And when Jess's hand tightened, gripping my hair in the fist that formed on top of my head, my cock throbbed that much harder as she effortlessly took control of me again. 
 
“Beg her.” Jess’s dress creaked as she bent at the waist. Her dark red lips brushed against my ear as she spoke. I could feel her hot breath on my skin. “Beg her to fuck you. And make it convincing.” Jess’s teeth nipped at my earlobe, and I closed my eyes for a moment as desire flowed through me. I opened them again to see Emma smiling down at me. She stood with her hands behind her back, a posture that forced her breasts out from her chest to strain the front of her blue dress. Her feet were apart, and a tantalizing glimpse of her thighs showed between the top of her tall boots and the hem of her dress. It was more encouragement than I needed. Emma was beautiful, and I had wanted her since the minute I saw her, even with a stunning wife at home.  
 
“Please,” I croaked, as Jess stood beside me, holding my hair in her fist, “please…fuck me.”  
 
There was a pause. Just a moment of silence in the hotel room we shared, as though Emma and Jess had been unsure of what I might do. Then both of them erupted in a torrent of cruel laughter. 
 
“Awww,” Emma pouted, her full lips made even thicker by her mocking facial expression. “Poor little guy. He wants me so bad.” 
 
"Of course he does," Jess giggled. I groaned as she raised one foot and tapped the toe of her high heel pump against the underside of my cock, making it bounce stiffly in the air. "This boner has got him into so much trouble now. And you forgot to say the magic word." I didn't even realize that my wife had shifted from talking to Emma to address me before a stinging slap cracked against my cheek. I stared up at Jess in utter shock, but her cool gaze offered me nothing. In the center of dark pools of eyeshadow, her green eyes glowed as she studied my face. 
 
“Mistress,” I barked, suddenly remembering the title Emma had demanded for herself. The one I had called her first, I recalled to my own shame. It had all been a game, a harmless flirtation to pass the time at work. I never thought it would lead to this. And if I had? I didn’t have time to answer the question in my own mind. The two dominant women wanted more from me. 
 
“Please, Mistress,” I begged, while my heart contracted with deep embarrassment. “Please fuck me, Mistress Emma.” I pushed away thoughts of how our relationship would change after this. How could I possibly work alongside her after this? It didn’t matter. The roaring of lust in my blood would not allow for more rational thoughts. 
 
“Get over there. You should be groveling at her feet.” Jess released her grip on my hair, shoving my head away from her roughly as she stepped back. Emma giggled again. She was standing now with her hands on her hips, grinning as she looked down at me. Jess’s breasts swelled in the low neckline of her sexy dress as she folded her arms. The look on her face told me she was completely serious. 
 
And so, to Emma’s obvious delight, I shuffled across the floor on my knees towards her.  
 
Emma seemed to grow taller as I approached. I kneeled on the floor in front of her, and she loomed over me, smiling down with the light catching in stray strands of her voluminous hair and sparkling back off her glasses. The darkness under her dress called to me, making my cock throb urgently as I gazed up at her. My lips were dry and trembling as I tried again. 
 
“Please, Mistress,” I begged. “Please let me cum.” Emma snorted with laughter as she looked down on me. 
 
“Kiss her feet,” Jess demanded from behind me. “Beg her properly.” My cheeks burned with shame as Emma giggled. Slowly, I bent at the waist, lowering my face down toward Emma’s feet. 
 
“Oh my god, he’s actually doing it!” Jess’s surprise was obvious in her voice as she cackled deliriously. 
 
“I knew it,” Emma smirked. “He’s just a pathetic bootlicker deep down. He never could keep his eyes off my boots.” 
 
“Is that right, Tom? You like boots?” 
 
“Yes,” I mumbled, my lips brushing against the toe of Emma’s tall boots as I kissed them. I was completely humiliated, of course, but my cock was throbbing as though it was ready to burst with desire.  
 
“You should lick them,” Jess said, and I did. I heard Emma’s laughter as I licked the smooth leather of her boots, groveling at her feet like a beaten dog while she watched from high above. 
 
“I wish I had known what you were into years ago,” Jess mused. “You could have been worshiping me like this the whole time.” 
 
“You mean he doesn’t?” Emily said, shifting her feet slightly as I licked and kissed my way up towards her knees. “He should be worshiping the ground you walk on. That’s a husband’s job, isn’t it?” 
 
“It should be,” Jess sighed. “But once they get what they want, guys get lazy.” 
 
“Well then, you just have to stop giving him what he wants.” The women giggled again, and fear gripped my stomach with claws of ice. 
 
"Please…" I moaned against the leather of Emma's boot. But my cries went unheeded. The women were busy planning my future now, and my input was utterly unnecessary. 
 
“You mean I should stop having sex with him?” 
 
“Not if you don’t want to,” Emma said. “But he should have to earn it first, don’t you think? I mean, look at you. Any man would be willing to do anything to get you into bed. A little bit of worship is really the least he could do.” 
 
Jess giggled unseen behind me.  
 
“Maybe you’re right,” she said. 
 
“I know I’m right,” said Emma. “Trust me. Make it so he doesn’t get to cum until you give him permission, ever. Then you’ll see just how obedient a man can be.” Jess shrieked with laughter at Emma’s words. But under the outrage, I could practically hear the gears turning in my wife’s head.  
 
“That does sound like fun,” she said. I felt the vibrations of Jess’s footsteps through the floor as she walked slowly towards me. “I could use a little adoration from time to time.” The creak of Jess’s leather dress told me that she was close, a moment before a weight on my back almost crushed me to the floor. I readjusted my position, spreading my knees wider to take the load. My wife was sitting on top of me, perching herself on my shoulders while I groveled at Emma’s feet. I could feel the leather of her dress, warmed by the heat of her body, against my skin, and the softness of the flesh below made my stomach ache with desire for her. 
 
“It’s no more than every woman deserves, for putting up with their bullshit,” Emma went on. “Once you realize the power you have, there’s no going back. Besides, look how much he’s enjoying himself.” 
 
Jess giggled. Enjoyment might be too strong a word. But there was no way to hide the way my cock was surging with arousal as the two women gloated over me. Emma was right about that. The pressure of desire inside me was so great that I would do just about anything. My need to cum pushed away all other thoughts. Licking Emma's sexy boots seemed a small price to pay at that moment for the potential pleasures that awaited me. 
 
“I never really got all this submission stuff,” Jess said. I could feel her fingers in my hair again, petting me as I continued to lick Emma’s boots. “But I have to say, it’s pretty hot.”  
 
“The best part is that you’re in control,” Emma said. “If you want to do something, you just do it. And the wilder it is, the better. He’ll love you for it. And you’ll have the perfect husband. One who does exactly what he’s told.” The women shared another laugh at that. I felt Jess’s weight lift off me again as she stood, and her heels carried her towards the bed. Her glowing body was visible in the corner of my eye as she sat down on the mattress and crossed her legs, her dress tightening around her.  
 
“That’s true,” Jess said. “I’ve been teasing him all night, too. I bet he’ll do just about anything to have sex with either one of us.” 
 
“I bet he will,” Emma said. “But he definitely hasn’t earned that yet.” Now it was Emma’s hand in my hair, and she was far rougher than Jess. I cringed as I rose up on my knees, pulled upright by Jess’s grip on my hair.  
 
“From now on, you have to earn your orgasms,” Emma snarled at me. Behind her glasses, her blue eyes flashed dangerously. “Got it?” 
 
“Yes, E - Mistress,” I remembered. Emma’s free hand swung towards my face, slapping me hard, and I heard Jess gasp in shock as she watched. 
 
“Good,” Emma said. “Now get over there and worship your wife the way you should.” Emma let go of my hair, and I shuffled towards Jess. My wife looked absolutely divine as she sat on the bed in her tight leather dress, smiling down at me as I approached. Her pretty face radiated pure joy and the thrill of conquest. Her raised foot bobbed slightly in the air in front of me as I lowered my face towards it. 
 
“Thank her,” Emma demanded. “Thank your wife for allowing you the privilege of kissing her feet.” 
 
"Thank you, Jess," I said as I pressed my lips to the patent leather of her shoe. "Thank you for letting me kiss your feet." Jess's boobs rose and fell in the top of her dress as she sighed happily. Cocking her head to one side, she watched with a broad smile on her face as I debased myself before her. 
 
“How often do you two have sex?” Jess raised her head at Emma’s question. 
 
“I don’t know,” she said. “A couple of times a week.” 
 
“Is he always pestering you for it?” 
 
“Sometimes,” Jess smiled. That was the simple truth. My attraction to my wife had gotten stronger over the years rather than diminishing. I’d have had sex with her every chance I got if she allowed it.  
 
“Well, from now on, he should get down on his knees and beg. Every time,” Emma said. “So that he never forgets his place.” 
 
“What do you think, honey?” Jess’s dress sighed as she lowered her foot to the floor and recrossed her legs with the other foot in front of me now. “Are you going to beg me for sex from now on?” 
 
“Yes,” I moaned as I kissed her foot. “Please, Jess, please!” 
 
“See?” Emma giggled. “You own his cock. You own his orgasms. Every single one he has should be a gift from you.” 
 
“Is that what you want, Tom? You want me to take control of your cock?” 
 
“Yes,” I panted as I rained kisses down on Jess’s foot. “Please, Jess!” 
 
“Ok,” Jess giggled. “From now on, you only get to cum when I say so. Not a minute before.” I groaned against Jess’s foot as Emma laughed behind me. Even if it was what I wanted in the red heat of an intense moment, I knew I would come to regret submitting so easily. And yet I couldn’t stop myself. 
 
“See?” Emma cackled. “It’s so easy.” The younger woman reappeared in my line of sight. The mattress sank under her weight as she sat beside Jess. Her dress had been discarded now, and her toned yet curvaceous body was covered only by lacy red underwear. I noticed that she had kept her boots on, though. And as I watched, still licking and kissing my wife’s feet, Emma struggled out of her panties and dropped them on the floor beside the bed. 
 
“This is so hot,” she grinned, and Jess nodded. 
 
"I never knew it could be so much fun to have a man lick your shoes," she said. 
 
"That's not the only thing he should be licking. Get up here, bitch." Jess shrieked with laughter at the insult as Emma snarled at me. Raising my head from Jess's foot, I saw that Emma was perched on the edge of the bed with her legs spread. A dark strip of pubic hair, neatly trimmed, led down to the pink lips of her pussy. The office hottie was giving me a front-row view of her sex, and my cock danced with anticipation as I looked at her. 
 
Still, lost in lust as I was, there were still some instincts of caution rattling around in my fragmented brain. I glanced up at Jess. She held my gaze for what seemed like a very long time. So long, in fact, that I almost felt as though I was getting lost in the green whirlpool of her eyes. Finally, silently, with a sly smile on her face, she nodded. 
 
And I lunged forward. Emma sighed happily as my lips met hers, and the sound of me kissing her pussy filled the old hotel room. I heard Jess’s dress creak beside me as she bent over for a closer look, and my cock throbbed at the sheer naughtiness of the situation. My wife was watching me lick another woman’s pussy. Such an idea would have been unthinkable a few hours earlier. Emma moaned as the taste of her filled my mouth, and I ran my tongue along the softness of her lips before carefully parting them and sliding inside.  
 
“That’s it,” Jess purred. “Make her cum. Don’t embarrass me.” I felt my wife’s hand on the back of my head, pushing me deeper as my face was pressed against Emma’s skin. Emma cried with delight, lying back on the bed as she threw on leg over my shoulder. I moved with her, shifting on my knees to get a better angle, and I groaned as the shaft of my cock brushed against the leather of Emma’s boot. 
 
“Oh fuck,” Emma panted. “That’s it. That’s it!” 
 
“Don’t forget about that clit.” I couldn’t miss the new note of aggression in my wife’s voice as she spoke, guiding my face over Emma’s dripping flesh with her hand. “Get your nose in there.” Emma squirmed underneath me as I rubbed her engorged clit with the tip of my nose, Jess guiding my head in small circular motions. My chin was already dripping with Emma’s juices and the thought that I was pleasing such a sexy woman excited me further. Not to mention the feel of her boot against my cock. I was unable to keep myself from rubbing my shaft against her leg as I ate her out. And if Emma even noticed through the clouds of pleasure that engulfed her, she said nothing about it.  
 
I licked and kissed Emma’s pussy while my wife continued to bark directions at me, and in no time at all, the younger woman was arching her back and raising her hips off the mattress, pushing her pussy into my face in a spasm I knew well. I was breathless with lust as I drank down the nectar of her passion, almost drunk with desire and need.  
 
Emma screamed. Her body stiffened and suddenly relaxed. Her orgasm raced through her like an electric shock, making her convulse against my mouth as her juices poured over my tongue. 
 
And it proved too much. Her trembling legs rubbed against my cock, and I felt the familiar tightness in my stomach, and I groaned into Emma’s convulsing pussy as I erupted. My jumping cock spewed hot cum all over the floor beneath me, all over my coworker’s boots, all over everything. As Emma relaxed and Jess relinquished her grip on the back of my head, I sat back on my knees, gasping for air. 
 
Jess grinned at me. But the grin soon fell from her face as her eyes traveled down my body to see the last residue of my orgasm leaking from the end of my cock. I opened my mouth and closed it again. There was nothing I could say. There was no way for me to hide what had happened. 
 
“Did you just cum without permission?” Jess’s voice dripped with quiet menace.  
 
“I’m sorry,” I babbled, afraid of what my wife might do to me in the strange new mood that was upon her. “Jess, I - I didn’t mean to.” As I fumbled for an excuse, Emma raised her flushed face from the mattress and grinned. Her eyes were glassy with pleasure, and her lips trembled as she spoke. 
 
“Well then,” she sighed, “I guess your husband needs to be punished.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   4. A Husband’s Punishment 
 
  
 
With the relentless pressure of arousal temporarily abated, things looked very different. 
 
When the blood is up, the strangest things seem normal. You'll do just about anything. I know I would. In the state of abject desire Emma and Jess had gotten me too, virtually no demand seemed too outrageous. All that mattered was that I got to cum. But now, as the white fluid of my orgasm cooled and slowly rolled down the leather of Emma's boot, the full weight of what had been going on came crashing in on me. I was handcuffed, naked from the waist down, kneeling on the floor of a hotel room with the last few drops of cum leaking from my softening cock. My cheeks and chin were still coated with the slick residue of my co-worker's pussy juices. In short, I was in trouble. And the shame of being so utterly dominated by these two beautiful women, that I had been feeling all night as a kind of side dish to my roaring arousal, was now all that I had left. I could feel my skin bristling with red heat as I kneeled on the floor, gazing timidly up at Emma and Jess as they sat on the bed above me. And fear plucked at the taut strings of my nerves as I waited to see what they would do to me next. 
 
Jess was the first to move. Just like me, Emma had recently cum, the two of us achieving orgasm almost simultaneously, albeit in very different ways. I got the sense that Emma was far from done, but her pleasure had made her temporarily sluggish. Not so for Jess. My wife’s tight leather dress shone as she rose to her feet, and her swaying steps carried her briskly past me. She looked so unbelievably good that night, in the dress she had worn to dinner, and despite my recent orgasm, I felt the first stirrings of desire inside me as I watched her walk away from me. Sure, I had cum. But a sad squirt across the boots of the office receptionist was not the release I had had in mind as I watched Jess get ready that night, as she teased me so expertly before we went to dinner. Maybe I shouldn’t have been surprised - after all, this was by far the sexiest situation I had ever found myself in. But deep in my fearful guts, I could feel lust stirring again. 
 
Not that it mattered, really. The girls had made it more than clear that my pleasure counted for nothing that night.  
 
Jess was busy behind me. I could hear her rummaging around, rifling through my pants that lay discarded on the floor. But I didn't turn around. My eyes were fixed on Emma as she lay on the bed above me, her legs still spread and her pussy wet with the orgasm I had given her. She had propped herself up on her elbows, peering down the length of her body at me. Behind her black-framed glasses, her blue eyes glittered. It still seemed hard to believe that the office hottie from my workplace was here, in a hotel room with my wife and I, participating in these kinky games. I was tempted to think it was a dream. But even in dreams, I lacked the imagination to come up with something like this. I guess a part of me had always wanted to fuck Emma. The primal part of a man that can't be civilized out entirely, the part that doesn't care about love or marriage or any of the other restraints we put on ourselves. But I never thought it would actually happen. I never imagined I would ever be running my tongue along those wet lips and hearing her cum. And I certainly never imagined that my wife would be encouraging me. For a tiny moment, a thought flared and died in my brain like a shooting star in a desert sky. Wait until the guys at work hear about this, I thought for a moment before common sense kicked in. I was never going to tell anyone about this. The way my wife and Emma had taken control of me and made me into their humble sex slave wasn't a story I was ever going to share with anyone. I fervently hoped as fresh fear gripped my stomach in its claws, that what happened that night would stay between the three of us. 
 
I saw Emma's eyes rise from mine to a point above my head. Her grin broadened. Her full breasts heaved inside her bra as she sat up. Bending at the waist, she reached toward me, and I winced as she seized a handful of my short hair. She pulled, and I inched forward, rising from my knees as she pulled me upwards. Emma was not gentle. She pulled me towards her, positioning me so that I stood beside her as she sat on the edge of the bed. Then, still without saying a word, she pulled me down towards her now crossed legs. I bent over her lap the way she clearly wanted, and I heard Emma giggle with delight as I lay across her legs, my soft cock brushing against her bare thighs. The silkiness of her skin almost made me groan as I clumsily maneuvered myself on top of her. She parted her thighs, just slightly, and her busy hand underneath me fed my cock into the gap between her legs. Finally, I was lying across her lap with my manhood trapped between her crossed legs, my hands bound uselessly behind me. I had to stay on my tiptoes to keep my balance, while my head hung down toward the floor. The position was as embarrassing as it was vulnerable. My bare ass was raised into the air, and I heard a loud slap echo through the hotel room as Emma playfully spanked me. 
 
“Such a bad boy,” she teased, the pout of her full red lips audible in her voice. “Cumming without his wife’s permission. You don’t get to do that anymore.” I hissed between my teeth as Emma brought her hand down on my ass again. The blows didn’t really hurt, at least not yet. That is to say, all they really hurt was my pride. All I could see was the floor, Emma’s boots in front of me still shining with my cum. The blood was rushing to my head, but I didn’t want to look up. I didn’t want to see the look on my wife’s face as she watched another woman spank me like a naughty child.  
 
But Jess wasn’t just going to sit back and watch. 
 
   
 
My wife was a sight to behold as she swayed her way down the corridor of the hotel. The spike heels she wore exaggerated her movements, and the swing of her hips was like a hypnotist’s watch, pulling me along behind her as though I had no will of my own. Inside my pants, my cock raged, cruelly hard from the teasing she had given me inside the hotel room before we left for dinner. It only made her sexier, knowing what those hands had been doing just moments before. She looked so elegant, for all the wild sexiness of her outfit, and it was a giddy thrill to know just how dirty this beautiful woman could be behind closed doors. I couldn’t wait to get her back to the room, the dinner we had long prepared for more of a nuisance to me now than anything else. 
 
Jess turned heads everywhere. The staff members in the grand old hotel were well trained, offering professionally friendly greetings as we passed. But I saw the way their eyes lingered on her, either in jealousy or unconcealed desire. I didn’t need to keep my eyes on the men we passed to know that their eyes were following Jess down the corridor, entranced by the way the tight leather shone on her hips and toned stomach and hinted at the shape of her thighs with every step she took. Other guests were even worse. Some openly stared, not even bothering to hide their expressions of open desire for my wife. Looking the way she did, I could hardly blame them. But common sense never stopped the red spike of jealousy stabbing a man’s heart, no matter what the situation. 
 
The maitre d’ at the hotel restaurant was all discreet charm. He managed somehow to keep his eyes from dropping to the generous cleavage Jess’s dress exposed, which was more than I could have done in his position. Jess carried no purse, not even a clutch. When a woman looks the way she did in that dress, she doesn’t need anything more. She stood in front of the young man in his dark suit, her hands smoothing her dress over her hips, and I wondered if it was really necessary for her to breathe quite so deeply, or whether that was purely for his benefit. My wife, it seemed, had grown into quite the tease. 
 
"Right this way," the maitre d' smoothly said as I gave him my name. We followed, Jess leading the way as she followed the man through the maze of white tables, her leather dress whispering and sighing as though it, too, couldn't get enough of the body it clung to. I had at least the consolation of knowing that no one was looking at me as I hurried along behind my wife, trying to conceal the unyielding hard-on in my pants. Heads turned as we passed, but every eye was on Jess. The way her red hair shone in the restaurant's dim light. The eye-catching contrast of her pale shoulders against the deep black leather. The maddening shape of her body that the dress revealed, enough to drive a man insane if he couldn't have it. No, no one was going to notice me. But I was still glad to be able to take a seat as Jess folded her body into the chair the host held out for her. 
 
“Your waiter will be along shortly,” the host smirked. 
 
"Thank you," Jess smiled up at him, her makeup and the shifting light of the candle on the table conspiring to cast subtle shadows on her face that made her gorgeous green eyes stand out all the more. The host's resolve finally wavered. I saw his eyes dip, just for a moment, drawn towards the mouth-watering globes of flesh that pressed against the front of my wife's dress. He regained control of himself almost at once and hurried away. Jess was still smiling as she turned to me. 
 
“I think we should start with a bottle of wine,” she said. 
 
"A whole bottle?" I wouldn't have minded normally. We didn't come to this place to save money, after all. It wasn't the money that bothered me now. It was the time it would take to drink. But the look in my wife's eyes told me it would be unwise to complain. Reluctantly, I parted the pages of the wine menu. Across the table, I could feel her watching me. Studying me. Whatever had gotten into Jess, I knew this would be no ordinary night. And all I wanted to do was take her back upstairs and pound her beautiful body into the hotel mattress. 
 
The waiter came and went, after taking our order and treating himself to a shameless look at Jess's tits. I helped myself too, watching her boobs rise and fall with every breath she took in the bobbing candlelight. The wine arrived, and I barely tasted it as I went through the ritual of determining whether it was corked or not. Jess watched it all with the same sly smile, content, for now, to let me play my role as her husband. She sipped carefully from her glass, leaving a smudge of dark lipstick behind that was almost the same color as the wine. Suddenly, she laughed. The bright pealing sound turned heads from the tables nearest us as she threw back her head, her hair shining in the low light. 
 
“God, you want me so bad, don’t you?” she said, her voice a low purr now. I glanced around nervously. The diners at the neighboring tables had returned to their own conversations, but I kept my voice just above a whisper as I replied to her. 
 
“Yes,” I said. “Come on, let’s make this quick so we can get back to the room.” 
 
“Oh, I don’t think so.” Jess’s wine glass flashed as she lifted it and took another sip. The level of liquid barely seemed to change. “I didn’t get dressed up like this just so you could paw at me like a piece of meat. I want to enjoy this dinner.” Her eyes sparkled as they moved, and her smile was chilling as she studied my face. “And I’m definitely enjoying this,” she added. “Knowing how worked up you are. How badly you want to fuck me.” 
 
I glanced nervously around again. No one seemed to have heard. 
 
“I do,” I admitted, as Jess’s white teeth shone in a wide grin. “You know I do.” 
 
“So why were you flirting with that skank at your office?” I grimaced. It was a year since the incident with Emma, almost to the day. Neither of us had mentioned it yet, but it was the whole reason I had whisked Jess away for a date night in the way I had. I supposed the question was inevitable at some point. But that didn’t mean I welcomed it. 
 
“This again?” I said. “It was a mistake, Jess. A stupid mistake. I don’t know how many times I need to apologize. You’re all I ever wanted, and I haven’t talked to her in a year. Can’t we just enjoy this night?” 
 
“I already am.” Jess’s smile looked beautiful and yet somehow sinister in the shifting candlelight. I had no way of knowing that at that exact moment, Emma was in the hotel, making her way towards our room, furnished with a key my wife had secretly left at reception for her while I was in the shower. They had it all worked out. I was simply the dumb animal blundering into the devious trap these two beauties had set for me. 
 
“Take it out,” Jess said. She leaned forward, her hands flat on the table, and my cock throbbed at the way her boobs swelled in the top of her dress as they rested on her hands. 
 
“What?” 
 
"You heard me." The smile never wavered on Jess's face. "No one will see if you're careful. Take your cock out under the table." 
 
“I’m not doing that.” 
 
“No?” Jess raised one eyebrow quizzically as she studied my face. The smile on her lips, beautiful as it was, was starting to aggravate me. Her leather dress creaked quietly as she sat back in her chair. “That’s funny. I thought you wanted to fuck me later.” 
 
“I - I do,” I hissed. Now it was my turn to lean across the table towards her, trying to hide our conversation from any prying ears. 
 
“Then you need to do what I want,” Jess said. “I thought was quite clear about that. I want to know how badly you want me. I want to feel it while I enjoy my dinner. So take that cock out and show me.” 
 
“Are you serious?” 
 
“Do I look like I’m joking?” 
 
I glanced nervously around the restaurant, trying not to draw unnecessary attention to myself. The ripples caused by Jess's entrance had faded. The white tablecloths were long enough to hide anything that went on under the table. Doubts and fears buzzed like mosquitoes in my brain, but the sparkle in my wife's eyes left me no choice. Carefully, I reached under the table. Jess watched in utter delight while I unzipped my pants and fumbled my erection out. 
 
“Is it out?” she asked. I nodded. 
 
“Yeah,” I sighed. “It’s out.” Jess’s smile was infectious, even as I bristled with shame at what she had made me do. She sat back in her chair, watching my face intently. I tried not to jump as I felt her high heel brush against my thigh. I pressed my lips together as the toe of her shoe tapped gently against my erection. Jess laughed again. 
 
“Good,” she said, “that’s good. Now I want you to stay hard the entire time we have dinner. So that I know you really want me, and no some office floozy.” That wasn’t going to be a challenge. The way Jess looked in her leather dress, combined with the expert teasing she had performed in the room before dinner, were enough by themselves to keep me throbbing hungrily. The feel of her foot on my shaft was only adding to the raging desire inside me. I tried to moderate my breathing, doing my best not to pant like an exhausted dog while my wife watched me squirm.  
 
“Are you ready to order?” I almost jumped again at the sound of the waiter’s voice. Engrossed in the teasing beauty of Jess’s face and body, I hadn’t noticed the young man appear at the side of our table until he spoke. 
 
“Yes,” Jess said as she folded her menu. Turning her face upwards, she fixed the waiting with a dazzling smile, and my cock pulsed as urgently as ever against her shoe. “I know exactly what I want.” 
 
   
 
The bright burst of laughter that erupted from Emma made me nervous. But I had no time even to guess what had so delighted her. There was a sharp crack in the room, much louder than the spanking I had so far received, and I sucked in air as my body stiffened. Then the pain came. Sharp and searing, a broad band of heat cut across my bare ass, the skin seeming to ignite where it had been struck. I hissed the breath I had been holding back out through clenched teeth, fighting against the pain as I squirmed and writhed on Emma's lap. 
 
“Oh my God!” Emma chortled. 
 
"What?" I heard Jess say innocently. "He needs to learn his lesson. No cumming without permission." 
 
“Look at that.” I winced as I felt Emma’s fingers probing the sore area of my ass where I had been struck. “that’s going to leave a mark.” 
 
“Good,” Jess snarled. “I want him to remember what happens when he doesn’t listen.” Emma’s hands vanished, and a slight whistle was all the warning I got before I was struck again. I cried out as new pain burned on my skin, a bright red band crossing the last one.  
 
“Please,” I panted, ignoring the shame that burned almost as hotly inside me as my beaten skin did. “I’m sorry.” 
 
“Are you?” I braced as I heard another whistle, and pain exploded across my skin again. “I’m going to make sure you are. For everything.” Emma shrieked with laughter again as I squirmed and writhed. But the grip of her thighs on my cock kept me in place. And worse than that; the more I moved, the more I could feel my cock swelling again against her legs. Jess beat me remorselessly, and I howled and begged, but all the time my cock was swelling. Emma had to be able to feel it. And I knew I could hope for no mercy from her. 
 
“He’s getting hard again,” Emma laughed. “Maybe he likes being whipped.” 
 
“Good,” I heard Jess growl, moments before she struck me again. “Because I’m starting to like it too.” Emma was delirious with laughter as she held me in place, just as I was delirious with pain. And the stinging blows kept coming, raining down over and over again until the entire surface of my ass felt as though it was burning. My traitorous cock throbbed between Emma’s thighs. The handcuffs bit into my wrists as I struggled uselessly. I was in a sorry state as I cried in pain and begged for forgiveness from my cruel wife. 
 
Finally, the blows stopped. I heard Jess step forward, and I winced as she reached between my legs from behind and took hold of my balls. 
 
"Who owns these balls?" she hissed. I could hear Emma trying to suppress more laughter. But I knew what my wife wanted to hear. And just as earlier I had felt as though I would say or do almost anything to cum, now I felt as though all that mattered was avoiding more pain. Whatever it took. 
 
“You do, Jess,” I meekly said. Jess rewarded me with a slight squeeze that made me yelp. 
 
“Who decides when and how you get to cum?” 
 
“You do, Jess.” 
 
"Your orgasms belong to me now. That's it. I'm taking control of you since you can't control yourself." 
 
“OK, Jess.” Emma was spluttering with laughter as our little drama played out. Shame crawled along my spine, mixing once again with arousal. A loud knock on the door made us all pause. 
 
“Hotel management,” said a voice through the door. 
 
"Oh my God," Emma whispered. There was a pause. Then I felt something being looped around my dangling balls from behind. I hissed as whatever it was drew tight around my scrotum. Hands reached underneath me, pushing my body upwards as Emma uncrossed her legs and released her grip on my thighs. I stood and turned, and Jess crouched quickly as she fed something between my legs. The leather belt from my pants. That's what she had used to beat my aching ass, and that's what was now looped around my balls, its other end in my wife's hand. She raised a finger to her lips, urging me to silence. Then she gave a light tug on the belt, the way someone might encourage a dog to follow as she turned towards the door. Emma clapped a hand over her mouth to stifle her laughter as she watched Jess lead me towards the door. 
 
Silently, my wife pointed to a spot on the floor beside her. To my great relief, I would be hidden from the view of anyone in the hallway. Jess opened the door, and I cowered behind it. 
 
“Sorry to bother you, ma’am,” said a man’s voice. My cock throbbed as I imagined the guy’s reaction to seeing my wife in her sexy leather dress, all made up and impossibly desirable. “We had a noise complaint from this floor.” 
 
“Oh, I’m sorry,” Jess purred. I could hear the smile in her voice as she spoke. She was being charming, and I knew how hard she was to resist when she wanted to be. For any man. “I was just teaching my husband a lesson.” 
 
My eyes went wide with shock. Over on the bed, away from the view of the door, I heard Emma gasp. There was a pause that seemed to go on forever. 
 
“Well, try to keep it down,” the man said at last. 
 
“Of course. Thank you,” Jess said. The door closed. My wife’s pretty green eyes were shining with excitement as she turned to me. 
 
“Well. That was embarrassing,” she smirked. 
 
“Yeah.” What more could I say? She wasn’t the one cuffed and beaten and on the end of an improvised leash. It was my screams of pain that had caused the complaint, my ass that was on fire from the blows of my own belt. Embarrassing hardly did it justice. 
 
“I guess you had better be careful not to piss me off again, huh?” 
 
“Yeah,” I sighed. In her tall heels, Jess could look me directly in the eye, and I was finding it hard to meet her gaze. She was delighted, completely intoxicated with her newfound power.  
 
"Otherwise, I might not let you hide behind the door next time." Jess burst out laughing as she spoke, unable to control her joy at the look on my face. I had no idea if she meant what she said. A few hours ago, I would have considered everything that had happened since dinner to be impossible. I realized with a shudder of fear that I had no way of knowing just how far my wife intended to go. 
 
Jess’s dress groaned as she took a half-step towards me. The smell of her perfume engulfed me in a fragrant cloud as she stood close. The swollen head of my cock, now fully erect, pressed against her thigh as she reached for it. I groaned softly, still fearful of making too much noise, as she ran her fingers up and down my boiling shaft. 
 
“We can do this the hard way, or the easy way.” Jess peered deep into my eyes as she spoke. “You know I can make you feel good. All you have to do is be a good boy, and do exactly what your wife tells you. That’s not so hard, is it?” 
 
“No,” I gasped. Despite my recent orgasm, I was almost sobbing with pleasure as Jess caressed my cock. Desire was plucking at my nerves again, sweeping me away like an avalanche. The red throb of pain in my ass seemed to diminish as my pleasure grew. 
 
"Good," Jess smiled. "Then let's go back to bed and see if you can make it all up to me." Jess turned on her heel. A light tug of the belt made me hurry after her as she strutted across the room, back towards the bed where Emma still sat. I watched my wife's body move under the shining leather, and my cock throbbed mercilessly as I hurried after her. All I wanted was to touch her, to be touched by her, to bury myself in the fantastic body that she had been taunting me with all night. 
 
But Jess was not the type to make idle threats. Anything I wanted from her that night, I knew I was going to have to earn it.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

    5. A New Discovery 
 
"Down." Jess pointed at the floor at the side of the bed as she smoothed her dress over her legs and turned to sit. Judging by the look on her face, she still couldn't quite believe me ready obedience as I sank to my knees in front of the two women. But the burning of my beaten ass was almost as hard to endure as the low throb of my arousal, and both fear and lust compelled me to obey. Jess still held the other end of the belt that was fastened around my balls, and I was terrified of what would happen if she pulled it hard. I didn't think my wife would do that to me, of course. But then, I wouldn't have thought she would use that same belt to whip me, either. This was an entirely new Jess I was confronted. Mean and cruel and selfish and intolerably sexy. 
 
“Do you like being my little bitch?” Emma howled with laughter as my wife questioned me. The answer wasn’t easy. 
 
“Some of it,” I said, to more giggles from the women. 
 
“I bet you do,” Jess smirked. “I bet you liked licking Emma’s pussy, didn’t you?” 
 
“Yes,” I confessed. 
 
“Is that what you dreamed about, when you were sending her all those naughty texts at work? Calling her Mistress?” Emma’s blue eyes darted towards Jess’s face, but my wife’s green stare was fixed on me. 
 
“No,” I said. 
 
“Liar.” I winced as Jess tugged at the belt, the leather growing just a little tighter around my balls. 
 
“It was probably my boots he really wanted to lick,” Emma grinned. She leaned forward and ran one hand up her leather boots as she sat on the bed. “Worship me like the slave boy he is.” 
 
“No,” I said sullenly, while the women laughed at me. 
 
“You wanted to fuck her, didn’t you?” Jess teased, tugging playfully at the belt again. “You wanted to feel her sexy boots wrapped around your waist while you fucked her over and over, didn’t you? Don’t lie to me.” 
 
“Yes,” I mumbled. The truth was obvious. I never intended to cheat on my wife, but there was no point pretending that Emma wasn’t sexy as hell. My wife could see that much for herself. 
 
“Dream on,” Emma giggled. “I only fuck real men. No offense,” she quickly added, turning towards Jess. 
 
“None taken,” Jess smirked, while my heart contracted with shame. “Once a guy squirts his cum on your boots and calls you Mistress, I guess it gets a little hard to take him seriously.” 
 
“It does,” Emma sighed. Her glasses flashed in the light as she cocked her head to one side to look down at me, her blonde-highlighted brown hair tumbling down one shoulder. “But it’s fun to have a slave, too. Best of both worlds, really.” 
 
“Easy for you to say. You’re not married.” Emma giggled at Jess response. 
 
“True,” she admitted. “But let’s face it; after tonight, I think things might change in your marriage.” 
 
“I guess so,” Jess grinned. 
 
Emma leaned forward again. The smile fell from her face as she reached towards me and gripped my chin in her hand. An angry look furrowed her smooth brow as she spoke. 
 
“Look at this woman,” she said. “You know how many men would fall at her feet just for a chance to be with her? You should be worshipping her like the goddess she is, every day. You’re so lucky to be with someone like her.” 
 
“I know, Mistress,” I gasped. Jess was practically beaming with delight now. A strange way to confess marital love, I suppose. But that doesn’t make it any less genuine. I did love my wife. I do, now more than ever. I made a stupid mistake, flirting with Emma. But given what it led to, I can hardly claim to regret it. 
 
Emma released her grip on my chin, pushing my face away as she sat back on the bed again. The smile returned to her face as her eyes turned back to Jess. I watched Emma’s gaze move up and down my wife’s body. 
 
“I love this dress,” she said. 
 
“Thank you,” Jess smiled. “It was very expensive. But you’re not the only one who likes it.” My cock bounced rigidly as Jess gave the belt around my testicles another little tug. The women laughed together, but again, it was no more than the truth. Jess did look absolutely amazing in her outfit. Whatever she had paid - whatever I had paid - it was worth it. 
 
“I can see that,” Emma smirked. “You like your wife’s sexy dress, bitch?” 
 
“Yes Mistress,” I said. 
 
“Then get over here and kiss it,” Emma ordered, pointing at Jess’s knee. “Right here, on the hem. That’s all you get. You don’t get to touch her until I say so.” Jess giggled at Emma’s words as I shuffled forward on my aching knees. I leaned forward carefully to plant my lips on the hem of Jess’s dress, just above her knee. I could feel the warmth rising from her skin, and I ached to carry on kissing, to press my mouth again and again against my wife’s body and worship every inch of her. Some small part of my brain wondered just how much I was internalizing all this dominatrix talk. But I pushed it away. My wife had never looked more like a goddess than she did in that moment, sitting fully clothed and regal as she silently accepted my worship. You can’t argue with a visual like that. 
 
“It is a hot dress,” Jess admitted as I sat back on my heels. “You should get one. I bet you’d look amazing.” 
 
“You think?” Emma giggled girlishly. 
 
“What size are you? Here, try it on.” Jess abruptly stood. Emma’s eyes darted towards me, just for a moment, before turning back to my wife. The younger woman rose from the bed too, and I watched her nimble hands help my wife out of her dress. The leather dress I had been dreaming about peeling off my wife’s body since the moment I saw it. My cock surged pointlessly. All I could do was watch. Jess’s black underwear came into view as the two women, giggling like schoolgirls, worked together to undress her. 
 
The dress slid off of Jess’s body, and now my wife helped Emma to put it on. The leather whispered over Emma’s skin as she shimmied her way into it. I never thought I would be as jealous of a piece of fabric as I was in that moment, as I watched my wife zip Emma into her dress. Jess had been right. The two women were very close in size. Emma was a little bustier than Jess, her hips a little wider, but that just made the dress pull even more tantalizingly tight around her as she fussed with it. The warm leather clung to her body, making her look somehow even sexier than she had when she was almost naked. With the laced black boots she still wore, she looked every inch the cruel and demanding dominatrix that she was. 
 
“Wow,” Jess said. “You look amazing.” 
 
Emma grinned in thanks. I watched as she took a few steps back and forth across the small room, luxuriating in the feel of the soft leather moving over her skin. 
 
“This is nice,” she said to Jess. “I thought it would be less comfortable than this.” 
 
“It’s not bad, huh?” Jess agreed. “And I love the way it holds everything in. It’s so hot.” 
 
"It is." It was. That was something we could all agree on. Emma looked like sex incarnate as she strutted around the room in my wife's tight leather dress. My ignored cock throbbed with unrelieved desire. 
 
“It might be a little too sexy for work, though,” Emma said. The mirrored door of the closet showed her reflection as she preened and pouted, the glossy black material straining over her ass as she cocked a hip.  
 
“Can you imagine?” Jess giggled. “I think my husband would pretty much lose his mind if you showed up to work in that.” I winced as Jess tugged the belt while she spoke, and the women laughed.  
 
“He’d probably cum in his pants,” Emma said, slightly distracted as she continued to admire herself in the mirror. “Him and all the other boys at the office.” 
 
"You know what? You should do it." Jess's face was glowing as she spoke. Emma turned towards my wife with a quizzical look on her face. 
 
“What?” she asked. 
 
“You should wear this dress to work,” Jess said. “Tom will buy you one of your own. Then you could wear it and tease him senseless all day long.” The woman laughed again, and there was a wildness to their laughter that made a tingling sensation rush along my spine. Were they serious? If I had learned one thing over the course of the wild evening, it was not to doubt these two women. 
 
"Can you imagine?" Emma turned from the mirror at last, and the tall heels of her boots thumped across the floor as she made her way back to the bed. The leather of Jess's dress creaked and groaned around her with every step she took, almost as though it couldn't bear the beauty it contained. Yes, I could imagine. I could imagine all too well how little work would get done. I realized at that moment that I would never again be able to simply admire Emma's work outfits with the other guys in the office. What had felt like innocent fun - reasonably innocent, anyway - would be forever in the shadow of what happened after. 
 
Emma sat slowly on the bed beside my wife. There was a pause. Her breasts rose and fell in the dress's plunging neckline as she breathed. A slight smile played on her lips. Emma was thinking. And that made me nervous. Her hands plucked idly at the hem of the dress as she fussed with it, rearranging it around herself with a thousand minuscule movements. 
 
“I don’t think I pull it off as well as you do,” she finally said. There was something approaching shyness in the way she spoke, and it was shocking to see the confident, dominant woman act suddenly bashful. 
 
“You do,” Jess insisted. “You look sexy as hell. No wonder my husband lost his head over you.” Emma smiled. 
 
“Silly boys,” she mused. “The other women at the office hate it, but it’s just too much fun. I guess I’ve always been a bit of a flirt. But guys are so easy. Just a glimpse of leg, or a tiny bit of boob, and they start drooling like hungry dogs. It’s too funny. You know what I mean.” 
 
“I don’t have any guys in my office,” Jess said. 
 
“But outside, then. You know when guys are looking. Look at you. I bet you get that all the time. What about tonight? How many boners do you think you caused, going to dinner in this dress?” 
 
“A few, I guess.” Now it was Jess’s turn to act bashful. I kneeled on the floor in silence, watching the two of them talk as though they had forgotten that I was there. The night had never been in my control, not from the moment Jess got out of the shower. But the tension I could feel building in the air around me made me start to wonder if things weren’t starting to spiral out of the control of Emma and Jess, too. There was a nervous edge in both their laughter that made me wonder what else might be coming. 
 
“More than a few,” Emma insisted. “I bet there are guys in this hotel, fucking their wives right now and thinking about you in this dress.” Jess shrieked in feigned outrage. If I hadn’t been watching so closely, my eyes sharpened by monstrous lust, I might not have noticed the tiny movement Emma made as she slid closer to Jess on the bed. 
 
“Stop,” Jess said. But she said it in such a way that made it clear that what she really wanted was the exact opposite. Her green eyes burned as she laid a hand on Emma’s arm, and my stomach growled like a chained dog. 
 
“You have to admit, it’s fun to tease,” Emma said. “I mean, look at this bitch here.” She swung a booted foot out to kick at the belt that still hung between my wife and I, her proxy grip on my balls swaying from side to side. “I love driving boys crazy until they can’t think straight. Don’t you?” 
 
“It is fun,” Jess admitted. “More than I thought it was going to be. I never thought it would be this easy to get him to do whatever I say. But look at him.” 
 
“You know what would really drive him nuts?” Behind her glasses, Emma’s eyes glittered maliciously. She kept her eyes on me as she leaned forward, Jess’ dress creaking and sighing around her as she brushed my wife’s hair aside and whispered in her ear. My balls tightened in the tight loop of the belt as I watched Jess’s eyes widen in shock. 
 
“Are you kidding?” she said, as Emma sat back. 
 
“No,” the younger woman smiled. “Chances like this don’t come along too often. That’s all I’m saying.” 
 
There was a pause. Jess sat looking down at me, her emerald eyes ablaze with secrets. I stared up at her, silently pleading without knowing what it was I was pleading for, except that I be allowed to cum. 
 
And Emma moved again. I watched, frozen to the spot in shock and shame, as she brushed my wife’s hair aside again and kissed Jess on the shoulder. A wild smile broke across my wife’s face. Emma’s luxurious hair tumbled over my wife’s skin as my coworker kissed her way up Jess’s long neck. Jess’s eyes closed for a moment, and the flutter of her eyelashes told me all I needed to know. I didn’t even try to hide the long moan of desire and despair that rose from my throat as I watched. Jess had never displayed the slightest interest in other women, and my occasional jokes on the subject had been batted aside. But this was a night, I knew, when anything could happen. The wet sound of Emma’s lips meeting Jess’s in a long and passionate kiss would haunt my dreams for years afterward. 
 
“I’ve never,” Jess said, as their lips parted at last, “you know. With a girl.” The look of naive trust on her face made my heart contract. 
 
“That’s ok,” Emma smiled wolfishly. “Me neither. Let’s just have some fun.” She turned again to me, and I felt as though I was shrinking as I stared up from the floor at the woman who had her hands on my wife. “And you’re going to watch every minute of it,” she smirked. “You don’t get to fuck your wife now. But I do.” 
 
“Please, Mistress!” I gasped. “Please, Jess!” The leather dress whispered as Emma climbed onto her knees on the bed, and her hands slowly pushed my wife’s shoulders down. 
 
“Please what, bitch?” Emma giggled, her eyes still on Jess, and Jess giggled with her in a way that stung my trembling heart. “Are you begging me not to fuck your wife? Or are you begging me to do it?” 
 
“Sorry, honey,” Jess said as she turned her eyes on me. “I can’t help it. You were right. She’s just too sexy.” Emma laughed triumphantly as Jess lay down on the bed with Emma on top of her. The tight dress hugged every curve of Emma’s body as she moved, and I realized that my entire body was trembling as I watched her peel my wife’s thong panties off. 
 
It was too much. It was far too much. Real life had become more erotic than even my most deviant fantasies. My cock raged, and the handcuffs bit into my wrists as I lurched forward on my knees. I couldn't do what I wanted, to rise up and hurl both these women down onto the bed, fucking them both until they screamed. But I couldn't help myself. My desperate mouth found Jess's body as I showered her with kisses, my head thrusting towards her pelvis as I sought her pussy. 
 
“Oh, no,” I heard Emma say. The bed moved as she climbed off it, her movements slowed by the tightness of the dress. But she stood, and the end of the leather belt slid from Jess’s hand as Emma took it from her. I cried out as Emma tugged on the belt, squeezing my balls painfully. 
 
“This is not for you,” she snarled. “Only girls get to cum. Little bitches like you just get to watch. Get over here.” Emma stepped past me, and I had no choice but to shuffle along behind her as she led me by the balls towards the closet. I heard a chuckle of laughter from my wife as she watched me scramble on my knees. Emma pulled up harshly on the belt, and I sprang to my feet as pain bloomed in the pit of my stomach. 
 
“Turn around,” she ordered. “Face the bed.” I did as I was told. The belt grew tight, pulling my balls back between my legs as Emma tied the free end around the rod in the closet. It was far too high for my cuffed hands to reach, no matter how I tried. Smiling smugly, Emma stood in front of me, and I groaned as she took my hard cock in her hand. 
 
“Now, you’re just going to stand there and watch,” she said, slowly stroking me while I shifted my weight from foot to foot. “You are not to speak until you are spoken to. And you are definitely, definitely not to cum, no matter what happens. I don’t want to be disturbed while I make your wife cum harder than you ever could. Do you understand?” 
 
"Yes, Mistress." A shriek of laughter erupted from the bed where Jess watched as Emma smirked at me. 
 
“Good,” she said. “Now. Beg me to fuck your wife.” Jess gasped, a sound that echoed my own horrified intake of breath. Emma’s hand paused on my cock, holding it still while she gazed into my eyes. A faint smile still danced on her lips as she raised one eyebrow. She knew I would do it. She knew that she had me right where she wanted me. Emma’s confidence, her smug satisfaction, lit flames that roasted my heart as she waited for me to submit.  
 
“Please, Mistress,” I croaked. “Please…fuck my wife.”  
 
“Will do,” Emma grinned. Releasing my cock, she patted it affectionately before turning away. I watched her go, her gorgeous body swaying from side to side as she moved through the room, the light gleaming in every curve of her body as my wife’s leather dress clung to her. Over on the bed, Jess watched her approach too, with an expression of excitement and wonder and nervousness and who knows what else on her beautiful face. Jess seemed almost to have forgotten that I was even there; all her attention was fixed on Emma.  
 
And Emma climbed onto the bed, her body curving over Jess’s as the two women kissed. I watched from the corner I had been banished too, my cock hard without even the promise of relief and my swollen balls aching almost as much as my beaten ass as the two women made out. A series of soft sighs and groans rose into the air around them as Emma slowly, teasingly, kissed her way down my wife’s body.  
 
I didn’t even know who I was jealous of. Did I want to be Emma, moving my lips down my wife’s frame while she giggled and moaned in giddy delight? Or was it Jess I envied, lying back in bed while the leather-clad beauty brought growing pleasure to her body? It didn’t matter. I envied them both and pitied myself, forced to watch two beautiful women treat themselves to the pleasure they denied me. Knowing I had gotten myself into this ludicrous position was no consolation whatsoever. 
 
Jess's dress tightened around Emma's thighs as she crawled slowly down the bed. I could see the round shape of her ass pressing against the tight fabric as though about to burst a seam. Her boots, too, gleamed, still showing the faint trace of my rejected cum where the light caught it as she moved. Emma climbed off the bed, kneeling close to where I had been just moments before, and Jess sighed softly as the other woman parted her legs. The wet sound as Emma kissed my wife's pussy sent tremors of rage and lust racing through my body, but it was nothing compared to the cry of pleasure that erupted from Jess at the sensations. 
 
“Oh my God,” she gasped, in the voice that until that moment, I alone had heard. “Oh my God, that feels so good.” 
 
“You’re so beautiful,” I heard Emma whisper between my wife’s legs as she continued to kiss and lick. “You’re so fucking hot.” Emma’s hands roamed over Jess’s body as she spoke, clutching at her hips, reaching for her breasts. Jess’s hands were busy too. As Emma licked her, my wife palpated her breasts through her bra until her nipples rose visibly through the fabric. Already, my wife was writhing in pleasure that mimicked pain, the sheets bunching around her shifting legs as she moved to a rhythm I knew so well. 
 
But no matter how I licked my wife’s pussy, I had never drawn sounds from her like the ones she made for Emma. 
 
“Oh my God!” Jess screamed. “Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Don’t stop! Oh my God, that feels so good!” Jess made tight fists as she gripped the bedsheets, and her back arched right off the bed as her pleasure seemed to swell inside her. My shame swelled right along with it, my humiliation growing with each passing second as Emma brought Jess to a climax I could only dream of. 
 
“Yes!” Jess gasped, and bright beads of sweat showed like jewels on her forehead as she tossed her head from side to side, her features blurred in the center of a fiery storm. “Yes! Yes! Oh my God!” The last word was spoken in a kind of rising shriek, a scream building in my wife’s throat. The dress shone on Emma’s body as she kneeled between my wife’s spread legs, her hair shining as she moved her head up and down rhythmically. The same relentless rhythm was pushing Jess to the brink of release, and she seemed to completely abandon all control of her body as the sensations overwhelmed her. 
 
“Oh! Oh!” Words had abandoned Jess completely now. Her shoes scrabble in the tangled, sweat-soaked sheets, and her fingers showed pale though curtains of Emma’s hair as she placed her hands on the back of the other woman’s head, pulling her face greedily against her. As though in mockery, I could see the quick flash of Jess’s wedding ring in Emma’s honey-colored hair as my wife betrayed me.  
 
“Ooooooh!” Jess’s scream echoed off the walls. With a loud cry, she howled in orgasm. It was like nothing I had ever seen. Emma’s head bobbed frantically, her face suddenly dripping with Jess’s juices. I had never seen such a flood from my wife, no matter what I had tried. She collapsed on the mattress, all the tension leaving her body in a sudden rush, but her legs continued to thrash in the sheets, her pussy continued to spasm, and her orgasm went on forever. Lost in pleasure, all Jess could do was scream and scream and scream again as her orgasm tore through her like a nuclear explosion.  
 
Finally, Emma lifted her face away. Her red lips shone with the moisture of my wife’s orgasm as she turned on her knees to grin at me evilly. Jess was still moaning and groaning and writhing in the bed as though an electrical current was passing through her, rather than the aftershocks of what I hardly dared admit must have been the best orgasm she’d had in years, if not ever. I wasn’t surprised that Emma looked so pleased with herself, even if it did feel like a lead weight pressing on my heart. 
 
But before anyone could say a word, there was another knock at the door. Emma's eyes darted across the room. 
 
“Hotel management,” a voice said through the door. Jess gasped. I froze. And Emma, the only one of us still clothed, rose slowly to her feet. 
 
“Coming,” she called. The sly grin on her face filled my heart with fear, even before she made her swaying way towards me. 
 
“Follow my lead, and do what you’re told,” she whispered in my ear as she untied the belt from the closet rod. I could smell my wife’s pussy on her breath and my cock twitched forlornly as I nodded. Holding the end of the belt like a leash again, Emma led me towards the door of the hotel room. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

   6. A Wife’s New Lover 
 
The air in the hotel room felt as tight as a drum skin as I stood next to Emma by the door. I moved as though in a dream, lifting leaden legs step by step as I did her bidding. There didn’t seem to be any other choice. Fear gripped my heart, making my limbs tremble. But Emma held the end of the belt that was looped around my balls. I couldn’t fight her, handcuffed as I was. Obedience was my only option.  
 
And Emma just looked so good. The way my wife’s leather dress clung to the shape of her body was enough by itself to drive all rational thought far from my mind. She filled it out beautifully, her body just a little bit curvier than Jess’s. With the tall leather boots she had been wearing all night, the ones that laced up the front with the high heel that made her sway from side to side with every step she took, she looked every inch the commanding dominatrix. Even if she hadn’t had me on the end of an improvised leash, she still looked like a woman very much in charge.  
 
But Emma did have me on a leash. My sexy coworker, the object of my foolish flirting and the fantasy fuel of every guy who worked in my office, was leading me across a hotel room like a dog. And my wife was watching, still blissfully worn out by the powerful orgasm the younger woman had given her. Even with the threat of exposure that loomed over me like a storm cloud, my cock was rock hard, swaying from side to side as I shuffled along behind Emma. 
 
“Down,” Emma said, pointing at the floor as she spoke. Her voice was imperious, and a tiny giggle rose from my wife as she watched, only adding to my shame. But I didn’t argue. I sank to my knees on the floor in front of the door. And Emma smiled wickedly as she stepped forward and opened the door. 
 
There was a man on the other side of the door. The brass-colored name tag pinned to his shirt proclaimed him a member of the hotel’s staff. He opened his mouth to speak, and then fell silent as he caught sight of me. Handcuffed, wearing only a shirt, my cock rising up into the air with an erection I couldn’t hide while Emma held the belt wrapped around my balls - I knew I made quite the spectacle. The man was rendered speechless at the sight. He turned towards Emma, and I saw his dark eyes do the dance over her body that mine had been doing all night, taking in her gorgeous curves as they strained against the glistening leather of the dress. His forehead creased in a look of confusion. His mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. My cheeks burned with shame as I waited. It was obvious to anyone with half a brain what was going on here. Emma stood in front of the door with her free hand on her hip and a smile on her face, as though there was nothing more normal than having a naked and clearly aroused man on a leash. The man struggled and failed to find words in the face of what he was confronted with. 
 
"Were we being too loud again?" Emma finally prompted. For a moment, the man looked as though he couldn't understand what Emma was saying. But he slowly recovered himself. 
 
“Y-yes,” he gasped, as his eyes darted from Emma to me and back to Emma again. “We - there was another complaint, I’m afraid.” 
 
"I'm sorry," Emma smiled. "I guess we got a little carried away. It turns out that this bitch's wife has never had a real orgasm in her life, so I had to give her one. Turns out she's a screamer." A tiny smile fluttered at the edges of the man's lips. Emma could get around any man when she wanted to. Any woman too, I was starting to think. 
 
“Ok, well,” the hotel worker said, clearing his throat awkwardly. “I mean, what you do in here is up to you, but….” 
 
“Keep it down. Got it,” Emma grinned. The man nodded gratefully. 
 
“Exactly,” he said. “Good night then.” 
 
“Good night,” Emma smiled. But the man still lingered at the door, unwilling to turn away. I could hardly blame him. The way Emma looked, it was no surprise that he was reluctant to leave. In the end, she had to shut the door on him. She giggled to herself as she turned and walked towards the bed. I sprang to my feet, stumbling along behind her as she approached my sprawled-out wife. 
 
“Oh my God,” Jess gasped. Her green eyes glittered as she stared up at Emma from the pillow where her head lay. There was a new look in those eyes now when she looked at my coworker. Something strange but familiar glittered in their depths. I suppose I should hardly be surprised to see that my wife was attracted to Emma, even if she was straight. After the thundering orgasm Emma had given her, words like straight and lesbian became meaningless labels. Pleasure like that transcended any arbitrary boundaries my wife might have held. “I can’t believe you did that!” 
 
“Yeah, well,” Emma shrugged. “Nothing teaches a slave his place like a little humiliation. He needs to get used to it. This is how it’s going to be from now on.” 
 
“You think so?” Jess wasn’t even talking to me. She was grinning up at Emma, and there was a tinge of bitterness in my heart as I saw that it was now my wife who was flirting with Emma. 
 
“Why not?” Emma shrugged. “There’s no going back from this. Now that we know what a little bitch your husband is,” I grunted as she tugged lightly at the belt around my balls, “we can’t just go back to the way things were. Why would we, when this is so much fun?” 
 
Finally, Jess's eyes shifted towards me. I said nothing. The smile that spread slowly across her face was eloquent enough for both of us. Of course she wanted to do this again. The way she had responded to Emma licking her pussy was indelibly ingrained on both of our brains. And I knew that Jess had discovered real pleasure in making e submit to her over the course of the evening. Nor could I deny the pleasure that I had found in it myself. My throbbing cock gave my feelings away as I stood behind Emma, leashed and tamed. Jess raised herself up into a sitting position on the bed. 
 
"Actually, this is kind of perfect," Emma went on. I watched through a fog of lust as she bent her body, smoothing the leather dress around herself as she sat down on the edge of the bed. My wife moved to make room for her, and the two women grinned at each other, illuminated by the secrets they shared. "You can watch him at home, and I can watch him at work. Between us, we can make sure he never cums without permission. Just think how horny and frustrated he'll get. He'll do anything just for the chance to have a little orgasm." 
 
"Fuck," Jess breathed, her eyes darting between Emma and me. "That does sound hot." Emma smirked as she turned her bright blue gaze on me. 
 
"And if you thought I was dressing sexy at the office before, you haven't seen anything yet," she said. "Knowing you want me and can't do anything about it is just going to turn me on so much. I'm going to drive you crazy all day long, and send you home to your wife begging her to let you cum." 
 
“But you’re going to have to earn it,” Jess added, her beautiful eyes flashing malevolently as she spoke. “I expect to be treated like a queen from now on. You’re going to worship me like a goddess and do exactly as you’re told if you ever want to fuck me again.” 
 
“Yes, Jess,” I said, to a chorus of female laughter. How could I have any pride left? After what had happened to me that night, I knew what these two women were capable of. More importantly, I knew what I wasn’t capable of. Resisting them. Defying them. Saying no to them. My cock pulsed urgently, the outward show of my inward capitulation. It was desperately embarrassing to admit even to myself, but it was the truth. I would do whatever these two women said if they kept turning me on like this.  
 
“What do you think?” Emma said slyly. “Do you think our little slave boy has earned a reward?” 
 
“I don’t know,” Jess smirked. Shifting on the bed, she threw her legs over the side and leaned forward. I shuddered as her fingers caressed my cock, teasing my trembling shaft expertly. “He does seem very excited. And I guess he’s been a good boy. More or less.” I didn’t dare say anything as the women giggled again. Inside the vibrating hollow of my chest, my heart soared in hope. The orgasm I had had as I rubbed my cock against Emma’s boots seemed a very long time ago, and my body felt as though it was composed of taut steel wires, ratcheted to an unbearable tightness. Jess looked up at me, my cock in her hand as her eyes sparkled. 
 
“Well, husband?” she said in a quiet voice. “Do you want to cum?” 
 
“Yes!” I yelled. “Yes, Jess, please! Please let me cum, please! I’ll do anything, I - I just need to, please!” The women shared another loud burst of laughter at my abject begging. 
 
“He’s so cute when he begs,” Emma chuckled.  
 
“I know,” Jess smiled. “I guess we’ll be hearing plenty more of that.” My wife stood as she spoke, her hand sliding slowly off my hard cock. Wearing nothing but her push-up bra and high heels now, she stepped past me. I watched her go, making her slow and swaying way towards the small armchair close to the window. I watched, hardly daring to breathe as she kneeled on the chair, facing away from me. Her red hair fell in sheets of fire as she turned to smile at me over her shoulder. Between her legs, I could see the wetness of her pussy glistening invitingly, the same pussy that Emma had so skilfully pleasured while I was forced to watch. 
 
“Come on then, slave boy,” Jess smirked, drawing out the last two words of my humiliating new title. “Get over here and see if you can make me cum like your mistress did.” I barely heard Emma giggle as I lurched forward. The younger woman moved with me, sliding across the bed as she still held the end of the belt wrapped around my balls. I stepped clumsily over the belt as it started to grow taut between us. Sitting now on the end of the bed, Emma was close enough that I could reach my wife. And that was all that mattered. 
 
Jess sighed happily as she felt the head of my swollen cock pressing against the wet entrance to her dripping pussy. With my hands bound, all I could do was press myself against her, rubbing my cock up and down her glistening slit. And Jess moaned as she teased me with it, bucking her hips and arching her back as she moved her body against mine. The head of my cock pushed the slippery lips of her pussy apart as she taunted me. Then she reached under herself, her hand grasping my cock as she led me inside. 
 
My eyes rolled back in my head. It was the moment I had been dreaming of all night, the feeling I craved that these two vixens had been tormenting me with. And it was everything I hoped. The walls of Jess's pussy were slick and wet from her earlier orgasm, and my cock throbbed to the feel of her as I plunged inside. Knowing what had gotten her so wet only made me want her more. The belt between Emma and me grew tighter as I pressed myself against my wife, and I grunted as I felt my balls drawn back behind me. 
 
“Mmmm. Not bad,” Jess moaned, peering over her shoulder at me. “But you’re going to really have to fuck me if you want to remind me why I keep you around. After what Emma did to me, I’m starting to wonder.” Jess yelped as I plunged forward, hurling her body against the chair as I drove my cock deep into her. She had somehow known exactly what to say, her cruel words plucking right at the feelings of shame and inadequacy that had been plaguing me all night. I ignored the pain from my bound balls as I fucked my wife, pumping my hips wildly as pleasure coursed through my veins.  
 
“Come on, fuck her.” Emma’s voice behind me was almost a snarl. Jess yelped in delight as Emma spoke, and I felt the belt tugging at my manhood again. The heel of Emma’s boot pressed into the skin of my back as she alternately pushed me forward with her foot and pulled me back with the belt. I barely felt any pain. My nerves were flooded with the sensations of my wife’s pussy, quivering around my cock as I fucked her. Jess was screaming and crying in passion, tossing her head from side to side. The small armchair creaked underneath us as I pounded her against it, arching my back as I tried to press my cock deeper inside her. 
 
“You call that fucking?” Emma sneered, while Jess howled in delight. “No wonder your wife never had an orgasm before I came along. Fuck that pussy like you mean it!” I growled with lust and shame as I did as I was told. Jess was screaming again, and I could feel the powerful contractions of her sex as it gripped my cock between its wet walls. My wife’s head slumped over the back of the armchair, and a loud cry rose from her as she came. 
 
I felt the sudden rush of her fluids over my cock and balls. It was all I could do not to yell in triumph. My own orgasm glowed in the pit of my stomach, denied for what felt like days, but I had tried to hold back. I had something to prove. I had never in my life given Jess an orgasm as powerful as the one she received from Emma, but I was determined not to embarrass myself any further by cumming too early. So feeling my wife cum around my cock, seeing her body go limp with pleasure as she collapsed on the furniture, was a victory for me, no matter how small. 
 
But Emma had no intention of letting me rest. 
 
“Go on,” she snarled again, and I winced as the belt pulled my balls back behind me, “fuck your wife like a real man would.” And I did. The position was awkward, and my hands behind my back were doing me no favors, but I ignored it all. All that mattered was pleasure, both my own and Jess’s. I kept pumping away, using my legs to drive my whole body against hers, and soon I felt my wife cum again. 
 
My own orgasm hovered at the base of my spine. I never figured out whether it was deliberate or chance, but every time I felt myself getting close to the point of no return, a sharp tug on the belt by Emma would arrest my growing pleasure. The slight pain was just enough to put me off, and that allowed me to hold myself back while I made my wife cum again and again. 
 
I had no way of knowing how long it went on for. The desire I felt overwhelmed completely the growing discomfort in my sore muscles as I continued to fuck Jess. She lay slumped over the armchair now, her head hanging wearily downwards, her ass still raised in the air to receive me as I continued to pound her. Sweat rolled down my face as I exerted myself. Finally, there was no resistance left in me. Even Emma’s work with the belt was no longer enough. The orgasm that I had been so long denied erupted at last, rolling over me like a great wave of the sea, and I screamed my ecstasy at the ceiling as I surrendered to it. My cock pulsed and throbbing between the vibrating walls of my wife’s sex, and my bound balls convulsed as I emptied them into her, snarling and growling like an animal as the pleasure swept me away.  
 
The blood throbbed inside my skull. Jess lay still at last, whimpering in pleasure as tiny tremors shook her body. With the pressure of desire relieved, every ache in my body exploded at once. My legs trembled with fatigue. 
 
And Emma pounced. 
 
I gasped as she pulled savagely on the belt, stumbling backward. Emma dropped her end of the belt as she rose from the bed, her eyes flashing menacingly behind her glasses. She reached out and gripped my shoulder, and I knew what she wanted as she pushed me down. I sank to the floor, too tired to resist, and Emma raised a booted foot to my shoulder, pushing me further down until I lay on the floor of the hotel room. My cuffed hands were trapped underneath me, and all I could do was stare up at Emma as she loomed over me, like a goddess in her wrath, the light bouncing back from leather boots and leather dress as she stood over me. Her hands gripped the hem of Jess’s dress, and I watched as Emma pulled it upwards, sliding the leather up over her thighs until her bare pussy was exposed. Rolling the dress around her waist, she turned and stepped over me, moving towards the chair where Jess lay. 
 
“Come on,” Emma snapped. My heart contracted at the faint yelp that came from Jess as Emma seized a fistful of my wife’s red hair. “Get up. Come over here.” Jess struggled to her feet, her own body showing the same fatigue I felt as she rose. Emma’s boots thumped on the floor as she led my wife towards me.  
 
"Down," Emma ordered as she shoved Jess down on top of me. Jess sank to the floor, straddling my body as she perched on my chest. The fire that blazed in Emma's eyes made my stomach flutter, but already I could feel my soft cock twitch against my thigh. Despite the power of the orgasm I had just had, seeing Emma take charge so forcefully was getting me going again. 
 
“My turn,” Emma said, standing now with her boots on either side of my head. Looking up, I could see her pussy, glistening with desire as she stood over me. A single finger pointed at the dripping slit, while her free hand reached out and grabbed Jess by the hair again. “Ever eaten pussy before?” Emma smirked. 
 
“Never,” Jess said, her voice little more than a whisper. 
 
“Time to learn then. Get over here.” From where I lay, I could see the expression on my wife’s face as she looked up at Emma. She looked uncertain. Nervous. But there was no way to ignore the excitement on her face. Obediently, Jess shuffled forward on her knees, working her way up my body as she approached Emma. 
 
And Emma, smirking evilly, stepped backward. She positioned herself so that Jess had to straddle my face in order to reach her. Everything went dark. In the moist space between my wife's legs, I could smell the mingled scent of our sex. I grimaced, squeezing my eyes tight shut. There was nothing else I could do. Jess's wet pussy pressed against my face muffled any sound I might try to make. Besides, the women were engrossed in each other. I felt like little more than a prop to their pleasure. 
 
Up above, I could hear the wet sound of my wife tentatively licking Emma’s pussy. I heard the soft sigh Emma gave at the feeling. 
 
“That’s it,” she groaned. “Kiss it. Make out with my pussy.” And the wet sounds grew louder. My cock rose from off my thigh as it slowly hardened. Able to see nothing of what was going on, all I could do was imagine the scene as my wife licked her first pussy. 
 
And the slow seep of my own cum from Jess’s pussy rolled over my face. The humiliation was inescapable. I pressed my lips together as I felt the wet warmth of my cum oozing over my skin. The smell of Jess’s arousal filled my nostrils. And I realized, beyond a shadow of a doubt, as more of her juices poured out over my face to mingle with my own fresh cum, that eating Emma out was turning her on. 
 
“That’s good,” Emma purred. “Just like that. Kiss the pussy your pathetic husband wants to fuck so badly.” I heard a soft moan escape Jess’s lips as the young mistress talked dirty to her. I didn’t need to be able to see it to know that my cock was hard again, beginning to throb with the same rhythm of desire that had made it pulse all night. Jess groaned above me as I moved my head under her, and my nose rubbed against the sensitive lips of her dripping sex. 
 
"Mmmm, that's it," Emma sighed. "I think you might be a better pussy licker than your husband is. Maybe you're right. Maybe we don't need him at all." Emma giggled, and my heart contracted. But I couldn't deny the desire that was rising up inside me. Shame and disgust rolled over me as I felt my own cum sliding over my face. But I couldn't help it. My lips parted, and my cock throbbed at the sound of Jess's moans as I began to lick her freshly-fucked slit. 
 
“Yeah,” Emma panted, her breathing growing more rapid as her pleasure mounted. “That’s it. Just like that.” Her excitement fueled mine, and mine fueled Jess’s. As she felt my tongue slide inside her, Jess moaned, and the unfamiliar taste of my own cum filled my mouth along with the delicious nectar of my wife’s arousal. Hurriedly I swallowed and went on licking, encouraged by the sounds of delight that were coming from my wife.  
 
Jess was the first to cum. Her orgasm took me almost by surprise, seeming to come upon her all at once. Her thighs gripped my head tightly, and she cried out against Emma's snatch as pleasure overwhelmed her. A sudden flood of her juices swept over me, washing away the last of my own cum, and I swallowed frantically as I drank her down. 
 
The tremors of pleasure that shook my wife’s body seemed to find an echo in Emma’s. Heedless of noise complaints, Emma screamed as her own orgasm overtook her. I could hear my wife still licking her pussy as best she could, and my cock throbbed as I imagined the sight that I was denied, my wife’s pretty face busy between Emma’s legs as she licked the younger woman to orgasm.  
 
Finally, the delicious moment passed. I felt the vibration of Emma’s footsteps through the floor as she took a step back. Then she moved towards the bed. Slowly, carefully, my wife climbed off my face. She kneeled beside my head, and I gazed up at her, my face glistening with the juices of her sex. Jess smiled down at me. I could see how tired she was. Her cheeks and chin shone wetly with Emma’s juices in much the same way that mine must have done with hers. But the look in her big green eyes warmed my heart all the same. Neither of us had ever experienced anything like what passed between us that night. But as I gazed up at her from the floor, cuffed and hard again, I knew that it was only going to bring us closer together. 
 
Over by the bed, Emma pulled the dress down over herself. Then she reached for the zipper and pulled it down, struggling out of the sexy garment at last. With a sigh, she sat down on the bed and unlaced her boots, pulling them off one by one and letting them drop to the floor. Jess stood. She kicked off her own shoes and made her way towards the bed. I could see what multiple orgasms had done to her as she weaved wearily across the room before flopping onto the mattress with a grateful sigh. 
 
“Fuck, that was hot,” Emma smiled, undressed at last. Her blue eyes flashed as she removed her glasses and set them down on a shelf beside the bed. “I need some sleep after that. You can just sleep where you are, slave boy. The bed’s just for us.” A weary giggle rose from Jess at Emma’s words. I didn’t bother to argue. The women would do what they wanted with me. I had learned that much over the course of the evening. 
 
Trying to get as comfortable as I could on the floor, I listened to the light click off. The soft sounds of the girls getting comfortable on the bed above taunted me. Soon, the faint sound of heavy breathing told me that they were bot asleep. 
 
Down on the floor of the room I had paid for, I sighed. My cock still raged, crying out for a relief I knew I couldn’t have. I closed my eyes. All I could do was try to get some sleep and see what tomorrow might bring. 
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   7. A Domme’s Plan 
 
There’s nothing like a secret to get you out of bed in the morning. 
 
I’m not one of those fortunate souls who truly loves her job. I mean, I’m a receptionist, basically. The term may have fallen out of fashion, but the job remains the same. I’m a pretty face for customers and clients to see when they enter the office, and a pleasant voice on the phone. I’m OK with that. I mean, I know what I look like. It’s not an accident. We all want to think that we get where we are on merit, and I do think that I’m good at what I do. But has the way I look opened doors for me along the way? Almost certainly. Is that wrong? Maybe. We all use what we have. Why is it wrong for a beautiful woman to use her looks to get ahead, but it’s OK for someone who’s born smart to use their brains? How many men work laboring jobs that use the greater upper body strength their gender gives them? No one criticizes that, do they? 
 
I’m just using what I have, the same as anyone else. It just so happens that what I have seems to be what guys want. A symmetrical face with a delicate nose, full lips and large, bright blue eyes. Long, thick hair, ombre waves of sunny blonde and dusky brown that cost me trouble and time that only another woman could understand. A body that I’m finally proud of, after years of hiding it under shapeless hoodies and jeans. Genetically blessed, maybe. But that blessing can look like a curse when you’re too young to understand the sudden power nature gives you when it makes your boobs swell and your hips fill out. It wasn’t until I was in college that I learned to love my body, and started working to improve it.  
 
But the secret that pulled me off my mattress in the morning, that put an extra spring in my step as I made my way to the bathroom, had nothing to do with getting ahead. The way I look had rewarded me once again, but not in terms of money. Admittedly, Tom was in more of a position of authority at the company than I was. But he was still a ways from the top. And that had nothing to do with why I was doing what I was doing. 
 
Blinking against the bathroom’s sudden light, I let the water run in the shower, stripping off my underwear while it warmed. Through the frosted window, I could see that the sky outside was still dark. I’ve trained myself to be an early riser, against my natural inclination. Gotta get that worm, right? 
 
I showered on autopilot, my skin shining under sliding suds as my mind wandered. God, I’m such a bitch. But he loves it. What is it about doing what they’re told that gets guys so hot and bothered? Like I don’t know. Like I haven’t glimpsed myself what it feels like to be so wanted by another person that they’ll do anything to have you. I’m still in my twenties, but I’ve been around a little. I’m no blushing innocent, that’s for sure. Even if I could feel a faint blush rising to my cheeks as I stood under the streaming water.  
 
The memory of what had taken place in the hotel room that night twitched in some dark recess of my mind again. The images had become rounded and polished by constant repetition, like a scene from a movie you can quote word for word. Sometimes, lying in bed at night, I would allow myself to replay the whole scene, moment by moment. Sometimes, I would even add to it, merging imagination with memory until the whole thing shone and my body felt filled with light the way a glass fills with water. Sometimes when I did that, I wasn't even alone. 
 
But my morning shower wasn’t the place for another run through The Hotel Room Scene. I left it bubbling away in the back of my mind without focusing on it, letting its dark radiance pluck at the corner of my attention without giving in to it. That was a trick I had been using more and more lately. They say hunger is the best sauce, and I have come to see the truth of that. Another part of my arsenal, I suppose. 
 
The gorgeous smell of my body wash filled the shower cubicle, but I tried not to give in to the lovely sensations of water and soap. I had to get to work. A solitary indulgence with the removable showerhead might seem like a good idea to the horny part of my brain that didn’t worry about consequences. But I didn’t want to be late. And there was still lots to do before I was ready for work. So I turned off the shower and toweled myself off, heading back to my bedroom to continue getting ready. 
 
I won’t bore you with the details of my morning routine. Suffice to say that it’s extensive. I’ve been called a natural beauty before, but you never really know if people are just being kind. Anyway, I like my makeup. I work in an office, not a bar, so I try not to go too heavy. But the ladies out there will know what I mean when I say that minimalism takes a surprising amount of work.  
 
Anyway, after way too long, I was finally ready for work. My naughty shower thoughts had made me daring, and my outfit was new. Long leather boots that rose above the knee, with high heels that made me strut with every step. A couple of inches of bare thigh exposed between the top of the tall boots and the flared hem of my black skirt. A broad belt around my waist, pulling it inwards under the thin dark blue sweater I pulled over my head and tucked under the belt. The leather biker jacket I pulled on over the top gave the outfit a little bit of rock-chick flare as I grabbed my keys and headed for the door. Once again, I knew, my outfit would give my coworkers something to talk about behind my back. I provided something for the other women to sneer at, and the guys to drool at. I've made my peace with it. People are going to talk about you anyway when you're young and pretty. May as well give them something to say. 
 
The dark sky lightened gradually at its eastern edge as the headlights of my car carved their way through the darkness. The city was just waking up, the traffic building minute by minute as the morning unfolded. So many people with so many places to be. And not one of them knew the secret I kept. 
 
The lights were always on at the office. I pulled into my usual parking spot and made the short work to the spotless glass doors. The sensor beeped in recognition of the card I carried in my purse, and the door opened. 
 
The office was still deserted. Or so it seemed. I made my way through the sprawling building, the heels of my boots muffled by the short carpet. Dropping my purse at my desk, I walked on towards the break room. The smell of coffee floated towards me over the ranks of powered-down computers as I passed through the call center. A sly smile formed on my lips, growing along with the coffee smell as I approached the break room. 
 
I knew he'd be there. Tom was always in the habit of getting to the office before anyone, and it was a habit I'd encouraged. The quiet of the morning had become our time, a small yet intense lull before the craziness of the working day started. It was almost intimate, I suppose. Or it would have been if it wasn't dripping with cruelty and dominance. 
 
“Morning, Tom,” I said as I swung myself through the open door of the break room, tossing my hair over my shoulder as I gave him a devilish smile. Tom looked up from the countertop where the coffee pot burbled and sang. He didn’t look the least bit surprised to see me. Probably he had heard me coming. Or else felt the faint vibrations of my high heels through the floor, like some wary woodland creature. That was exactly how he looked as I smiled at him, like some nervous animal caught in the glare of my wide smile. What can I say? It turned me on. 
 
“Morning, Emma,” he said. He was always cautious around me now. I remembered the way he used to be, when we first started working together. Always joking. Always smiling. Always flirting. That, I knew, was what had gotten him into trouble with his wife and landed him where he was. But lately, Tom spoke to me as though he was walking on hot coals, the words extending gingerly into the air between us as though he was feeling his way forward. I’m such a bitch, I thought again with a shiver of wild delight. Because the fact that I made him nervous excited me. A grown man, a married man at that, scared to be around me because of what I knew about him. It was a dizzying and sadistic thrill to know how much he wanted me, and how much power that gave me. 
 
“There’s only the two of us here, Tom,” I said, speaking slowly and quietly to emphasize every word. “You can address me properly.” 
 
Tom's lips trembled. When all's said and done, he's a handsome man. The few flecks of gray that are starting to appear in his closely-cropped chestnut-brown hair are very becoming, lending him a certain gravitas usually absent in other men. Square-jawed, broad-shouldered, with a pleasant baritone voice and strong hands with well-shaped nails, Tom's quite a catch. It's not hard to see what Jess must have seen in him, all those years ago when they first met. Ten years or so older than me, Tom's only just entering early middle-age, and he still possesses the vigor of youth. Especially when he's nervous. Which lately, around me at least, is always. 
 
Tom's eyes shone like copper as they caught the strengthening light through the break room window. His gaze swept over me, taking me in from head to toe and back again. I tried my best not to respond to the feeling of lust that washed over me along with his eyes. My skin prickled. There he was, a man twice my size and ten years older than me, studying my body with a look of obvious and almost painful desire on his chiseled features. Standing in my heeled boots and slightly inappropriate skirt, I felt deliciously vulnerable. Not for the first time, I wondered if this was the day that Tom would finally break. If he would demand an end to this naughty game we were playing and refuse to do what I said. Or would he go even further? Would the desire that clearly raged inside him get the better of him? Would he hurl himself on top of me, drag me down to the floor, pull my skirt up around my hips and tear my panties off? And if he did, how would I respond? The thought was almost too delicious to bear. 
 
But Tom did nothing of the sort. His eyes slid over my body, and his lips parted as though he suddenly struggled to get enough air when he saw my boots. His gaze rose to meet mine and skittered away again. I knew that look, the one I had first seen for myself in the hotel room with his wife when Jess and I had first bent Tom to our will. It was a look of desire and lust and shame and, above all, total submission. 
 
“Good morning….Mistress.” Tom’s eyes darted around the break room as though he was making sure there was no one to hear him capitulate. As though the two of us weren’t completely alone in the vast building, our psychosexual drama playing out amid the silent phones and halogen lights. I had him. For another day, I knew I had him. 
 
“That’s better,” I smirked. “You know I love formality. It shows me you know your place. Is that coffee for me?” 
 
“Yes,” Tom said. He seemed almost grateful for something to focus on other than me as he turned to the counter. Two cups of coffee sat steaming side by side in front of the pot. Tom knew who I liked it. I had him well trained. There are perks to dominating a man, I was learning, that have little to do with sex. 
 
Tom’s large hands reached for the mug on the left. He handed it to me handle first, and I took a careful sip of the warm liquid, conscious of smudging my neutral lip gloss. The coffee slid down my throat, warming my stomach as it went, and I fixed Tom with another stare as I lowered the mug again. 
 
“Pour the other one away,” I ordered. Tom looked stricken at my command. Cruel? Maybe. But a mistress should be capricious. Tom’s job was simply to do what he was told. 
 
“Wh-what?” he stammered. 
 
“You heard me. Or should I tell your wife that you disobeyed me?” Tom visibly flinched at the mention of Jess. I had to try hard not to laugh as I watched him immediately pick up the coffee he had made for himself and pour it down the sink. Jess had done a number on her husband. We both had. For a woman who never dominated a man before, Tom’s wife seemed to have a natural talent for it. 
 
"Good," I smirked, maintaining my Evil Dominatrix persona. "No coffee for you today. Now apologize to me for your insolence. Properly. On your knees." Tom stared at me open-mouthed. I pointed to the floor with my free hand while my other still held the coffee he had made for me. With a quiet sigh, Tom bent his knees and sank to the floor, kneeling at my feet. A feeling of outrageous power flowed through me as I smiled down at the humbled man. 
 
“I’m sorry, Mistress,” Tom said. 
 
“Not good enough,” I snapped. Seized by sudden inspiration, I added, “Give me your phone.” Tom didn’t dare question me as he fumbled in the pocket of his pants. I didn’t need to see the obvious bulge of his erection to know that he was turned on. Kneeling before me never failed to get him going. It was such a dark thrill to be able to turn a man on so much by doing so little. 
 
Tom's phone was warm in my hand as he handed it to me. The screen displayed a picture of him and Jess, her arms wrapped around his shoulders from behind and her face above his shoulder. Blue mountains rose in the distance behind them. Some long-ago vacation the two of them had taken. For all she put him through, I got the distinct feeling that Tom truly loved his wife. As well he should. Jess was beautiful and sexually uninhibited. As cruel as I knew she could be, I also knew that she was giving her husband exactly what he wanted. And so was I. How that made him feel about me was a mystery. 
 
I swiped my thumb over the screen of Tom’s phone and located the camera function. Then I smiled over the top of the device as I pointed it at him. 
 
“Kiss my feet,” I ordered briskly. “Show me you haven’t forgotten your place.” 
 
He hadn’t. Without a moment’s hesitation, Tom bent his body forward. His hands lay flat on the break room floor as he lowered his face to my feet. I giggled as I felt the soft pressure of his lips on my toes through the leather of my boots as he kissed me. His head moved over my feet, his breath warming the leather as he debased himself. 
 
When the camera clicked above him, Tom visibly flinched. But he knew better than to stop kissing. Without raising his head, he continued his humiliating task while I smiled down at the screen of his phone. 
 
"That's better," I said. "That's how a pathetic horny boy like you should greet his mistress. You know, I'm feeling extra naughty today. Maybe I should just tie you up under my desk for the whole day. I could have you licking my boots and pleasuring me while I work, and nobody would know. I could say you called in sick." 
 
"Yes, Mistress." Tom's voice was muffled against my foot, but I could see that his body was beginning to tremble. He wanted nothing more, I knew, than for me to do exactly what I had said. To tie him like an animal under my desk and have him spend the entire day worshiping me. My cheeks crackled with heat. In my aroused state, it didn't seem like a bad idea at all. 
 
Tom's phone made a faint whooshing sound as I sent the picture onwards. He had to have heard it, and to know what it meant. But the only sign he gave was a slight pause of his busy lips before they continued to kiss my feet. Tentatively, his mouth crept higher, drifting towards my ankles, towards my shins. I could see the tension in his body as he resisted the urge to raise his head, to see what I was doing. To maybe sneak an unauthorized peek up my short skirt. 
 
Tom’s phone buzzed in my hand. I laughed as I lifted it and read the message that had arrived. 
 
“Jess says it’s nice to see you where you belong,” I read aloud. “Your wife is so mean to you, isn’t she?” 
 
"Yes, Mistress." Tom's breath was short, as though he had been running. Every movement of his body spoke of a lust he could barely restrain as his mouth slid over the leather of my boots. He was rising slowly, and I wondered if it was a deliberate effort on his part or simply a natural motion, the way plants grow towards the sun that they long for. Tom's head was creeping ever higher up my legs as he kissed his way towards my knees. 
 
“But you love it. Don’t you?” I bent slightly at the waist. Tom was up on his knees now, his hands clenched at his sides. I was delighted to hear a soft moan escape his throat as I ran my fingers through his short hair.  
 
“Yes Mistress,” he gasped. Through the leather of my boots, I could feel his lips trembling. His whole body was trembling as he kneeled in front of me. The smacking sound of his lips on my boots grew louder as his passion swelled. Tom’s mouth reached the top of my boot, his head brushing the hem of my skirt, and I raised my other leg. He grunted as my foot found the hard bulge of his cock in his dress pants. 
 
"Are you hard for your mistress?" The question was redundant. I could feel the shape of his cock, all but bursting with desire through the front of his pants as his manhood throbbed. Tom moaned as I rubbed the toe of my boot against his erection, tracing its shape playfully while he frantically kissed the top of my other boot. 
 
“Yes Mistress,” he groaned. His hands were holding the leg I stood on know, and I giggled again as he pressed his cock harder against my foot. 
 
“Careful,” I teased. “You don’t want to make a mess in your pants right before work, do you? If you do, I won’t let you clean yourself up. You’ll have to work like that all day, and everyone will see what a dirty little pervert you are.” I felt Tom’s shuddering breath against my thigh as he moaned in abject frustration. It was laughably easy, how quickly I could reduce him to a blubbering mess with nothing more than my feet and my words. But I couldn’t deny that it was hot. The air in the break room crackled with sexual energy, and my own stomach was boiling with the familiar fury of desire.  
 
“You want to kiss me, don’t you?” I said in a low voice. “You want to kiss my leg.” 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” Tom cried. He lunged towards me with his mouth, and only my hand on his forehead kept his lips from meeting the bare skin above my boot and beneath my skirt. 
 
“I didn’t say you could,” I chuckled. “I was just asking.” 
 
“Yes, Mistress.” 
 
“You want to kiss my pussy, don’t you?” Tom’s head snapped up as I spoke, and the bright glow in his eyes made a shudder race along my spine as I stood above him. 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” he said, His voice was hoarse with lust. My own desires were hardly any less powerful than his. For a long moment, I thought of simply lifting my skirt, sliding my panties down and having him pleasure me right there in the break room of our office. Every nerve in my body seemed to tingle at the sexy thought. The hardest part of controlling a submissive, I had learned, is controlling yourself. 
 
But whatever I was going to do, I needed to do it quickly. Any minute now, our coworkers would begin showing up at the office. The threat of discovery added a delicious frisson to the potent scene, but it wouldn't do much good for either of our careers if our secret got out. 
 
“Get your cock out,” I ordered. And Tom didn’t hesitate. His eyes lingered on me as his blind hands fumbled with the front of his pants. His zipper groaned downwards, and his cock sprang out buoyantly as he pulled his underwear down. He was fully erect. I could see the steady beat of his heart echoed in the dull pulse of his engorged member as he stared hopefully up at me. Smiling at the power I held and doing my best to ignore my own lust, I transferred the phone in my hand to the other hand that still held my mug of cooling coffee. 
 
“Stand up,” I ordered. Tom’s cock swayed absurdly as he rose at once to his feet. The look of hope and eagerness on his face was absolutely hilarious. He groaned loudly as I took his cock in my free hand and turned towards the door. 
 
“Come on,” I said, gently tugging on his manhood as though it were a short leash. Tom had no choice but to follow me as I led him out into the bright space of the office. I didn’t look back as I led him past the rows of empty desks. But I could feel his reluctance in every step as he followed behind me. I could feel the battle that raged inside him as he fought the urge to push me away and cover himself. He knew as well as I did how much we were risking. Every minute that passed made our situation more dangerous. And more thrilling. 
 
“Stay there,” I said at last. We had reached Tom’s desk, set apart from the others at the top of a flight of three steps. Tom looked confused and disappointed as I released my grip on his cock. I set my coffee down on top of his desk. 
 
“Give me your hand.” Wordlessly, Tom held out his hand, and I took it. He supported me as I climbed onto his chair, and then stood on his desk. If he had caught a glimpse up my skirt as I climbed, so much the better, I thought. Tom groaned again as I placed one foot on his hard cock, pressing it against the surface of his desk. The phone clicked in my hand as I took another picture and sent it to Jess.  
 
“I bet you want to cum real bad, don’t you?” I purred mockingly. “I bet if I let you, you’d spurt all over my feet, wouldn’t you?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress.” Tom’s breathing was growing ever more rapid. His arms hung at his sides as I pressed his cock against his own desk, trapping it under my foot. I liked the way it looked. I used Tom’s phone to send the same photo I had sent his wife to myself. Something to revisit later. 
 
The phone buzzed. Jess had responded to my photo, and the question I had asked her. An evil grin spread my lips wide as I returned my attention to Tom. 
 
“It’s your lucky day,” I said. My skirt swished around my thighs as I climbed down carefully from the desk again. “Your wife said that you’re allowed to cum. But only the way she wants.”  
 
Tom’s wide eyes watched me as I stood beside him. Still holding the phone, I pulled the cup of coffee, half gone by now, closer to us. Tom moaned as I took his cock in my hand. The camera clicked as I took another photo. Jess had been quite clear about that. She wanted to see it all. 
 
“That’s right,” I said as I stroked Tom’s throbbing cock. “Cum for me. Cum for your mistress.” I knew it wouldn’t take long. Tom’s state of arousal was clear in every movement of his body. His breath was loud in his flared nostrils as he quivered and trembled, and his cock leaped in my hand. I like to think I know what I’m doing. Still, there’s always a faint sense of achievement when you make a man cum just be touching him. 
 
Tom threw his head back. His eyes closed and his mouth opened, and a great roar of relief erupted from him as he ejaculated. The first spurt of his cum shot across his desk, and I aimed his cock like a weapon, forcing him to fire his side into the coffee cup. His semen disappeared into the brown liquid with a tiny splash. 
 
As Tom’s orgasm subsided, I milked his cock carefully, bringing the cup closer to catch his load. Tom moaned and sighed, and a twinge of jealousy flared inside me as I envied him his orgasm. But I didn’t envy what I knew was coming next. As Tom’s cock softened, I let it go. Lowering myself into his chair, I crossed my legs and smiled up at him. Hurriedly, Tom stuffed his cock back into his pants. Now that his desire was sated, his fear was even more apparent. 
 
He was right to be afraid. 
 
“Here,” I said, holding the lukewarm coffee out towards him while I held the phone in my other hand. “Drink it. Drink it all.” 
 
Tom’s face was a picture of shock. Conditioned to obey me by now, he took the cup in his hand. But his face showed disbelief as I smiled at him. 
 
“Do I need to repeat myself?” I said in a voice that dripped with menace. “Should I tell your wife you aren’t doing what she said? Maybe you don’t like to cum after all. If you don’t do as you’re told, you know she won’t let you cum again for a long, long time.” 
 
Tom slowly nodded. I raised the phone to capture the moment as he raised the mug to his grimacing face. 
 
“Good boy,” I said, giggling uncontrollably as I filmed the whole humiliating spectacle. “That’s a good boy. Drink it all, that’s it. Oh my God, you’re such a pathetic little bitch!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 8. A Domme’s Toy 
 
  
 
“No, I’m afraid Greg’s still not here.” 
 
“Well can you tell me when he’ll be back?” 
 
“I wish I could, but he didn’t leave any message.” 
 
A pause. 
 
“What kind of office is that where people just come and go as they please?” 
 
"I'm sorry, but that's our company policy. Management sometimes has to be out of the office. Sometimes for long periods." 
 
"Well, it seems a little convenient. I've been trying to get hold of him for two days!" 
 
“I’m sorry to hear that. I’ll be sure to tell him you called.” 
 
“I did that yesterday. He never called back.” 
 
“I’m sorry to hear that. I’m sure he will when he can.” 
 
“Are you?” It was my turn to pause. 
 
“Ma’am, I’m afraid there’s nothing more I can do for you. If you just - “ 
 
“Oh for God’s sake!” 
 
The phone clicked, and I sighed in relief as the irate woman hung up on me. It’s my job to be pleasant to people. I’m the public face and voice of the company, after all. But some people don’t make it easy. If you can’t deal with people in all their various moods, you have no business in a job like mine. I know that. But it would be nice if those who call or show up at the office would appreciate that we’re people too. We have good days and bad days, like anyone else. 
 
And yet it wasn’t really the fault of the woman who was looking for Greg. Not entirely, anyway. She might have been a little snippy, but I’ve listened to a lot worse. 
 
No, the problem was me. And the problem was Tom. And in a way, the problem was also Jess. 
 
Irritated, I squirmed in my seat, grinding my hips from side to side. Under my desk, my foot twitched, up and down like the tail of a stalking cat, the leather of my tall boot creaking slightly with each movement. I pressed my thighs together and gripped the edge of the desk as I quietly sighed. 
 
You know how you get angry sometimes when you’re hungry? I know I do. But not all hungers are for food. There was an appetite yawning in me that was doing its best to drive out everything else. It was all I could do to be polite while my lust gnawed away at my insides. And it was all Tom’s fault. 
 
The events of the morning had left their mark. Once Tom had finished the coffee he so desperately didn’t want to drink, I had sent the video I took off to Jess and handed his phone back to him. Leaving him at his desk, I barely made it to my own work area before the other staff began to file in. I greeted them all with a smile, buoyed up internally by the secret that throbbed away in my chest. 
 
But as the day wore on, the delightful images began to become a burden. And my resolve began to flag. Once or twice, while the phone slept on the desk beside me and I had nothing better to do, I turned to my own phone and looked at the picture of Tom’s erection trapped underneath my boot. It only made things worse. And I knew it would, but I couldn’t help myself. Unlike Tom, I had no other authority than myself to keep my powerful urges under control. My resolve was faltering. 
 
What's a girl to do? I know how to paddle the pink canoe when it comes to that. But I'm not a teenager. I've never jilled off at work, and I wasn't looking to start. There was something so desperate and humiliating about the thought of treating myself to some lonely pleasure in a bathroom stall while my coworkers used the toilets around me. The sexual urge might rage and snarl inside me, but I was doing my best not to give in to it. What made Tom so easy to control was his inability to resist his own desire. I knew that. If I gave in to myself, I'd be no better than he was. 
 
Still. My foot bounced rhythmically under my desk. I could still remember the firm yet slightly squishy feel of his cock under my foot. I could still see the look on his face as he swallowed down his extra creamy coffee at my command. My hands plucked idly at my skirt as I fussed with it absently, my fingertips stroking my bare legs under my desk.  
 
I couldn't say just how close I was to giving in and making a run for the bathroom when Tom appeared sheepishly at my desk. I only know that it had been very close indeed. My stomach boiled with desire as I watched him approach. 
 
Tom’s bronze eyes darted around the empty reception area before he spoke. 
 
“I, uh - I need to go to the bathroom,” he said in a quiet voice. I didn’t even try to keep the smile off my face. 
 
I hadn’t seen Tom all morning since I left him at his desk with a belly full of his own cum. But that didn’t mean there had been no contact between us. A series of texts during my quiet periods had kept him in his place, and no doubt kept him hard and horny, too. In those texts, I had laid out a new rule for him to follow. I don’t trust you not to go and jerk your sad cock in the bathroom while you think about me, I had tapped out. From now on, you only go to the bathroom with my permission. I wondered how long Tom had waited before subjecting himself to the emasculating ordeal of asking me for permission. The only way to get from his desk to the building’s bathrooms was by passing my desk, so I knew he hadn’t been since I had arrived at work. 
 
“Do you?” I smiled. “You should probably ask for permission, then, shouldn’t you?” I basked in Tom’s humiliation as his eyes darted around the room again, as though some listeners might have appeared while we spoke. He leaned over my desk, and I could say the strain of shame and humiliation in his face as he spoke between gritted teeth. 
 
“Please, Mistress,” he hissed, “may I go to the bathroom?”  
 
A sense of power flooded through me. Humiliating Tom like this was just too much fun. And even as it fed the wild fire of lust in my chest, I reveled in the feelings it gave me. I had it all worked out, you see. Tom was going to learn just how far ahead his mistress planned for his disgrace. 
 
“OK then,” I said brightly. I felt Tom’s eyes on my body as I pushed my chair back from my desk and stood. It had been hours since I had let him cum. Plenty of time for his desire to grow again. I pretended not to notice as I fished a key card out from a drawer in my desk.   
 
“But you need to be supervised,” I said, pointing the corner of the plastic card at the center of his chest. “Come with me.” Tom didn’t argue as I stepped away from my desk, leading him towards the back of the building. 
 
Most of the people I worked with seemed unaware that the building had two floors. Either they had forgotten, or had never known. Not that there was much to see on the upper floor anyway. A conference room and a couple of storerooms filled with dusty stationery no one wanted. There was no reason for anyone to go up there. And the door to the stairs was kept locked anyway. I had inherited a key from the previous receptionist before she left the company. For all I knew, it might be the only one. 
 
The door beeped and clicked as I waved the key card in front of the sensor. I pushed the door open, and Tom followed behind me, letting the door swing shut again by itself. My heels made a loud crack with every step I took as I climbed the concrete stairs.  
 
Up above the constant murmur of the call center below, the abandoned area of the building was quiet. Tom followed me through another door at the top of the stairs, past the conference room with its broad and empty table, towards the bathroom. I led him into the woman’s bathroom, not that it mattered. I knew we wouldn’t be disturbed. 
 
“Alright then. Go ahead,” I said, nodding towards the stalls. “But keep the door open. I want to make sure you’re not getting up to any funny business.” A look of disbelief showed on Tom’s face, but he did as he was told. I caught him peering over his shoulder at me as he took up a position in front of a toilet, and his belt rattled as he opened the front of his pants. It seemed to take a very long time before I heard the stream of water begin.  
 
It went on for a while; Tom must have really tried to hold it. But eventually, I heard his stream subside. My heels clicked on the tile floor as I made my way towards him. The storm of lust raging inside me had abated only a fraction while I listened to him piss. Now, as he finished, it rose up again. And with it, wild ideas rose to the surface. 
 
“Stay there,” I said as I approached Tom from behind. He watched me over his shoulder as I stepped in close behind him. My high heeled boots made me close to Tom’s height, and as I wrapped my arms around him, I peered over his shoulder. A spire of delight rose inside me as I saw that his cock was hard in his hand. 
 
“I must really be turning you on today, huh?” I said in a quiet voice, my mouth close to his ear. 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” Tom moaned. “You look so sexy today, and I just want to - “ 
 
“Oh, I know what you want to do,” I giggled softly. “But that’s not what you’re going to get. Little bitches like you don’t deserve women like me, do they?” 
 
“No Mistress.” 
 
“Then say that.” There was only the briefest pause before Tom began speaking. 
 
“Little bitches like me don’t deserve women like you, Mistress.” It was all I could do not to growl in predatory desire as he spoke the words. 
 
“They certainly don’t,” I smirked. My hands reached around to the front of Tom’s body, and I gently pulled his hand away from his cock, replacing it with my own. Tom shuddered as I gently stroked his warm shaft. Pressing my hips against him from behind, I felt almost as if it was my own cock I was stroking. I smiled at the thought. And between my thighs, I could feel my pussy beginning to twitch with desire. In the whole office, no one knew that we were here. It was time to take what I wanted. 
 
“Turn around,” I said sharply. Tom turned to face me as I took a step back, giving him space to move. Now he had his back to the toilet, and his cock pointed directly at me as he stood forlornly in front of me. Hope flared briefly in his eyes as I reached towards the open front of his pants again. But this time, it was his belt I was after. The strip of leather hissed faintly as I drew it out of the loops of his pants, and Tom’s eyes watched my every movement as I folded the belt into a loop in my hand.  
 
“Sit down,” I said. Tom didn’t need me pointing his belt at him like a weapon to remind him of the consequences of disobedience. He sat on the toilet with his exposed cock rising up from his lap, and I smiled happily at his unquestioning compliance. His eyes followed the swaying movement of my body as I stepped towards him. My short skirt rose higher on my thigh as I raised one foot and placed it on the edge of the toilet, my boot pressing against his cock again. Tom sighed in desire as I leaned over him, my foot on his manhood and my bent knee close to his face. 
 
“Lift your arms straight up.” The toilets up here were the old-fashioned kind, with a water tank mounted high on the wall close to the ceiling. A metal pipe carried the water down into the toilet when it flushed, and I fed Tom’s belt through the gap between this pipe and the wall. Placing his hands together, I wrapped the belt around his wrists and around the pipe, again and again until the two ends met. Then I buckled his belt, trapping his hands above his head.  
 
Stepping back, I admired my handiwork. Tom sat on the toilet, panting with desire, his cock hard and twitching to the beat of his heart. The familiar feeling of total power flowed through me. Tom’s eyes hungrily followed my hands as I reached up under my skirt and pulled down my panties. 
 
“Now, it’s my turn to cum,” I said. “and you better make it a good one. I’ve been waiting for this all morning.” 
 
"Yes, Mistress," Tom panted eagerly, nodding his head as he spoke. He wanted nothing more than to please me. That was the magic of our arrangement, the beautiful truth under the veneer of cruelty and compulsion. Tom wanted nothing at that moment to be exactly where he was, tied to a toilet with me in the stall with him. Grinning, I stepped forward. His cock was masked by the pale purple fabric of my panties as I dropped them carelessly on top of his manhood. Carefully, placing my hands on Tom's shoulders for balance, I climbed up on to the toilet. My heels scraped the plastic seat as I maneuvered. Turning to face the stall's open door, I placed my feet on either side on Tom's hips, and he brought his thighs together to make space for me to stand. Then I pulled up my skirt and bent forward, my hands braced on the walls of the bathroom stall as I pushed myself back against him. The cheeks of my ass pressed against Tom's face, pushing his head back against the wall behind us. I bent my knees as I adjusted my position. 
 
“That’s right, you dirty little bitch-boy,” I growled, giving in completely to the lust that roared through me. “Get your face in my ass and eat my pussy.” Tom didn’t need to be told. I gasped in triumphant pleasure as I felt his wet tongue between my legs, reaching for the wet slit of my trembling sex. The secret bathroom echoed to the sound of my pleasure as Tom licked my pussy, sliding his tongue over the glistening folds while he buried his nose in my ass. 
 
"Oh fuck yeah," I gasped. My hair hung down around my face as I rocked with pleasure, pressing myself greedily against him. "Lick that pussy. You know you want to." He did. Tom's tongue vibrated as he moaned in submissive pleasure, pressing his muscular organ harder against me. I shuddered in delight as the tip of his tongue slipped easily between my dripping lips, making me quiver in desire as my nerves ignited. Reaching back, I put a hand n his head as I ground my ass on his face. 
 
"Get that face in there," I sneered as cruelty vied with pleasure inside me. "Get that face in my ass where it belongs." As I spoke, I bent and straightened my knees, rubbing my ass all over Tom's face as though I was marking my territory. He was like an animal, panting and gasping and licking and kissing whatever was in front of him. Half-hidden by my discarded panties, his cock raged and throbbed as I totally ignored it, demanding my own pleasure. I leaned further forward, quietly grateful for the years of yoga that had given me good balance, and Tom's nose pressed against the entrance of my pussy while his tongue reached for my clit. I was almost touching my toes now, gripping the leather of the boots that covered my shins as I screamed in pleasure. In some strange way, the discomfort of the position added to the arousal I felt. All that mattered was that he keep his tongue working on my pussy. And judging by the series of moans and groans that rose from Tom's busy mouth, that was precisely what he intended to do. 
 
I drew a deep breath. Things were moving inside me, my body seemingly rearranging itself as my pleasure mounted. My hair hung in an ombre curtain around my flushed face as I gasped. I gripped my ankles and leaned back, squeezing Tom’s head between my body and the wall. His tongue moved inside me, making the wet walls of my pussy spasm as he licked up the juices that were flowing freely from my sex. I knew I was close. The tight knot of desire underneath my stomach told me that much. My body trembled, and I struggled to maintain my balance as my legs grew suddenly wobbly. My boots slid slightly on the toilet seat. I gasped and panted and screamed in joy as I felt my orgasm roll over me, my entire body seeming to hand like an appendage from my pulsating pussy as I anointed Tom’s face with my juices. Over the echoing sound of my own screams of pleasure, I heard him slurping as he greedily lapped up my juices like a man dying of thirst. It seemed like the sexiest sound in the world as I basked in utter bliss.  
 
Finally, slowly, carefully, I straightened up. Bracing myself again on the walls of the stall, I stepped clumsily down from the toilet. My legs felt like rubber as I turned to face Tom. Lust still growled and bubbled inside me, subdued by the outpouring of my pleasure but still very much alive. I grinned as I looked down at him and his pussy-soaked face and his needy cock, covered by my panties. Leaning forward, I plucked my underwear from his cock and balled it up in my hand. 
 
"Not bad," I grudgingly admitted. "Maybe there's a reason your wife keeps you around after all." Tom's eyes were wide as he watched me, and his open mouth dripped with my cum. I raised a foot to the toilet again, letting my skirt fall back to reveal my dripping pussy, and Tom moaned as I tapped his cock with my toes. "I'm trying to decide who eats my pussy better," I said, my eyes fixed on Tom's, "you or your wife." The flinch he made and the spasm of shame that passed quickly over his face made my pussy clench. The reminder that I had made Jess lick me while he was forced to watch tugged at the tangled strings of shame and desire in Tom's submissive soul. Just as I had hoped. I had worked him up to a fever pitch of passion, and there was almost nothing he wouldn't do now if I would only let him cum again. 
 
The only problem was, I wasn’t sure that was what I wanted at all.  
 
“Look at this mess you’ve made,” I said, pulling my skirt further back so that my pussy was clearly on display. Using my panties as a cloth, I carefully wiped the copious juices from my thighs and swollen lips, smiling as Tom watched every moment of it. When the purple fabric was dark with my juices, I leaned forward. 
 
“Open your mouth.” Tom did as he was told. I saw his eyelids flutter like butterfly wings as I pushed the wet mess of my panties into his mouth. The look of abject desire on his handsome face as he tasted my pussy again was almost enough to make me cum for a second time as I stood in front of him. 
 
“I wanted to keep you under my desk as a sex toy today,” I said. “But maybe this is a better idea. I can come up here whenever I get horny and make you service me, and you’ll just have to wait for me. You’ll be so horny, up here all by yourself, but there’s nothing you can do about it. And I’ll be getting wet while I sit at my desk, just thinking about how I have a sex slave no one knows about, hidden up here. Do you like that idea? You wanna be my horny little fuck toy?” 
 
Tom nodded desperately. A muffled moan rose from his filled mouth. He looked so desperate, so horny and so ridiculous, sitting there with my wet panties in his mouth. And yet the scene was at the same time almost unbearably sexy. My pussy twitched as I toyed with the idea of climbing on top of Tom and riding his cock right there in the secret bathroom, burying his manhood inside me as we climaxed together in a deep roar of passion. But I resisted. A good mistress controls herself as much as she does her slaves. 
 
“OK,” I giggled. Tom’s eyes followed every movement of my fingers as I slid them over the wet lips of my pussy, teasing myself as much as I was teasing him. “You can stay up here for now. But every time I come up here, that cock had better be rock hard for me. If I catch you without a hardon, you’ll be very sorry.” 
 
“Hmmm!” Tom’s head bobbed up and down as he frantically nodded. The belt that held his arms to the pipe above his head creaked and groaned as he shifted on top of the toilet. I knew he would be uncomfortable as he sat up here, waiting for me to come back. But I also knew that his arousal would drive out any other considerations - at least until I let him cum. If I let him cum. Tom couldn’t know the reason behind the sly smile that spread across my face as I looked at him, but he had the good sense to look worried. As well he should.  
 
My boot heel rapped loudly on the tile floor as I lifted my foot from the toilet and brought it down hard on to the tile floor. To my delight, Tom jumped. There he was, a grown man ten years my senior, and he was afraid of me. Fearful of the power I had over him, the power to humiliate and torment him seemingly without limit. And I knew, just as deep down Tom knew himself, that what he was afraid of most of all is that one day I'd stop. 
 
But not that day. 
 
“Alright,” I said with a smile. “I better get back. The phone’s probably ringing off the hook.” It took a huge effort to tear myself away from him, while every burning cell in my body screamed at me to fuck him. Even in the afterglow of a powerful orgasm, my dripping pussy cried out to feel him inside me. All manner of wild images paraded through my brain. Things I could do to him. Things I had done with him. Limitless power was in my grasp, and letting it rest, even if only temporarily, seemed like madness. But I forced myself to turn and walk towards the mirrors on the far wall of the bathroom, adjusting my skirt as I went and feeling Tom’s eyes on me every step of the way. 
 
“This skirt is really too short to go commando,” I said as I studied myself in the mirror. My cheeks, flushed as pink as sunset, were a dead giveaway, and I splashed cold water from the faucet on my skin to try to conceal the rosy glow. I could see Tom reflected in the mirror, his wild eyes glaring above his gagged mouth as I adjusted my hair. “But I just don’t feel like wearing any panties any more,” I went on as I posed and preened in front of the mirror, fussing with my makeup. “I might flash a few people when I go downstairs, but so what?” For all my blase attitude, the thought alternately thrilled and frightened me. But the idea of leaving Tom gagged with my soaked panties was too exciting to abandon. I would just have to be careful. And the thought of taking such a risk added a little more gasoline to the lustful fire that raged inside me. Tom didn’t know what I knew, and could only guess what I was feeling. I would be back up here with him in no time at all. 
 
“How do I look?” I said as I turned to face Tom again, brushing my hair back from my face. Tom’s eyes did their little dance from head to toe and back again. His cock raged as it rose from between his legs. He made a muffled noise against the panties that made me smile. 
 
“Was that ‘beautiful, Mistress’?” I asked. Tom made another noise as he nodded his head up and down. My heart flared in triumph and conquest and a strange sort of tenderness towards the man I had made my slave. 
 
“You’re sweet,” I said, blowing him a kiss. “now, be a good boy and keep that cock nice and hard for mistress, ok? I’ll be back when I feel like it.” Turning abruptly, I flounced towards the bathroom door. Tom made no sound as I walked out of the bathroom, my heels echoing in the empty hallways of the part of the building no one ever used. I tried to compose myself, to control my breathing and my heart rate as I climbed downstairs, eager to show nothing on my face of what burned inside me. 
 
There’s nothing like having a secret. And upstairs in the disused bathroom of the office known only to me, I had a big, hard, horny one. I couldn’t keep the smile from my face as I walked back to my desk and sat down in my chair, feeling the cool air against my still-damp pussy as I crossed my legs.  
 
“See, Emma?” I said to myself with a grin. “Work can be fun too.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 9. A Domme’s Pleasure 
 
I could say I was distracted, but that would hardly do it justice. What I was feeling was more than mere distraction. I answered the phone and sent emails and spoke to people in a daze, running on autopilot as I went through the motions of my job. My mind was elsewhere. You know where. Upstairs, in the bathroom nobody knew about, where Tom was bound and frustrated and waiting for me. 
 
The orgasm he had given me still hummed and glowed inside me as I sat behind my desk, pressing my thighs together. The sounds and sights that reached me from the world around me seemed faint and dull, as though coming from underground. The wild fantasies and memories inside my head burned so much brighter. 
 
And as I sat behind my desk, trying to resist the urge to go back upstairs right away and fuck Tom’s brains out, twisted new thoughts came to me. It was like being drunk, or under the influence of some other powerful drug. This lust, this intense sexual excitement, made me think things and do things that I would never have thought myself capable of in the cold light of day. Look, it’s not like I haven’t been around. I’m no blushing virgin, that’s for sure. I’m not a stranger to kink. But having a married man tied up in a toilet at work, waiting for you to come and use him as your personal sex toy - that was something else. That was something I would hardly have even imagined just a month or two before. 
 
But now I found myself in a mistress’s dilemma. What Tom wanted was the same thing I wanted. My pussy still tingled from the actions of his tongue, but I wanted more than just some oral. I needed to feel him inside me. And yet the sadistic part of my brain told me not to give him what he wanted, even if it was the same thing I wanted. Denying him, keeping him frustrated and wanting, was just too much fun to throw it away now. 
 
And between those pressures, my desire for my own pleasure and the need to deny his, an idea formed like a crystal, brilliant and cold. 
 
There was a lull in the office. The phone was quiet. Nothing needed my immediate attention. I could give in to the dark thoughts that were blooming inside my head, the ones I hardly dared look at fully, for all their strange luster. 
 
There was a way I could get what I wanted without giving Tom anything. I knew that. My first instinct was to bat the idea away, but it proved stronger than I was. It kept tugging at my sleeve, and I could feel the slow smile spreading across my face as I thought about it. It would be wild. It would be crazy. But that’s what it means to be young, isn’t it? Opportunities like this don’t come along every day, after all. 
 
When Brandon the delivery guy came through the front door of the office, my heart throbbed in my chest, kicking against the inside of my ribs. 
 
Brandon was hot as hell. Our office got plenty of deliveries, so Brandon came by pretty much every day, since before I even worked there. I’d estimate him to be around my age. His company uniform was tighter than it strictly needed to be, his dark shirt pulled tight around the slabs of thick muscle that formed his chest. His arms, visible under his short sleeves, bulged with muscle. His torso had that inverted triangle shape, broad shoulders slowly narrowing towards a narrow waist that told me he was no stranger to the gym. Dark curls erupted from his scalp, curling around his ears as they cascaded from his head. His dark eyes glittered happily every time he saw me, and a lopsided smile lifted his mouth more at one side than the other. His lips were pink in a nest of dark stubble. It was that, just as much as his insane body, that made him so attractive. His unflappable cheerfulness. His swaggering confidence. Sure, he was nothing more than a courier. But Brandon had the same sense of self-belief I usually saw in C-level executives. None of whom had a body like his. 
 
“Hi, Brandon,” I said. Or rather purred. I couldn’t help it. Desire roared through my body as I sat behind my desk, and it was making me act like a sex kitten. Brandon’s ever-present smile seemed just a little wider than usual as he carried a few boxes and envelopes towards my desk. He set the parcels down, and I felt a sudden urge to press my head against his solid chest, to run my hands up and down his brawny arms. My heart rate climbed. This was crazy. But I didn’t want to fight it any longer. 
 
“Hey, Emma,” he smiled. We’d kept up a harmless low-key flirtation for the last year or so, without it ever seeming like it was going anywhere. But then, the same had been true between Tom and I, until recent events had changed everything. And that thought did nothing to calm the storm that raged inside me as I smiled up at the delivery guy. God, I felt so naughty, as erotic thoughts about the man standing in front of me charged through my mind. And It feels good to be bad. “You know what I need,” Brandon smirked as he pulled the small machine from his belt holster for me to sign. The plastic housing was warm from the heat of his body as he handed it over to me. My breath caught in my chest. I had a feeling similar to the one you get when you stand in some high place, toes pointing out over the yawning chasm below, feeling just how thin the line is between the life you’re living and the chaos that yawns on all sides. It was thrilling.  
 
All the times I had thought about something without doing it weighed down upon me. And maybe, if things with Tom hadn't escalated the way that they had, I never would have tried what happened next. In fact, I'm sure I wouldn't. I was at work, and I try to be professional. Especially since I know what people think when they see me. The way I look. The way I dress. But all that receded to a pale point and vanished. Lust and fear and excitement roared together in my skull, and I dared myself to jump. To fling myself over the ledge and see where I landed. 
 
"Oops." I giggled girlishly as I dropped the handheld device to the floor. It bounced a little on the carpet before coming to rest behind my desk. My heart soared as Brandon came around the desk in a hurry, already dropping to one knee to retrieve the device that I made no attempt to pick up. 
 
Instead, I turned in my chair. Brandon was on the floor at my feet, one hand on the dropped handheld as he raised his eyes to me. I watched his gaze travel up my tall leather boots, over the glimpse of my thighs that my short skirt afforded him. He wasn’t smiling anymore. His lips were parted slightly, and the faint glint of white teeth showed in the dark space between. His dark eyes burned. I knew that look. I knew that look, and it made me tremble as I dared myself to take the next step. 
 
Slowly, smiling all the while, I uncrossed my legs.  
 
My skirt fell against my legs as I plucked at it with one hand. My high heel thumped on the floor. Brandon was looking up my skirt, between my parted legs, staring right at my quivering pussy that was still wet with the recent orgasm Tom had given me. Brandon's eyes darted between my legs as I held my skirt up a little more, glancing quickly around the office as I did so to make sure no one was watching. I saw him gulp. 
 
"Like what you see?" I said. I tried to keep my voice calm, summoning the detached control and superiority I used on Tom so easily. But inside, I felt as though I was shaking like a leaf. I don't want to sound arrogant or conceited, but I'm not a girl that has to resort to such brazen tactics to get what she wants. I'd never flashed anyone before in my life. And I never thought I would do such a thing in the workplace. But the dark spirit of deviant sex inside me carried me past my doubts and fears, whispering in my ear of the pleasures that awaited if I would only follow its lead. So I did. 
 
“Uh huh.” Brandon slowly nodded. His eyes never left my dripping pussy. He seemed almost bewitched by the sight of my moist sex. Some primal pheromonal urge was at work. Something I might be able to use, even if I could never control it. The sheer wrongness of what I was doing echoed inside me, plucking at the inflamed nerves along my shivering spine.  
 
“When’s your lunch break?” 
 
“Whenever I want.” Brandon spoke to the space between my legs, transfixed by what he saw between my thighs. 
 
“Wanna come upstairs with me?” 
 
“Uh huh.” It wasn’t until I let my skirt drop back onto my thighs, covering myself, that Brandon finally lifted his eyes to mine. His stubbled cheeks showed the faint pink flush of desire that I could feel burning on the skin of my own face. He rose slowly to his feet, and I pushed my chair back and rose with him. Glancing quickly around the office, I took one last look to make sure no one was watching. Then I snatched up the plastic key card. Stepping towards the delivery man, I took one of his hands in mine. 
 
“Come on,” I giggled as I led him towards the back stairs. “Let’s go.” 
 
As though he was afraid to break the strange spell he must have thought had come over me, Brandon said nothing. He simply followed as I led him to the stairs and pulled the door open. In an echo of the series of events that had led to my fun with Tom, my boot heels made sharp reports on the concrete as I climbed the stairs. My skirt swayed around my bare thighs, and my pussy pulsed in anticipation as I led Brandon on. I still couldn't believe what was happening, even as it unfolded. Easier to believe that it was some especially vivid fantasy than to acknowledge the truth: that this was real life. I was leaving my desk to have sex with Brandon the hot delivery guy, and no one was going to stop me. Giddy with my own outrageous power, I reached the upstairs hallway and led him towards the bathroom. 
 
Just as we approached the door of the women’s bathroom that nobody used, a thought occurred to me. A sudden instinct of caution, at odds with the monstrous lust that had swept most of my more sensible thoughts away. I turned towards Brandon, a smile on my face. Despite the tall heels of my boots, he was still taller than me. And far bigger. I placed a hand on his chest, feeling the beat of his heart and the pace of his breath underneath the hard muscle. Desire growled in the cage of my body. 
 
“Just wait here for a minute, ok?” I said. “Just one minute.” Brandon’s brow furrowed as he looked down at me. But he nodded. He was feeling the same irresistible desire I was, swept up in the same wave that was carrying me along. I could see that. But things weren’t quite ready yet. My plan was coming together, but it wasn’t yet complete. 
 
Still smiling at Brandon, I let go of his hand and pushed the bathroom door open. Turning, I stepped inside, letting the door swing shut behind me. In the row of mirrors on the wall, I watched my own smile change from one of playful flirtation to an expression of cool conquest. My boots echoed on the tile floor as I walked through the room. 
 
Tom was sitting on the toilet in one of the stalls, exactly where I had left him. His own belt still bound his hands to the water pipe behind him. My pussy pulsed under my flared skirt as I saw that his cock was still as hard as it had been when I had left him here to return to my desk. As interminable as the time between then and now had been for me, I could only imagine what my horny prisoner had been feeling. Unable to move, unable to escape, unable to even touch his own cock to alleviate the pressure of desire that I had caused in him. All he could do was wait for me to return and use him again. And the familiar thrill of power made the flames of lust roar inside me as I walked towards him. 
 
Tom’s face was a picture. His eyes were wide, dancing over my body as I approached. It never seems to matter with men. No matter how you treat them, they never stop lusting after you. Though in Tom’s case, I knew, the meaner I was to him, the more he would want me. Though it seemed, as he watched me approach, that he couldn’t possibly want me more than he did at that moment. I half-expected him to tear the pipe off the wall and flood the bathroom in his desire to reach out and take me.  
 
But Tom stayed where he was. And I loomed over him as I entered the stall. Raising one foot, I placed it on the edge of the toilet between his legs. The toe of my boot pressed just a little on the underside of his cock. Between his parted lips, I could see the purple fabric of my panties that filled his mouth as I placed my hand over it. 
 
“Sssshhhh,” I urged in a quiet whisper, pressing a finger of my free hand to my own lips. “You have to be quiet now, ok?” Tom nodded as his eyes rolled in his head. He would agree to anything. We both knew that. What tiny power to resist me he had ever had was long gone by now. 
 
“Having you up here has made me so horny,” I giggled. “I’ve just been sitting at my desk practically creaming myself thinking about it.” Predictably, Tom’s eyes peered into the darkness under my skirt. I let him look. The more aroused he got, the more obedient he became. “Just thinking about you, totally hard for me and unable to do anything about it,” I went on. “God, it’s almost too much. Knowing I can use you whenever I feel like it, and I don’t have to worry about your pleasure at all. You’ll come crawling back anyway. Won’t you? Crawling back to your mistress.” 
 
“Hmmm-mmmm!” Tom nodded frantically as he moaned into the panties in his mouth, and I giggled. 
 
"Ssshhh," I urged again, pressing my hand against his mouth. "You need to be very quiet now. You see, your mistress needs cock. And not this useless little toothpick you call a cock, either. No wonder your wife was so eager to eat my pussy like a horny little slut." I suppressed more laughter as Tom's eyes rolled again. The memory of the night we had spent in a hotel room with his beautiful wife would be, I knew, as vivid and alive in Tom's mind as it was in mine. At least. And I loved to taunt him with his own inadequacies. The thrilling thought that he had no idea what I was about to do to him made my wet pussy spasm again. 
 
“I found a real man,” I said in a whisper. Tom’s eyes burned above the hand I kept pressed to his mouth as I held his gaze. “A sexy young man who’s going to fuck me right. And you’re going to keep quiet and listen while your mistress gets fucked. We don’t want anyone knowing you’re here, do we?” 
 
I could feel Tom’s breath against my hand as he panted. Slowly, he moved his head from side to side. I was becoming familiar with the expression of disbelief and desire on my slave’s handsome face. It excited me.  
 
“Good boy,” I smirked. “Don’t make a sound, ok? If you’re a really good boy, maybe you’ll get a little treat.” Tom moaned involuntarily as I lifted my hand from his mouth. Stepping away from him, I closed the door of the stall he was in, hiding him from view. I didn’t want to scare Brandon off with the sight of another horny man. My stomach fluttered nervously as I made my way back to the bathroom door and pulled it open. Brandon’s eyes shone as he saw me again. 
 
“Ok, come on,” I said. “The coast is clear.” 
 
Brandon stepped forward. The bathroom door closed behind him. I stepped back as he advanced towards me. His face now bore a look that was almost predatory in its intensity, and the wildness in me thrilled to his touch as he placed his hands on my hips. As gently yet irresistibly as a wave of the sea, he pushed me back against the row of sinks under the bathroom's mirrors. My skirt slid over my skin as he lifted it out of the way. His muscular neck curved as he bent his head to mine, and sparks crackled all through my trembling body as he kissed me. 
 
The buttons of his shirt came apart under my trembling fingers. I wanted his body exposed and under my hands, wanted it the way a drowning woman wants air. And Brandon’s strong hands were just as busy. My skirt was pushed aside as though it was no more substantial than water vapor, and I moaned into the hot space of his mouth as his fingers slid over my wet pussy. 
 
The setting was hardly romantic. But the outrageousness of what we were doing only added to the thrill I was feeling. I had known Brandon for a long time, but the truth was, I didn't know him at all, any more than he knew me. We exchanged pleasantries and flirted a little, and I had never thought it would go any further than that. But now his hand was between my legs, rubbing and touching, making me gasp as my body responded to his expert touch. This was going to change everything. But I was too turned on to care. 
 
Brandon’s other hand gripped my top at the waist. Our kiss broke as he pulled it away from me, and I helped him lift it over my head, shaking my hair free as he tossed it onto the counter behind me. His hand caressed my breasts now, his thumb finding the hard nub of my nipple through the fabric of my bra, and my moan of pleasure bounced back from the white walls. My pussy spasmed against Brandon’s fingers as I thought of Tom, forced to listen and unable to see, imagining everything I was denying him. My breath was heavy as I gasped for air. I almost came right there and then. 
 
Brandon’s head dipped towards my chest, and I sighed happily as I felt his lips kissing my boobs. The excitement in me was building to an almost unbearable pitch. Brandon’s shirt caught for a moment on his thick biceps as I pulled it off his shoulders, and he tore his hands free, letting the garment flutter to the floor behind him. 
 
I could have cum like that, with his mouth on my skin and his fingers pressing against the wet entrance to my dripping pussy. But that wasn't what I wanted. Not yet, at least. Once you've decided to be a slut, the kind of slut that fucks a delivery guy in the office bathroom, you may as well commit to it. And I had an audience to consider. It took every ounce of self-control I had to place my hands on Brandon's massive shoulders and push him away from me. 
 
"Here," I said breathlessly, smiling at my lover as I spoke. "Let me do this." Brandon's face was a picture of wild joy as I dropped to my knees in front of him. His belt rattled in my hand as I unfastened it, and my heart beat wildly as I opened his pants. Inside his underwear, I could feel the hard shape of his cock. I pulled down both his pants and his boxer shorts, and Brandon's erection sprang out in front of my face. 
 
“Oh my God,” I said, closing my fingers around his shaft. “Look at this beautiful cock. It’s so big and thick and hard.” Brandon smirked as I showered him with praise, never guessing whose ears it was really intended for. The thought of Tom listening helplessly in the stall delighted me, and Brandon groaned as I leaned forward and ran my tongue carefully along his cock. The lubrication of my saliva helped my hand to glide over his skin as I felt the dense network of blood-hot veins that throbbed to my touch. Brandon’s eyes were locked onto me as I opened my mouth, peering up at him through my lashes as I took his cock into my mouth. 
 
Sucking cock, I’ve found, is both art and science. Brandon groaned as I employed everything I knew about pleasing a man, my skills honed over the years of my adventurous youth. He leaned against the counter beside him, gasping as though the air in the bathroom had grown suddenly thin. And I wanted him to gasp. I wanted him to moan and groan, to give voice to all the pleasure I was giving him and denying Tom at the same time. I moaned too, the sound from deep in my throat making my lips vibrate around Brandon’s cock and enhancing his pleasure. 
 
I took my time. My head bobbed up and down as I too Brandon deeper, his thick head pressing towards the opening of my throat as I warmed to my task. I kept things wet and messy, hoping Tom could hear the sounds of my sucking and licking as I worshiped another man’s cock. Brandon’s muscles moved under his smooth skin as he writhed on the spot with the pleasure I was giving him. I brushed my hair back from my face, gazing up at him all the while with his cock in my mouth.  
 
Finally, Brandon's body surged. He had reached that delicious point that is the reward of any decent cocksucker, the point at which a man loses any last semblance of self-control. His cock slid free of my mouth with a wet popping sound, and I shrieked in delight as he reached down and grabbed my arms. As though I was weightless, he lifted me from the floor. My boots scrabbled uselessly on the tiles as he turned me around. I cried out with desire as Brandon bent me over the bathroom counter and lifted my skirt to my hips. 
 
“Oh fuck, yes, Brandon!” I panted, bracing myself with my arms against the sinks as he pressed himself against me. “Oh my God, fuck my brains out with your big hard cock!” My words trailed off into an animalistic shriek as he fed his cock into me. Pleasure erupted inside me as his manhood forced my wet lips apart. My pussy spasmed wildly around his invading cock as he forced himself inside, finally getting what it had been longing for all day. My legs were like rubber as Brandon forced me against the counter, his powerful thrusts lifting me off my feet. 
 
"Oh my God!" I yelled again as my body rocked to his movements. "Oh, that feels so fucking good!" 
 
“Yeah?” Brandon snarled. “You like that, huh? You like this cock inside you?” 
 
"Yes, yes," I moaned amidst a cacophony of shrieks. "Fuck me, Brandon, fuck me like the bad girl I am!" I felt his hand on my shoulder, and then I felt him pulling on my air. I raised my head to see my flushed face in the mirror in front of me, my mouth open and my skin glowing with pleasure. Behind me, Brandon's muscles flexed in the mirror as he pounded me, his eyes burning as he watched me convulse and moan. My pussy spasmed, and I screamed as a powerful orgasm tore through me. Brandon moaned at the feel of my wet sex clenching around his shaft. But he didn't stop. The man was a machine. Tirelessly, he plunged his thick cock in and out of my pussy. I could feel warm rivers of my juices flowing down the inside of my thighs to the top of my boots. I could see the look on my face, the wild look of sexual abandon, the deep bliss that mimics pain as he made me cum over and over. He made me watch, too, holding my hair in his fist and keeping me looking in the mirror, at my own rolling eyes and screaming mouth. 
 
I couldn't remember the last time I had been fucked like that. When Brandon finally reached his own climax, I was like a ragdoll, sprawled limply over the bathroom sinks for him to use. I moaned at the delicious groan he gave and felt his cock surge inside me. A moment later, I shuddered at the feel of the warm eruption of his cum inside me. 
 
Brandon pulled out. Panting, he slowly gathered up his clothes. I rolled over to watch him, lying across the bathroom sinks with my feet dangling. A sly smile showed on his satisfied face, echoing my own. 
 
“Fuck,” he grinned sheepishly as he buttoned his shirt, “that was crazy.” 
 
“You’re telling me,” I purred in a voice that I hoped dripped with satisfaction. “I haven’t been fucked like that in forever. You really know how to make a girl cum.” Brandon grinned proudly at that, little suspecting who my words were really meant for.  
 
“So…can I call you?” he asked. In the heat of my desire, it had never even occurred to me to wonder about Brandon’s romantic situation. At the time, it seemed irrelevant. He was a man, a hot man right when I had needed one. That had been all that mattered. I hadn’t even stopped to consider the person inside that sexy body. 
 
“Sure,” I grinned, still basking in a state of bliss from the multiple orgasms he had given me. “You know where to find me. You don’t need a key to get back downstairs. We’ll talk later.” Brandon nodded, taking the hint. Without another word, with only one last, lingering look at the body he had just ravaged, he left. I listened to his heavy tread outside as he headed for the stairs.  
 
In the bathroom, everything was quiet. Tom and I were alone again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 10. A Domme’s New Friend 
 
  
 
Ravished and tired in the best possible way, I waited for my heart to sink back down to a more normal rate. The things that I had said were meant to be heard by Tom, but that didn’t mean that there wasn’t a grain of truth in them. More than a grain, really. Maybe Brandon was a great lover, or maybe it was just a side effect of how turned on I had been, how badly I needed to be fucked at that moment. Probably a combination of the two. Anyway, my body still trembled and shook like a leaf in a gale, long after Brandon had left. 
 
But I had a slave to think about. 
 
Finally, heaving a deep sigh, I sat up. My skirt lifted up around my hips as I slid to the floor. Between my legs, I could feel the wet mess Brandon had left inside me cooling on my thighs. It was dirty and naughty and exciting all at the same time. And as I walked slowly across the tiled floor of the bathroom, I could feel the same dark excitement tugging at the taut strings inside me. 
 
The door to Tom's stall creaked quietly as I pushed it slowly open. There he sat, Jess's husband, his wide eyes rising towards mine as he sat on the toilet. His full cheeks told me that my panties were still in his mouth. The belt around his wrists still held his hands tied firmly to the water pipe behind him. His cock was still as hard and erect as it had been when I left him there to selfishly attend to my own needs. At the sight of him, a red thrill raced through my pleasure-saturated body. He was mine. All mine. And I could do with him as I liked. 
 
“Well, that was fun,” I grinned. “That stud fucked me silly, didn’t he? And you kept nice and quiet, like a good little bitch. Did you like listening to your mistress cum?” 
 
Tom winced at my words, but he still nodded readily. Every line of his body spoke of desire. Even in the fog of sated lust that hung around me, I found myself wondering what would happen if I untied him. Would he be able to resist the urge to grab me, to have his way with me, to try to do to my tired pussy what Brandon had done? Or would he still obey me like a well-trained pet, hoping through obedience to my kinky desires to get what he most wanted? I didn’t know. And as much as I wanted to find out, I left Tom’s arms alone. 
 
“Good,” I smiled. “It was fun for me, too. So much fun. I think we should do that again.” The look on Tom’s face was priceless as I stood over him, my feet spread and my hands on my hips. “It’s sexy being watched. And it’s all you deserve. Watching real men fuck me while your little dick twitches away.” Bending at the waist, I ran my fingers lightly over Tom’s cock, chuckling t myself as I watched him shudder. The truth was, there was nothing wrong with Tom’s cock. But it was fun to tease him in that way. And a delicious feeling of naughtiness raced through me as I considered the fact that I had never played with two cocks in such a short span of time. It was only a few minutes since Brandon had cum inside me, as much as it felt like longer. The experience of fucking one man and teasing another to distraction in the work bathroom was gloriously slutty. As wild plans bloomed inside my head, the future seemed to be filled with nothing more than increasingly outrageous sexual exploits. I have to admit: it’s good to be a mistress. 
 
Straightening up again, I stepped forward. The smell of sex hung in the air. I must positively reek of pleasure, I thought to myself with a smile. Tom couldn’t help but respond, a much as his bondage would allow. I spread my legs wide as I stepped over him and sat down in his lap. His hard cock pressed against the front of my flared skirt as it bunched up around my waist. My freshly-fucked pussy was mere millimeters away. 
 
“Yeah, it’s hot,” I sighed. Tom moaned into my panties as I lifted my skirt out of the way and pressed my hot slit to the underside of his cock. I bucked my hips, rubbing myself against Tom’s erection and making him writhe and pant in pleasure. He was so close, and yet there was nothing he could do to cross the tiny gap between us and take what he so clearly burned for. It delighted me to make him suffer in such an exquisitely sexy way. “I think I’m going to make you watch me with lots of guys,” I went on, still rubbing myself against his cock. “Maybe you’ll learn a thing or two about how to really fuck a woman. Or maybe not.” 
 
Tom was whimpering as his big eyes stared into mine, alive with desire. I reached towards his parted lips and carefully plucked the wet fabric of my panties from out of his mouth. He gasped, his jaw working silently as he stared at me and I smiled at him, sharing this oddly intimate moment as I sat in his lap. 
 
"What do you say?" I prompted. And my free hand reached towards his neck, taking his throat in my hand. I didn't squeeze. I didn't need to. Just to hold him was enough. Under my fingers, I could feel the wild pounding of his pulse, the blood coursing like fire through his veins as he watched me. His eyes glowed with fear and lust combined. I love to be looked at that way. "You want to watch me get fucked like a slut?" I said. "You want to watch mistress cum?" 
 
“Yes Mistress,” Tom breathed. My thighs pressed against the outside of his legs as I squeezed them involuntarily. For all the pleasure Brandon had given me, the seemingly insatiable part of me still wanted more. Opportunities like this don’t come around every day. A horny and frustrated man, tied up and at my command. Not bad for a work day. 
 
“That can be arranged,” I smirked. “It’s so hot having a guy inside me and knowing you wish it was you. It makes me cum so hard, thinking about how badly you want me and can’t have me. I wanna do this again and again.” 
 
Tom nodded. He licked his lower lip with the tip of his tongue. On impulse, like a cat attracted by the furtive movement, I leaned forward and took his lip between my teeth. I felt Tom shudder underneath me as I bit him, pulling on his lip a little before releasing it. 
 
“Beautiful women like me and your wife deserve lots of orgasms,” I said quietly. “Bitch boys like you have to earn them. Isn’t that right?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress.” Tom’s cock was still pressed against the dripping entrance to my pussy, and my hips still moved as I tormented him slowly. He would say just about anything, I knew. And the scheming part of my brain went to work to figure out how I could best use the tremendous leverage his desire gave me.  
 
“Maybe I should introduce Brandon to your wife,” I said with an evil smile. That did it. Tom’s head, that had been slumping slightly as though under a great weight of frustrated desire, suddenly shot upwards. His mouth silently as his eyes peered into mine, as though he was looking for some kind of reassurance I was never going to give him. I simply smiled, letting the dark words hang between us for a while as he squirmed in agony.  
 
“Poor woman,” I finally said with a teasing chuckle. “Married to you all these years, she’s probably forgotten what good cock feels like. You know she needs it. All those pent-up desires she’s been discovering lately. I wonder if she’s thought about it. I would if I was her.” 
 
“Mistress,” Tom gasped, “please!” 
 
"Please what?" I grinned, and Tom groaned loudly as I pushed my pussy a little harder against him while I rubbed his cock. "Please stop? You don't want me to stop, do you? We both know that. This is what you want, to be used and abused. And you're lucky that you have two sexy mistresses ready to do that for you. You should be grateful. You should be begging your wife to fuck other men. She deserves it." Tom howled in despair as I teased him. The fire of lust raged inside me once again. I didn't even know where these ideas came to me from, but I made no attempt to resist them as they arrived. I let them come, letting this strange spirit of lust take me over and transform me into the harsh dominatrix of Tom's deepest desires. I shifted my weight in his lap, leaning back a little and putting less pressure on his cock. My sensitive lips had detected the way his shaft and begun to twitch. I didn't want him to ruin the moment by cumming without my permission. 
 
“Say it,” I said, as my fingers tightened on Tom’s throat. “Say that your wife deserves better cock than yours.” Tom hesitated. His lips trembled again. I pressed my cum-filled pussy against the underside of his cock, making him moan as I rubbed my slick flesh over his. His resistance broke. 
 
“My wife…deserves better cock than mine, Mistress,” he gasped. I shrieked with laughter as Tom’s cheeks reddened. I ought to have known. It’s not as though I didn’t realize the power II possessed, the power his desire gave me. But the seemingly bottomless depths of it never ceased to amaze me. I was forever waiting for the day I would push too far, when Tom would finally make a stand. Every new boundary we crossed felt like a victory to me.  
 
“Oh my God,” I cackled. “I want her to hear you say that!”  
 
“No!” Tom gasped, wild-eyed. But I was already in motion. I slid away from him, and my hand reached for the pocket of his pants. Tom watched helplessly as I fished his phone out and activated the screen. Opening up the camera, I turned the lens towards him. 
 
“Say it,” I ordered. “Tell her what you just told me.” Tom said nothing. His fearful eyes peered at the camera, and he pressed his lips together as though to stop any words from tumbling out. Lowering the camera again, I sighed. 
 
“You want to cum, don’t you?” I said softly. Matching my movements to my voice, I ran my fingers slowly along his twitching shaft again. Tom nodded, the breath in his nostrils picking up speed as pleasure coursed through him again. 
 
“Than you need to do as you’re told,” I said. “You were a good boy, keeping nice and quiet while Brandon fucked me. Don’t spoil it now. You know that if I say so, your wife won’t let you cum either. You don’t want to piss us off.” Tom was visibly wilting. His eyes rolled in his head as I toyed with his erection, keeping his body trembling on the edge of blissful release without ever giving him enough to finally cum. His cock was a lever I could use to steer him in the direction I wanted to go. As horny as he was from all I had put him through, manipulating him was almost too easy. Seeing him falter, I raised the camera again. 
 
“Jess deserves…better cock than mine,” Tom said. His shoulders slumped as he spoke. It was all I could do not to howl with laughter as his phone captured his complete capitulation. 
 
“You want to see your wife cum?” I asked. “Just imagine it. Imagine her getting fucked by some stud, just like you just listened to Brandon fucking me. Imagine her screaming his name. Knowing that you’ve never made her cum like that. And you never will. All you can do is watch. Because that’s where you belong. At the foot of your wife’s bed, watching her get fucked properly. Isn’t that right?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress!” I could hear the strain in Tom’s voice as he spoke. He was dangerously close to orgasm, and his cock twitched under my hand as I gently stroked it. 
 
“Jess deserves a real man, doesn’t she?” 
 
“Yes Mistress!” 
 
“A real man with a big, hard, beautiful cock. That’s what your wife needs, isn’t it?” 
 
“Yes Mistress!” 
 
"I think you should apologize. Apologize to your wife for your pathetic cock." 
 
“I’m sorry, Jess,” Tom gasped, his wide eyes staring at the camera while I tried not to laugh. “I’m sorry for my pathetic cock. You deserve a real man!” 
 
I stopped recording. Laughter burst forth from my throat, all the louder for having been suppressed. I was giddy with the thrill of conquest and the utter humiliation I had put Tom through. My high heeled boots slid on the tile floor as I stood, straddling Tom’s legs. Tucking my skirt under my belt, I exposed myself completely as I shuffled closer to his face. 
 
“Look at that,” I said, once my hips were right in front of his face. With one hand, I gripped his short hair, forcing him to look at my pussy. The other hand held the phone above his head where he couldn’t see. I smiled as I sent the video I had just taken to his wife. 
 
“Look what Brandon did to my pussy,” I went on. “Look at all that cum he pumped into me. Don’t you just wish it was yours? Aren’t you just desperate to feel my tight pussy clenching your cock?” 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” Tom panted. I could feel his hot breath against my skin, and I knew that he would be taking in the smell of my pleasure with every breath.  
 
“You don’t deserve it though, do you?” I cooed, pouting playfully as I spoke. 
 
“No, Mistress.” 
 
“No, you don’t. This pussy is for real men only. Real men with huge cocks. Bitch boys like you are lucky if they get to kiss it every once in a while.” Tom was shuddering. I found myself wondering if there was a limit to what a submissive man like him could take. Was there some way I might harm him irreparably, by teasing and tormenting him beyond his capabilities? I had played some kinky games in the past, but nothing even close to this level. With the blood roaring in my ears and the sex hormones flying, it was easy to get carried away. Some of the wilder ideas that were flowing through my mind at that moment should probably be resisted, I remember thinking. Save something for next time.  
 
The phone buzzed in my hand. Evidently, Jess had seen my little video. And it must have gotten her going just the way it had done for me, because her message in reply was as simple as it was strident. GOING HOME NOW. SEND HIM TO ME. 
 
Grinning, I released my grip on Tom's hair. I wasn't quite finished yet. Stepping backward, I crouched at Tom's feet as I pulled off his pants and his boxer shorts. He watched as I wadded his warm underwear up in my hand. Then I stood and stepped over him again. Re-positioning my pussy right in front of his face once more, I used Tom's underwear to wipe off the cum, both mine and Brandon's, that seeped from between my swollen lips. I took my time, making sure he could see everything as the fabric soaked up another man's semen. When I was sure I had done all I could, I stepped away again. Dropping the underwear carelessly into Tom's lap, I smiled. 
 
“Stay here,” I said. As though he had any choice about it. I pulled my skirt down to cover myself and left the bathroom, moving as quickly as I could in my high heels to the stairs. I rushed back to my desk and grabbed my purse before fleeing upstairs again.  
 
Tom, of course, was sitting right where I left him. He had no choice. He watched wordlessly as I set my purse beside a sink and rummaged through it. Finding the lipstick I was looking for, I uncapped it and walked towards him. Tom shuddered at the feel of the lipstick’s rounded tip against his cock as I used it like a pen, signing my name along his shaft from base to tip. I smiled as I looked up to see Tom watching me quizzically. 
 
“Your wife wants you home,” I said. “I can only imagine what she’s going to do with you. But as worked up as you are, I don’t trust you not to pull the car offer on the way home and jerk off. So I’m putting this here as a precaution. If my name is smudged when you get home, Jess is going to know you’ve been a naughty boy.” I still had Tom’s phone in my other hand. Snapping a picture, I sent it off to Jess. “There,” I smiled. “isn’t it fun when your mistresses team up like this?” 
 
There was no answer required. Tom looked at me with an unreadable expression on his face. It was as though he couldn’t believe what I was capable of, what I had become. From the young coworker he flirted with at the office to pass the dreary day, I had become his workplace dominatrix. I was hardly less amazed at the transformation myself. 
 
With the message sent, I set Tom’s phone aside. Standing beside the toilet, I reached for the belt that I had wrapped around Tom’s wrists what felt like hours ago. There was always that moment of nervous tension when I untied him after our little adventures. As though I expected him to take some kind of revenge on me, to pay me back for all I had done to him. Even though I knew that this was what he wanted. Maybe even more than I did. 
 
The belt felt away in loosening black coils. Tom lowered his arms. Under the wrinkled cuffs of his shirt, I could see the faint lines from the belt that had held him. He lowered his arms, rubbing his wrists as he stared up at me.  
 
“Get dressed,” I said, keeping my face impassive while my stomach churned nervously. “I’ll tell anyone who asks that you’re sick. Your wife wants you home right now.” I stepped back as Tom stood from the toilet. He frowned as he picked up the wet mess of his boxer shorts that I had left in his lap. They were soaked in the mixed fluids of Brandon and myself, and just watching Tom pick them up made me tremble with delight. But that wasn’t enough. 
 
“Put them on,” I ordered. Tom raised his eyes to me. I crossed my arms as I leaned against the open door of the bathroom stall. He was no longer tied up. Physically, we both knew I was no match for him. But we both also knew that that had never been what mattered. That wasn’t why Tom did what I said, what his wife said. I could see on his face how much he didn’t want to give in to me, to feel the damp underwear next to his skin and know that he was touching the semen of another man. His pride warred with his fear of me while I watched.  
 
“Do you want me to tell Jess you disobeyed me?” I arched an eyebrow as I spoke and watched Tom’s face change.  
 
“No, Mistress,” he growled. The sound of his voice raised the fine hairs on the back of my neck. 
 
“Then put them on,” I said. Determined not to laugh, I watched as he slowly and reluctantly pulled the underwear into place, stuffing his still-hard cock inside. “And don’t forget to tell Jess why your boxers are full of cum,” I added. “You know I’ll check to make sure you did.” 
 
Tom nodded. He pulled his pants on as I watched, adjusting himself to try and hide the bulge of his erection. Finally, he looked like some semblance of the professional man who had shown up for work that morning. You’d have to look closely to see the red flush in his cheeks, the glassy glint in his eyes that spoke of his continued arousal. 
 
“Alright. Off you go,” I said as Tom stood panting in front of me. “Say hi to Jess for me.” Tom sighed as he stepped past me, and I allowed myself to laugh this time as he made his way to the door. His slightly bent posture only served to remind me of the erection he concealed, the one I had remorselessly teased without ever granting him the release he craved. It was Jess’s problem now. The bathroom door swung shut behind him, and I listened as Tom made his way downstairs. 
 
I waited alone in the bathroom long after he must have left. I splashed cool water on my face and adjusted my makeup. My own sexual excitement glittered in my eyes, but there wasn’t much I could do about that. When I was convinced that I looked as normal as possible, I went back downstairs to my desk. 
 
Try working like that. Try getting any work done when you can’t keep yourself from imagining what must be going on at the home of your kinky coworker. Try working in a short skirt with no panties underneath, your pussy still sore and aching in such a delightful way from the pounding you took from a virtual stranger. Try to bring yourself to care about a single email or phone call when all you want to do is tear your clothes off and indulge in more of the wild fun you spent the morning having. Take it from me, it’s not easy. 
 
The day dragged on. And on. My phone sat silent in my purse. I had Jess’s number as well as Tom’s but I resisted the urge to text them and see what was going on. They were busy, no doubt. And the thought of what they might be busy doing only made my suffering worse as I daydreamed at my desk. 
 
The clock seemed stuck in position, the sun hanging motionless in the sky. But even the longest work day has to come to an end eventually. After eons of frustration, five o-clock approached. I didn’t even wait for it to come. By 4:50, my desk was abandoned. 
 
 I drove home n a kind of daze. All I really remember is the moment when I stopped at a traffic light and saw a notification on my phone. I smiled, even as the desire inside me flared anew. Brandon had found me on social media. The memory of the afternoon's naughtiness plucked at the steel wires of my lust as I raced home as fast as the weekday traffic would allow. 
 
I burst through the front door of my house. Tossing my keys onto the shelf beside the door, I made straight for the bedroom. I didn't even take my boots off. My skirt swirled around me as I flung myself on the bed, my phone in my hands. Rolling over onto my stomach, I opened up my messages and began typing. 
 
Hey sexy. 
 
Brandon was online. The little green dot next to his smiling profile picture told me that. Within moments, his reply lit up my screen. 
 
Hi. 
 
That was amazing earlier today. We need to do that again. 
 
No doubt. I can't stop thinking about it. 
 
Me neither. I can't stop thinking about you. 
 
What are you doing right now? 
 
Lying in bed. I just got home. 
 
Wish I was there with you. 
 
So do I. 
 
I shifted my weight on the bed, holding my phone in one hand as the other crept down my body. My short skirt offered no obstacle as my hand reached between my thighs. I gasped quietly at the touch of my fingers against my wet lips. The events of the day all tumbled together in my whirring mind, the endless kinky sensations I had reveled in all replaying themselves at once as I touched myself. My fingers curled up inside me and I moaned as I felt the pressure mounting, two wet digits sliding easily inside me as I reached for my G spot. My breath came in short hard gasps as my fingers worked, and I thought of Brandon. His eyes. His hands. His cock. I moaned into the pillow as I remembered the way he had manhandled me, the way my face had looked reflected in the bathroom mirror, flushed with desire. 
 
The phone buzzed in my hand. 
 
Wanna get together? I smiled as I tapped out my reply, and the fingers of my other hand kept doing their work as I moaned and writhed on the bed. 
 
Fuck yes, I typed. I want you to come round to my place and fuck me. Right now. 
 
Can do, he replied. I moaned in delight as my pussy spasmed around my fingers. This was going to be fun.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 11. A Domme’s Suggestion 
 
I was tired. Not that that was any kind of surprise. I had no idea what time I had finally gotten to sleep the night before, but it wasn't early. Waking up in the morning, I found that I hadn't moved from the spot I had fallen asleep in. Like a felled tree, I had passed out instantly and fallen into deep sleep, not moving until my alarm clock tore me from the depths of dreamless slumber. 
 
Brandon was already awake. I saw him smiling sheepishly at me from the other side of the bed. All a once, the events of the day and night before came rushing in on me. Brandon, the cute delivery guy I had been flirting with for over a year now, was in my bed. And the dull throb between my aching legs was there to tell me what I already knew  beyond a shadow of a doubt. Brandon had fucked me, again and again, at the office and in my apartment. And I had loved every minute of it. My throat was sore from the screams and shrieks he had drawn from me.  
 
After any sexual encounter with someone you don't know all that well, there's always going to be some awkwardness. I could see my own feelings as though they were projected on Brandon's handsome face. I knew I must look a mess, with yesterday's makeup smeared across my face and my hair tangled into a dense network of vicious knots. But as I reached out and placed a hand on Brandon's muscular arm, I felt the first faint growl f desire stirring inside me again. I was insatiable. I've always had a strong sex drive, but lately, it was off the charts. All the things I had been getting up to lately, all the kinky games I had been playing, were turbocharging my arousal and turning me into a wanton slut. And Brandon was the lucky recipient of all the sexual energy that was building up from a source he probably wouldn't believe if I told him. The thought flashed through my mind as I looked at the man in my bed: this could be the ideal arrangement for me. Playing with Tom was more fun than I had ever imagined, but a big part of the fun was teasing him. Keeping him hard and horny and willing to do anything for release, and then denying him that release. But that kind of restraint can be hard on a girl. After all, I had desires of my own. Desires that Brandon was fulfilling admirably. It was a strange situation I found myself in, that's for sure. But the possibilities thrilled me. 
 
"Morning," Brandon smiled. 
 
"Good morning," I said. 
 
"Last night was amazing," he said. 
 
"Thanks. You weren't so bad yourself." His strong hand crept over the sheets that covered us as we spoke, and it took every ounce of willpower I had to push his hand away as he reached for my breast. My nipples hardened in anticipation of his touch, and a huge part of me wanted nothing more than to blow off work and spend the day in bed with my skilled new over. 
 
But the thought of work reminded me of Tom. And the thought of Tom added a new twist to my desire. I wanted to go to work to see him. To play with him. To fuck with him. Reluctantly, as though I was dragging a massive lead weight behind me, I hauled myself out of bed and made my way towards the bathroom. 
 
By the time I emerged, Brandon had gotten dressed. He had to be at work early too, I suspected. He looked so sexy in his T-shirt and jeans, his dark hair messy from my hands and his stubble thickened overnight. It wasn't just Tom who was getting some practice at resisting those primal urges. 
 
"Wanna do something this weekend?" Brandon asked, his keys in his hand as he stood in the hallway. 
 
"Sure," I smiled. "Give me a call." We kissed at the door, as though we were already a couple. The feel of his lips against mine tugged a little more at those tight lines of desire inside me. But I had to go, and so did he. Tearing myself away, I showed him to the door. 
 
I was tired. But that tiredness didn't keep me from being the first person into the office, just the way I liked. It wasn't as though Tom and I had ever discussed this, as though we made plans to have the place to ourselves for those first few precious minutes of the day. It just worked out that way. We never spoke about it, but I knew I was the reason he came in so early. He couldn't help himself. Even when he knew now as well as I did that I was going to tease and humiliate him. It was precisely that, the dark vein of sexual cruelty that amazed even me, that drew him to me so irresistibly. 
 
I was sitting at my desk when Tom arrived at the office. 
 
The right makeup can do a lot to hide a girl's tiredness. Everyone at the office was used to seeing me wearing a full face to work. Given how little sleep I had gotten, I felt I was looking pretty good. It was the season for boots, and I was taking full advantage. After all, it was my sexy boots that had gotten Tom into such a mess in the first place. I loved to remind him of that. I loved to remind myself. 
 
The pair I wore that day was red. Supple red leather that gripped my calves tightly, with a thin heel that just screamed sex. The black sheath dress I wore might have raised eyebrows in a more conservative office, but I knew what I could get away with. The bare arms it showed and the tightness of the stretchy fabric was a little on the provocative side, but no more so than some of the other outfits I wore. Let the other women mutter. Let the men ogle. That had been going on since I started work there. I'd learned to enjoy it. 
 
And so had Tom. Even if my looks and my outfits were the source of all his recent suffering. I saw his face as he came through the doors of the office, the delightful little dance of his eyeballs as he scanned my body, taking it all in. I didn't miss the way his eyes lingered on my legs, or the way his breath seemed to catch at the sight of my new red boots. It would upset you if you knew what I spend on shoes. But I know what I like. And clearly, I had a pretty good idea what Tom would like. 
 
"Well, well," I purred, rolling my chair away from my desk as Tom approached. "It's my little bitch boy. How was your night last night? Was your wifey mean to you?" 
 
"Yes, Mistress," Tom muttered. No matter how many times it happened, it remained a giddy thrill to hear him use the title I had given myself in the office. I didn't make him use it in front of others, of course. I'm not that mean. I was still trying to be careful not to jeopardize his job or my own. But flirting with discovery and disaster made our games so much more fun. I just couldn't help myself. I was like a junkie, craving an ever greater high. And Tom did nothing to stop me. He couldn't.  
 
"Did she let you cum?" Under my dress, I squeezed my thighs together as I watched Tom squirm uncomfortably. I could find out exactly what had happened to him last night from Jess with nothing more than a text message, and Tom knew that. He might not want to tell me what went on in his bedroom between him and his wife. But he was going to. 
 
"No, Mistress," he finally sighed. 
 
"No?" Laughter bubbled up inside me, and Tom winced as though he had been struck as I giggled at him. "She didn't? All night long?" 
 
"All night," Tom confirmed wretchedly. "She - she wanted me to show you - " His eyes dropped to the floor. My chair creaked as I leaned forward, crossing my arms over my knee. 
 
"What?" I said quietly. "What did Jess tell you to show me?" 
 
Tom's eyes darted around the room. There was no one in the office beside the two of us. But that wouldn't stay the case for long. The longer he waited, the greater the risk that someone else would show up. Any minute, the door would open and our coworkers would start to arrive. 
 
Tom's hands reached for the front of his pants. I laughed again as he hurriedly pulled down his fly, and his cock sprang out. I was delighted to see that it was hard and fully erect as he showed it to me. 
 
"What's that?" I said. "Come over here and let me see." Tom's cock swayed ridiculously from side to side as he walked towards me. I could see the red marks that covered his shaft, and I knew at once what had happened. The lipstick I had used the day before to sign my name on Tom's cock and ensure he couldn't touch himself without his wife finding out was gone. But it had been replaced by Jess's name in lurid red letters. She had used my idea. A delicious thrill raced through my body as I saw what she had intended. Between the two of us, we had taken complete control of his sexual pleasure. Jess had seen the same thing I had: the less we allowed her husband to cum, the more obedient he would be. And the more fun the two of us would have. Lust groaned inside me as I reached out and ran a finger over Tom's cock, making him shiver with desire. 
 
"I guess your wife doesn't want you jerking off at work either, huh?" I said. "You know what that means. No unauthorized bathroom visits." 
 
"Yes Mistress," Tom moaned. Seized by the sudden cruelty his submission always brought out in me, I pointed to the floor at my feet. 
 
"Down," I ordered. "Kneel before your mistress." Tom's eyes darted nervously around the empty room again, but he did as he was told. I could see the fear on his face. What if someone came in now and saw us like this? My heart hammered in my chest. We were playing a dangerous game. But it was the danger that made it so much fun. 
 
"I'll tell you what I did last night." As I spoke, I swung one foot back and forth. Tom groaned in despair as the top of my red boot slid along the underside of his cock. It was almost laughably easy to tease and frustrate poor Tom. Too easy to keep myself from doing it whenever the chance arose. 
 
"I was getting fucked," I said slowly, peering deep into Tom's eyes as I spoke. "That delivery guy who fucked me in the bathroom yesterday came round to my place and pounded me. All night long. I don't even know how many orgasms I had, but it was a lot. My pussy is still aching from his big cock. But it hurts sooo good." I giggled again as Tom groaned and gasped, his whole body shuddering. I'd have to find out just what kind of ordeal Jess had put him through the night before. The state of sheer arousal he was in was obvious. But I wasn't going to let him cum, not yet. 
 
"Put that worthless cock back in your pants," I ordered, "before someone sees. You wouldn't want it to get around the office that you have a useless cock that can't satisfy a woman, would you?" 
 
"No, Mistress." Tom hurriedly forced his cock back into his pants, grimacing in discomfort as he stuffed it in. The bulge in the front of his dress pants was as obvious as it was embarrassing, and I tapped my toe lightly against it once he was zipped back up. For all my mockery, Tom's cock was plenty big enough to make his erection clearly visible as he kneeled before me. 
 
"We don't want you playing with yourself and ruining our fun, so I'll be supervising your bathroom visits today," I said. "I don't see any reason why I should let you cum today if your own wife didn't let you do it last night. But getting fucked senseless by a real stud last night has got me horny. So if you're a very good boy and do exactly as your told, I might let you kiss my sore pussy better later. You'd like that, wouldn't you?" 
 
"Yes, Mistress!" The urgency in Brandon's voice made me laugh again, even as lust growled louder inside me. Controlling Tom was easy when he was this horny. And his obvious desire found an echo in mine. 
 
"Beg me then," I said. "Kiss my feet and beg me to be allowed to kiss my pussy. Don't stop until I say so." Reaching over to my desk, I picked up a pen and dropped it on the floor beside him. Sunk as he was in deep lust, Tom hardly seemed to notice. 
 
"Please, Mistress," Tom moaned, pressing his lips against the leather of my red boots in a show of utter adoration, "please let me kiss your pussy, please!" Laughing in delight, I reached for my phone and snapped a couple of pictures of Tom groveling at my feet. I let him go on, kissing and begging like a penitent bowing before his goddess, until I saw over his bowed back the first of our co-workers approaching the door. 
 
"Ok, stop," I quickly said. Uncrossing my legs, I put both feet on the floor and pushed myself back behind my desk. Tom's eyes went wide as he heard the door open behind him. 
 
"Hey Greg," I smiled warmly as one of our management staff stepped inside. "Thanks for grabbing that pen for me, Tom." Tom understood. Greg passed by unconcerned. Only I noticed the tremor in Tom's fingers as he handed my pen back to me 
 
   
 
Look, I don't want to give the impression that all I do all day at work is to cook up kinky sexual scenarios. I do actually have some real work to do, sometimes. But the life of a regular receptionist doesn't make for the most exciting reading material, does it? The story is in the non-work things that I do. Especially, lately, at the office. 
 
Of course, after our close call with Greg, my mind started whirring with ideas. And during a dry spell when the phone sat silent on the desk in front of me and no one came in through the front door, another naughty little idea began to gnaw away at me. Well, maybe it wasn't that little. Anyway, I've learned not to give myself too much time to think these things through. I like to just follow the impulses as they arrive. So when this latest thought popped into my head. I didn't waste any time. I grabbed my phone out of my purse and began firing off texts. Before long, I had some answers that frankly delighted me.  
 
And Tom couldn't hide from me. It was only a matter of time before he showed his face at my desk again. When he finally did, I was ready for him. 
 
He made sure to let the door that stood between my desk and the rest of the office close fully before he spoke. He always was cautious, but after the near miss with Greg, he seemed extra nervous. If what we had been up to ever came out, we both had a lot to lose. But it would be far more humiliating for him than it had been for me. That was what made it so much fun to tease him with the unspoken threat of exposure. 
 
The tip of tom's tongue appeared briefly between his lips before he spoke. 
 
"Permission to use the bathroom...Mistress," he said quietly. God, I loved that pause in his voice as he spoke. So reluctant to use the title I had forced on him, but too nervous to try and stop me. It was things like that, the daily reminders of the power that I held over him, that served to keep my desire bubbling away at all hours of the day and night. And it was in that boiling crucible of desire that all my best ideas formed. 
 
"Denied," I said, smiling as I spoke. Tom's face was a sight to behold. Probably he had expected me to take him to the bathroom upstairs and have him do something humiliating. And as a matter of fact, that was exactly what I intended to do. But what's the point of making someone ask for permission if you're always going to give it? My plan was ready, and so was I, but I felt like making Tom suffer a little more for my amusement. 
 
"You may ask again in fifteen minutes," I said firmly. Tom's mouth opened and closed. But he didn't say a word. He simply turned and walked back out into the office. 
 
The fifteen minutes passed slowly for me. I could only imagine how much they must have dragged for tom. And precisely fifteen minutes later, Tom appeared at my desk with an anxious look on his face that almost made me laugh out loud. I fished out the keys to the abandoned upstairs section of the office from my desk drawer and snatched up my phone in my other hand. 
 
"Alright then," I said with a smile. "Come with me." 
 
Tom followed behind me as I led him towards the locked staircase at the back of the building. I could all but feel his eyes on my ass as I climbed the stairs ahead of him. The black fabric of my dress stretching over my body as I walked would certainly give him something to stare at. Good, I thought to myself. Let him look. 
 
Tom followed me down the silent hallway to the bathroom. The tension between us seemed to increase with every step we took. The air practically crackled between us. 
 
Pushing aside the bathroom door, I nodded my head toward the stalls. 
 
"Go on then," I said as he stepped past me. "Get it over with. And wash your hands afterward." My boot heels echoed on the bathroom floor as I followed him inside. He peed with the door of a stall open, his back to me. Between me and Jess, we were keeping the poor man under constant surveillance, preventing him from alleviating the intense erotic pressure we knew he must be feeling by pleasuring himself. It was working. As Tom finished and turned back to me, I could see the noticeable bulge of his erection in the front of his pants. It was a sigh that was becoming more familiar to me by the day, and yet it never failed to make me smile. 
 
Tom washed his hands under my watchful eye. I noticed him peering at me while I played with my phone. Trying to figure out what I had planned for him next, no doubt. After drying his hands, he turned and started making for the bathroom door. 
 
"Not so fast," I said. Tom's shoulders slumped as he turned back to me. Placing my hands on the counter behind me, I hopped up to sit on top of it. My dress rode up my thighs as I crossed my legs, my boots dangling above the ground. Smiling at Tom, I pointed at the floor in front of me. "Down," I ordered. As though there could be no argument. There never was. Tom suppressed a sigh, but he did as he was told. I watched as he sank to his knees in front of me. 
 
"You've never seen my new boy toy," I smiled. "But you definitely heard what he did to me yesterday, didn't you?" 
 
"Yes, Mistress," Tom sighed. I chuckled smugly as I beamed down at him. 
 
"Well, I think it's only fair I should show you a little something. Just because you're not getting any pussy doesn't mean you shouldn't get to see some of what's going on. Here. Take a look." 
 
I held out my phone towards him. Tom couldn't hide the look of excitement in his eyes as he leaned forward, peering at the screen that lit his face. But his expression soon changed to one of disgust as he suddenly recoiled. I shrieked with laughter at his reaction. 
 
"What? Don't you like his cock?" I teased. "I do. It's beautiful. It's much nicer than yours." 
 
It hadn't taken much. A single text to Brandon had been more than enough. He was only too happy to take time out of his workday to send me a picture of his erect cock. Of course, he wanted one of me in return. But I would get to that. 
 
"That's not even the best part," I grinned evilly as I opened the messages on my phone. "Here. Read this." 
 
Tom reached for the phone I held out to him. His trembling hands almost touched my knee, but not quite. I watched his eyes reflect the glow of the screen as he scanned the messages between his wife and me. I cackled as his mouth opened in disbelief. 
 
"No," he said. 
 
"Oh yes," I replied. "Seems I'm not the only one that likes Brandon's cock. Who knew your wife was such a little slut at heart? Well, I mean, I kind of suspected it after I made her eat me out at that hotel. But it's not just my pussy that gets her wet, is it?" 
 
I'd been naughty. I'd sent the picture of Brandon's hard-on to Jess with a caption that read, 'guess what I got up to last night?' I could remember the conversation we had had word for word. 
 
OMG! For real? 
 
Of course. His name's Brandon, and he's super hot, too. 
 
That thing is a beast! 
 
I know. And he really knows what he's doing with it too. 
 
You're going to make me jealous. 
 
Bet you wish you weren't married right now. 
 
Kind of.... 
 
Maybe I should introduce you guys some day... 
 
That was all. Jess hadn't replied to my final message. It didn't matter. The seed had been planted. I could see from the look on Tom's face that he was having trouble taking it all in. But unless I missed my guess entirely, I had a feeling that at least part of him would find this ultimate humiliation wildly exciting. I knew I did. And with any luck so did Jess. 
 
"What do you think? Should I introduce you sexy wifey to Brandon's big cock?" 
 
"Mistress, please..." Tom was almost shuddering as he spoke. The look in his eyes was impossible to describe in words. Rage and fear and jealousy and lust all combined there as he stared up at me from the bathroom floor. The sheer intensity of his stare was enough to make my stomach flutter. 
 
"Please what?" I said softly. "I didn't hear a no." 
 
Tom shook his head. That was all. His mouth opened and closed, but it seemed I had literally made him speechless. The poor man didn't know what to say. He hardly seemed even to know what to think. Finally, I relieved him of the intensity of the moment by speaking. 
 
"Come on," I said briskly. "I need you to do something for me." Squirming from side to side on the bathroom counter, I pulled the clinging fabric of my dress up to my hips. Tom's wild eyes dropped between my legs as though drawn there by magic. 
 
"Take my panties off," I ordered. Tom lurched forward, an unoiled machine creaking into sudden life. My skin prickled at the touch of his fingers as he carefully took hold of my underwear and pulled it down my thighs. His chest rose and fell as he drew my panties down, past my knees, over my boots, his eyes on my pussy the whole time. I was wet, very wet, my body responding to the raw excitement of the moment. Tom set my panties carefully aside, and I spread my legs, encouraging his hungry stare. 
 
"Take a picture," I ordered. "A nice close-up of Mistress's pussy. Make sure it's a good one." 
 
Tom nodded wordlessly. Raising my phone in shaking hands, he took the picture. 
 
"Show me," I commanded as I held out my hand. Tom reached out to hand me the phone. There it was, my wet slit glistening in the bathroom light, my lips swollen and pink. Smiling smugly, I sent the picture to Brandon. 
 
"Good," I said. "That's a good little bitch boy. I hope Brandon likes it." Tom winced at the sound of my lover's name, just as I had hoped he would. It was magic, dark magic, this game that we played. A dangerous game of teasing and tormenting that only got hotter the more dangerous it became. 
 
"Ok," I said. "Come here. You've earned a reward. You may GENTLY kiss the pussy that Brandon gets to fuck. Go on. Lick me." 
 
"Yes, Mistress." Tom's enthusiasm was almost laughable as I leaned forward, his head between my legs. In fact, I did laugh, until my laughter turned into a soft sigh of mounting pleasure. Placing my free hand on the back of tom's head to guide him deeper, I snapped a photo of him pleasuring me and sent it off to his wife. The wickedness of my ideas sent a cold tremor racing through me, and it merged with the mounting desire I could feel as Tom's eager tongue worked its magic. My pussy, sore as it was from the night before, began to pulse with pleasure.   
 
My boot heels dug into Tom's shoulders as I placed my feet on him. I leaned back against the wall-mounted mirrors behind me, the same ones I had watched Brandon fuck me in the day before. My phone was still in my hand. 
 
Tom was engrossed in what he was doing. As though he was channeling all his fear and rage and hate into the movements of his tongue against my sensitive flesh. I could feel his hands on my thighs, reaching for my hips as he licked up the increasing flood of juices that flowed out of my dripping sex. But I hoped quietly that he would glance up from time to time and see the look of unconcealed lust on my face as he licked me, and I stared at my phone as though he wasn't even there. I hoped he might see the reflection behind my shoulder of the image that filled my screen. I wanted him to see for himself that I was using his mouth as a sex toy while I orgasmed to a photo of Brandon's cock. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 12. A Private Party 
 
People noticed. I could see it in their faces. The barely perceptible widening of eyes that met mine. The slight twitch of holstered smiles at the corners of their lips. Happiness was all but spilling out of me, a barely repressible joy that was impossible not to notice. They couldn't know why I was smiling the way that I did. No one would ever guess. But they could certainly see the effects that my new situation was having on me. 
 
And why shouldn't I smile? My body was still glowing with the warm energy that follows a good orgasm. Joy still lurked in the shadows of my cells, my nerves still twitching and sparking from time to time at the memory of what I had experienced. There's nothing like a good hard cum to put a smile on your face. But it was more than mere physical pleasure that illuminated me like a Christmas tree. It was the sense of power that flowed through me. Tom would do seemingly anything that I said, no matter how degrading or humiliating it might be. The way he bent to my will and simply submitted made me feel like a queen, like a goddess. It made me feel like the sexiest creature alive. And the fact that he was married to Jess, a woman who any man would consider himself lucky to be with - well, that was just the icing on the cake. Tom was still an attractive man and had plenty of options. But the way he desired me, the way he needed me, made me feel absolutely unstoppable. 
 
And all of this, all these fine feelings of joy and power, were enhanced by the knowledge that I was going to get to do it all again, and again. Tom would clearly never say no. And Jess? Jess was coming along nicely. I could never even think of her without a small thrill of disbelief racing through me. Disbelief at what she had done, and what I had made her do. Two straight girls, getting down to some lesbian pussy eating while Jess's husband helplessly watched. It was all too delicious for words. 
 
And then there was Brandon. He didn’t know about any of this. He had no idea of the things that I was into, the kinky triangle of sex and denial and jealousy that I was a part of. But although it was still early days, I was filled with the excitement of a new relationship. In the first flush of attraction and desire, everything seems amazing, and that’s where I was with Brandon at that point. But I couldn’t help wondering if maybe there might be more to it than just sex. 
 
With all that buzzing around in my head, no wonder I was glowing. With all the images that were parading through my brain in a delightful combination of fantasy and memory, it was a minor miracle I got any work done at all.  
 
And in the office behind me, Tom was sitting at his desk, trying to get some of his own work done. 
 
After our adventure in the bathroom, I had dismissed him. A servant who had performed his duty; no more than that. Undeserving of thanks or of praise. Just a tool for me to use for my own pleasure, while his was immaterial. The fact that his wife had followed my lead and not allowed him to cum the night before spurred my own cruelty towards Tom. After all, this was the woman who loved him, and she treated him this way. I felt a need to be at least as mean to him as his wife was. What kind of mistress would I be otherwise? 
 
The day wore on. Tom came to me a few more times, eyes on the floor, humbled and ashamed as he asked my permission to use the bathroom. He was always careful to time his requests so that there was no one else near my desk when he came by. No one to overhear. I allowed it, going with him each time to the upstairs bathroom that had become our private little sanctuary. I knew that if I didn’t keep a close eye on him, he wouldn’t be able to keep himself from jerking off after all that Jess and I had done to him. But all I did was watch. I could see the mingled look of fear and of hope on his face as I took him upstairs. But he didn’t get to eat my pussy again, and I certainly wasn’t about to touch his cock. Lust might crackle and spark in my blood as he submitted to my power over him. But I was still sore from the pounding Brandon had given me the night before. And I was learning that there can indeed be too much of a good thing. I was saving myself, without knowing what it was that I was saving myself for. Of course, no pleasure for me meant none for Tom either. That was an added perk.  
 
And still, the day wore on. The hours trickled be, and my brain whirred into life. Carnal desire fueled my creativity, and the ideas that occurred to me only made my desire greater. The secret life I was living infused every aspect of what was otherwise a fairly boring job. The colors were richer, the shadows deeper. The world is always more beautiful to those of us with a secret. Without even realizing that I was doing it, I found myself scheming again. 
 
At some point in the afternoon, my phone buzzed with a text from Brandon. I smiled as I opened the message from my new lover. 
 
Can I see you tonight? 
 
The naughty photo I had made Tom take had done its work. I thought of Brandon, driving around the city in his work truck, that magnificent cock of his throbbing and aching for me, and I squeezed my legs together. Of course I wanted to see him. Nothing would alleviate the deep sexual tension I had been feeling all day like having Brandon pound me into the mattress again, making me scream in pleasure as I surrendered myself to overwhelming physical bliss. It took almost superhuman self-control to reply to him. 
 
Sorry babe. Can’t do tonight. Soon though. Promise. 
 
You never want to make yourself too available at the very start of a relationship. Better to preserve an air of mystery, of being in demand. Which of course I was. And if I wasn’t going to get my rocks off with Brandon, I needed to come up with some other plan to achieve the pleasure I wanted.  
 
When it came to me, I almost gasped. Sometimes, the depths of my own perversity startled even myself. But the idea, once formed, would not go away. Under my desk, I could feel fresh wetness blooming in my panties as I plotted the evening ahead. Yep. It was going to be another wild one, for Tom and for me. Not to mention for Jess. 
 
A few well-placed texts to Tom's wife and I was clear for takeoff. I was careful not to tell Jess what I had planned, only that I was planning something. And she was excited. I could tell from her texts. She was into whatever I had in mind. I promised her she would enjoy it, just so long as she went with it. 
 
Of course, there was no need to ask Tom. Our poor little slave didn’t get any say in what went on between us. 
 
It was almost the end of the day when I stepped out from behind my desk and made my way towards where Tom was sitting. You get used to turning heads after a while. Under normal circumstances, I might not even have noticed the attention that followed me across the open space of the call center. It had been that way forever, after all. It was only the excited state I was in that made me notice the eyes that followed me across the room in my tight dress and boots.  
 
Tom certainly noticed me. Try as he might, he couldn’t hide the look of nervousness in his eyes as he saw me approaching, a sly smile on my face. He was right to be nervous. My boots were almost silent on the short carpet of the office as I made my way towards him. Excitement bubbled in my stomach as I stood in front of his desk. 
 
“How’s it going, Tom?” I said brightly. Just two co-workers passing the time. Nothing unusual about that. 
 
“Not bad,” Tom said guardedly. My hair fell around my face as I planted my hands on top of Tom’s desk and leaned forward. 
 
"Stay behind tonight," I said in a low voice audible only to him. "Come and see me once everyone has gone." Tom gulped. I didn't wait for a reply. Turning, I walked away from him, feeling his eyes on my swaying form as I made my way towards the break room. There was no reason for me to doubt that he would do what he was told. 
 
And he did. As the day drew to a close, I watched the other staff in the office file out of the building’s front doors, one by one or in laughing groups. The torrent of departing workers slowed to a trickle. Tom was not among them. Only when everyone else seemed to have left the office and the car park had emptied out did Tom finally appear, ashamed and nervous, in front of my desk. 
 
“There you are,” I grinned at him, and stood. “Ok, let’s go. We’re going to carpool tonight.” Tom watched as I came around from behind my desk. Picking up my purse, I headed for the door of the building without another word as Tom followed behind me. He had quickly learned not to ask questions. 
 
My own car shone in the failing sunlight as I headed for Tom’s vehicle. He unlocked it, and habit made me reach for the door handle before I stopped myself. Tom was about to climb into his own seat when I stamped my foot, and the sound of my thin heel against the concrete rang out in the empty parking lot. 
 
“Is that how you treat your mistress?” I said, staring over the roof of the car at Tom. He sighed as he understood. I grinned maliciously as he came around the car towards me and opened my door for me. Feeling like a celebrity, I lowered myself into the passenger seat, arranging myself carefully before he closed the door it’s the little things, I thought to myself as I watched Tom walk back around the car to climb into the driver’s seat. Those small but potent reminders of the power I hold over him. 
 
“Take me to your place,” I said as Tom switched the car on. “We’ll be making a stop along the way. I’ll tell you where.” 
 
“Yes, Mistress,” Tom said as he put the car in gear and pulled out of his parking space. I stared out of the window, brimming over with excitement. He was just so compliant. It was almost too easy. I knew he was full of questions, but he didn’t dare ask. As he drove, I reached towards him. My hand crept up his leg. 
 
“I bet you never thought this would happen, did you?” I said. “I bet you never thought you’d be taking me home from work.” 
 
“No Mistress.” My hand crept ever higher, and Tom gasped quietly as my palm brushed the hard bulge of his engorged cock through his pants.  
 
“Take a left here." I'd done my research. It wasn't the kind of store I usually visited; some things are better bought online. But a quick search on my phone had told me where to go. Following my directions, Tom took a few quick turns and pulled up in the parking lot of a strip mall with a few stores in a low gray building. He must have known at once where we were headed, just as soon as he saw the blacked-out windows of the adult store at one end of the building. Wordlessly, he turned to me. 
 
   "Come on,” I said. Old habit made me reach for my own door handle again before I remembered. “Come open my door for me and we’ll go inside.” Tom killed the engine and got out of the car, walking in the slightly hunched-over manner that was familiar to me from work as he tried to hide his erection. As Tom opened my door from outside, I stepped out and strode towards the sex store with Jess’s husband following in my wake. 
 
   Inside, the brightly-lit store smelled faintly of rubber. The place was empty, more’s the pity.  I had been hoping for more of an audience to add to Tom’s obvious embarrassment. Maybe it’s conceited to say this, but I suspected a woman like me in a place like this would draw a lot of attention. But the only attention to be had was that of the store clerk who watched from behind the counter as I led Tom along the shelves. 
 
   "Here we go," I said, grinning as I pulled a particular toy from its peg. "Look at that. What do you think?" Tom stared at the item in my hand with a troubled expression on his face. "It's not as nice as Brandon's, of course," I went on, savoring the flush of shame on Tom's cheeks as I spoke my lover's name. "But it will do for what I have in mind." Tom gulped again, and said nothing. He was dying to ask what I had in mind. I could see that. As well he might. The strap-on dildo with an attached harness that I held in my hand had many uses, but I suspected that virtually none of them would be to my slave's liking. Like that mattered. In fact, as I watched Tom's eyes dart over the plastic-wrapped toy in my hands, more and more ideas of what I might do with it started to occur to me. Under my dress, I could feel my pussy dampening. Roughly, I handed the package to Tom. 
 
   "Go pay for this,” I curtly ordered. While Tom shuffled off towards the counter, I passed the time by browsing the aisles that bristled with toys and gadgets. Almost everywhere I looked, I felt the objects I saw tugging at the darker corners of my mind where all my wilder ideas were born. For as long as he continued to submit to me, Tom was in for a wild ride. 
 
   "Got it,” Tom said as he returned to my side, a plain black plastic bag in his hand. “Mistress,” he hurriedly added as I raised a disapproving eyebrow. 
 
   "Good,” I said. “Let’s go to your place then.” Tom followed me out of the store, the plastic bag swinging from his hand as he hurried ahead to open the door for me. My slave was learning. 
 
   We made the drive to Tom’s house in silence, punctured only by the growl of his car’s engine. My mind was buzzing with wild ideas as we hurtled through the suburban streets. Tom and Jess lived in a quiet, leafy street, their single-story house much like the others that lined the street. It was a dog-walking, lawn-mowing, barbecue-having kind of neighborhood. And I have to admit, it gave me a kind of thrill to think about the kinky things that I intended to indulge in behind the door of this normal-looking house. 
 
   Tom opened the car door for me in his driveway, and I let him lead the way to the front door which he unlocked. The house was tastefully furnished; I could see that as Tom swung the door shut behind me. I had no idea what he made. But I knew it was more than me. And looking at his house, it seemed as though he and Jess were doing alright for themselves.  
 
   Still, behind closed doors, Tom’s greater wealth and position in society relative to my own counted for absolutely nothing. 
 
 "Give me the bag. Take your clothes off." My words were orders to be obeyed, and Tom did as he was told. I took the plastic bag in my hands as Tom began to undo the buttons of his shirt. Until that moment, it had always been either the abandoned bathroom at work or else a hotel room where I had made Tom submit. Doing it here, in his home, where a wedding picture of he and Jess shone on the far wall - well, it somehow seemed all the more kinky, all the more naughty. All the more delightful.  
 
Tom shed his work clothes quickly. As always, I was quietly thrilled to see the hardness of his cock, jutting out from his pelvis as he stood red-faced in front of me. I barely ever saw it any other way, in fact. The things I was doing to him ensured that even when his cock softened in the aftermath of the rare orgasms I allowed him, it never stayed that way for long. 
 
“Look at this,” I giggled as I stretched out my hand towards him. “So excited to serve your mistress.” Tom moaned as I trailed my fingers along the burning skin of his cock, teasing his manhood while he writhed in front of me. Between my legs, I could feel my own desire mounting, my pussy moistening with juices as my body responded. But I had a limited amount of time to get everything ready before Jess came home. I wanted to have the entire scene set up when she walked through the door. Getting distracted by playing with Tom’s teased cock wasn’t going to get that done.  
 
“Where’s the bedroom?” There’s something inherently comical about the penis, even to a slut like me. It was hard not to giggle as Tom turned, and I watched his pasty ass move as he led me deeper into the house, his engorged cock swaying from side to side with every step he took. I followed him down a hallway and into a room with the curtains drawn against the day. Tom clicked the light on, and I looked around. More pictures of the smiling couple, this time on the gray flanks of a mountain somewhere. An unmade bed, the sheets still bearing the impression of Jess’s and Tom’s bodies from the previous night. The sliding doors of the closet stood slightly open. That was where I went first. The girly part of me wanted to look through Jess’s clothes and see what she owned and how it measured up to my own stuff, but I reminded myself that I was about more serious business. I knew I had found what I was looking for when I found a collection of Tom’s work ties hanging from the rod of the closet. 
 
“Hands behind your back,” I ordered. “Turn around.” Tom sighed, his chest rising and falling with a weary breath. But he did as he was told. I pulled a silk tie from the closet and stood close behind Tom. He flinched as I touched his arm, wrapping the soft material around his wrists. Pulling the blue tie tight, I tied a knot that would keep his arms restrained behind his back. Tom was so obedient that bondage was hardly necessary anymore. But I enjoyed tying him up. And as I circled slowly back around him, admiring his bound and naked body with his erection jutting out in front of him, I couldn’t help but admire the visual I had created. 
 
"On your knees," I said, pointing down at the floor by the side of the bed. Tom's cock lurched as he stepped forward, then sank to the floor at my feet. His eyes glittered in the light from above as he stared expectantly up at me. Outside, the sun was all but gone. 
 
The plastic bag I held crackled as I laid it on the bed. Tom’s eyes watched my every movement as I tore open the plastic wrapping and got my hands on the strap-on he had purchased. The silicon cock was ridged with realistic-looking veins, though its size was certainly above the norm. There was even a pair of balls attached to add to the verisimilitude. The jet black of the phallus wasn’t entirely realistic, but I figured it would contrast nicely with my naturally pale skin. Not just mine, either. 
 
Setting aside the strap-on, I unzipped my dress. I undressed slowly, allowing Tom to take it all in as I teased him with my body. Stepping out of my dress, I set it aside on the dresser to avoid wrinkles. Tom's eyes were fixed on me as I plucked at the waistband of my panties. It was a strange feeling, to be undressing in the bedroom of a married coworker. A strange and slutty feeling, as though we were doing something totally outrageous. I suppose we were. Or were about to, anyway. 
 
I removed my panties, pulling them down over my boots while Tom’s eyes predictably fastened onto my crotch. The bedroom air felt cool against the moisture that had collected on the swollen lips of my sex. I let my panties fall to the floor and stepped out of them. Reaching behind my back, I unfastened my bra. My nipples were as hard as two pebbles as Tom watched my breasts swing free. I was naked but for my sexy red leather boots, and Tom’s admiration of my body couldn’t have been clearer as he watched my every move. 
 
Naked at last, I picked the strap-on up from the bed. The harness it came with was tricky, but I figured it out. As I tightened the straps around my hips, I maneuvered the fake cock into position. It looked so strange, having this new appendage jutting out in front of me. I noted with pleasure that it was far bigger than Tom’s own erection. My new cock swayed from side to side as I walked around the bed towards him, his eyes growing wider and rounder as he watched me approach. 
 
Finally, I sat down on the bed above him. Taking my cock in my hand, I stroked it slowly, as though it was really a part of me rather than some insensate toy. 
 
“Look at this cock,” I purred. “Isn’t it nice? It’s much bigger than yours, isn’t it?” I giggled as I spoke, and Tom nodded shamefully. “What’s your wife going to think when she gets home?” I teased. Raising my foot, I pressed a single thin heel into the skin of Tom’s bunched thigh. 
 
“Now, I want you to be a good boy,” I said, staring straight into Tom’s eyes as I spoke. “That means you keep your mouth shut and watch. Otherwise, I’ll take another of your ties and blindfold you, and you won’t see anything. You don’t want that, do you?” 
 
“No Mistress.” Tom’s voice was a dry rasp, rising out of a throat that creaked with fear.  
 
"Good," I smiled. Both of our heads lifted at the sound of a car engine outside. Tom's eyes met mine as we listened to footsteps in the driveway outside. 
 
“Hello?” The front door opened, and Jess’s voice rang out. In one word, I could hear everything she was experiencing. Nervousness, yes. She had little more idea than her husband did of what I had planned. But there was no disguising the excitement in her voice. Tom looked up at me, not daring to speak. 
 
“In here,” I called. Jess’s footsteps echoed as she came down the hallway. 
 
She gasped. As well she might, I thought with a smile. To find me sitting in her bed, naked but for red boots, a black strap-on, and a smile. Her husband kneeled at my feet, a well-trained and submissive pet for my amusement. Jess's eyes sparkled as they darted from me to her husband and back again, her open mouth ringed by pink lips as she gasped in surprise. 
 
“Hello, slut,” I purred. “Come join the party. Take those clothes off.” A broad grin spread across Jess’s pretty face. I had almost forgotten just how beautiful Tom’s wife was. She raked her red hair back from her face as she stepped forward, a shy smile on her lips as she reached for the buttons of her blouse. I knew how dominant Jess could be. I had seen for myself the way she handled her submissive husband. But I think there’s a part of every woman that wants to be taken, to be swept away by a will stronger than her own. That’s what I intended to offer to Tom’s wife. 
 
Jess shed her shirt, and her skirt soon followed. Leaving Tom to watch his wife strip, I stood and made my way back towards their closet. Selecting another of his ties, I turned and walked towards Jess. She had removed her panties and bra and was totally naked as I approached. In my tall heels, I towered over her. Her green eyes shone with delight as she trembled nervously. 
 
“Give me your hands,” I said softly. Jess didn’t resist as I wrapped the tie around her wrists, binding them tightly together just as I had her husband’s. Once she was restrained, I led her by her hands towards the bed. Sweetly trusting, Jess climbed onto the mattress as I instructed her. Smiling triumphantly, I raised one knee up to the bed before turning towards Tom. 
 
“Now you’re going to watch your wife get fucked,” I taunted. “Long and hard, just the way a woman needs. Just the way Brandon fucked me while you listened, remember?” Jess giggled as she lay down on the bed in front of me, her bound hands above her head. I climbed on top of her, the fake cock in my hand. The thick head pushed the already wet lips of Jess’s pussy apart, and she groaned as I slid the cock deep inside her trembling pussy while her helpless husband watched. 
 
“Oh my God, Emma, that feels so good,” Jess moaned, writhing in pleasure as her nerves lit up with sexual ecstasy. I stared over the side of the bed, my eyes locked onto Tom’s as I spoke. 
 
“Call me Brandon,” I snarled. Tom gasped, and Jess barked with delight at my idea. 
 
“Oh, yes, Brandon,” Jess moaned, writhing on the bed beneath me, arching her back in a way that made my own pussy convulse with lust. “Fuck me, Brandon. Fuck me with your beautiful cock.” 
 
And that’s exactly what I did. As Tom watched in helpless desire, I fucked his pretty wife in their bed while she screamed and howled with pleasure, gasping out another man’s name.  
 

   
  
 


A Wife's Revenge: Parts 13-24



       13. A Wife’s Adventure 
 
    Returning to my desk, I found a new notification on my phone. Once upon a time, it would have been a junk email, most likely, or maybe a message from Tom about something trivial. Some idea he’d had, or some complaint about the way his day was going. But lately, every time I saw that red icon on my phone, I felt my breath grow a little bit shorter. Lately, I never knew what I was going to get. And ever since we started down this road, virtually every aspect of life had suddenly become more exciting. 
 
    I was right to be excited. It was a message from Emma. I held the phone close to my chest as I peered down at it, knowing by now Emma’s propensity for risque texts. Right again. She had sent me a picture, an image that was no less shocking for me having seen it before. Her new boyfriend’s cock, or so she claimed. Brandon. I’d never met the man in question, and it still seemed strange to me that I had seen his manhood without him knowing me at all. But Emma, though only a few years younger than me - well, more than a few, I guess - was of a different generation. Her peers grew up with this miraculous technology that surrounds us now. Tom and I didn’t. Those of us old enough to remember dial-up internet can use all the technology available to us now, but we’ll never take to it as naturally as those who never knew a different world. 
 
    Brandon’s cock, rock hard and bursting with youthful vigor, filled the screen of my phone. A single word was laid over the bottom of the image. Tonight? And my heart thumped in my chest as a slow smile spread across her face. Emma was incorrigible. The woman seemed to have no shame at all. I wondered, not for the first time, if there were any lines she wouldn't cross. Or maybe that was an aspect of her age, too, the thirst for new experiences and the recklessness of consequences that defines youth. In her mid-twenties, Emma had practically nothing to lose. Everything we did together, no matter how wild, was just part of her trying things out as she moved through life. It wasn't her marriage that was being stretched and warped to its limit. Tom wasn't her husband. Se didn't have to worry about the dense tangle of desire and jealousy that could strangle our marriage if we weren't careful. 
 
    But it's the possibility of absolute ruin that makes it all so exciting. Emma knew that as well as I did. Skating on ice so thin you could see the bubbles move underneath it, never knowing when that first fatal crack might start. It was thrilling. It was thrilling in a way nothing else in my life was, or had been for a long time. And in some weird way, it was exactly what Tom and I had needed, without knowing it ourselves. We were happy, or so I thought. I never even realized how bored we both were. How easy it is simply to sink into unthinking custom, to build a cage of habit and familiarity around yourself and your partner until no light can get in, no sound can escape. That's the real danger. To take what you have for granted until you no longer even see it. To stop seeing your partner as a lover, as a person with needs and desires of their own. To see them as just part of the furniture of your own life. That viewpoint has destroyed more marriages than any amount of kinky experimentation. 
 
    Still, I hesitated before typing out my answer. We had talked about this, Emma and I. And Tom and I had talked about it over and over, ever since Emma first raised the possibility and I had wandered from shock to outrage to curiosity to amusement. I’d been online, to all the forums and chatrooms. To say I’d thought about it would be a grotesque understatement. I’d practically obsessed over it. 
 
    Still, my fingers hovered unmoving above the screen of my phone. Were we actually going to do this, for real? Even after everything that had happened between us, it seemed impossible to believe. 
 
    * 
 
    Had I ever cum like that? It seemed hard to believe. In fact, it was hard to think of anything as the red heat of almost unbearable pleasure swept over me. Every orgasm is the same, and yet each one is different, the crystalline individuality of the snowflake that is unlike any other, even though all of them are the same. It was intense. It was ridiculously, almost unbelievably intense. My feet thrashed and tangled in the mess of the sheets beneath me as I gasped and thrashed, one of Tom's ties wrapped tight around my wrists. Emma was on top of me, inside me, moving her body against me as I crouched on knees and elbows on our bed, the bed my husband and I had picked out together. Emma's cock plunged in and out of my streaming pussy, utterly tireless, and I moaned and howled like an animal as one orgasm after another made me shake and quiver. My throat was hoarse with screaming, but I couldn't help myself. Emma held me by the hips, the better to plunge her strap-on dildo inside me, and every thrust was heaven. I could hardly believe the way my pussy had expanded to take the toy that had looked so big and intimidating the first time I had seen it. For so many years now, I had been faithful to Tom. I didn't even own a dildo of my own. Tom's cock, and Tom's cock alone, had been all I knew. Until Emma came round and took control of both of us. 
 
    And she was just so fucking hot. I’m no lesbian. I love men far too much for that. I know when another girl is pretty, and I have no problem acknowledging that. Emma was more than pretty, of course. My husband’s former office crush was downright beautiful. But that wasn’t what made my body respond to her the way that it did. That wasn’t what made me fall under her spell almost as helplessly as Tom had. The truth of the matter, the whole crux of the problem, was that Emma was just so fucking sexy. Not just the way she looked, but the way she acted. The way she was. The way she took charge of us both, as though she had every right to make us into her personal toys. Watching her dominate my husband was a thrill unlike anything I had ever experienced. But when she turned that dominant attitude on me…God, I get wet just thinking about it. 
 
    And as I crouched there in the bed, getting pounded to one orgasm after another until I could hardly tell where one ended and the other began, I felt myself sinking deeper and deeper into the strange spell sex casts. Everything I thought I was melted away, my entire personality practically dissolving until I became nothing more than a body awash with pleasure, a body for Emma to use any way she wanted, just as long as it felt so good. To give up control, to allow someone else to do the thinking for a while, to simply say yes and go with the flow - it was something I never knew that I needed so badly until Emma gave it to me. I wanted to do what she wanted. I longed to be compelled by her. Orgasm crashed against me one after another and I swayed from side to side like a ship in a hurricane, the bed heaving beneath us to the force of Emma’s tireless thrusts, and I forgot everything that wasn’t sheer bliss as I moaned underneath her. 
 
    That was enough, by itself. The fact that possibly the best sex I had was with another woman no longer shocked me. The way Emma could make me cum again and again, as though she had some secret hotline to the pleasure centers of my brain - none of that made sense, but I had come to accept it, in a way. I had come to need it. But just in case it wasn’t hot enough, just in case my ardor cooled even for a moment as Emma pounded my trembling pussy over and over again - well, then, all I had to do was raise my head from the mattress and look at my husband. 
 
    Tom kneeled on the floor at the side of the bed. He was spending so much time on his knees lately, it was starting to seem like his natural habitat. He had kneeled before me the previous night, too, worshiping me like a goddess as I taunted and teased him. He had begged me for an orgasm, begged for permission to cum as I pleasured myself in front of him. And I had laughed as I denied him. I love my husband, but something in his vulnerability to me plucks at some dark wire of cruelty I never knew I had. He wants it like this. He wants his wife to be a selfish, demanding bitch. And once I got over the initial shock and surprise, I was only too happy to make his fantasies come true. He got the harsh dominatrix he always wanted, and I got a willing and obedient slave. 
 
    But Emma had taken it to the next level. She had a way of pushing the envelope, and she was pushing it now, and my husband watched as her fake cock pushed the wet lips of my pussy apart, and I shrieked with wild delight as I watched him watching me. 
 
    Tom's chest rose and fell. I could see the strain in his broad shoulders from having his hands tied behind his back. I had picked out that blue tie for him myself, a year or two ago. Now he'd never be able to wear it, neither of us would be able even to see it, without thinking of this night. Emma had bent him to her will as though it was nothing, and then she had done the same with me. I understood Tom all too well. I knew for myself just how sweet it was to lose control, to simply follow orders and not have to think for yourself. The only difference was, the uses Emma found for me were a lot more pleasant than the ones she found for my husband. And in its own weird way, that made sense too. We girls deserved to have more sex than poor Tom. 
 
    The look on my husband's handsome face was an absolute beauty. His brow was furrowed as he watched me get fucked, his mouth wide open as he panted. His cock was rock hard, twitching and throbbing visibly as though it was about to burst. All the porn that he had watched in his life, and now here he was, watching a real-life porn scene play out in his own bedroom. With me as the star. I had never felt so desired, so sexy, at once so powerful and powerless, lording it over Tom while I surrendered completely to Emma. I sobbed with bliss at the thought that I was getting the best of both worlds, experiencing the joy of power that Emma felt while still experiencing the bliss of submission that so captivated Tom. 
 
    Emma is many things. But when her blood is up, subtle is not one of them. She's a woman who likes to press her advantage, to make the most of any situation she finds herself in. This was no different. 
 
    "Say my name, slut," she snarled above me. And the edge in her voice made me warble with desire. It was that, exactly that, far more than her pretty face or gorgeous body that made me want her, that made me need her. It was that shameless cruelty, that sneering arrogance, the contemptuous command that made me want to kneel at her feet the way my husband so readily did. It never even crossed my mind to disobey her. 
 
    "Brandon," I gasped, while my husband winced and cringed at the sound of another man's name on my lips, "Brandon! Oh my God, fuck me, Brandon!" I yelped as Emma delivered a sharp stinging slap to my ass, the sound echoing around the bedroom as she spanked me. I felt her hand gripping my hair, pulling my head back so that I was staring at the bedroom wall in front of me while she fucked me relentlessly. 
 
    "Tell me, slut," Emma growled. "Tell me whose cock is better." I loved it when she called me that. I was a slut. Emma was right. Emma was always right. How could I be anything else, as I gasped and screamed in orgasm after orgasm with her cock buried inside me? I was a cheating, shameless slut, and Emma had only shown me and my husband what I really was inside, under the veneer of the career woman and loyal wife. That word in Emma's mouth tugged at all the tangled wires of desire and disgrace inside me, and I trembled just t hear it. I knew what she wanted. And she knew what I needed. I would say anything, do anything, to live forever in this bright bliss. 
 
    "Yours, Brandon," I moaned. "Fuck, I love it. I need it. It's so much better than my husband's. So much bigger, He can't fuck me like you can. Oh my God, I'm yours, Brandon. I'm your slut, your whore. My pussy belongs to you." I heard Emma laughing in delight, and my pussy spasmed again as it tightly gripped her strap-on. I was babbling, and I didn't care. Tom was trembling where he kneeled on the floor, utterly humiliated by my little speech. Just as Emma had planned. I couldn't help it. Despite all the orgasms I had had already, I needed more. And I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that Tom wanted to hear those words as much as Emma did. No matter how much they hurt. Because they hurt. 
 
    The bed moved as Emma shifted her weight, and I groaned as I felt her cock move inside me. Her high heel pressed down onto the mattress beside my knee, and I howled as her cock plunged even deeper inside me. Emma’s fingers dug into my skin as she gripped me around the waist, and it was only her grip on me that kept me from falling forward as she fucked me savagely. Hr grip on my hair was gone, and my head fell forward onto the bed, my hair pooling around me as I closed my eyes and screamed. There was nothing I could do but endure it, nothing I wanted to do besides take it, take everything Emma was giving me. And yet another orgasm, the most powerful one yet, exploded inside my trembling body. Molten juices poured down the inside of my legs as I moaned and screamed, my voice muffled by the mattress as I pressed my face against it. Face down, ass up, the consummate slut, I screamed and writhed without a single thought in my head beside the naked experience of sexual bliss. 
 
    Emma’s cock slid easily free of my ravaged pussy. With a weary groan, I fell over on my side. My tied hands gripped the rumpled sheets as my body trembled with powerful aftershocks. My heart was on fire with the afterglow of sheer pleasure, and the weariness in my body was nothing compared to that. I opened my eyes slowly, blinking away fat tears that had formed to see Tom watching me. As Emma climbed off the bed to stand in front of him, I smiled.  
 
    “That’s how a slut like your wife should be fucked,” she sneered. In her high heels, she towered over my kneeling husband, and the fake cock glistened with my copious juices as it jutted obscenely right in front of his face. I wondered, with a shiver of dark desire, whether he could smell my many orgasms on Emma’s shaft. And if so, what was it doing to him? Tom’s face was a mask of agonized frustration as he stared up at his office receptionist, the woman who had taken such firm control of our sex life and showed us just how thrilling it could be to give in to her.  
 
    "You heard your wife," Emma went on. She looked unbelievably hot, standing there naked in high heels with a wet cock protruding from her otherwise deeply feminine hips. A strange churning in my stomach made itself felt as I looked at her. "This cock is better than yours," Emma sneered. "Pretty soon, she's going to have no use for you at all. Maybe we'll just keep you as our little tease toy while we fuck real men." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." It was all I could do to suppress a gasp of surprise as Tom humbly acquiesced. I knew he would, of course. No stranger to Emma's sexual power myself, I could hardly blame him. I couldn't say, had I been in his place, that I would have acted any differently. Still. Hearing it was different. Strange ideas plucked at the corners of my frazzled mind as I grinned at my husband. His humiliation was having an effect on me that was as profound as it was familiar. Watching Emma berate him was turning me on. 
 
    Emma turned back towards the bed. Her cock swayed from side to side as she raised a knee and climbed onto the mattress beside me. Tired from her exertions, she rolled onto her back. Her blonde hair swirled across the pillow, and her bare breasts rose and fell as she breathed deeply. Anyone could see that she was in fantastic shape, and she had youth on her side. But the way she fucked me would have exhausted an athlete. She had earned her rest. And overcome with the deep sense of attachment that follows truly great sex, I snuggled up beside her, feeling the warmth of her body against mine as I pressed my lips to her shoulder. I didn’t love Emma, not by any means. But when someone makes you cum that hard, that many times, feelings get confused. Wires get crossed. You can’t have that kind of sex with someone and not feel something, even if it has little to do with real love. 
 
    And so we lay like that for a while, with my head on her shoulder. I closed my eyes. Emma's breathing was deep and steady, the way people breathe when they're on the edge of sleep. Poor Tom, kneeling by the side of the bed still, was all but forgotten. In the afterglow of great sex, it was my lover I felt close to, not the submissive husband who had been forced to watch. 
 
    But desire feeds upon desire, a snake eating its own tail. The more we get, the more we want, even to the point of utter exhaustion. My body might be tired, but my mind was alive with twisted thoughts. I’m never more creative than when I’m basking in the cooling glow of a good fuck. The images in my mind would not let me rest. 
 
    The mattress shifted under me as I moved. I felt Tom's eyes on me as I sat up, and I flashed him a smile that I hoped contained all the devious delight that bubbled inside me. Emma's eyes opened, and she smiled too as I leaned over her, my lips brushing against the hard bud of her erect nipple. Ignoring my husband's pained groans of frustration, I kissed his office crush, tasting the faint salt of her skin and the softness of her flesh that fed the fire inside me. Emma said nothing. She merely watched with a satisfied smile on her gorgeous face as I kissed my way slowly down her body. 
 
    Her cock was slick in my hand as I wrapped my fingers around the dripping shaft. Tom moaned loudly, but my attention was fixed on Emma. The show might be for him, at least in part. But it was her that I needed to please. I extended my tongue slowly from between my lips, and for the first time in my life, I tasted my own juices as I licked Emma's cock from base to tip. Tom shuddered as he watched. I would never kiss him after he went down on me, and I knew we were both thinking the same thing. That the lines I had with him seemed to evaporate when it came to Emma. That she could get me to do things that I would never do for my husband. That she didn't even have to ask. All of that crackled in the air around us as I licked Emma's nerveless cock, worshiping the dildo that had made me cum so much. 
 
    “Fuck, I love this cock, I said between licks as Emma grinned down at me. “Your cock is so beautiful, Brandon. So much better than my husband’s.” Tom groaned again, but I didn’t care. Emma reached for the bedside table, and I saw her pick up her cellphone. I knew what she was doing as she pointed the camera at me. But I could never say no to her. 
 
    “Say it again,” she ordered. And I did. She filmed me, and I played to the camera, staring right into its unblinking black eye as I licked and kissed the dildo. 
 
    "I love your cock, Brandon," I said in a throaty purr while I ran my hand over the glistening shaft. "You fuck me so good. So much better than my husband. I could suck this cock all day long." Brushing my hair back from my face, I raised my head and opened my mouth, and Emma sighed happily as I began to blow her strap-on. Tom looked on in utter astonishment, trembling with lust and fear, and I winked at him as my cheeks hollowed around Emma's cock, sucking as though she could feel it, as though it was really part of her and not some cleverly designed toy. Happy with the footage she'd captured, Emma set her phone aside. I knew I should have protested. I had no idea what she had planned for the short video clip. But at that moment, I didn't care. In fact, I welcomed anything that would increase the power Emma had over the two of us. 
 
    “You really are just a cock-hungry slut, aren’t you?” Emma said as she watched me work on her strap-on. I raised my head from the toy, my mouth sliding over the thick head that had so recently been buried deep inside me as I looked at her. 
 
    “For you, yes,” I said. And I turned towards Tom, looking him right in the eye before I spoke my next words. Unable to meet my gaze in the depths of his shame and longing, he looked at the floor. “For Brandon, maybe. But not for my husband.” Emma’s triumphant giggle echoed my own as we laughed together, and Tom cringed, defeated.  
 
    * 
 
    It had been a couple of weeks since the first and only time Emma had come to our house. I still thought about it, every single day. And the days went on as they had recently, a whirl of kinky sex and wild ideas. Emma dominated Tom at the office, and I teased him mercilessly at home. Every night, he made me cum, with toys or tongue or fingers, sometimes over and over. Once or twice, to keep him motivated, I even let him fuck me, once he’d done something totally humiliating to earn the privilege. I knew the power that I held, and it thrilled me to know what I could do to him. If I wanted to, I could make him agree to anything. When he knelt before me, his face shining with my cum, his eyes wide and hungry in the way they got when he was really turned on, I knew he would agree to just about anything for the pleasure of having sex with his wife. 
 
     But I tried to play fair. Emma hadn't been to our house since, but she texted me almost daily with photos and with kinky ideas. Not always of Tom, either. Her relationship with Brandon was progressing, and she filled me in on all the details. She sent me pictures, of more than just his cock - though there were more of those, too. She sent me pictures of him naked in her bed, the deep ridges of his muscles awakening hunger inside me as I studied his young body. Yes, Emma knew exactly what she was doing.  
 
    I used my power over my husband for all kinds of things. But not for this. It was only after he had gotten what he wanted, the climax he had so assiduously begged for, that I talked to him about the idea that Emma had been pushing.  
 
    I showed Brandon the video. Of you. That was the text I received one day, returning to my desk after a long, long meeting. My stomach flipped as I read the words. I didn’t need to ask what video Emma meant. I had thought of the little clip almost every day since she had made it. 
 
    You did what? Emma’s only response was a winking emoji. Probably, I should have been outraged. Probably, I should have been enraged. But curiosity got the better of me. I had never wanted another man since I met my husband. And I had never even met Brandon. But I felt like I knew him already. I knew how he looked, and I couldn’t keep myself from wondering what he had thought of the clip Emma showed him. 
 
    What did he say? It seemed to take a lifetime for her to type her response. She was usually so quick, too. I bit my lip as I waited nervously, as though my every nerve was hanging on Emma’s response. 
 
    He wants to meet you, the response finally said. And then, once again, the picture of Brandon’s erect cock appeared on my screen, making me gasp as I held the phone close to my chest. Tonight? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    14. A Wife’s Date 
 
    His eyes. Those burning eyes my husband has, glittering under his lowered brow as he watches me. There’s something predatory in those eyes. Something dangerous. It makes me feel like some small forest creature, a bunny suddenly finding itself face to face with a lion. And not being scared by it - well, maybe only a little. My lion can growl all he wants. But this bunny has tamed him. 
 
    Tom stood in the open door of the bathroom, leaning against the door frame with his arms crossed. He said nothing. He just studied me, watching my every movement as though he was trying to record it forever. My stomach was a tight knot of nervousness, but I tried to appear calm and in control. Emma had taught me that. So much of human interaction is all on the surface, based on appearances. Look like you're in charge, and people will think that you are. Proceed with total confidence, no matter how you feel inside. But it wasn't the first time that I found myself wondering what would happen if my husband suddenly lost control. My power over him, the power to decide where and when and how we had sex, and whether he would get to cum at all - it was all mental. I couldn't physically stop him, obviously. And if Tom lost control, if he suddenly grabbed me, dragged me to the bedroom, flung me sprawling on the bed - what would I do then? I didn't know. I might fight back, or I might surrender completely and let my husband have his way with me. Both options had a certain appeal. And I allowed myself to smile. Tom didn't know what I was thinking. He couldn't know what was going through my head. That was his problem. If he'd been able to read my thoughts, I have a feeling I would have been in our bed with my legs in the air within seconds. 
 
    But Tom didn't know. All he knew was that I was going to push hi further tonight than I had ever pushed him before. With Emma's help, we were going to disgrace him totally. And the thought of it, the sheer kinky wrongness of the idea, made my submissive husband hard. I'd seen it for myself when we discussed what might happen, and how far we were willing to go. Tom was terrified of his own desires. But he couldn't ignore them. And I wasn't going to either. 
 
    "What do you think?" I said, batting my eyelashes at the bathroom mirror in front of me. My eyelids were already sparkling with dark powder that had a metallic glitter to it, and my lashes were thick and black like the bars of a cage. It wasn't a night for subtlety. There was nothing the least bit subtle about what I had planned, what Emma had planned. She wanted me to be a slut. Tom wanted me to be a slut. And I wanted, more than anything, to give the two of them what they wanted. My husband, and my girlfriend, I thought with a faint inward giggle. I always thought I was one hundred percent straight. Until Emma came along. 
 
    Tom’s eyes followed my hand as I lifted a tube of lipstick from beside the sink. He watched me uncap it and twist the bottom, revealing a pointed nub of dark red. My eyes found the reflection of his in the mirror, and I let my smile deepen.  
 
    “Is this a good cocksucking color, do you think?” Tom’s dark brows drew downwards at the question. 
 
    "Are you going to…?" He didn't need to finish. I shrugged as I turned my gaze back to the mirror, deliberately withholding the answer as I drew the lipstick over my bottom lip. I watched the soft flesh turn a deep scarlet, a bold and vampish color that simulated the very real arousal I felt as my husband watched me prepare. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said thoughtfully as I applied the lipstick. “I guess it depends how the night goes. Some things, you just have to see what happens in the spur of the moment. I never thought I’d suck another guy’s cock after we got married. But then, I never thought I’d eat pussy, ever. And look how that turned out.” 
 
    Tom shuddered visibly, and I felt a matching shudder of my own. It wasn’t like me to talk so crudely, but that gave the coarse words more of an impact as I spoke. Besides, it was all true. Nothing that had happened to us over the past few months was normal. I’d seen none of this coming, any more than Tom had. When I had reached out to talk to his office crush, it had been with the intention of getting some closure. Some slave to the sense of betrayal I still felt, even though my husband had technically done nothing wrong. A little harmless flirtation, you could consider it. But it ripped my heart out. Especially when I saw what Emma looked like, a cinematic beauty straight out of the pages of a magazine. How could I compete with that? It wasn’t until I met Emma face to face that it started to dawn on me that I didn’t have to. It was she who had taught me to use beauty as a weapon, to turn Tom’s seemingly bottomless sexual desire against him in exactly the way he wanted me to. He should have told me the true nature of his desires a long time ago, I thought to myself as I finished coloring my lips. Maybe then we could have explored them together, without having to involve anyone else. But that wouldn’t be nearly as much fun. 
 
    The lipstick rattled as I dropped it back into the plastic case that held my makeup. I pressed my lips together, mudging the lipstick as I took a step towards my husband. His eyes flickered over my face, and I saw his chest rise and fall as he took a deep breath. The better I looked, the brighter his desire burned, and the greater my power over him. The greater the betrayal, too, the greater the excitement. The tangled pathways of what we were doing twisted around one another until I could barely follow them. But my husband wanted this. That was the thing to focus on, the key to all of this. Because if he didn’t, I was the worst wife in the world. 
 
    “It’s almost time,” I said in a quiet voice, laying the fingers of one hand on his chest. I wanted him to see my excitement, see ow flirty and coquettish I was being. I wanted to seduce him, right before I denied him. I wanted it to hurt. “Come on. Help me get dressed.” I let my hand drop as I brushed past Tom in the doorway, and my finger slid downwards. My heart throbbed in my chest as I felt the hard bulge of his cock in the front of his pants, his erection straining the fabric as he ached for me. His breath was hot as he sighed at my touch, unfolding his arms as he stepped towards me. But I stepped away. The whole night would be like this, a delicate dance of approach and retreat. I would come towards him until he reciprocated, at which point I would pull away. The age-old art of seduction. Only this time, with one hell of a twist. 
 
    I walked down the hall towards our bedroom, and Tom followed. I already knew what I was going to wear. Emma and I had given this a lot of thought. It was all new, bought specially for the occasion, and I had made sure to use Tom’s credit card as I shopped, too. It was our money ultimately, but symbols, Emma assured me, are important. The thought of him paying for another man’s pleasure added an extra little stab to the ordeal he was enduring. 
 
    I dropped my towel to the floor. Tom stood close to the bedroom door now, and I heard his breathing quicken. I was naked before him, just as I had been a million times before. But this was different. This was like back when we were first dating, when nothing had seemed to matter to him more than that he get closer and closer to me. To this. The online forums all said that this might happen. I was no longer Tom's faithful wife, for all that I was standing in the bedroom for had shared for years. Once again, just as I had been when we were dating, I was a prize to be won. I was something he could lose. 
 
    I let Tom’s gaze linger on my body, just for a second or two. I could feel my nipples harden in the warm bedroom air. Between my legs, the low hum of nervousness was transforming itself into a buzzing sexual excitement. Being looked at like that was fanning the flames that roared inside me. The glorious tension of the night was growing stronger by the minute. 
 
    Smiling to myself, I stepped towards the closet to fetch my latest purchases. As I reached into the square paper bag, I felt the soft fabric of the bodysuit, and I fished it out. Holding it between my hands, I let Tom see the sheer fabric, decorated with a dense network of black lace flowers, for the first time.  
 
    “Help me put it on,” I said. 
 
    Tom lurched forward, as though his body was barely under his control. I saw how his hands trembled as he took the lingerie from me. He turned it over in his hands, trying to figure it out. At last, he gathered up the delicate garment in his hands and bent at the waist, holding it out for me to step into. Placing a hand on his shoulder for balance, I lifted one foot and then the other, stepping into it. Tom carefully pulled the suit up, and I reveled in the feeling of it stretching around me, the fabric clinging to every curve of my body as my husband carefully dressed me. Acres of skin showed through the sheer material, but the suit hid just enough to be enticing in a way that mere nudity couldn’t match. Black flowers climbed up over my hips and stomach, reaching towards the black cups that held my breasts high on my chest and pushed them together, the soft flesh jiggling with every movement I made, every breath I took. I pulled the thin straps over my shoulders as Tom finished dressing me, his fingers trailing over my hips and bare legs as though reluctant to tear themselves away from my body. I was alive with desire, my pussy growing damp between my legs, the swollen lips revealed by a deliberate hole in the lycra bodysuit. I wouldn’t need to take it off to get what I wanted. While Tom’s eyes roamed hungrily over my body, encased in lingerie, I handed him a pair of sheer black stay-up stockings. 
 
    “Put those on for me.” Something told me that Tom would not have missed the new note of command in my voice as I gave him instructions. But it was hard not to feel superior to him now, as he helped me dress for the night. I sat on the bed, and Tom crouched on the floor at my feet, his body trembling as he slid one stocking, then the other, along my legs. I saw him looking at my pussy as I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, and I smiled indulgently as I let him look. Real men take what they want, I remember thinking with an evil smile. Submissive boys take what they get. At least, that’s what my submissive boy would be doing that night. I knew that Tom’s cock would be raging in his pants as he kneeled in front of me, and I giggled as I reached out with one foot to caress the obvious bulge in his pants. 
 
    "Don't cum in your pants," I warned as I stroked his cock with my toes, and Tom groaned with desire. "We haven't even got started yet. Here, pass me my shoes." The pumps I had bought were beside the bed. Black patent leather with a six-inch heel that made walking difficult. But they were never meant for that. These were the shoes of a wanton slut, the footwear of a woman looking to get fucked, and Tom knew it as he slid the shoes onto my feet. Carefully, I stood, trying as best I could to balance on the ludicrous heels. I crossed the bedroom towards my dresser and picked up the black lace choker that lay on top of it. I wrapped the choker around my neck and caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. I hardly recognized my self. My pussy throbbed at the sight that greeted me, the image of a wanton slut standing before me while my husband kneeled behind her, gazing up from the floor. My mouth was dry with excitement. It was almost too thrilling for words. 
 
    The doorbell rang. Tom’s eyes snapped up towards mine, and a look of fear crossed his face. But I was too absorbed in my own excitement now to worry about his misgivings. Tom had agreed to this, had all but begged for it. It was too late to back out now. 
 
    “Answer the door,” I smiled. “We have guests.” 
 
    Tom rose slowly to his feet. For a moment, it looked as though he might defy me. His mouth opened, and his lips twitched, the beginnings of words of protest forming as I watched. I smiled. With a barely perceptible shake of his head, Tom said nothing. I tried not to laugh out loud as he humbly went to answer the door. 
 
    “What the fuck is this?” I smiled as I heard Emma’s voice the minute the door opened on her. We had worked this out before. She was to come to us first, to help me to get everything into place. I heard the sharp click of her high heels on the floor as she entered our house. 
 
    "Down on the floor," she snapped, in full mistress mode. "Get on your knees where you belong. And who said you could wear clothes? Come on, hurry up." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” It never failed to make me shiver with delight whenever I heard Tom submit to Emma. It was exactly that which had gotten him into all this trouble in the first place, calling another woman Mistress when he was married to me. I hoped he remembered that as Emma bullied him. I waited in the bedroom, listening to Tom’s clothes sighing to the floor as he hurried to do what he was told. 
 
    "That's better," Emma said at last. "Come on. Heel." I heard her footsteps coming towards me, and the excitement built with every step she took. Finally, she appeared in the open doorway of our bedroom. Tom crawled along at her side, one arm carrying his discarded clothes. Emma had my husband by the hair, her hand a tight fist close to his scalp as she tugged him along with her. When she saw me, Emma's bright red lips lifted in a smile. 
 
    "Well, well," she purred, releasing her grip on Tom's hair as she stepped forward, "look at you. You look beautiful." A sliver of skin showed between the top of her red leather boots and the hem of her black trenchcoat as she stepped into the bedroom. Her thick blond hair hung loosely around her shoulders in gentle waves. She had dispensed with her usual glasses, presumably wearing contacts for the night. Her blue eyes shone, enhanced by makeup that was no more subtle than my own. 
 
    “Thank you,” I smiled, blushing nervously. Emma stepped past me to set the bag she carried on the bed, and I gasped as she removed her trenchcoat. Underneath, she wore nothing but tiny red panties and a matching push-up bra. Her boobs were huge and round, pushed high on her chest by the straining fabric, and her cleavage was magnificent. Poor Tom, kneeling in the doorway, didn’t know where to look. His head turned from side to side as he tried to look at both of us, the two women he most wanted and couldn’t have. 
 
    “Oh my God, you look amazing,” I gushed. Emma smiled. 
 
    “Thanks,” she said. “Are you ready for this?” 
 
    "Yep," I nodded. As ready as I was ever going to be. The butterflies in my stomach had summoned a legion of reinforcements, but I tried to focus on my desire. Now that Emma had arrived, the air in the bedroom crackled with sexual excitement, and I could feel my lust taking over as I looked forward to what the night had in store. 
 
    “Ok,” Emma said. “Brandon will be here any minute. We need to get ready.” She reached into her bag, and I heard the rattle of metal before I saw the cuffs that she produced. Holding one of the cuffs, she let the other hang as she turned to Tom with a smile. “Time to get you put away,” she said. “Come on over here.” 
 
    Tom looked nervous. But he did as he was told. Rising to his feet, he tossed the bundle of clothes he carried into the laundry hamper. His cock was fully engorged as he walked towards us, his eyes still doing their funny little dance from Emma to me and back again to her. My husband knew the drill by now. Anytime handcuffs were produced, he knew they were for him. And he didn’t resist as Emma snapped the cuffs around one wrist then pulled it behind his back to chain it to the other. I knew the dark truth, as I watched my husband with a wicked smile on my face. The cuffs made it easier. This way, he could tell himself that he had no choice. That his wicked wife and the kinky girl from work had made him do it. That what was about to happen wasn’t his fault. 
 
    Emma certainly didn’t plan on giving him any choice. Once Tom was cuffed, she reached into her bag again. Tom’s eyes went wide as she produced a bright red ball gag and stepped toward him. 
 
    "Open up," she grinned. Tom opened his mouth, and Emma pushed the red ball between his lips. Tom stared at me as Emma fastened the strap into place around his head, but the expression on his face was unreadable. If it was a mute pleading for mercy, he had to know it was too late for that. Emma was here, and the wheels were in motion, and I was fully committed to the dirty deed we had planned. I was a bundle of nerves, terrified of where the night might take us. But I had no intention of turning back now. 
 
    “Good,” Emma said once the gag was in place. “We don’t want to hear a peep out of you, ok? Brandon doesn’t know you’re going to be here. And if he finds out, you’ll be lucky if we let you cum this year.” My heart throbbed in my chest. Emma always found a way to surprise me. I had wondered at the seeming ease with which her new boyfriend agreed to participate in our little game, but I knew for myself just how persuasive Emma could be. It never occurred to me that she might distort the truth. 
 
    Her hand on Tom's arm, Emma led him toward the open door of the closet. Sweeping aside the hanging clothes with one arm, she pushed Tom back, making him stand with his back to the wall. Once he was in position, she paused for a moment, as though thinking to herself. Then she turned and came towards me. 
 
    “Give me your wedding ring,” she said, as she held out her hand. 
 
    “What?” I gasped. I had expected many strange things that night, but not this. What was it Emma had said? Symbols matter. What could be a more potent symbol than that? Tom peered at me from the darkness of the closet as Emma stood in front of me. 
 
    “You’re not married tonight,” she grinned. “Don’t worry. Brandon already knows you’re married. Looking the way you do, he’s not going to notice whether you wear a ring or not. I just want to do something with it.” Still I hesitated. My fingers found the metal band on the other hand, and I looked uncertainly over at Tom. I hadn’t taken my ring off since the day we got married. Then again, this was supposed to be a night all about the breaking of taboos the shattering of old ways of thought. Emma’s grin grew wider as I twisted the ring off my finger and gave it to her. 
 
    “Good girl,” she said. “This is going to be so much fun. Brandon’s going to love you.” She turned back towards the closet, and Tom watched over the gag as she approached. I watched as she placed my ring carefully on top of his cock, letting the gold band lie there while his manhood twitched and throbbed. 
 
    “Keep that there,” Emma ordered. “Don’t squirm too much, or it’ll fall off. And whatever you do, don’t get soft. If that ring drops to the floor, you’re going to be very, very sorry.” Tom sighed through his nose as Emma grinned triumphantly. I don’t know where she got her ideas from, but they never failed to get us all going. The thought of my husband watching what went on without being able to make a sound, without being able even to move, sent a dark thrill racing through my body. 
 
    The closet door rumbled as Emma pulled it shut. She left only the smallest gap, maybe a couple of inches between the door and the wall. The darkness inside hid Tom from view. But I knew he’d be able to see everything that happened from where he stood. That was the whole point. 
 
    With Tom safely concealed, we were finally ready. It wasn’t long before the doorbell chimed again. Something close to panic gripped my heart as I turned wide eyes towards Emma. 
 
    “That’s him,” she smiled at me. “Showtime, slut.” The insult was spoken with surprising tenderness, and I smiled shyly as she placed her hand on mine. It was just what I needed to here. As though my slutty persona was just that, a character I could play for the delight and torment of my husband. I drew a deep breath, my boobs rising and falling in the black cups of the bodysuit as I tried to settle my nerves. Wordlessly, I nodded.  
 
    Emma rose from the bed beside me. Her sexy red boots shone dully in the light as she made her way towards the front door. I could see nothing of my husband in the closet; even his breathing was silent. But I knew that he was there, and I smiled at the gap in the closet door, a smile that I hoped would reassure him, that would let him know that underneath it all, this was all a game. It was supposed to be fun. It was supposed to be humiliating and disgraceful and endlessly frustrating for him, of course. But fun nonetheless. 
 
    My head turned as I heard a man’s voice inside the house. The front door closed, and Emma’s boot heels beat out a steady beat as she led her new lover to our bedroom. The smile on her face as she appeared in the open doorway in nothing but boots and underwear was bright and broad, her long-held plan coming at last to fruition. Emma entered the bedroom, and Brandon followed behind her. 
 
    I almost gasped. Of course I had seen photos of him; Emma was more than generous with those. I knew he was good-looking, in that classic dark and handsome way. But none of the photos she showed me prepared me for the reality. Her boyfriend was gorgeous. Tall and broad-shouldered, his large frame almost filled the doorway as he stepped through it. The tight black shirt he wore was clearly intended to show off the shape of his heavy chest, his bulging biceps, the granite flatness of his stomach. His warm brown eyes shone in the bedroom light as he looked at me, and I felt a new fluttering in my stomach as though I was some silly teenager with a crush and not a married woman. The dark curls of his hair cascaded around his ears, and adorable dimples appeared in his stubbled cheeks as he smiled at me. Emma's boyfriend was a complete stud. And there I was, sat on the bed, dressed like a complete slut. 
 
    “Hi,” he rumbled, smiling a lopsided smile that only added to his boyish charm. He was probably ten years younger than me, and there I was, blushing in front of him like I’d never seen a man before. 
 
    “Uh…hi,” I managed to say through a throat that seemed suddenly too tight. Emma grinned at me, as though this was exactly the reaction she had expected, exactly the one she looked for. I shouldn’t have been surprised. She was a beautiful girl; she was hardly going to date some slob. But…wow. Brandon was just…wow. 
 
    "Isn't she gorgeous?" Emma said, pressing her body against Brandon's arm. She looked tiny beside him, dwarfed by his gym-honed bulk. I felt my cheeks flush as Brandon's eyes swept up and down my body, glittering dangerously. 
 
    “She is,” he said, and my heart thumped in my chest.  
 
    “Alright, slut,” Emma sneered, and I saw Brandon’s eyebrows raise in surprise at the sudden change in his girlfriend. “Get over here and show my boyfriend what you do best.” 
 
    So that’s what I did. While my helpless husband watched in silence from our bedroom closet, I rose from the bed and did exactly what they all, each and every one of them, wanted me to do.  
 
    


 
   
  
 


    15. A Wife Meets A Mistress 
 
    Slowly, I made my way across the bedroom. Emma stood beside her boyfriend, her eyes shining brightly as she watched me approach. My vision shrank down to a narrow tunnel, with its bright end centered on the two of them. Brandon was good looking - well, he was more than that. The man was plainly gorgeous. But it wouldn’t really have mattered to me before. A year ago, all of this would have been unthinkable. Two months ago, I never would have thought myself capable of going through with it. Each step towards the two of them felt like a dull echo of the beating of my heart, as nervousness fluttered in my stomach. It was utterly unbelievable that we would be doing this, any of it. But as so often happened at these moments, I felt as though I was leaving myself. Some other persona was taking over, and I let her come.  
 
    I didn’t say a word. I tried not to even think. I let my body take over, the primal parts of me that didn’t know what marriage was, the parts that only responded to stimuli in the purest, most animalistic way. I walked towards Brandon and felt his warm brown eyes on me, and my heart was in my throat as I stood in front of him. He towered over me. I felt dwarfed by his size, the broadness of his shoulders, the depth of his chest. But he stood still. Perhaps even he as confident as he seemed, was unsure of himself in this strange new situation. I kept looking up at him, but I could feel Emma’s eyes on me the whole time, watching me. I remember being her. Being some hot young thing, dating sexy guys like Brandon and having my pick of men. Not that it had stopped, really. It’s just that I had stopped noticing. After I married Tom, I had eyes only for him. I really did. I knew I could get other men to want me easy enough. I’m not blind to the way male heads turn as I pass, or deaf to the things the worst of them say. But it never struck me as any kind of option, no matter who it came from. No matter how attractive the guy in question might be, I was a married woman, and that was that. And all of that was about to change. 
 
    Brandon's chest rose and fell slowly as he breathed. He still had that faint smile on his face as I smiled up at him, in a way that I hoped was encouraging. I tried to control the trembling of my hands as I reached for the bottom of his T-shirt and began to lift it, baring the deep ridges of his rock hard stomach muscles. I'd all but forgotten what younger men look like without their clothes, though I had my share in my time. When you love someone, even their flaws become dear to you. And I did love Tom. I still do, no matter how it might look from the outside. He's kept himself in good shape, but even when he was Brandon's age, he didn't look like this. My husband was never one to spend time at the gym, and Emma's boyfriend looked like he lived there. 
 
    Brandon's thick curls sprang free of the neck of his shirt as he lifted it over his head. The cloth caught for a moment as he pulled it over the twin bulges of his biceps. I thought of my husband, bound and gagged in the bedroom closet, and I wondered if the crack Emma had left in the door would be enough for him to see us where we stood in front of the dresser. It was a show, of course. I was an actor playing a role, and my performance was designed to frustrate and infuriate yet simultaneously turn my husband on, to crank his desire right up to the limit of what he could endure. But that doesn't mean that I was oblivious to the mad buzzing of my own body, the deep growl of lust that permeated every strange moment as I watched Brandon toss his shirt aside. 
 
    I didn’t know if Tom could see or not. But I let myself imagine that he could, as I stepped in close to Brandon and raised my face to his. I imagined Tom watching my hand as I raised it, my fingertips dancing over the unyielding muscle of Brandon’s chest. Brandon bent his thick neck down towards me, and I smiled my evil little smile as our lips met. I was kissing another man, right there in our bedroom, and I let the wet sound of our kiss fill the room as I imagined Tom, listening and watching, unable even to move with my wedding ring balanced on his rock hard cock. Because he would be hard; I knew that much. We’d have heard the ring if it dropped to the floor. Besides, I was coming to understand my husband’s fetishes at the same time as I learned about my own. They weren’t so different, after all. We were both excited by power and the lack of it. We were both turned on by Emma’s sexual dominance, It manifested itself in different ways, but it was the same thing at its heart.  
 
    So I knew, as I slowly kissed Brandon and felt his tongue languidly exploring my mouth, that the same dark flames of desire that burned in the lower depths of my body would be rising up inside my husband. He wanted the same thing I did, but it wasn't until Emma came along that we were even able to admit it. Brandon's strong arms wrapped themselves around my waist, and he all but lifted me off the floor as he pulled me towards him, and I gasped into the hot space of his open mouth as my straying hand reached down to find the hard bulge in the front of his pants, and I let myself surrender to the moment as my nerves ignited with desire. 
 
    * 
 
    I love old movies. Those endless noir films they churned out in the 40s, all shadows and fast talking and brooding atmosphere. Humprey Bogart. Veronica Lake. The world-weary private detective sitting up as the innocent-seeming femme fatale enters his office for the first time. But if that was ever a real thing, it must be long extinct by now. So many of the plots wouldn't get off the ground in the age of social media. It wasn't the least bit hard to find Emma online, and total child's play to send her a message and set up a meeting. I was more than a little surprised when she agreed, after I explained who I was. Maybe she felt a certain level of guilt. But what had she really done wrong? 
 
    I hadn’t told Tom I was doing this. I hadn’t told our therapist either. That by itself was enough to tell me that it probably wasn’t the greatest idea. As I pushed open the door of the coffee shop and a cloud of scented steam engulfed me, I drew a deep breath of moist air and let it out in a sigh. The important thing was to not give myself time to think. If I let myself think, I might talk myself out of the whole thing. For reasons I was at a loss to explain, I wanted to meet this woman that my husband had seen fit to send secretive and flirty texts to. Somewhere in my heart, I sensed that whatever reason I had for doing it wasn’t good. 
 
    Emma was already waiting at a table. I recognized her at once from the thousand photos she had on social media, and the endless stream of extraneous men that commented on them. As though that was going to get them anywhere. I was young myself once, and it wasn’t that long ago. I remember the need for validation that can fill a woman’s heart, even the really pretty ones. Maybe especially them. But no matter how many photos of Emma I had seen before meeting her, I was unprepared for seeing her face to face. 
 
    She was absolutely beautiful. Her makeup was subtle, barely there at all, but it was enough to enhance the enviable symmetry of her delicate features. She smiled as she watched me approach, and I knew that she had looked at enough of my photos to recognize me at once. Photos of me with my husband, while hers were all of her and her friends. In a strange sort of way, it helped me to pretend that I was a character in one of those old detective movies as I took a seat across the round table from this stunning young woman. 
 
    “Hi,” she said as she extended her hand. “It’s nice to meet you.” 
 
    “Nice to meet you,” I mumbled habitually as I pressed her hand with my own, just for a moment. I could feel nervousness bubbling away inside me, but Emma didn’t seem even the slightest bit uncomfortable. Maybe she was one of those people who are naturally confident, or maybe it was all an act. But if she was acting, hiding her true feelings, she was doing a far better job than I was. 
 
    “Look, I’m sorry about what happened with your husband.” Emma didn’t waste any time. Another woman might have pretended not to know why I had asked to meet her, or at least slowly worked up to it. Not this one. Emma, I could see right away, was a woman who went straight to the heart of things. And I’ll admit, it put me on the back foot. I wasn’t there to accuse her, necessarily. But as Emma spoke, I asked myself for the hundredth time why exactly I was there. 
 
    “I - I’m not accusing you,” I said. “I just - want to know.” 
 
    “Nothing happened.” Emma smiled as she spoke, leaning forward across the table, her thick blonde hair cascading over her shoulders. Her glasses sparkled, thick black frames that enhanced the sapphire glitter of her pretty eyes. It was hard not to feel inadequate next to her, and I’m no hag myself. She looked more like a model than a corporate receptionist. As threatened as I was by her beauty - and I was - having met her, I could hardly fault my husband’s taste. 
 
    “Between me and Tom, I mean,” she went on. “It was just a joke. He saw me wearing these boots one time, and we had a running joke about how they were, like, dominatrix boots. That was it. He never touched me. I never touched him.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “Tom told me.” He had. After I discovered the texts between my husband and Emma, Tom had told me the whole story. What little there was to tell. I believed him that he had never intended anything more than a harmless office flirtation. I did. But there was something about the whole situation that still gnawed at the back of my mind, that wouldn’t let me rest, that had propelled me to meet Emma here and hear her tell me the same thing my husband already had. I had no idea what it might be. But as Emma’s glittering eyes studied my face, I was struck by the strange idea that this pretty girl might. 
 
    “Well…good,” Emma said, smiling as she sat back in her chair. “That’s good.” She took a careful sip of coffee, protective of the pale lip gloss she wore. “I would never do anything with a married man,” she said. “Even one as hot as Tom.” 
 
    “You… think he’s hot?” I spluttered. Emma’s smile widened. 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “Don’t you?” 
 
    “Well, yeah,” Is aid. “Of course I do. He’s my husband.” 
 
    “Yeah, well,” Emma grinned, “you’re lucky. A lot of guys really let themselves go when they get married. But Tom’s sexy, in an understated kind of way. If he was single, I think you and me might be at war with each other.” A cloud seemed to pass over Emma’s face as the smile fell from her lips. “Oh no,” she said at once, setting her cup down on the table, “that sounded really bad. I didn’t mean..” 
 
    “It’s OK,” I said. It wasn’t, really. But hearing her speak about my husband that way…well, let’s say it made me think. I mean, I was still attracted to him, of course. But it’s different when you’re married. When you see it every day. Like a painting on the wall that you loved when you bought it, and now you barely see it any more. Hearing my husband described as sexy, especially by a woman that looked like Emma - it made it all new again. It made me jealous, sure. But it was exciting. It was passionate. It was…something. Something strange and wild and impossible to explain. 
 
    “I would never do anything with him,” Emma said. “and he would never have done anything with me. It wasn’t like that at all. Trust me, I’ve had enough greasy dudes hit on me at work to know the difference. Tom was just playing around, and so was I. I guess I’m a bit of a flirt sometimes, and maybe I encouraged it. Just a little. But he never tried to make it anything more than that.” 
 
    "That's good," I said and cleared my throat before speaking again. "That's good to hear." Emma sat back again, smiling more comfortably now. Her eyes flickered over me, and I wondered what exactly that look meant as her smile grew wider. 
 
    “He’d have to be crazy to cheat on you,” she said. “You’re beautiful.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I stammered, but Emma hardly seemed to hear me. She was thinking, and I could almost see the wheel turning inside her pretty head as she stared across the table at me. 
 
    “You two must have so much fun together,” she said, her voice a low and suggestive purr now as she grinned at me. “I’ve never been married, but I always thought that must be the best part. Getting to know another person inside and out. Exploring all their kinks.” 
 
    “Well, we don’t really…Tom and I…” I could feel my cheeks turning red as I spoke. Ridiculous. Emma was much younger than me, but I was the one who was getting uncomfortable, while she seemed completely at ease, even in this very public space. Maybe it was a generational thing, I thought to myself. Back then, of course, I couldn’t know that that’s just the way that she is. Unashamed and uninhibited.  
 
    “Oh come on,” Emma smirked. She was talking already as though we were old friends, and I felt myself getting caught up in it despite myself. “I know Tom’s got some naughty little thoughts in his head. All men do. You’ve never talked about it?” 
 
    “Well…here and there…” I know we’re all supposed to be so open and free about our sex lives these days, but Tom and I never were. I don’t mean to say that we’re prudes, not by a long shot. But kink? It had never come up. So what were these nameless thoughts that fluttered in my skull as Emma spoke? 
 
    “Tell me you’ve at least worn boots in bed. I know he loves boots.” I shook my head, open-mouthed. Emma’s eyes widened behind her glasses in disbelief. 
 
    "Really?" she gasped. "Well, that's my advice to you, then. Don't tell him about it. Just be waiting for him in bed one day in nothing but a pair of fuck me boots. Trust me, he'll lose his mind." 
 
    I was speechless. But Emma didn’t seem to need my input. Her spoon tinkled against the inside of her cup as she idly stirred the brown liquid inside.  
 
    “I’ve known a few guys like that,” she said. “They’re so much fun. It’s a lot of work, but my God. So rewarding.” 
 
    “Guys like what?” I asked. Emma’s eyes did their little dance up and down me again before she answered. 
 
    “You know,” she said as she leaned towards me across the table, lowering her voice conspiratorially. “Submissive.” 
 
    "Tom's not…that!" I said, glancing around the coffee shop to make sure no one could hear us. I might have been angry at the suggestion, I suppose. But I wasn't. Even as I denied it, fragments of images paraded through my brain, culled from the last few years of our marriage. Things Tom had said, or done, here and there. Nothing big. Nothing definitive. But it all came back to me as Emma spoke. Had I been that blind, to miss what my husband had been trying to tell me for years? 
 
    "Oh, honey," Emma smirked, sending a quick jolt of anger through my heart as she patronized me. "You didn't know? What do you think all that ‘Yes, Mistress' stuff was about? Non-submissive men don't usually call a woman Mistress, even as a joke." 
 
    My heart contracted. It was that, those S&M inflected messages between the two of them, that had started all this trouble. And I’d been so worried about my husband cheating on me that I never thought about the subtext behind them. All our talks, all our counseling, had been about the sense of betrayal that I felt. Tom had never raised the idea that he wasn’t getting everything he wanted from me. And a wave of guilt washed over me as I sat at the coffee table with Emma. 
 
    “You…you thin so?” 
 
    “I’m sure of it. I guarantee, if you tried it, he’d love it. I can tell. I’ve been around enough to know.” Emma took another sip of her coffee. 
 
    “But I’ve never…where would I even start?” 
 
    “Online, of course,” Emma smiled. “Not many women are naturally dominant. It’s something you learn.”  
 
    I'll never know why I said what I said next. I have a hard time believing it, let alone understanding it. All I can say is that as Emma spoke, I was filled with a wild fear that my husband was going unsatisfied, and that I had failed him as a wife. That he might actually start to stray if I didn't address this, and quickly. So before thinking, I just blurted it out, and Emma's face lit up with wonder and surprise as I spoke. 
 
    “Could you show me?” 
 
    She considered. Sitting back in her chair, Emma pondered my words, just for a moment. I cringed as I waited for her response, almost hoping that she would laugh, or leave, or do anything to get me off the hook I had put myself on. But she didn’t. Her pretty face was smiling as she raised it again to mine. 
 
    “I guess that could be fun,” she grinned. “What do you have in mind?” 
 
    * 
 
    With a yelp of delight, I fell back on the bed. The mattress bounced underneath me, and I moaned as I felt hands encircle my wrists. Emma’s hands. She was on top of me, kneeling on the bed beside me, her big boobs swelling enticingly over her too-small red bra as she pinned me down. And Brandon was on top of me too, his hard body looming above me as Emma held me down. I moaned out loud at the sheer erotic wrongness of it all. And from the dark space of the closet, my husband silently watched. 
 
    We'd come a long way from that coffee shop meeting. I don't think even Emma ever thought that we'd end up here, with her and her lover in my bed while my bound husband watched. I know I certainly didn't. It had seemed wild enough to me the first time I saw Tom wearing handcuffs, or the first time he kneeled at my feet. It seemed like that was all I'd ever want. But the whole kinky performance had turned him on so much. I'd never seen him as excited before as he had been on that night in the hotel room, when Emma showed me how to sexually dominate my husband. I'd never had sex that came close to what we had enjoyed over the past few months, and I knew my husband hadn't either. Sometimes, outside of the bedroom, I caught him looking at me with an expression I never used to see on his face. A kind of wonder, almost. A species of disbelief. That I, his faithful and loving wife, and become his dominant mistress. Well, one of them, anyway. I couldn't blame him for finding it hard to believe. 
 
    I cried out at the feel of Brandon’s cock between my thighs. He had shed his pants on the short journey across the bedroom, and now his hard manhood was pressing against the entrance to my pussy. And I was wet, wet like I wouldn’t have believed I could be for a man who wasn’t my husband. After we had made out, after I had felt the shocking bulge of his cock through his pants, Emma had taken over. I didn’t resist as she grabbed my arms and shoved me towards the bed. I never resisted Emma anymore. Her ideas were just too good. And she held me down as I writhed and thrashed, and it made it all so much easier to accept what I was doing if I could pretend that I was forced into it, and Emma knew that as well as I did, and so she pinned me down for her boyfriend to fuck. And Brandon’s cock pressed against the wet lips of my pussy, and I screamed in pleasure and disbelief as the swollen head of his cock forced my wet lips apart, my body rearranging itself to accommodate his size as he fed his hard cock into my inch by inch.  
 
    It felt incredible. It felt so dirty, so slutty and so wrong, to be lying in my own bed with another man’s cock buried deep inside me. And he was bigger than my husband, too. There was no getting around that fact. Emma had played with that kind of humiliation before, with Tom, but I knew for a certainty as Brandon’s cock continued to slide into me that she hadn't been lying. My sex had known no cock besides my husband’s for so many years, and bright sparks of pleasure that verged on pain exploded in my crackling nerves as I felt him filling me. This virtual stranger, a man I had exchanged no more than a couple of words with, was burying his cock inside me inch after inch, and it felt fantastic. 
 
    “You like that cock, huh, slut?” Emma’s blonde hair hung down around her face as she growled at me, and I opened my eyes to see her pretty face flushed pink above me. My pussy spasmed as she mocked me, the way it always did whenever I heard those words from her, and I arched my back and moaned and bit my lip as her boyfriend filled my dripping pussy. 
 
    “Yes,” I panted, loud enough for my poor tormented husband to hear from the closet. “Yes, yes, it feels so good! Oh my God, it’s so fucking big!” Emma grinned, her eyes flashing dangerously as her fingers tightened around my wrists. 
 
    “That’s right,” she growled. “Much bigger than your husband’s pathetic dicklet. Married sluts like you need big cocks like this to remind you what a real man feels like. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes,” I moaned as my head thrashed from side to side on the pillow, “yes, yes! I need it, please! Please fuck me!” Emma knew I would say anything once she got me worked up to such a fever pitch of desire, and she knew just how to exploit that fact. She was as skilled at dominating me as she was at controlling poor Tom. The only difference was, I got to cum. My humiliated husband in the closet didn’t. And the thought of that delicious imbalance almost made me cum right there and then, as Brandon started to slide his cock in and out of me. 
 
    "Oh fuck," I gasped, "Oh fuck," as my body shuddered and shook. Already, powerful waves of desire were sweeping over me. Already, my legs were beginning to tremble, my pussy beginning to convulse. Brandon sighed as he felt my pussy clench his cock, gripping the hot flesh tight as he moved it in and out, in and out, rocking me to ecstasy while my helpless husband watched. Pinned down beneath the two of them, I told myself that there was nothing I could do, just as there was nothing my husband could do but watch this total violation. As though either of us would have stopped it if we could. 
 
    “Say it, slut,” Emma growled as she held me down. “Say his name.” And I did. With my husband watching, listening, every cell of his bound body straining towards mine as though he could hope to prevent what was happening, I did what I was told. 
 
    “Oh Brandon,” I moaned loudly, my sluttish cries bouncing back from the walls of the bedroom Tom and I had shared for so many years, “Oh my God, Brandon, fuck me!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    16. A Wife Plays With Friends 
 
      
 
    With a shuddering cry, I flopped onto the mattress. My body ached. My muscles were as tired as though I had spent a day climbing some steep hill, every tendon and sinew pulling against its partners as my body spasmed in delight. My throat was raw from shouting Brandon’s name, and my fingernails had carved deep indentations in my palms from where I had clenched my fists. To say nothing of what they had done to Brandon’s back. But he was unperturbed, a machine made of muscle and bone, some tireless, remorseless thing that had completely overwhelmed me with pleasure and desire.  
 
    The air in the bedroom crackled with sex and betrayal. I moaned softly as I felt Brandon's cock finally slid out of me, and the aching walls of my pussy still clung to his manhood as though reluctant to let it go, even after the pounding they had taken. I was sore, but it was a special kind of pain I was feeling. The kind that makes you want more. And the multiple orgasms I had screamed my way through had a narcotizing effect on me. My head was spinning. My breath was coming in ragged gasps as my chest heaved, and the blood would not stop pumping in my skull. 
 
    I couldn't even hazard a guess at how long it had all been going on. Time had frozen and shattered. All I could pay attention to was the rhythms of my own body, every reaction turned up to ten by the hard cock of a stranger pumping away inside me and making me cum like I never had before. The sheets beneath me, I realized, were absolutely drenched in the hot juices that had poured from my pussy. I had always thought the moaning and screaming you see in dirty movies was over-the-top bullshit, and I'm sure it mostly is. But after who knew how long of making the most exaggerated noises myself, I could no longer be quite so certain. There was no way to deny a truth that didn't need to be spoken to be apparent to everyone in the room with me: I had never experienced anything quite like what I had as Brandon fucked me. 
 
    And even Brandon, tireless Trojan that he was, had reached his limit. I cried out when I felt the hot explosion of his cum inside me, the sudden flood of his semen filling me up and pushing me over the edge of yet another shaking orgasm. I thought of Tom in that moment, my poor husband watching another man cum inside me from his humiliating imprisonment in the closet. That was the thought that floating in the shredded rags of my brain as I came, and that was what made the whole thing so fucking delicious. Take nothing away from Brandon; he was crazy hot and a skilled lover with a generously proportioned cock that felt so fucking good inside me. But I knew, even in my dazed and addled state, that what had been so outrageously thrilling about the experience had been knowing that my husband was watching it all, and wondering what he was feeling as another man claimed me as his property. 
 
    Brandon’s handsome face was flushed. His cock slid easily free of me, still large even as it softened, and he sighed as he flopped down on the bed beside me. I squeezed my eyes shut for a moment as another strong tremor raced through me. The aftershocks of the orgasms I had had just seemed to go on and on while I gasped and clutched the sheets. Drunk with sex, with pleasure, with utter bliss, my first reaction was to turn my face towards Brandon and nuzzle my head against his shoulder, just as though he was my husband. It almost came as a surprise to me, though I knew it shouldn’t, when I opened my eyes to see a stranger in my bed. 
 
    And then there was Emma. She was kneeling on the side of the mattress, her hands gripping her thighs and her eyes shining bright blue as she peered down at me. The thick tresses of her blonde hair curled around her shoulders. I always envied her hair. But that wasn’t all I envied now, as I lay beside her naked boyfriend. Brandon was everything Emma had promised he would be, and more. I wondered if my wrists would show bruises from where Emma had held my arms over my head while her boyfriend fucked me. 
 
    “See?” Emma grinned triumphantly. “See how a real man fucks?” 
 
    “Yes,” I purred. Any inclination I had to resist Emma’s desires was long gone. I knew why she was talking the way that she was, even if Brandon didn’t. And I was only too happy to join in. Every cruel word would be a nail driven into Tom’s heart, and I was more than happy to wield the hammer. My husband never loved me more than he did when I was a greedy, selfish, cheating little slut. “Oh my God, that was so fucking good! So much better than my husband!” 
 
    "Good job, babe." Emma grinned as she leaned forward, affectionately patting the carved muscle of Brandon's stomach. He smiled up at her with a goofy grin, and his warm brown eyes drifted toward me as I lay beside him. I had still barely shared two words with the man. Everything about the situation that Emma had engineered was so wrong, so dirty, so wild. So hot. I had given up questioning her a long time ago. 
 
    “My boyfriend can really fuck, huh?” Emma said as her fingers moved slowly over the ridges of Brandon’s abdominal muscles. “I told you. It’s just a shame that men are - well, the way they are. Even the best of them. They run out of steam.” I heard the breath in Brandon’s nostrils as Emma touched his cock. The smooth skin was wet and shining with my cum. His large cock lay draped over his thigh, still fat with blood but limp and sated for now. Just looking at it was enough to tug at the frayed wires inside me, the ones that turned my whole body into a vibrating sound box of pure pleasure. I was tired. Exhausted, even. I hadn’t been fucked like that in - well, maybe ever. A large part of me just wanted to roll over and go to sleep. But Emma had other ideas. And the part of me that was in thrall to this kinky woman, completely devoted to her twisted ideas, was bigger than any other.  
 
    "Still, you probably just need something to watch while you recover," Emma said, smiling down at Brandon now as she spoke. "So you just take it easy. The girls can take it from here." It was all I could do not to gasp as Emma turned those bright eyes on me again, sparkling with delight. Brandon's cock fell limply back against his leg as she released it, and the mattress sighed under our combined weight as she leaned over me. Her boobs swelled out over the top of her red push-up bra, matching the high heeled boots she still wore. She looked like sex incarnate, and she knew it, and the confidence she had only made her all the more desirable to me. To Brandon. To Tom. Her hands moved slowly, reaching towards my body, and I watched her approach as though I was watching the sunrise, just as beautiful and inexorable as the dawning of the day. A deep groan rose inside me as I felt Emma's hands on my skin. 
 
    "Such a little slut, aren't you?" Emma cooed as she caressed me. I couldn't deny the way my body responded to her touch as I lay shivering beneath her. So different to Brandon's restrained strength, his controlled power. Emma's touch was soft and seductive, urging me to throw off my tiredness and join her. I couldn't keep the smile off my face as I looked up at her. "Full of my boyfriend's cum. What a naughty girl. That doesn't belong to you." Emma was still smiling as she spoke, but even in my pleasure-sodden state, I couldn't miss the new edge in her voice. "Roll over," she ordered. Her hands pressed into my side as she pushed against me, and I groaned as my tired muscles began to move. The thought of arguing with Emma never even crossed my mind. Strung out on physical pleasure, I felt as though I had no will of my own. Guided by Emma's hands, I rolled over onto my stomach. The black lace bodysuit Tom had helped me to put on clung to my body as I moved, my boobs swelling against the cups that contained them as I turned. I hadn't needed to take it off in order to allow Brandon access to my pussy, and I felt like a total porn star as Emma positioned me on the bed. When she had finished, I was on my knees and elbows, my head down on my forearms while I raised my ass in the air. I felt completely, totally exposed as Emma moved behind me, placing her hands on my hips. I cried out as she quickly slapped my ass, once, twice. The sharp sound of skin on skin rang in the air as she chuckled to herself. 
 
    “Good girl,” Emma purred. “Look at that, babe. Look what an obedient little whore she is.” I raised my head from the mattress at the sound of Brandon’s laughter. He was watching the whole humiliating performance, and my already flushed cheeks turned a darker shade of red as he looked at me. There was that boyish lopsided grin on his handsome face again, his eyes sparkling with desire as he watched the two of us. Oh yes, Emma knew exactly what she was doing.  
 
    “Eyes down!” Her sharp tone was enough by itself to tell me that Emma was talking to me. My quickness to comply with her orders only added to my humiliation, but I welcomed the opportunity to hide my face. As though that could somehow work to lessen my shame. Emma’s hands still held my hips, and I tried to hold still through the tremors that still shook my body, a fresh sense of excitement treading on the heel of the fading glow of orgasm that I could still feel. 
 
    “That’s right,” Emma growled, and I trembled in her grip like some prey animal in the claws of a predator. I squeezed my eyes shut again. I heard her leather boots creak as she moved, and I felt her warm breath against my skin, and I gasped as I felt the slickness of her tongue slide slowly along my inner thigh. My pussy was a wet mess, slowly leaking with a mixture of Brandon’s cum and my own copious juices, and the moisture I could feel on my skin merged with the feel of Emma’s saliva as she carefully licked me. Her tongue crept higher, and I moaned as I felt her lips brush against my skin as her mouth made its way towards my pussy. She used her hands to spread me apart, and her tongue seized the sensitive flesh that her boyfriend had so energetically fucked, and I heard myself mewing with pleasure as she licked me. Her tongue pressed itself up into me, one aching millimeter at a time, and I felt my tired pussy opening up again like a flower after a rainstorm as Emma alternately teased and tasted my sex. 
 
    Before Emma came along, I had never had any kind of experience with another woman. Of all the things she had exposed me to, it was far from the wildest. But I smiled into the mattress and spread my knees a little wider as her skillful tongue explored my body. So gentle. So feminine. So sexy. So unlike any experience I had had with any man, no matter how talented or how eager. Emma knew my body the way only another woman could, and she used every bit of that knowledge as her tongue moved inside me, and I felt a fresh flood of my juices gathering as she ate Brandon’s cum out of me. 
 
    Emma took her time. We all night, after all, and none of us had anywhere special to be the following day. We had been planning this night. Emma had planned this night, down to the last detail, and now she was intent on savoring every moment of the scene she had created. I rocked my hips gently from side to side as my arousal grew, and the mattress underneath me only partially muffled the steady series of moans Emma drew from my body as she cleaned me out with her tongue. Pleasure swelled within me again, and for long moments of quiet punctuated only by Emma's lustful growls and my little gasps of pleasure, I let myself enjoy the sensation. It was entirely different to being fucked by Brandon, and yet all the same I could feel another orgasm building within me. Not the wild ecstatic sob that his plunging cock had torn from me, though. This was different. Smaller and sweeter and gentler, but no less enjoyable for all that. I cooed and moaned and thought of Tom watching it all, watching every moment from the silent hell of the dark closet, unable to touch me or himself, to speak or to move, while the woman he called Mistress licked my used pussy to another in a long series of orgasms. 
 
    I gripped the sheet in two fists as I came. My thighs trembled, and Emma held me by the hips as she lapped and gulped at my pussy. I heard the sound change as my wetness suddenly erupted, and Emma drank down my cum greedily while I moaned and shook, the center of attention, every inch the slut Emma said I was.  
 
    “Look at this horny little bitch,” Emma chuckled as I writhed and moaned, and she lifted her wet face from between my legs. I felt her hands on my ass as she straightened up, and I yelped in a way that seemed to amuse her as she spanked me again. She wasn’t wrong, of course. I had just been fucked like never before in my life, but thanks to Emma’s tongue and the kinky situation she had masterminded, I somehow still wanted more. I could barely believe it myself. How many orgasms does one woman need? My body was firmly in charge now, and all sense of restraint had vanished. I was a slut, Emma’s submissive whore at the same time I was Tom’s demanding mistress, and both roles combined to make me shudder and tremble and howl for more, no matter how many times Brandon and Emma made me cum. 
 
    I lifted my head. Strands of hair trailed across my face as I peered up from the mattress. Brandon was staring at me with dark eyes. His smile had vanished, replaced by a predatory glare that was almost frightening in its intensity. But far from frightening me, his darkness drew me in. He and Emma had awoken something in me that could not easily be controlled. My eyes drifted over the hard muscle of his body, the physique that looked as though it had been carved out of marble, and I saw the mass of his cock against his leg. When he came inside me, it felt as though he was emptying himself out completely, holding nothing back. But I could see that already, his cock was rising again. It swelled and stiffened right in front of my eyes, dark with desire, fat with hot blood. I couldn’t help myself. With a small cry, I lunged forward, reaching for him. On hand found the rounded bulge of his thigh, the other sitting low on his stomach. Emma gasped, and then shrieked with outraged laughter as I opened my mouth and, without being asked, lovingly licked her boyfriend’s cock. 
 
    "Oh fuck," Brandon sighed as his head fell back on the pillow. I could taste myself on the ridges of his veiny cock, and it excited me. The smell of our sex filled my nostrils as I licked his cock back to hardness, watching it rise like a tree falling in reverse, some trick of time that made everything run backward from death to birth. I sobbed with desire as I licked his cock, my pussy running freely with the juices of arousal as I debased myself, hungry for sex, hungry for humiliation, hungry for everything that Emma had given me. 
 
    “That’s it,” Emma giggled, and I felt her weight shifting on the mattress as she crouched behind me. “Suck that cock like a good little slut.” She swept up my loose hair in her hands, holding it behind my head as I bobbed up and down. Brandon groaned as my open mouth engulfed his swollen head, and Emma pushed my head down slowly and cruelly as I took Brandon’s cock deeper inside. 
 
    “Deep throat that fucking cock,” Emma snarled, and I did my best. I sucked in air through my nostrils and held my breath as the rounded head of Brandon’s cock reached the back of my throat. My eyes watered, and I tried not to gag as Emma made my mouth slide up and down Brandon’s cock. The muscular man moaned and groaned beneath me, his smooth brow creasing in pleasure as I sucked his cock like a pro. I reached for his shaft, but Emma slapped my hand away. 
 
    “Just your mouth,” she said, and I moaned as I felt her hand tighten in my hair. Bracing myself on the mattress, I did what I was told. My eyes streamed and my throat throbbed, but I did what Emma wanted. And in no time at all, Brandon’s thick cock was rock-hard in my mouth, every bit as hard as it had been when he had been fucking me earlier that night. His deep voice dripped with pleasure as he panted, and my empty pussy twitched forlornly in response.  
 
    “Get up,” Emma suddenly ordered, pulling my head away from Brandon by my hair. I winced as Brandon’s wet cock slid from my mouth, and I scuttled across the bed on hands and knees as Emma dragged me to its edge. The edge nearest the closet. Nearest my husband. I knew what Emma was thinking, and the knowledge licked at the edges of my heart like the first flames that birth an inferno. Manipulated by Emma, I scrambled off the bed completely, taking up a position on the floor close to the closet and the not-quite-closed door that allowed my husband to see everything. I allowed myself a quick glance inside, but the darkness of the closet hid Tom from my view, if not from the eyes of my imagination.  
 
    Emma still held my hair behind my head. I was on my knees beside the closet, my hands on my knees as Emma turned my face towards the bed. And Brandon rose. His muscled torso looked like the relief map of some mountain range as he sat up and bounded towards the edge of the bed. His brown eyes blazed, lit with an internal fire of lust that found its echo in my own heart. 
 
    “Come on, babe,” Emma said encouragingly, hardly able to keep from laughing as she spoke. “Get over here and fuck this slut’s face.”  
 
    Brandon’s thick cock swayed from side to side as he stood and walked towards me. In two steps, he was there, looming above me as I gazed up at him from my knees. His cock hovered in front of my face, and I needed only the gentlest nudge from Emma. I knew what they wanted from me, and it was the same thing I wanted. I could almost feel Tom’s scrutiny, his wild eyes watching from the closet as I was sued and abused in front of him. Because after all, this was what he wanted, too. And while I sucked Brandon’s cock, making him moan and groan with nothing but my mouth while my empty hands squeezed my thighs, Emma and Brandon shared a passionate, lingering, loving kiss above me. No more than a toy for their mutual pleasure, I sucked his cock while they made out, jealous of their hot young bodies and their hands caressing each other freely while I kneeled.  
 
    “Fuck, this is so hot.” The voices above me spoke in a near-whisper, Brandon’s and Emma’s. If I hadn’t known it was impossible, I might almost have thought they had forgotten I was even there. They were completely wrapped up in each other for a moment, even as I crouched between them, and my heart convulsed as they shared the moment with one another. It was still a new relationship, and I couldn’t even imagine how I might have felt if I had been introduced to such dark delights by someone I was still getting to know. But then, Emma had that effect on people. She made it all seem like so much fun, you couldn’t help but be swept up in it. And she was right. It was fun. Even when it hurt. Especially when it hurt. 
 
    “I need you to fuck me, ok?” Emma whispered. 
 
    "Yeah," Brandon groaned as his cock pumped in and out of my mouth, my wet lips and tongue working together to grip his shaft tightly while he moved. "Fuck, yeah." I felt his cock leap in my mouth at the very idea, and there was that stab of jealousy again. I had his cock in my mouth, and still, he wanted her. Emma used her grip on my hair to pull me away from him again, and my hair fell around my shaking shoulders as she released it. Taking Brandon by the hand, she led him toward the bed. Our bed, the bed my husband and I had chosen together, saved for, shared for years. Now the scene of the greatest betrayal of my life. The red blood pumped in my veins as I watched Emma lie down on the bed, her red boots glistening in the light as she pulled off her red panties and tossed them to the floor. Then she turned, rolling onto her hands and knees and facing away from me and the closet where my husband silently watched. The sharp heels of her boots pointed back towards us like daggers as Brandon stood behind her, holding her hips in much the same way as Emma had held mine. 
 
    “Get over here, slut,” Emma ordered. I rose to my feet, burning with inner shame at how happy I felt not to be excluded. “Get on the bed,” Emma said in a voice that was thick with desire. “On your back. Get underneath me. Get your face over here.” My own high heels caught in the sheets as I struggled to do as she said. I lay beneath Emma’s body, my face between her knees, and the sight of her wet pussy filled my vision. I groaned as Emma reached down and slid two fingers into my pussy, working themselves deep inside me while my legs thrashed. 
 
    “You’re getting the best seat in the house,” Emma snarled. “You’re going to watch Brandon fuck me with his beautiful cock, and you’re going to worship it, ok? You’re going to lick and kiss every part of both of us, and swallow whatever we give you. Got it?” 
 
    “Yes,” I gasped as her fingers moved inside me, carefully stroking that special spot deep inside me that turned my will to jelly. “Yes, yes!” 
 
    “Good,” Emma smirked. “Watch.” And I opened my eyes to see Brandon’s cock pressing forward his slick head pushing aside the slight resistance of Emma’s swollen lips as he entered her. She groaned in pleasure as he filled her, and my own groan of lust and envy and dismay was hardly quieter than hers. Brandon moaned softly as he slid his manhood in and out of her, and I raised my head from the mattress and opened my mouth. Emma shrieked with joy as she felt my tongue slide over her clit, curling around her pink lips before tracing the ridged veins of Brandon’s cock. The two of them rocked together above me, their perfect bodies joined in perfect pleasure, and my lust raged inside me as I sucked and licked, feeling my face growing wet as Emma’s juices streamed out around Brandon’s plunging cock.  
 
    Emma’s body stiffened. I heard her scream, a deafening shriek that rang off the walls of our bedroom, and her pussy erupted. I felt its powerful contractions as it squeezed Brandon’s cock, and the juices of her orgasm poured out in a messy flood that coated my face in the essence of her. I tasted her orgasm in my mouth and squeezed my thighs together around her hand, moaning and grinding my hips towards her as my mouth filled with cum. Emma shuddered and shook just as I had shuddered and shook with Brandon inside me, and her luscious blonde hair tickled my stomach and thighs as she hung her head.  
 
    Brandon moaned too. His large balls rose up against his body, and I licked and kissed them hungrily, knowing what was about to happen. Emma was right. I was a slut, a whore, whatever nasty name she could think to call me. What else could I be, when I was so desperate to see her boyfriend cum again? His already thick cock swelled as he moaned, his big hands gripping Emma’s hips tightly while she squirmed in his grip. 
 
    And Brandon pulled out. I barely had time to register what was happening as his ponderous manhood, shining with Emma’s cum, flopped out of her streaming sex. I was staring right at it, and I saw it twitch and convulse in a way I knew, and I gasped as shame and desire overwhelmed me.  
 
    There was no time to do any more than that. Brandon gasped, and his cock erupted. The first spurt of his hot cum splattered across my face, and I moaned as I tasted him on my tongue. His twitching cock fired again and again, and I closed my eyes as I felt him anoint my face with his load. In a humiliating display of utter sluttish delight, I moaned and wailed and swallowed as much of this stranger’s semen as I could while he emptied his balls all over my face, right in front of my tied-up husband.  
 
    Emma collapsed onto the bed, rolling off me with a loud sigh. I opened my eyes carefully as Brandon's orgasm seemed to pass at last, and he crawled onto the bed to take Emma in his arms. I was left all alone, lying across the bed with my face smeared with cum, my body used and abused, a mere object for the pleasure of others. 
 
    The dark gap in the door of the closet was silent. I could see nothing in there. No sound came from behind the door. But I knew my husband was watching. I could feel his wide eyes on me. I could feel the intensity of his desire, as though the very air throbbed to the beat of his erection, a deep and heavy pulse that only I could feel.  
 
    Turning my cum-covered face towards the door, I winked. And behind me, Emma's hoarse voice rose into the sex-scented air. 
 
    “Good job, slut,” she croaked, and I heard her kiss Brandon before she spoke again. “Now go get us something to drink.” 
 
    And that’s exactly what I did. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    17. A Cuckold Shopping Trip 
 
    They didn’t stay. They couldn’t stay. Emma and I both knew that, even if Brandon didn’t. The three of us ended the night in a state of complete exhaustion, our bodies empty of everything except the hard-edged echoes of bliss as we sprawled across the bed together. All I wanted to do, once it was all over, was close my eyes and surrender to the weariness that filled my watery muscles. But we couldn’t. I hadn’t forgotten what had given the night its wild excitement, the secret I kept that had poured gasoline on the roaring flames of my desire. My husband was still hidden inside the bedroom closet, bound and gagged and forced to watch the whole erotic performance. Only Brandon was unaware. 
 
    But Emma remembered. And when we were finally done, even her seemingly inexhaustible energy at last tapped out, she had gotten her boyfriend to leave, against his sleepy protests. It was late and we were all tired, and I couldn't blame Brandon for wanting to stay. A large and strange part of myself wanted him and Emma to stay too, to sleep in my bed beside me and wake up next to me the following morning. But Emma knew better. She finally got Brandon on his feet and dressed and heading out to his car, mumbling weary protests the whole way. I saw them out, still dressed in my sluttish bodysuit and high heels that made me look like a porn star. If Brandon had had even one-tenth of the fun that I had, I knew that this was a night he was unlikely to forget any time soon. 
 
    I sighed as the door closed behind them. One more task to perform, and then I could finally allow myself to rest. But it was an important one. The most important one of the night. My high heels thumped on the floor as I made my way back to the bedroom on legs that trembled and shook, moving towards the closet where my husband waited. 
 
    Tom blinked as I pulled the door aside. The light streaming into the closet from the bedroom illuminated his naked body where he stood, but I noticed with some satisfaction that his eyes had already adjusted. He had been watching, just as I knew he would. His eyes were adjusted to the light of the bedroom because he had spent the whole night peering out through the gap in the door we had left for him. He had seen everything. Tired as I was, I felt the familiar thrill of sexual excitement race through me as I imagined the night’s events from his perspective. 
 
    Tom’s brown eyes watched my every movement as I stood in front of him. With a gasp of laughter, I saw that his cock was still rock hard, just as it had been when Emma had tied him up in the closet, The narrow gold band of my wedding ring shone where she had balanced it precariously on my husband’s cock. He hadn’t moved. And the wedding ring proved that he hadn’t gotten soft, not even for a moment. What a long night of frustration and despair it must have been for my poor submissive husband. And just as the way Emma treated me never failed to bring out the submissive part of my nature, seeing Tom like this couldn’t fail to make me feel dominant again. 
 
    Before I did anything else, I moved over to the bedside table where my phone lay and scooped it up. Tom blinked rapidly over the gag that filled his mouth, but he made no attempt to protest as I raised the phone towards him and took a picture. After all, Emma had been the one who placed my wedding ring where it was. She’d want to know that her idea had been effective. 
 
    With the photo taken and sent, I set my phone aside. I heard Tom’s gasp as I reached out my hand and slid my wedding ring off his cock, sliding it back onto my finger with a playful smile. I was his wife again, no longer the submissive slut that he had watched being used by our guests. I was the wife of a deeply submissive husband, and that meant that I was back in charge. 
 
    Tom sighed as I untied the gag from around his head and dropped it to the floor. His jaw moved up and down as he slowly worked some feeling back into it, and his bare chest rose and fell. His eyes never left my face as I smiled at him, close to his height in my tall heels. It was as though he was seeing me for the first time. As though he couldn’t quite believe what it was he was looking at. Well, he wasn’t alone in that. I wondered if he noticed the pink blush I could feel in my cheeks as I thought of all he must have seen over the course of the evening. 
 
    Placing my hands on Tom's shoulders, I guided him out of the closet. Emma had secretly left the key to the handcuffs she had put on Tom in a drawer in my bedside table while Brandon was in the bathroom. I retrieved the key and unlocked the metal bands around Tom's wrists, my heart contracting in a spasm of very un-dominatrix-like pity at the red marks the cuffs had left on his wrists. Tom turned toward me, rubbing his wrists in turn, and I felt a strange thrill of something that wasn't quite fear but wasn't a million miles away from it, either, as I wondered how my husband would act now that he was finally free. 
 
    But Tom’s first move was to sit on the edge of the bed with a loud sigh. Gratefully, I sat down beside him. 
 
    “How was that?” he asked. His eyes were on the floor, as though he couldn’t yet bring himself to meet my gaze. He only looked at me from the corner of his eyes, quick darting glances that sized me up and monitored my reaction to his words. I pressed my hands together between my thighs as I spoke. 
 
    "Well, you saw for yourself," I giggled. "I mean, it was amazing. Maybe the best I ever had." Tom winced, but I saw him nodding slowly. There was no point lying to him. He had seen what Brandon and Emma had done to me, the way they made me cum. And I'll admit that some of my moans and screams were for show, knowing that my husband was watching from the closet. But there was no doubt in my mind that that night had been the best sex I ever had. And ever since I met Emma, that was saying quite a lot. The ‘maybe' was nothing more than a slight concession to Tom's battered ego. I knew what I had felt. 
 
    “What about you?” I reached out for him, my hand sliding over his shoulders, and the faint ghost of a smile appeared on his handsome face. He turned his gaze on me at last, and the fire that glowed deep down in his eyes was enough to pluck once again at those taut wires of desire that I could feel vibrating inside me. 
 
    “It was intense,” Tom said, in a voice that made every word he spoke sound like a struggle. “I mean…I still can’t believe you….it was brutal. But…you looked so fucking hot, with….him….and Emma. It was…unbelievable.” 
 
    I nodded sympathetically as I slid my hand over his shoulders. What I had done was unbelievable, even to me. I could only blame the dark spirit of lust that rose up inside me whenever we played with Emma, and the inexplicable need to obey her every command that I felt. Of course, Tom could understand that. He felt the same way about his sexy coworker, maybe even more than I did. I had seen the pictured she sent me from the office, of all the naughty things she made my husband do. Viewed from that angle, it was about time that Tom was made to be the one watching while I participated. 
 
    “I can’t believe you…licked her,” Tom said. And I smiled a devilish grin as I leaned in closer to my husband, letting him feel the heat of my breath against his cheek. I heard the breath catch in his throat as I took his earlobe between my teeth, tugging gently at the soft flesh while I growled in my throat. 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” I purred directly into Tom’s ear as I released my grip. “And you know what? Her pussy was fucking delicious. She’s gonna turn your wife into a little lesbian slut at this rate.” I felt a shudder pass through Tom’s whole body as he sat on the bed beside me. His cock was as hard as I’d ever seen it, pulsing and surging with the hot blood of desire as he trembled and shook. For all the teasing I’d put him through - and with Emma’s guidance, it was a lot recently - I don’t think I’d ever seen him as worked up as he was at that moment. I was tired, and I was sore. My body needed rest, and a large part of me wanted only to go to bed. So I wasn’t entirely sure exactly what I wanted from my husband there and then. But I could hardly claim to be surprised by what I got.  
 
    With a low growl that raised the hair on the back of my neck, Tom turned to me. I yelped as he pushed me down onto the bed, his desire pushing him past the point where he could control himself. And seeing him like that, giving in at last to the animal inside him, the one I had been poking through the bars of its cage all night long - well, I'll admit it. It was a turn-on. My pussy ached from Brandon's relentless pounded and from the powerful contractions of the multiple orgasms I had had, but somehow, I was still able to summon a new swell of desire as my husband pinned me down on our sweat-soaked mattress. 
 
    "Honey, I'm sore," I feebly protested. "Go slow." But Tom didn't seem to hear. I felt the head of his cock pressing against my thigh, and then it was at the entrance to my pussy, and I cried out as my husband plunged inside. My wetness eased his passage, and my weary pussy opened up for him, and I moaned and shook as he entered me, his familiar cock feeling so different after I had adjusted to Brandon's. There was no doubt about it; my husband was smaller than Emma's boyfriend. I had known that already, but the sensitive nerves of my sex magnified the size difference. And I was glad, at that moment at least. Another thick cock like Brandon's would have been too much. But Tom fit me just right. Comfortable. Familiar. I moaned and purred with mounting pleasure as Tom fucked me, but there was no reason for me to scream the way Brandon made me scream, when my pleasure hovered on the edge of pain. And I knew that Tom could tell. His movements were vicious, almost violent, as he plunged his cock in and out of me, as though his energy could make up for what he lacked in comparison to Brandon. My husband was trying with all he had to reclaim me, to fuck every trace of my last lover right out of me, and my heart melted with pity and love for him. 
 
    I heard Tom gasp, and I felt his body stiffen. I cried out as I wrapped my arms around him, greedily pressing my hips against his pelvis to feel him deeper as his cock erupted. Tom moaned loudly as he came, and the flood of his cum seemed to go on and on as he spurted into me, his teased balls emptying themselves of hour's worth of pent-up cum. As his orgasm subsided, Tom slumped on top of me with a long sigh, and I felt his trembling breath against my neck as he breathed. I could feel his heart beating wildly in his chest, echoing the wild tattoo of my own. I could no longer keep my eyes open. We fell asleep just like that, my husband on top of me, our bodies joined, at last, the way they had been for so many years. 
 
    * 
 
    “It’s called cuckolding.” 
 
    “Cuckolding?” The word felt strange in my mouth as I tried out the unfamiliar combination of sounds. Two hard K sounds surrounding those voluptuous vowels, a word that made an echo in your throat as you spoke. Emma nodded. 
 
    "That's right," she said, her eyes on the metal rack in front of her as she slid hangers aside. She was around ten years younger than me, and yet she was my mentor in many ways. Certainly in sexual matters, anyway. I had yet to hear the story behind Emma, and just how she knew so much about kinky sex at such a young age. Obviously, she was super hot, and that didn't hurt. To say she had been around the block a few times would be an understatement; Emma had pretty much bought a place on the block and lived there permanently. But I wasn't some hideous troll creature when I was her age, either, I had my share of male attention. More than my share. And while I've fielded the odd strange request here and there, I know so much less than Emma about the dark paths of human desire. Maybe it's a generational thing. I grew up in a world without the internet, when taboos were still that, taboo. When all the filth ever created wasn't just a mouse click away. Whatever the reason, Emma was in many ways so much more experienced than me. She was a native in these parts, while I was just a tourist. But the more time I spent with her, the more I started to feel like this dark and sexy world could one day feel like home. 
 
    “Some guys like watching their wives with other men,” Emma went on, as though discussing the weather. “It’s actually pretty common. Go online some time and take a look. For some reason, it’s often a black guy they want to see their wives with. Ever been with a black guy?” 
 
    “No,” I said, trying to hide my blushes as Emma looked at me. Her bright blue eyes sparkled behind her glasses as she looked me up and down, and I got the sense that she was formulating some sort of plan again. She usually was. No point, I reasoned, in asking her the same question. Like I said, Emma’s been around the block. 
 
    “They’re supposed to have bigger cocks,” she said in the same matter-of-fact tone as she turned her attention back to the clothes in front of her. “Maybe that’s the idea.” 
 
    “Do they?” Unlike Emma, I still felt a little embarrassment at talking this way in public. My eyes darted around the store, making sure no one was close enough to overhear us. No one was, but I lowered my voice anyway. Emma raised her eyes from the rack again and smiled at me. 
 
    "Do they what? Have bigger cocks?" she said and shrugged. "It depends. Some do, some don't. And bigger than what? Bigger than Brandon? That's rare. Bigger than your husband? Definitely." Emma giggled as I felt the red heat of blood rising to my cheeks. The woman was shameless. I envied that about her. It wasn't just the gorgeous blonde hair and the crystal blue eyes and the full lips and the curvy body that made Emma so desirable. At least not to me, an ostensibly straight and married woman. It was the confidence that she exuded, the self-belief that just poured from her at all times. Emma would say what she liked. She didn't care who heard. It was a trait in her I both envied and desired. The funny thing was, the more I got to know her, the less I could blame my husband for having flirted with her and gotten himself into the mess he was currently in. She was irresistible, and it was more than just her looks that made her that way. But I was having too much fun getting my revenge on poor Tom to stop now. 
 
    “What about this?” Emma lifted something from the rack and held it out at arm’s length towards me. I looked it over with a critical eye. 
 
    “How do you even put that on?” Emma smiled. 
 
    “With great difficulty, probably,” she said. “Hopefully it’s easier to take off.” 
 
    I wasn’t used to stores like this. Emma had picked it, and it made me wonder how much money she made. She was just a receptionist at Tom’s workplace, after all. But she moved through this luxurious store the same way she did everywhere, with total and unassailable confidence. As though she belonged, here and everywhere else. 
 
    I've bought some fancy underwear from time to time before, of course. Marriage is a marathon, not a sprint, and you need all the help you can get to keep things exciting. Besides, there's something about lingerie. It makes you feel like a superhero, like a goddess. But I'd never been in a place like this. I'd wondered about it in the past as I went by on my way elsewhere. But I never thought it was for me. And seeing the prices that hung from discreet tags on the items, I could see that I had been right. 
 
    “How are we going to afford this?” I said, keeping my voice down for fear that the ever-present attendants who hovered throughout the artfully lit store might hear. Emma smiled. 
 
    "Don't worry about it," she said. "I don't pay full price. I used to do some modeling for this place, and I get a discount. Like, a huge one. Sixty percent." 
 
    “You used to model?” I shouldn’t have been surprised. I knew first-hand what an incredible body Emma had. It was more an expression of surprise at the hidden depths of her young life than any doubt that she could do it. 
 
    “A bit,” she shrugged. “I think I’m still on their website in a couple of places. It was kind of fun, but I haven’t done it for a little while. Been busy with other things.” Emma’s sly glance at me left me in no doubt as to what other things she was talking about. Her new relationship with Brandon was taking up a lot of her time, and I couldn’t blame her for that. The way her boyfriend looked, the way he fucked, I would never have let him out of bed whenever I got the chance. And then there were the adventured she had with us. Things had been a little quiet on that front for the past week or so. Since the night when Emma and Brandon had both fucked me while Tom watched from the bedroom closet, I hadn’t seen much of either of them. But what we had done was never far away. Every time Tom looked at me lately, I knew what he was thinking. Remembering. In an uncharacteristic display of clemency, I had been letting my husband fuck me every night, and his aggression and passion showed me he hadn’t forgotten the threat that Brandon presented. Maybe Emma was right. Maybe there was something in this cuckold stuff after all. Competition had brought out the best in my husband, and after all the years of our marriage, he was trying to win me all over again. 
 
    "Oh. That." Emma had turned, and I followed her eyes halfway up the wall to where a truncated plastic torso wore a green silk corset. "That's perfect!" 
 
    “For who?” Emma’s smile was broad and mischievous as she turned her shining face to me. 
 
    “For you, obviously,” she said. “With your hair and eyes - oh my God, that’s going to look so good on you. You know redheads look good in green.” The corset was exquisite, I had to give her that. Even on a headless mannequin, it looked beautiful. I’d never worn anything that elaborate before, except for my wedding dress. But the list of things I had recently done for the first time was growing longer by the day. I paused, wondering if I could see myself wearing such a thing while knowing that Emma was right. It would look good on me. I could see that. 
 
    "We should both get one," Emma said, audibly bubbling with excitement as she spoke. "You get green, and I'll get a different color. With stockings and everything. How hot would that be?" Hot. Standing there in the store, I could see in my mind's eye the picture that Emma painted, and she was right. It was hot. The thought of what the two of us might get up to in matching sexy outfits was enough to make the blood throb in my ears. And Emma didn't wait for an answer from me. Raising her head, she caught the eye of one of the hovering attendants. 
 
    “Excuse me, my friend would like to try that corset on.” 
 
    “Emma, wait,” I said, but it was already too late. The attendant nodded and walked briskly towards a storeroom to fetch the corset. My stomach fluttered nervously. 
 
    “We don’t even know how much it is,” I said feebly. But Emma didn’t share my doubts. 
 
    “Just try it,” she said. “Once you see how it looks, you’re not going to care about the price.” The attendant reappeared with a long white box in her hands. 
 
    “Have you worn a corset before?” she asked. I shook my head while Emma took the box from her hands.  
 
    "I have," Emma smiled. "I'll show her the ropes." Taking me by the hand, she led me towards the change rooms while the smiling attendant watched us go. 
 
    Emma closed the door of the changing room behind her. Her eyes were sparkling with that look I knew so well, the look of sexual excitement and energy that never failed to make my own body respond. She held the box in both hands, and her eyes traveled up and down my body. As she watched, I pulled my T-shirt over my head and reached for the clasp of my bra. 
 
    “So it goes on like this,” Emma said as she produced the corset and dropped the empty box to the floor. In the tight space of the stall, she maneuvered her way around me, standing behind me as she wrapped the garment around me. The inner lining was luxuriously soft, and everything about the corset felt expensive. Emma’s golden hair tickled my shoulder as she pressed herself against me, and the weight of her breasts pressed against my back as she helped me close the metal busks of the corset over my stomach. I noticed that she had positioned me so that I had my back to the mirror on one wall, but I didn’t protest. 
 
    "Now, the laces," Emma said. "You have to start from the middle of your back and work your way to the top. Then you start in the middle again and go to the bottom. Keep doing that until it's tight enough. At first, it'll feel weird. But just relax and breathe, and you get used to it." 
 
    As she spoke, Emma pulled slowly on the laces. I felt the corset growing slowly tighter, pressing against my stomach and making my breathing shallow. Meanwhile, the cups pressed my boobs together, holding them ever higher on my chest while Emma went on tightening. I gasped. But I said nothing. Something about this intimate act in a public space was bringing out all those submissive tendencies in me again. Emma was in charge, like always, and I loved it. If she wanted the corset tighter, she would tighten it, and I would say nothing. 
 
    Finally, Emma tied the laces off in the small of my back. A kind of pride showed on her face as she turned me on the spot, and I gasped again as I caught sight of myself in the mirror. The corset pulled my waist in between the swell of my boobs and my hips, giving me an insane hourglass figure better than anything I could hope to achieve without it. The flesh of my boobs spilled over the top of the green silk in a deep cleavage that juddered and jiggled with every shallow breath I took. Emma had been right again. Even wearing jeans with the corset, I looked fantastic. I could only imagine what it would look like in the bedroom. 
 
    “See?” Emma grinned. “Look how sexy you are.” She stood behind me again, and I smiled at her reflection in the mirror as she wrapped her arms around my waspish waist. Her hands crept higher, and her fingers palpated my boobs. I felt my nipples rising and hardened in the cups as she touched me. 
 
    “Sold,” I said quietly, and Emma smiled. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, taking me by the hand again. “Let’s show your husband.” Giggling with delight, I followed Emma as she led me back out into the store. 
 
    Tom was waiting for us in a richly upholstered sofa. He had been uncomfortable from the moment we pulled up outside the lingerie store, but he had kept his thoughts to himself. He knew better than to argue, especially when Emma was around. I saw his eyes widen as I followed Emma out of the changeroom, and a look of obvious lust shone on his face as he looked me up and down. His mouth hung slackly open. He looked so unbelievably hungry at that moment, so incredibly turned on at the mere sight of me, that I could hardly stand it. Inside my jeans, my pussy tingled with desire. 
 
    “I think he likes it,” Emma grinned. And the cruel dominatrix rose inside me as I smiled down at my husband. 
 
    “Of course he does,” I snorted. “The question is, will Brandon like it?” The heads of every attendant in the store turned towards us as the two of us burst out laughing together. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    18. A Wife Puts On A Show 
 
    “Get that chair over there. Bring it into the bedroom.” 
 
    Tom didn't argue. He knew better than that. He didn't even speak. He'd spent most of the day in a kind of sullen silence, speaking only when he had to in response to some question or command from me or from Emma. It wasn't as though we needed his input anyway. I could see all I needed to know in the tortured expression on my husband's handsome face. Watching me and Emma try on various items of sexy lingerie was almost more than he could handle. It was both touching and hilarious to watch him struggle with the feelings he couldn't hide. He couldn't help imagining what was going to happen next, any more than I could. But for me, the visions of where all this was inevitably leading were an unalloyed delight. For Tom, they were a kind of gilt-edged torture. 
 
    And we had taken our time. Emma hadn’t been happy until I’d tried on nearly everything in the store. My cheeks had flushed red, but I had no more ability to say no to her than my husband did as she had me parade in front of her, my husband and the sales staff in ever more skimpy underwear. The exhibitionist in me, whose existence I had never even guessed a few months earlier, was on fire with shame-faced delight. My whole body tingled under the scrutiny of strangers, just as it did under the scrutiny of my husband. Being watched sent a red thrill racing along my spine. And I wondered what the sales staff thought as I posed and preened at Emma’s command, and Tom watched, silent and open-mouthed. We’d left them in no doubt as to who all this was for, and it wasn’t for my husband. I had the feeling that we’d given the staff at the lingerie store something to talk about for weeks to come. 
 
    The minute we got home, Emma took charge. She walked through the front door of our house as though she owned it, utterly familiar with the place by now. Almost her home away from home, since her apartment lacked the space for all that we wanted to do. Tom set down the bags we had made him carry and picked up the kitchen chair, carrying it in front of him as he followed Emma towards the bedroom. He had to know what was going to happen, at least in outline. Tom didn't have Emma's kinky imagination; few people did. But I could see as clear as day who that chair was meant for, and it was impossible to believe that Tom didn't know. But he did as he was told all the same. He did as he was told, and my heart ignited as I picked up the bags he had set down and followed after him. Something told me we would be needing them. Watching my husband do what Emma said never failed to make my stomach tremble with desire, and the paper bags rustled in my trembling hands as I joined the procession into our bedroom. 
 
    “Put it down there.” Emma pointed to a spot at the foot of the bed, and Tom obediently put the chair down. I could see the nervousness on his face too, that fear mixed with desire that had become such a familiar expression to me over the last few months. An expression that never failed to get my own lust roaring like a bull. Emma smirked smugly as she watched Tom comply. It was all I could do not to shudder in delight as she turned her eyes on me. The sapphire blue of her gaze glowed behind her flashing glasses, her pretty face framed by the tumbling tresses of her golden hair, her beauty enhanced by the wild and almost carnivorous look in her eyes. She looked predatory once she got an idea in her head, like a she-wolf on the hunt. And I knew from thrilling personal experience that she would leave me wishing there was more of me for her to devour. 
 
    "Undress him," Emma said, her tone only a shade less commanding as she turned to me. Emma was the unquestioned queen of our bedroom, and I had no more thought of disobeying her than my husband did. Why would I, when all her ideas ended with me howling in ecstasy? I set down the bags beside the bed and stepped towards my husband, and his thirsty eyes moved from Emma to me as my hands reached out for him, plucking at the buttons of his shirt. I heard Emma move behind me, making her way to the bedroom closet where she kept all of her toys. But I kept my eyes on my husband, smiling slightly as I studied the look on his face. And his eyes met mine. Deep in his gaze, I could see the glow of lust, the nervous trust he had as he submitted to Emma and to me. My heart throbbed, and deep down in the lowest pit of my stomach, I could feel the familiar tingling of rising desire. Marriage is supposed to calm these feelings down, but since Emma came on the scene, I could barely so much as look at my husband without wanting him. And I knew he felt the same. The look in his eyes said it all as I peeled his shirt away from his torso and pulled open the front of his pants. His cock swelled out of his pants as I pulled the zipper down, already tenting the front of his underwear with his erection. I rarely saw my husband soft these days. Tom was in a state of near-permanent arousal, and even as I felt the warmth of his member against my hand, I was struck by the idea that it was almost as though he was trying to prove himself. As though introducing other lovers into our lives had given him some primal need to demonstrate why I had married him and not someone else. Someone like Brandon. And the sad truth was that, no matter how hard Tom got, no matter how much his cock throbbed with the hot blood of desire, it was never going to measure up to Brandon's. It bothered Tom more than it bothered me, but I'll admit it: I'm not above using that insecurity against my husband when I'm in the mood to make him suffer. Which is more and more often these days. 
 
    Tom stepped clumsily out of his pants, and I caressed the bulge of his cock through his boxer shorts. I caught the faint whimper that rose from his throat as I touched him, feeling his hardness strain against the fabric of his underwear. Tom's hands were on me, sliding over my hips, touching my thighs, rising over my stomach to reach for my breasts, and I felt my nipples hardening in my bra as I allowed it. As insecure as Tom might be lately, he knew me. He knew my body. He knew the signs of my arousal as well as I did, and he had to know what his touch was doing to me. His fingers twitched against me, longing to undress me the way I was undressing him. The way we used to undress one another before Emma introduced this new power dynamic into our relationship. Now, he didn't dare. Especially not with Emma in the room, rooting around in the bedroom closet as she put whatever nefarious plan she had into motion. Tom knew as well as I did that we were going to make him suffer, and I hoped that the thought thrilled him even half as much as it did me. I pushed his underwear down his thighs, and my husband groaned as I wrapped my fingers around his cock, and I felt the desire swell inside him as his cock swelled in my hand and I knew that my control over my husband was complete. All the handcuffs, ropes and chains, the kinky equipment I could hear Emma handling behind me, was only an outward show of an inner truth. As long as my husband wanted me this badly, I had him in permanent chains. And it made my heart sing like a bird in the soaring space of my chest to know that he didn't want to be free. 
 
    There was a rattle behind me as Emma set the gear she'd taken from the closet down on the bed. Whoever thought metal would make such a sexy sound? I felt it tugging at the tightening wires of lust inside me, my body like an instrument being tuned by the hands of a master. Tom was totally naked now, stepping out of his fallen boxers with a swaying little step. His trusty cock was rock-hard, and his eyes darted between the two of us, not knowing where to look. It never failed to both delight me and create some faint sparks of jealousy to see the way he looked at Emma. Even if I looked that way at her myself. She was sexy as fuck, and we both knew it. But it's not the rational part of our brains that is strongest at times like this. It's the greedy, selfish animal side of our natures that comes to the fore. I loved that Tom wanted Emma so badly, that he would do seemingly anything to have her. But there was always that part of me that privately wished that I was the only woman he looked at that way, even as I knew how ridiculous that was. And it was exactly those kinds of contradictions, the games we played with powerful forces of jealousy and desire, that made our games so utterly exciting. 
 
    "OK," Emma said, and I heard the bright grin in her voice even before I turned towards her to see it on her face, "now you can undress us." I giggled as Tom lurched forward. It was all part of Emma's strategy, I had learned. Sometimes, she would order us to do something she knew was exactly what we wanted anyway. There was no way for Tom to hide his excitement as he stepped toward us, reaching first for me. I raised my arms over my head as Tom lifted my T-shirt, shaking my hair free as he pulled the garment away from me and dropped it to the floor. I didn't even try to help him as he moved on to my jeans. I just watched, a faint smile on my face as I felt him tugging at the button of my pants. As though he was a servant, and I was some princess too important and spoiled to take off my own clothes. Tom's hands trembled, just a little, as he pulled down the zipper of my jeans and exposed my panties. Every time he touched me, it was like the first time. Ever since Emma came along. The wild games she had introduced us to might not be for everyone, but they had returned the passion and the novelty top our marriage. For that, I would always be grateful to her. 
 
    But as Tom crouched at my feet, pulling off my shoes and socks and removing my jeans, I knew it wasn’t the time for gratitude. Sexual excitement was bubbling up inside me as I lifted my feet one after another, shedding my clothes layer by layer. Tom’s brown eyes gazed up into mine as his hands, the tremor of excitement growing more pronounced by the minute, reached for my panties. 
 
    I felt the bedroom air against my sex as Tom pulled my panties down. I was wet already, able to feel the moisture of arousal on the swollen lips of my pussy as Tom kneeled, looking at me. I placed my hands on my hips, watching as he drew my panties carefully down my legs, his eyes locked on the dark triangle at the top of my thighs. I lifted my legs, stepping out of the underwear as Tom pulled it down to my feet. His cock swayed as he rose to his feet, and I felt it pressing against my bare thigh as he wrapped his arms around me to unhook the strap of my bra. I giggled playfully as I reached for his cock again, feeling the hot flutter of his breath against my shoulder as I teased his aching manhood. My bra fell to the floor, and Tom's eyes ran up and down my naked body, taking in the sight of me as though trying to memorize it. I grinned as I released his cock. 
 
    "My turn," Emma said. And Tom tore himself reluctantly away from me to attend to her. I watched it all, my hands still on my hips, my pussy buzzing with wild desire as I watched my husband undress another woman. He started on his knees at Emma's feet, unzipping the flat boots she had worn to go shopping in and drawing them carefully off her feet. Still kneeling, he reached for the waistband of her pants. Emma had worn skintight yoga pants to the store, ones that enhanced her already incredible ass, and I watched the stretchy black fabric cling to Emma's legs as though reluctant to leave the warmth of her body as Tom pulled the leggings slowly down. Her panties came next, and I could hear the ragged breath in Tom's flared nostrils as he exposed her pussy, mere inches in front of his face. Emma looked down at him with her arms crossed, as though impatient for him to complete his assigned task. She only uncrossed them when Tom rose and began to fumble with the buttons of her flannel shirt. Her soft skin appeared in the widening gap of her shirt, looking even paler than it was in contrast to the black bra she wore. I tried not to giggle as I watched the hem of Emma's shirt catch on Tom's throbbing cock as he pulled it down her arms and lowered it to the floor. Emma threw a sly smile my way as Tom reached around her to unfasten her bra, too, and Emma's full breasts sprang free, her pink nipples as engorged as mine were in what seemed like acres of quivering flesh. 
 
    “Good,” Emma said at last. She moved quickly, her breasts swaying ponderously as she moved, and I gasped in unison with my husband as the dominant beauty gripped his cock in her hand. “Now you can help us get dressed again. Come over here.” Tom had no choice but to follow as Emma used his cock like a short leash to lead him around the bed, to where I had left the shopping bags. “Down,” she brusquely ordered, pointing at the floor in front of her, and Tom sank to his knees again as Emma released his cock. “Get our corsets out,” she said. “It’s time you learned to dress us. And stay on your knees, where you belong.” 
 
    I bit my lower lip as I watched. The cardboard bags rustled as Tom rifled through them, looking for the corset we had bought at the expensive lingerie store. My stomach boiled as I watched. I couldn't forget the feel of the corset, squeezing my body into a wildly provocative shape in the dressing room as Emma tightened it inch by inch. I certainly hadn't forgotten the look on my husband's face when he saw me in it as I emerged. His cock was throbbing urgently as he produced the corsets from their bags and set them carefully on the bed. Emma had chosen one that was identical to mine, except that the material was a deep blue compared to my own emerald green. I knew that the color would look magnificent on her, the dark blue setting off her eyes just the way my own forest green garment matched my own. Emma was right, We were going to look hot as hell, and having Tom dress us was a stroke of diabolical genius. He was forced to touch us, his hands moving over every inch of our bodies, his breath haunted by the smell of femininity. But his cock was ignored. Still kneeling, Tom took the blue corset in his hands and shuffled around behind Emma, who stood stock still with a look of total triumph on her face. Tom rose up on his knees as high as he could go as he maneuvered the corset into place on Emma's beautiful body. And then, instructed by her, he began to pull the laces tight. 
 
    Watching the process was almost hypnotic. Emma had a gorgeous, voluptuous hourglass figure anyway, but the corset slowly shaped her into a creature of almost superhuman sex appeal. Watching her transformed, all I could think was, why had I never played with girls before she came along? My pussy throbbed with desire, and it wasn’t my husband, naked and kneeling, that I found my eye on most often. It was Emma. 
 
    When the corset was finally tightened to Emma’s liking, she had Tom go back into the bags for the silk stockings we had bought. Both of our corsets came with garters attached. It was all I could do not to giggle as I watched Tom fumble with the thin straps, his face so close to Emma’s uncovered pussy that it must have taken every scrap of self-control he had not to lunge at her. He circled around her on his knees, fastening each finicky strap until the stockings were in place, and Emma turned to me with a broad smile. 
 
    “Oh my God,” I sighed. “Emma, you look amazing.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Emma beamed. But it was no more than the truth. She looked absolutely incredible, her sex appeal practically off the charts. I felt my body humming with desire for her as I took it all in, studying her body from head to toe. 
 
    "I need some shoes," she said. Her breasts jiggled in the tight confines of the corset as she stepped past me, making her way towards my closet. We shared the same shoe size, and Emma didn't ask as she began going through my shoes. I didn't care. Seized by a naughty impulse brought on by the sight of her, I stepped in close behind her. Emma didn't turn, but I felt the faint sigh in her throat as I kissed her on the shoulder, my hands reaching for the enviable swell of her delicious cleavage before sliding down over her taut stomach. The neat strip of her pubic hair tickled my finger, and I pressed my lips against her neck again as I pressed my hand between her legs. My own pussy bloomed in desire as I felt her wetness, and Emma sighed softly as she continued to go through my shoes. I could feel Tom's burning eyes on me, but I didn't so much as look over my shoulder at him. All my attention was on Emma, and she, in turn, acted as though I wasn't there while my hand moved between her legs, my fingers teasing the swollen lips of her pussy as I kissed her again and again. 
 
    "These will do," Emma said as she finally selected a pair of heels. "Corset boy, get your slut wife dressed for me. Quickly." I smiled as I stepped aside, and Emma made her way towards the chair that Tom had brought in. She sat down carefully, the steel bones of the corset making it difficult for her body to bend the way it normally would. While she struggled into the shoes, Tom picked up the green corset and a pair of stockings and shuffled towards me, never once rising from his knees. I kept my eyes on Emma. She had managed to get the black patent pumps onto her feet, and now she sat with her legs crossed, her bright eyes flashing behind her glasses as she stared at me. There was that wolfish look in her eyes again, even more intensely hungry than before, and I all but trembled on the spot as she studied every inch of my body possessively. Once my husband had dressed me to her liking, she was going to fuck me. I knew it, and Emma knew it, and there was no question that Tom knew it. Corset boy. Emma had such a gift for the perfect phrase. She was a mean girl, at least when she wanted to be, and I had given up trying to understand why it did to me what it so plainly did. My eyes feasted on her body while hers feasted on mine, and Tom scrabbled on his knees to get me ready like a doll for Emma to play with. 
 
    “Tighter,” Emma growled from her chair as Tom pulled on the laces of my corset. “Tighter.” I didn’t protest, even as my breath grew shallow and my boobs swelled against my chest. The price of beauty is pain sometimes, and for what I had glimpsed of myself in the mirrors at the lingerie store, it was a price I was happy to pay. Besides, it was what Emma wanted. And I wanted what she did. I wanted to be her doll, her toy, her plaything. I wanted to look as sexy as she did. So Tom pulled the laces tight behind my back until Emma told him to stop., and I stepped with difficulty into my own stockings, and my husband slid tall heels onto my feet so that I was dressed just like Emma was, at once constrained and totally exposed. 
 
    When Tom was finished, Emma rose slowly from her chair. Her gaze was approving as her eyes roamed over me from head to toe. Then she stepped toward the dresser and picked up her phone. Making her way towards me, she pressed her body against mine, and at the feel of her softness, my nipples hardened in the cup of the corset. Wrapping one arm around my tiny waist, Emma held the phone above us in her other hand, pouting for the camera. I smiled as the camera clicked, and saw our image on the screen of her phone, our boobs threatening to spill out of our corsets as we pressed them together, We looked hot; there was no way to deny the truth. And I giggled with delight as Emma turned to my husband. 
 
    "Come," she instructed, pointing to the floor at our feet. She didn't need to say anything more. Tom shuffled forward on his knees, and I followed Emma's lead as she pressed her deep cleavage against my husband's head. Trapped between us, we smothered him with our boobs, and Tom sighed and moaned in desperate desire as our breasts engulfed him. Emma's camera clicked again. She loved to take photos. But as I felt Tom's hungry lips against the skin of my breasts, I could no longer ignore the fire that raged inside me. 
 
    “Come over here,” I panted as I straightened up and grabbed a fistful of Tom’s hair. It was more than the tightness of the corset that made me breathless as I dragged him towards the chair. I heard Emma’s approving chuckle as I snatched up two pairs of handcuffs from the bed as we passed. “Get in the chair,” I ordered, and Tom did as I said, turning to sit in the seat Emma had recently vacated. “We’re not going to need you for this next part,” I grinned, leaning over Tom and teasing him with my boobs as they threatened to spill out of the tight confines of the corset. “You just sit here and watch.” My pussy throbbed as I snapped a cuff onto one of his wrists. Wrapping the short chain around the arm of the chair, I attached the second cuff right beside the first. Then I repeated the process on his other arm, chaining unresisting Tom to the kitchen chair. His cock rose up between us, and I flashed my husband a devilish smile as I squeezed it slightly, making him gasp with almost unbearable desire. Then I turned back to Emma. 
 
    She as standing now at the foot of the bed, her fists on her hips and her pussy brazenly on display. I stumbled forward, drunk with desire, and dropped to my knees in front of my young goddess. I felt her hand on the top of my head, and I heard her sigh happily as I ran my tongue over the swollen wetness of her pussy lips. The taste of her was divine, filling my senses as I licked and lapped, my own body erupting in a flood of desire as I ate her pussy. My husband’s groans of frustration rang in my ears, audible somehow over the drumming of my own blood as I licked Emma.  
 
    But Emma had her own ideas. Even while her pussy swelled against my mouth and her fragrant juices dripped from my lips, I felt her hand tighten in my hair. She pulled me to my feet, and I wobbled unsteadily as she flung me toward the bed. I felt my corseted boobs judder as I stumbled forward, placing my hands on the mattress. 
 
    “Stay there,” Emma ordered, punctuating her command with a sharp slap on my ass. I did as I was told, panting and trembling as I leaned over the bed, my legs spread for balance. Tom, I knew, would be able to see everything. I heard the cuffs that held him rattle, as though he was struggling against his bonds. But I had eyes only for Emma. I watched as she picked up a toy of the bed, one I knew well. My pussy clenched in desire as I waited, and Emma took her time, teasing me as she adjusted the harness tightly around her hips. Finally, she came back around the bed and stood behind me, blocking Tom’s view. 
 
    “This is what you want, isn’t it, slut?” Emma taunted me as she held my hips. I moaned loudly as I felt the head of her strap-on pressing against my dripping lips. 
 
    “God, yes, Emma!” I all but screamed. “Please, fuck me! Fuck me with your beautiful cock!” Emma laughed out loud, and I cried out in bliss as I felt her toy slide inside me. Pleasure raced up and down my spine like a powerful electrical current as I trembled and shook. Desire had been building within me all day, and I felt myself already practically on the edge of orgasm as Emma fucked me. I screamed and howled and clutched the bed sheets, and my juices poured down the inside of my shaking thighs as I came, again and again. 
 
    I have no idea how long it went on. All I know is that when Emma finally pulled her dripping cock free of my spasming pussy, I was in heaven. I groaned and sobbed as I crawled onto the mattress, my limbs like rubber from the pounding I had taken. Rolling over onto my back, I watched over my own heaving breasts as Emma turned toward Tom. 
 
    “God, I love fucking your little whore of a wife,” she mocked. Peering around Emma’s cack, I could see her hand sliding slowly up and down the dildo that glistened in front of my husband’s face. “We both know you never make her cum like that,” she went on. “Now, you know what you need to do. Lick your wife’s cum off my cock. It’s the closest you’ll ever get to fucking her like I do.” 
 
    “No,” Tom gasped. I squeezed my thighs together as Emma laughed cruelly. 
 
    “No?” she giggled. “I guess you don’t want to cum ever again, then. Because If you don’t do what we say, you’ll never get an orgasm, will you?” Emma raised one foot as she spoke, and I heard Tom wince as the toe of her shoe pressed down on his balls, pinning him to the chair. I suppose I should have felt sorry for him. I should have felt pity. But I didn’t. All I felt was delight. And the delight was tripled as I watched Tom’s mouth open, and Emma laughed out loud as my husband began to lick my cum off her cock. 
 
    Emma’s phone arced through the air to land on the bed beside me. Emma still stared down at poor humiliated Tom as she tossed it over her shoulder to me. 
 
    "Call Brandon," she ordered, and the breathlessness in her voice spoke of her own arousal. "Tell him to come over. I think it’s time these two met.” And so while my husband licked and sucked my girlfriend’s cock, I called her boyfriend over. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    19. A Husband Watches 
 
    My body shook. I could feel a strange lightness entering my limbs, all the blood rushing to my engorged cock as my body focused solely on pleasure. I stood with one arm braced against the wall of the bathroom stall, swaying on my feet as I moaned and grunted. My elbow was bent, supporting my weight while I clutched the phone in my hand. My eyes were locked on the screen. I couldn’t have looked away, even if I hadn’t known that there would be severe consequences if I did. What was happening on that tiny little screen was burned into my memory forever. I’d never be able to forget it. But seeing it like this, from an entirely different angle, just added to the unreality of the situation. 
 
    Not that it needed the help. For a long time now, my regular life had taken on the strange shimmer of a dream. Nothing was the same. Nothing was the way it used to be. There wasn’t a single facet of my life that hadn’t changed completely since that fateful night in the hotel, with Jess in her sexy leather dress, and Emma…Emma…. 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    I groaned in despair, bellowing like a wounded bull as Emma's voice cut through the bathroom air. My nerves jangled like the wires of a piano played badly, my whole body trembling on the very edge of pleasure. I ground my teeth together as I howled in frustration, and my cock leaped in my other hand while the video continued to play on the phone in front of me. It shouldn't have been a mystery to me that Emma seemed to be able to read the reactions of my body so well. She'd had plenty of practice. It felt like the hardest thing to do in the world as I slowly uncurled my fingers from around my cock and turned my despairing eyes to my young coworker. 
 
    "Please, Mistress," I begged, knowing that every submissive word only fed Emma's sense of total control over me, which in turn fed her cruelty. But I couldn't take it anymore. I needed to cum, and every cell of my body was screaming at me to do whatever it took for that to happen, no matter what the consequences might be. It was only my fear of Emma's wrath that stayed my hand, and even that was barely enough. My fingers twitched at my side, and I tried without success to ignore the voice that screamed at me to disobey her and take my cock in my hand and finish myself off. Not to mention the voices that screamed at me to do something far darker. 
 
    “Please, what?” Emma knew exactly what I wanted, of course. But she had never been the type to make things easy on me. She never so much as tried to disguise the pleasure she took in making me suffer, in humiliating me. Along with her looks, that’s what made her so sexy. And that was what had gotten me into all this trouble in the first place. All I’d done is send the odd flirtatious message. That was it. Jess’s revenge had gone far beyond my minor crime, her punishment completely out of all proportion with what I had done. Sometimes, in the rare moments when I was alone, I was almost able to convince myself to get mad about it. Jess had no right to do this to me, and Emma had even less. But these thoughts were useless. Emma knew as well as I did what it seemed Jess was quickly learning. I could frame all that had happened as a punishment, as a wife’s revenge. But the months since Emma became part of our sex life had been some of the most outrageously exciting of my life. I didn’t know if we could ever go back to the way things had been, my wife and I. But I knew that I didn’t want to, any more than she did. That was the dark truth at the heart of everything we did. Paradoxically, Emma’s dominant nature, her aura of total and unquestionable command, made things easier for me. Most of the time, anyway. Though some days were harder than others. And the one that was still playing in the form of a video on the screen of the phone I held was one of the hardest yet.  
 
    “Please, Mistress,” I panted, my eyes practically rolling in my head as I shuddered and trembled on the very edge of orgasm, “please let me cum!” 
 
    Emma’s smile was chilling. Behind the flashing lenses of her black-framed glasses, her deep blue eyes glittered dangerously. I’d known her for a couple of years now, but each time I saw her, her beauty seemed to take me by surprise again. And it was more than just the prettiness of a symmetrical and delicately featured face that had me in thrall. It was exactly that gleam in her pretty eyes, exactly that expression on her face, that made me long for her in the way I still did. Every time. I couldn’t resist her, any more than I could resist my equally beautiful wife who was fast discovering her dominant side under Emma’s instruction. No matter how long it had been, I still struggled sometimes to believe that this pornographic fantasy was my life. I still couldn’t believe how much I wanted this, to be teased and tortured until I felt as though I could hardly stand it any longer. You don’t expect to still be discovering new things about yourself at the age of forty. But I was.  
 
    "Pause the video." The echoing bathroom fell silent as I pressed a shaking thumb against the screen. In the sudden silence, the sound of Emma's heels rang out as she walked slowly towards me. The other women who worked in the office could comment on the way Emma dressed all they liked behind her back, but it was never going to stop her. Emma wore what she liked and did what she liked. And if she looked more ready for a night out on the town than for a day at work, that was hardly unusual for her. I recognized the boots she wore from the night she had appeared in my hotel room, the night everything in my life had changed. Knee high and black leather with laces up the front. I could never see those sexy boots without remembering how I had been made to kneel and lick them in front of my wife, how the two women had made me beg to cum as they teased and controlled me. The dress she wore was different, a sleeveless sheath of black and gray that hugged her young body closely before ending just above the knee. I watched Emma's dress straining around her thighs as she walked towards me, faint horizontal lines appearing and disappearing in the fabric with every step she took. My cock throbbed as though it recognized her, as though it knew the [power this young woman held over it. My Mistress. My heart was in my throat as I watched her slowly approach. 
 
    “You know that little bitch boys don’t get to cum,” Emma said, her smooth brow furrowing in mock confusion as she spoke. “You know that orgasms are for girls. Girls and real men, like Brandon. That’s who gets to cum.” Emma’s smile deepened as she watched me wince at the mention of her boyfriend. Impossible not to hate the guy, when I was forced to watch him get everything I so craved and was denied. It was nothing personal, I had to admit to myself in my more rational hours. I hardly knew the guy. But then, neither did my wife, yet that didn’t stop her from sucking his monster cock every chance she got. 
 
    Emma stood in front of me, her hand on one cocked hip as she stared at me. She was fucking irresistible. Just like Jess. That was the problem. 
 
    “Please,” I croaked again, my cheeks flushed with shame and desire as my cock throbbed in front of my mistress. “Please, Mistress, just let me cum.” The sound of Emma’s giggling went right through me like ice water. 
 
    "Look how much it turns you on to see your wife get fucked properly," she smirked. "I think you're slowly learning your place in this marriage. And so is Jess. You help her get dressed up all sexy, and she fucks other men. Then you beg for permission to jerk off afterward, and I get to make you earn it. Let's see. What should I have you do for me this time?" Emma tapped a single finger against her chin as she supported her elbow with her other arm. I tried not to see my own pathetic reflection in the lenses of her glasses, just as I tried not to see myself in the mirrors that lined one wall of the bathroom above the sinks. This disused bathroom had become a kind of workplace sex dungeon for me, and I only had to see Emma reach into her desk drawer for the key to feel my cock swelling. She had summoned me there that day, unwilling to wait for me to come and ask permission to use the bathroom the way I normally did. She had thrust her phone into my hand, and I had known at once what I was watching as the video began to play and she ordered me to masturbate. But cruel Emma was in no mood to let me cum. As she said, I had to earn that. 
 
    “Anything, Mistress,” I said feebly. Emma already knew that. She had forced me to watch as her and her boyfriend fucked my wife. It was hard to imagine that I had anything left to give her. But by some dark miracle, my ego and my shame seemed to grow back after every session, like grass after a summer rain. And Emma took such delight in cutting it down again. 
 
    “Get out here. On your knees,” Emma suddenly said. I wasted no time. The phone still hung from my hand as I backed out of the open stall, my hard cock swaying embarrassingly as I stood in front of her. She watched, smiling that beautiful, evil little smile of hers as I sank to my knees on the bathroom floor, and my cock twitched and throbbed, pointing up at her. Emma giggled girlishly as she raised one foot and tapped the toe of her boot lightly against my dangling testicles. “I want to hear you beg,” she sneered. “I want you to keep begging me while you watch the rest of the video. And if - IF - I allow you to cum, you will cum on my boots and then lick it off while you thank me for the honor. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. It didn’t matter what she made me do. My body cried out for release at any cost, pushing aside the objections raised by the shrinking rational part of my mind. All that mattered was my orgasm. 
 
    “Alright then,” Emma grinned. “Press play and start begging.” 
 
    The video sprang back into life at the touch of my finger. My dry lips moved as I begged Emma for permission to cum, begged over and over again until it became a kind of mantra. And she watched me as I watched the video, my heart beating harder and harder in my chest and my cock throbbing almost painfully. 
 
    Both Emma and Jess looked absolutely gorgeous. Their matching corsets, green for my wife and deep blue for Emma, made them look like absolute goddesses. Then and now, my body bristled at the sight of them both, intoxicated by the primal call of ample curves, heaving breasts and spreading hips separated by the inward curve of unnaturally narrow waists. I caught a glimpse of my green-clad wife as she picked up the phone from where it lay on the bed beside her, and then I was seeing the erotic scene from Jess's point of view, watching my greatest humiliation through her eyes. 
 
    “Come over here and get this,” Emma said in a voice that bubbled over with laughter, The camera shook as Jess rose from the bed and came towards me where I sat in the chair. Emma loomed over me, her already curvaceous body packed tightly into the blue corset that made her ample breasts rise high on her chest in a mouth-watering cleavage. But the appendage that rose from between her legs was anything but feminine. The strap-on cock she had used to fuck my wife just moments before was in my mouth, and I cringed as I watched my cheeks hollow around it, my eyes staring up at Emma while I sucked her cock. 
 
    “Look at that,” Emma smirked. “I think your husband makes a good little cocksucker, don’t you? He’s better at this than he is at fucking, that’s for sure.” The camera wobbled a little as Jess filmed, her body trembling and her short breath audible on the video. Still smiling, Emma pulled the cock free of my mouth and slapped its wet head against my open cheek. 
 
    “Open your mouth,” she snarled down at me. “Get this cock in there.” I watched myself in horror as I fought to get the cock back into my mouth, just like the porn star Emma wanted me to be. The sound of Jess giggling came through the phone’s speakers as Emma fed the cock back into my mouth. 
 
    “Just a couple of little cocksuckers, you two,” she grinned. “Just mouths for us to fuck.” The camera jerked upwards as the doorbell rang. In the work bathroom, I cringed, knowing what was coming. 
 
    “That’ll be Brandon,” Emma said on video, turning her glowing eyes towards the camera. “Go make him feel welcome, slut.” The camera moved as Jess left the bedroom and headed for the front door. This was the part of the day that I hadn’t seen. Naked but for her corset and stockings and high heels, Jess opened the door to the day, and I saw Brandon’s eyes roam up and down my wife’s body as she let him in. 
 
    “Hey,” he said, grinning his boyish grin as Jess invited him into our home. “You look amazing.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I heard Jess giggle while my heart contracted with hatred. “Emma’s in the bedroom.” The camera turned as Jess led Brandon towards the bedroom. 
 
    “What the fuck?” That I remembered. Brandon’s shocked laughter at seeing me chained to a chair, slurping on Emma’s fake cock. When my wife had called him and told him to come over, she hadn’t mentioned me. As far as I understood it, Brandon knew that Jess was married, but he had no idea just how kinky our arrangement was. Until he walked right into the middle of it. 
 
    “This is Jess’s pussy husband,” Emma sneered. “We’re teaching him a lesson. Don’t stop sucking, bitch.” Brandon laughed again as Emma slapped my cheek.  
 
    “This is fucked up,” he said. Emma shrugged as she smiled at him. 
 
    “You know what a bad girl I can be,” she said flirtatiously. “Sometimes I like to get a bit wild. Don’t act like you don’t love it.” 
 
    "I've got an idea," Jess suddenly said. The camera moved against as she set in carefully down on a bedside table, angling it so that it caught most of the goings-on in the room. Then she hurried out of the bedroom, returning with another kitchen chair. She set it down beside me, and Emma laughed as my wife took Brandon by the belt and pulled him towards her. 
 
    “Here, honey. Let me show you how it’s done.” I moaned in despair as Jess sat down in the chair beside mine, her busy hands unbuckling Brandon’s belt and reaching into his pants. Brandon sighed as he felt her fingers against his manhood, and any reservations he might have had melted away. I can’t say how I would have reacted in his place to the sights he saw. But the way Jess and Emma looked in their matching lingerie, I doubt I could have controlled myself any better than he did. 
 
    “You have to kiss it,” Jess said, and the wet smack of her lips against Brandon’s cock made me shudder. “You have to worship it.” Emma howled in delight as my wife sucked her boyfriend’s cock mere inches from my face. 
 
    “Do what she’s doing,” Emma said, staring down at me as I looked up at her from my chair. “Do exactly what she’s doing. Your wife’s going to teach you to suck cock.” Laughter erupted from everyone at that, everyone but me. Emma’s hand held me by the hair as she forced me to watch, and Jess’s green eyes shone as she smiled at me. 
 
    “Just run your tongue along the underside, like this,” she said, and Brandon groaned in pleasure as my wife licked him from base to tip. “This feels really good. As you can see.” As though I didn’t know. As though I didn’t remember the feel of my wife’s warm mouth on my own cock, back when she used to do for me what she was now doing for a virtual stranger. Emma couldn’t contain her laughter as I mimicked my wife, moving my lips and tongue over the silicon toy while I watched every moment of my utter humiliation. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to take it deeper,” Jess smiled at me. “Keep your mouth open and breathe through your nose. This bit takes some practice. Just keep your lips tight around it and let him do the rest.” She turned her smiling eyes up towards Brandon as her mouth engulfed his cock. He moved his hips back and forth, grunting happily, and Emma did the same. Jess and I sat there side by side while Emma and Brandon fucked our faces. Up above us, the two of them kissed, making out while they used us.  
 
    Brandon was getting excited, His thick cock slid in and out of Jess’s willing mouth right in front of me, and I could hear his breathing change. Drool splattered all over my wife’s corseted tits as she sucked his cock deeper and deeper, her wet hand stroking the bottom of his shaft that wouldn’t fit in her mouth. Her other hand gently cradled his balls, and I moaned as Jess winked her beautiful green eyes at me while another man’s cock made her cheek swell. 
 
    “Come on,” Emma said as she pulled her mouth away from Brandon’s at last. Her fat boobs rose and fell in her tight blue corset, straining the laces as she panted. “Let’s fuck this little slut.” 
 
    "Hell yeah," Brandon grinned. His cock shone as he pulled it free of Jess's mouth, and she yelped in delight as he took her upper arm in his broad hand. Brandon pulled her to her feet as though she weighed nothing, and Jess stumbled forward as he pushed her towards the bed. My hands clenched into helpless fists as I watched my wife scramble on the mattress with Brandon looming behind her. He shrugged off his shirt and kicked away his pants, and in seconds he was naked in our bed, and my wife's eyes were lighting up at the sight of his chiseled and muscular body. 
 
    Emma’s cock slipped free of my mouth. I gasped for air as she grinned at me before turning and striding towards the bed. The mattress sank beneath her as she climbed up onto it beside her boyfriend, the two of them descending on my delighted wife. In real life, I had seen this scene from behind, but now in the video, I was seeing in from the other angle. Jess squirmed and writhed in unconcealed desire as she felt the hands of both her lovers on her body, caressing her, squeezing her breasts and thighs, reaching for the wetness of her streaming pussy while she begged them to fuck her. 
 
    “Doggy style,” Emma curtly ordered. “On your knees like the bitch in heat that you are.” Jess’s red hair trailed over her shoulders as she rolled over on command, every inch the well-trained pet that Emma made her out to be. Her boobs swayed underneath her as she moved, all but spilling out of the corset I had laced so tightly around her. On elbows and knees, she presented herself, and I heard my wife squeal in delight as Brandon kneeled behind her. He pressed himself against her, and Jess’s eyes rolled back in her head, an ecstatic scream rising from her open mouth as he forced his big cock inside her. 
 
    Emma circled around the edge of the bed. Her dildo dripped with my saliva as she held it in front of my wife's open mouth. Reaching forward, she placed a hand on the back of Jess's head and pulled her closer. My slutty wife knew exactly what was expected of her. Still moaning with pleasure as Brandon fucked her from behind, she took Emma's strap-on into her mouth and sucked it as though it was real. Her body shook and swayed between the two of them, bouncing back and forth between the two cocks that impaled her while her breasts juddered underneath her, and watching it was almost more than I could take, both then and now. 
 
    “Please, Mistress,” I chanted in the echoing space of the work bathroom, please!” 
 
    “OK,” Emma finally said, smirked down at me with an expression of total delight on her face. “You can cum now. Cum all over my boots like the pathetic loser you are.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress!” I howled through gritted teeth as fireworks seemed to explode inside my skull. “Thank you, thank you!” Emma shrieked with laughter while I panted with a gratitude that was no less humiliating for being painfully real. To the accompaniment of my wife’s recorded moans of pleasure, my cock erupted in my hand, and an alarming spurt of cum splattered across Emma’s shins. My cock pumped again and again as my balls emptied themselves, and Emma’s leather boots shone with my semen, and the pool of my cum on the floor at her feet grew as I roared in long-denied ecstasy.  
 
    “Oh my God,” I panted, swaying on my knees as my powerful orgasm finally faded, “oh my God.” 
 
    The video reached its end. The phone went silent in my free hand, my numb fingers curled around the screen that bore the frozen final frame of our homemade porn film. My wife, on all fours in our bed, Brandon’s cock buried between her legs and Emma’s strap on deep in my mouth. Every day seemed to compound my humiliation, and every time I failed to resist Emma and her schemes, it became harder to resist the next time. After what had happened, I knew, there was perhaps no depth I wouldn’t sink to. If there was a line that I wouldn’t cross in my submission to Emma, we still hadn’t found it, and it was hard to imagine that we ever would. 
 
    In the sudden silence of the bathroom, water dripped faintly. The leather of Emma's boots creaked as she shifted her weight, and my stomach churned. The throbbing of my cock grew fainter and fainter as my manhood softened, sinking sated between my legs as my passion cooled. This was the worst part. This was what Emma wanted. She knew, seemingly as well as any man, that I would say and do almost anything in the heat of the moment. It made me embarrassingly easy to manipulate, and it was precisely that weakness that had brought us to that slow-dripping bathroom. But now, without the war drum of lust pounding in my ears, driving me forward, all I had ahead of me was a profoundly unpleasant task. 
 
    But Emma wasn’t the type to let me off the hook. Even as I stared up at her and saw the cold sneer on her beautiful face, I knew there was no point in seeking any mercy from her. 
 
    “You’re welcome,” she giggled. “Now, you know what to do. Clean your mess off my boots like a good boy.” 
 
    My stomach heaved. It wasn’t the first time I had had to perform that particular duty, but it never seemed to get any easier. Still, there was no point dragging it out. I heard Emma laugh again as I bowed my face to the floor of the bathroom. Extending my tongue, I ran it over the damp leather of her tall boots, grimacing as the taste of my semen filled my mouth. I felt like the lowest creature on the planet as I lapped up the cum that even my own wife no longer seemed to want, preferring instead to bathe in Brandon’s cum. And Emma’s steady laughter brought home to me just how low I had sunk. 
 
    “Oh my God, you’re so pathetic,” Emma chuckled. “This is all you deserve. Watching me and Brandon fuck your wife while you gobble cock and lick cum from my boots. Isn’t that right, bitch boy?” 
 
    Of course it wasn’t right. Nothing was right since the moment Emma had appeared in our hotel room and taken such a firm grip on our sex life. I did the unthinkable daily, and my wife, the woman I loved, was an eager participant in my total humiliation. Worst of all, she was just doing what I wanted. No, none of this was right, or normal, or sane. Not one single part. 
 
    But what could I do? Emma stood over me like a conquering empress, her arms folded under her breasts, her boots now thoroughly cleaned and shining with my humble kisses. She was waiting. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I rasped, and Emma giggled in delight as I spoke. “That’s right.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    20. A Husband’s Surprise 
 
    Just another day at the office. Amazing what you can get used to, even if it never quite loses its sting. Being monumentally sexually frustrated at work was just a fact of my life by now. Jess, and especially Emma, made sure of that.  
 
    It was the day after Emma had made me cum on her boots while watching the video of Brandon fucking my wife. And of course, by the time I arrived home, Jess already knew all about it. The two women in my life keep in close touch, plotting behind my back for new ways to tantalize and humiliate me. Actually, scratch that. It wasn't even behind my back. Emma took unconcealed delight in telling my wife what went on between us, up in the secure space of the upstairs bathroom that no one besides Emma seemed to have access to. Often, she'd call or text Jess right in front of my face. There was no mystery about what was going on in the workplace, and there hadn't been for a long time. But lately, Jess was sharing more and more of what happened in our bedroom with Emma. I had no privacy anymore. I was the sexual plaything of two demanding mistresses, and as such, I seemed to have no rights at all. 
 
    I was never free of the two of them. With Jess at home and Emma at work, there was always a woman watching over me. And even when they weren't around, I could feel them with me. I could feel them in the fluid of my spine, in the red pit of my stomach, in the tingling of my cock that was in a near-constant state of arousal, whether at work or at home. I sat at my desk and tried to focus on my work, but my mind kept turning towards memories that I could hardly believe were real. The things I had witnessed. The things I had been made to participate in. It all seemed impossible. And it haunted me, tugging at the base of my skull whenever I wasn't engaged in whatever new and depraved act Emma had invented for me. 
 
    As though drawn by magic, my eyes rose from the screen in front of me as Emma entered the office. I could see her through the glass partition that separated me from the large call center that lay between my desk and the door to the building's lobby, where Emma had her desk. Even just the way she walked was enough to pull at some primal sense of my body, drawn to the swaying motion of her steps the same way a cat is drawn to the hopping of a bird. Though given our particular power dynamic, I could hardly see myself as the predator, and Emma was no prey. After all we had done together, I still longed for her, aching for the body that had become so familiar to me over the last few months. But then, that was what Emma was best up. Keeping desire at a fever pitch, just this side of heaven, so that I was forever scratching at the gate, begging to be allowed inside. I wanted Emma more now than I had the very first day I met her, more than I had ever believed possible. And thanks to Emma's mentoring of Jess, the same was also true of my wife. Between the two of them, they had worked up my desire for them to a fever pitch, a monstrous lust that seemed to have become who I was. And then, their smiling red lips told me ‘no'. And it drove me crazy. But it kept me chasing after them, doing what they said while they basked in the power their beauty gave them. 
 
    Of course, mine wasn’t the only head that lifted as Emma made her way across the large space of the office. The few men who worked there all knew Emma, and all of the straight ones wanted her, even if their desire lacked the life-or-death intensity of mine. She was gorgeous. The day was unseasonably warm, and Emma wore a sleeveless blouse of lilac satin that shimmered and shone over the swell of her breasts, combined with a black pencil skirt that clung to her hips and thighs with every step. With strappy high heels on her pedicured feet, she was the sexy secretary of a thousand wet dreams, including mine. She seemed to suck the air out of the room as she passed through, changing the complexion of the space around her in a way I wondered if she was truly aware of. Emma knew she was beautiful, of course. It was impossible for her not to. And as a man married to a very beautiful woman, I think I have something of a glimpse into the psychology of it all. Beautiful women know that they’re beautiful, though some, like Jess, are less comfortable with it than others, like Emma. But what they don’t know, what they can’t really appreciate, is just how much of a different world they live in compared to the rest of us. Like my wife. Emma could and did change the atmosphere of an office just by walking into it.  
 
    Seemingly oblivious to the heads that turned as she passed, Emma looked up in mid-stride and caught my eye. She smiled, her white teeth showing between parted red lips in an expression that a casual observer might take to be friendly. But I couldn't fail to see the cold glint in her pretty eyes behind the glasses that framed them, and the predatory look that lit up her exquisite face. I was glad for the cover my work desk gave me as my cock swelled with arousal. Emma raised a hand and waggled her fingers at me in a playful little wave, and It was almost more than I could manage to nod dumbly back at her before she pulled aside the door to Greg's office and stepped inside. 
 
    I tried to get back to work. Really, I did. Hoping that the dull reports on my screen could possibly compete with what I was feeling. But Greg's desk was all glass, and I could see Emma through the door as she stood in front of his desk, and my cock would not be still as it rose in my pants. I watched her from behind, unable to take my eyes off the way her black skirt cupped her gorgeous round ass, powerless not to think of the way she cried out when she came or the way her brow furrowed in the lonely ecstasy of orgasm. All Emma had to do was exist, seemingly. That all by itself was enough to drive me wild with unspeakable desire. 
 
    And Jess hadn’t deigned to have sex with me the night before, either. She was amused by what Emma had made me do in the bathroom. I could see that as my evil wife made me tell her the entire story that she had no doubt already heard from Emma. And from the look in her eyes, I suspected that Jess was more than a little turned on by it all. But she always did have more self-control than me. That was why I was in the position I was, and she was where she was, She pushed away my clumsy attempts to entice her into sex, saying that I hadn’t earned it yet. Her words came back to torment me as I sat at my desk, practically trembling with desire as I watched Emma through the glass. My pants were tight against my throbbing cock as I sat and stared, using every ounce of willpower I had not to reach for my throbbing member. At work. In the middle of the day. 
 
    I hurriedly dropped my gaze as Emma abruptly turned. She moved on the slender stalks of her high heels with a dancer’s grace, the loose waves of her long blonde hair swirling around her bare shoulders as she turned. She was smiling. She usually was. And why shouldn’t Emma smile? She was young and beautiful and had everything going for her. And she had a secret. 
 
    I stared furiously at my computer screen as Emma approached. I could practically feel her coming, the way you can feel the sun with your eyes closed. I didn't want to look at her, to be seen to be looking at her. A glance here or there was one thing, but a sustained stare was another. Emma knew I wanted her, of course, and she knew just how badly that need tormented me. But the last thing I wanted was for the office gossip mill to turn its attention on us 
 
    So I kept my eyes fixed on my computer until Emma stood right in front of my desk. Only then did I look up, as though I had only just noticed her presence. Whatever mysterious magic made we yearn for her so badly, it grew stronger when she was close. It was all I could do not to stretch out my hand towards her as she stood at the side of my desk in her tight skirt, her fingertips resting lightly on the surface in front of her. 
 
    "Hi, Emma," I said. I was still allowed to call her by her name in public. She gave me that, at least. If I kept my voice low, I was confident that no one would hear. But I was taking no chances. Emma smiled down at me as she spoke. 
 
    "Hi, Tom," she said. "Something weird's going on with my computer. Could you come take a look when you get a chance?" Relief fluttered in the trembling chambers of my heart. She was being careful too. I'm OK with computers, and it wasn't outside the realm of possibility that a co-worker might ask me for help. But I didn't for a moment believe that it was what Emma really wanted. We had a whole IT department, staffed by awkward men who would have fallen over themselves to help her open an email if she asked. No, Emma had a plan. She always did. 
 
    “Sure,” I said, “I could take a look.” The butterflies in my stomach were growing stronger, fattened by a diet of fear. Emma could make me do whatever she wanted, but I desperately hoped she wouldn’t make me walk back to her desk with her. I had brought no jacket with me, and my erection would be all too visible as I walked through the busy office. 
 
    Emma seemed to smile down at me for a long time. It was disconcerting, to say the least, the way she seemed to have a direct line to my most secret thoughts. Her pretty eyes moved from side to side, just a little, as though she could see right through my eyes and read the feelings I was having off the front of my brain. Then she chuckled quietly. 
 
    “OK, then,” she said. Turning again with another flick of her hair, she shimmied her way back through the watching office, back towards the lobby where her own desk sat. And despite myself, I watched her go. I knew the sight of her swaying body could only bring me more torment, and yet I watched her every step until the door at the other end of the call center slowly swung shut behind her. 
 
    Certain problems you think have been left behind forever, only to find them resurfacing at the most unexpected times. At forty, I ought to have been free of the tyranny of unwanted erections. But thanks to Emma and Jess and their constant teasing, I was thrust back to adolescence at a time when a lot of men are having the opposite problem. Knowing that Emma was waiting for me with some new wild idea in her beautiful head only made things worse. I tried to block out the thought of her, concentrating on the dry statistics in front of me to the exclusion of all else, and slowly, my cock shrank back down to a more normal size. Seizing my chance, I sprang to my feet the moment it was safe to do so and hurried across the call center. Pushing aside the door to the lobby, I found Emma sitting at her desk. She smiled as she turned her head towards me, and I didn’t miss the quick little dance her blue eyes did over my body, as though she was checking to see if I was still hard. In the warm prison of my pants, I could feel my cock already starting to harden again. 
 
    “There you are,” she said. “I have a job for you.” Her tone had changed. She was still smiling, but I heard the difference in her voice. She was no longer a receptionist speaking to a coworker. She was once again a mistress talking to her slave. And my cock began to throb as it swelled in the darkness, hungry for whatever she might see fit to give me. Emma’s swivel chair groaned as she shifted her weight, and I’d never been more jealous of a piece of furniture as I watched her pluck fastidiously at her skirt. Her blue eyes darted towards the door, just for a second, to make sure that we were still alone. Then she spoke again. 
 
    “I’m feeling horny,” she said. “And Brandon will be here soon with a delivery. Isn’t that lucky?” 
 
    "Y-yes, Mistress," I stammered, feeling my cheeks redden at the mention of her boyfriend's name. The addition of handsome, big-dicked Brandon to our sex life wasn't exactly one I welcomed. But I was in the minority there. Besides, this wasn't a democracy. What Emma wanted came first, followed by what Jess wanted. My own needs were a complete irrelevance. Which, ironically, was exactly what I wanted. 
 
    “Yes. It is.” Her raised foot bobbed rapidly as she crossed her legs. “I’m going to wait for him upstairs. When he gets here, I want you to tell him where I am. Tell him I want him. Tell him, ‘Mistress told me to ask you to come upstairs and fuck her.’ Got it?” 
 
    I gulped. I’d never exchanged more than a couple of words with Brandon, and I wasn’t eager to say any more. After all, the man had fucked my wife. It didn’t make me feel the way I would have thought it did, it’s true. But it didn’t make me like him, either. And it made the idea of seeing him here, in our workplace, deeply uncomfortable. 
 
    Emma looked up at me from behind her desk, her gaze sly and considering. My beautiful young mistress. Everything was a test with her, at least as far as I was concerned. She was a woman who was born to push people's buttons. And if she wasn't so painfully sexy, she'd never get away with it. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I sighed. Emma flashed me a toothy grin as she rose out of her chair. 
 
    “That’s a good boy,” she smiled as she smoothed her skirt over her hips. Snatching up her phone in one hand, she reached into the desk drawer for the keycard that granted access to the upstairs. “Come on,” she said, and without waiting for any response for me, she turned and walked down the corridor towards the stairs. I followed, numb and all but hypnotized by the way her skirt pulled tight over her ass with every step, the way her hips rocked from side to side. She pulled open the door to the stairs and handed the keycard to me. 
 
    “Wait at my desk,” she ordered. “When he gets here, you escort him to the bathroom. And make sure he comes. If I don’t get fucked on my lunch break, I’m going to be in a very bad mood. And you don’t want that, do you?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” Emma grinned as I spoke. 
 
    “Good boy,” she said again. Releasing the door, she began to climb the stairs, and the door swung shut and locked behind her. My cock throbbing desperately in my pants, I scurried back to Emma’s desk to wait for her lover. 
 
    It was maybe twenty minutes before he arrived. I saw the look of surprise on Brandon’s handsome face as he stepped through the front door of the building and saw me at Emma’s desk. I cringed at the sight of him. The last time I had seen him, he had had his fat cock buried inside my wife’s twitching pussy, making her moan and scream in our bed in a way I never had. Seeing him now in his parcel delivery uniform with a small stack of boxes and envelopes in his hands was at least as jarring for me as it was for him. I felt the red blood of shame rising to my cheeks as he stepped towards the desk. 
 
    "Uh, hi," he said. "Wh- where's Emma?" He set down the parcels he carried on the desk in front of me. Wordlessly, I reached for the electronic device he held and signed for the delivery. There was no one in the lobby beside the two of us. For all the fear and shame I felt, I knew it would be better to get my ordeal over with before anyone else came by. 
 
    “She’s upstairs,” I said. “Mistress told me to ask you to come upstairs and fuck her.” I squeezed my eyes shut for a second as I spoke, as though I could somehow hide from the pure shame of asking another man to fuck a woman I couldn’t resist. Brandon snorted with surprised laughter. 
 
    “Seriously, dude?” All I could manage in response was a nod. Brandon’s deep brown eyes traveled over my face. He could never understand the power these women held over me. I barely understood it myself. When he had first started fucking my wife, he had been under the impression that she was some bored wife cheating on her husband, and he seemed fine with that. It was only recently that he had become aware that Jess had my consent to sleep with him, even if that consent wasn’t exactly enthusiastic. He was still trying to process it all, just as I was. 
 
    But Brandon was also a man. And Emma and Jess were two beautiful, sexy women, and if I had been some stud in his twenties like Brandon was, I can’t say that I would have behaved any differently than he did. Sex is sex, after all. And it takes more than the odd kink to put a man off sex with a woman like Emma. 
 
    “OK,” Brandon shrugged. I didn’t know whether to feel upset or relieved.  
 
    "This way," I said. Picking up the keycard, I led Brandon down the corridor and unlocked the stairs. Wordlessly, he followed me to the abandoned upper section of the office. I pushed open the door to the bathroom, and he followed me inside to where Emma waited. 
 
    She was sitting on the countertop, her back to the sinks and the row of mirrors above them. As Brandon brushed past me, Emma squealed in delight and hopped down from her perch. Her heels rapped on the floor as she rushed towards her boyfriend, and Brandon took her in his arms, and their lips met in a passionate kiss. Thinking that I had performed my embarrassing duty, I turned towards the door, but a word from Emma stopped me in my tracks. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” Her words rang back from the bathroom tiles all around me. I turned back to see both her and Brandon’s eyes on me. The smile returned to Emma’s face as she looked up at Brandon. 
 
    “You don’t mind, do you, babe?” she asked. “it’s nothing he hasn’t seen before. And you know I love to make him watch.” Brandon shrugged again, smiling down at her as he embraced her. Emma always knew how to get what she wanted out of men. Her hand was already at the front of his shorts, fondling the shape of his thick cock that was becoming visible through the fabric as it hardened. 
 
    “Pick up my phone,” Emma demanded as she nodded towards the bathroom counter. “Say hi to your wife.” While Brandon chuckled with laughter, I did as I was told. There on the screen of Emma’s phone, I saw Jess’s face, and my heart contracted. She appeared to be sitting down with some bland beige background close behind her, and I guessed she was in the bathroom at her own workplace. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” she smiled as she saw me. “This is going to be fun.” 
 
    "Yes, it is," Emma agreed. "Now. Stand over there and keep that phone pointed at us. Your slut wife practically begged me to let her watch us fuck, and I figured, why not?" Brandon laughed again. I was literally speechless as I aimed the phone towards the young couple. Brandon's hands reached around Emma's slender waist to pull apart the zipper of her skirt, and Emma flashed me her most devious smile, her pink tongue showing in the corner of her mouth lasciviously. 
 
    "Both hands on the phone at all times," she said. "I don't want you getting carried away and touching yourself. Keep the camera steady for your wife. Only women and real men get to cum, remember?" I heard a soft sigh rise from the phone's speaker as Emma turned back to Brandon and pressed her lips against his, and I knew that Jess was turned on. As Brandon and Emma explored each other's bodies, undressing one another with mounting passion, I heard Jess start to moan. There was no doubt about it. Sitting in the bathroom of her office, she was watching the show and touching herself. And as usual, everyone was getting pleasure but me. 
 
    Undressed by now, Emma yelped as Brandon turned her around and bent her supple young body over the row of sinks. I heard my watching wife gasp as she watched Brandon slide his hard cock inside her from behind, making Emma's eyes roll back in her head as the pleasure of the moment swept over her. The small space of the bathroom rang to the sounds of pleasure, and the heart-rending sound of my own wife thundering towards orgasm was as loud as the blood that roared in my ears, and my ignored cock throbbed and ached for a desire that I knew would not be assuaged. And Brandon pounded Emma's beautiful body right in front of me until they both exploded in orgasm. 
 
    * 
 
    You can imagine how much work I got done that afternoon. 
 
    Brandon had the stamina of youth, and Emma would take from him all that he had to give. But eventually, even they reached climax. Brandon pumped his hot cum deep into Emma’s gorgeous pussy, and my wife howled with desire as she watched from her own workplace, and when everyone was finally sated, I was dismissed. Jess, her face flushed with the warm glow that follows orgasm, hung up on me. Brandon, grinning broadly, followed me back downstairs and left the building to go back to work. I waited at Emma’s desk until she returned from the upstairs bathroom, taking her time to hide the telltale signs that she had just been fucked hard. Then I was sent back to my own desk. And the day dragged slowly on as I pretended to work and my cock raged underneath my desk, my stomach boiling with rampant desire that I had no means to relieve. Emma was too clever. I couldn’t sneak off to the bathroom without her seeing. I was left alone with nothing but my own terrifying lust to keep me company. 
 
    The hours dragged like rusted anchors clutching at the deep ocean floor. But finally, five o'clock came. The office began to empty out as my coworkers headed for their cars, and I planned to do the same. As I passed through the lobby, I saw that Emma was still sitting at her desk. Her glowing eyes found mine as she lifted her head toward me. 
 
    "Hey, Tom," she said, all smiled once again. "Can you wait a minute? I need to ask you something." I tried not to sigh as I made my way towards her desk. Our co-workers were streaming past in droves, and the last thing I wanted was a scene. The warm smell of her body was intoxicating as I walked around Emma's desk to stand beside her, leaning over her chair as she pointed at something on her screen. She was obviously covering, but I played along, discussing basic computer functions while we waited for everyone else to leave. At least my posture his the erection that was once again predictably raging in my pants. 
 
    The door closed behind the last person to leave. Emma’s eyes glittered with crystalline malice as she peered up at me. 
 
    “Well, you’ve been very helpful today,” she said. I moaned as her hand crept underneath me to find the hard bulge of my erection through my pants. “And I have some good news for you. At least, I think it’s good news. You might feel differently about it, I guess.” Emma giggled girlishly, and I groaned again as she toyed with my manhood. I could hardly concentrate on what she was saying. After a night of sexual frustration and another long day of remorseless teasing, I was about ready to cum in my pants as Emma idly touched me.  
 
    She snatched her hand away as the door that led to the rest of the office swung open, and I suppressed a groan of disappointment. I felt as though I was caught in some bizarre dream as I saw who came through the door. Jess. My wife, who had never set foot in my workplace, was grinning at me as she stepped into the lobby. Greg appeared behind her. 
 
    “Oh, Tom,” he smiled at me, “you’re still here. Well, congratulations. I’m normally against hiring family of current employees, but with Jess’s skillset…I think it’s worth a shot.” 
 
    I blinked rapidly. My brain whirled, still flooded with the powerful hormones of arousal, as I tried to understand what was going on. Jess turned her bright smile on my boss as they shook hands. Beside me, I could feel Emma practically vibrating with excitement 
 
    “It’s going to be awesome,” Jess smiled, and she turned her beautiful green eyes to me. “Just think. On Monday, we’re going to be working together.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    21. A New Start 
 
    “How do I look?” 
 
    It was still dark outside. After all the years of my marriage, I’d gained something of an understanding of what women endure to look their best. But it wasn’t until recently that I was actually experiencing it for myself, even if only in a secondhand way. The sun hadn’t yet pulled itself up over the rim of the world by the time Jess was dressed and ready to face her first day at her new job. 
 
    We’d had the whole weekend to discuss what had happened. But really, there wasn’t much to discuss. It was Emma’s idea, of course. With her finely tuned ear for office gossip, she had heard that there was a position available in the HR department. She had mentioned it to Jess without telling me. The pay was a good fifteen percent more than Jess had been making at her previous job, and the benefits at my company were far better. The truth was, it made perfect sense for Jess to take the job. And my wife explained all of this in the calm, unflappable way that she does. The fact that she would be there all day in the same office as me was incidental. Or so she pretended. But we both knew the truth. Between Jess at home and Emma at work, I was never free of the sexual domination of these two women. With both of them now in the same workplace, I knew I’d be spending more time indulging in kinky sex games than I did on my work. Even to my own ears, that sounds like a strange thing to complain about. I was apprehensive about what it would be like to work with my wife, of course. But I couldn’t bring myself to mount any real protest. Because the thought of being dominated at work by both Jess and Emma was just too exciting to ignore. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I sighed. Jess smiled as she turned in front of the bedroom mirror, checking herself over from every angle. It was no more than the truth. The awful, teasing, painfully sexy truth. 
 
    Jess had spent the weekend shopping when she wasn't placating me with sex. That woman knows how to get around my objections, I'll give her that. Not that it's all that hard to figure out, of course. But she did look stunning. The blue satin pencil skirt she wore clung to her thighs as though it was painted on, forcing her to take short swaying steps. I didn't ask I it was chosen deliberately to recall the blue silk of the corset Emma had worn on one of my long nights of sexual humiliation. Either way, it was sexy as hell. The glossy nude pumps she wore on her feet made her legs look even longer, and the tall slender heels gave her a feminine strut to her walk that I could hardly take my eyes off. She went bare-legged, despite the chill that was growing deeper in the mornings and evenings lately. The white dress shirt she wore was hardly less tight than the high-waisted skirt it was tucking into, and I studied the way her breasts rose under the crisp fabric as though all the secrets of the universe lay in her cleavage. The shirt's first button was artfully placed to reveal the soft skin of my wife's long neck, but it only hinted at a glimpse of cleavage within. Of course, I had seen the underwear she had chosen to wear for her first day at work. Jess would never have the impressive chest that Emma did, but her push-up bra went a long way to accentuate the perfectly formed boobs I had kissed so many times. The tightness of her skirt allowed her to wear only the skimpiest of thongs underneath. In short, she looked every inch the sexy secretary. Too much for the office, especially on her first day? It was hard for me to say. The women at work were going to talk about my wife anyway, just the way they talked about Emma. Looking the way she did, Jess would give them a whole new focus for malicious gossip. Though I suspected they would stop short of accusing her of sleeping her way into her position, given that she was a married woman. Thank God they didn't know her like I did. 
 
    “Thank you,” Jess beamed at me. Her red hair was tied back from her face in a loose ponytail, and her green eyes shone like polished jewels between the artificially thickened black bars of her lashes. “But you’re my husband. You have to say that. Show me.” Her eyes glittered, and her glossy pink lips parted in a smile that bared her even white teeth. I didn’t need Jess to explain what she meant. Wordlessly, I pulled the waistband of my boxer shorts. Jess laughed out loud as my cock sprang free, already rock hard from watching her dress after her morning shower. My sometimes cruel wife had been merciful over the weekend, and without Emma around to prevent it, we had had plenty of sex. But that only seemed to make me want her more. My cock was throbbing as though it hadn’t been touched in months, and Jess grinned as she stepped toward me, her shining eyes fixed on my twitching manhood. 
 
    “Do I look like the office slut?” Jess said quietly. I weighed my words before I spoke. 
 
    “Maybe a little,” I said at last. Jess laughed softly in response. 
 
    “Good,” she said. Her skirt hissed around her thighs as she stepped closer. I looked up at her from where I sat on the end of our bed, taking in the delectable curves of her body that her tight clothes did nothing to conceal. Jess was more naturally slender than Emma, but her body was no less invitingly feminine for all that. Sometimes, even with all that these two women put me through, I found myself wondering just how I had gotten so lucky. Just looking at them was enough sometimes to make me feel breathless with gratitude. If I had told anyone what was going on, they never would have believed me, And the thought of my wife going to work looking like this, to be ogled by the guys I worked with the way Emma had been for years, the way I had done too before all this happened - it did interesting things to me. From the look on my wife’s face, I could see it was doing similar things to her. 
 
    "I've never been the office slut before," she said. "When I was Emma's age, before we got married, I didn't have her confidence. And when I met you, I thought I'd never want anything from another man. Funny how things change, huh?" Jess chuckled darkly as she watched me wince. What had happened between us lately, and my own reaction to it, was impossible to come to terms with. I could never have imagined, back when we were first dating and nothing mattered more than that I get to take this beautiful creature in my arms, that I would ever be able to see her with another man. It still shredded my heart with iron claws to think about what she had done, with Brandon and with Emma. But it never failed to make my cock harden, just as it was doing now, the skin of my member hot and dark with red blood as I gazed up at my unfaithful wife. 
 
    Her skirt whispered seductively as she bent her body down towards me. The tight material made her movements difficult; she had to bend both her knees together and drop onto the floor. But that’s what she did, and my cock throbbed even harder as my sexy wife kneeled on the floor at my feet, grinning up at me with a wicked smile that spoke of carnal delights beyond compare. A faint shudder passed through me as Jess reached out and took my cock in her hand. 
 
    “I had a dream last night,” she said. I knew that voice. Jess’s bedroom voice, the one that never failed to get the gears whirring in my own mind. A voice that promised all kinds of pleasures of the flesh, making my hard cock dance and leap in her hand as she spoke to me. “I dreamed that I was at your office,” she said, “but you weren’t there.” I groaned as her hand slid slowly up and down my cock, squeezing slightly as it traveled along the length of my shaft. Jess’s warm breath tickled my burning skin as she leaned forward, her smiling eyes on me as her mouth hovered close to my cock. 
 
     “It was just me,” she said, “and some men. Lots of men. And they started touching me. They were all horny, and I was the only woman there.” Jess giggled as I moaned out loud, my breath coming in rapid gasps between clenched teeth as my pleasure bloomed. I gripped the bed sheets in tight fists as my cock surged in her hand. Jess watched me like a hawk, reveling in the power that she had, to get me so excited with nothing more than one hand and her words. 
 
    “What could I do?” she giggled, as though there was nothing more obvious in the world. “They started to pull my clothes off, and one of them lifted me onto a desk. They all had their cocks out. And - well, you know what I did.” I cried out in abject bliss as my wife slowly, teasingly ran her warm tongue along the underside of my bobbing cock, from base to tip. My balls drew up tight against my body, preparing to empty themselves already. 
 
    “I sucked and fucked each and every one of them,” Jess laughed. “I sucked those cocks dry, and each one of them had his turn with me, and by the time they were done, your little wifey was totally covered in stranger’s cum. What a slut, huh?” 
 
    “Yes,” I groaned between gritted teeth as she licked my cock again before taking the head into the warm cavern of her mouth. “Oh my God, Jess, you’re such a slut!” I felt the exhalation of her breath in my pubic hair as she snorted through her nostrils. I groaned again as she took her mouth away from my twitching cock, her hand still squeezing and stroking me to the brink of ecstasy as she smiled up at me. 
 
    “I am,” she grinned. “And I’m going to be the biggest slut in your office now. I want to get every cock in that building hard for me. But don’t worry, honey. If I fuck anyone else, you’ll be the first to know about it.” 
 
    I practically sobbed with pleasure as Jess took me in her mouth again. The feel of her lips and tongue against my cock was exquisite, and the teasing words she had spoken reverberated In my head as she sucked me. I gulped down air and gasped and moaned in utter pleasure, and my wife’s eyes glittered as she looked up at me, her cheeks hollowing around my shaft as her full lips hugged my cock. If this was a glimpse of what it would be like working together, I was all for it. With a loud yell, I erupted, and Jess gasped and gulped as she swallowed my load, drinking the hot cum direct from my cock while I gasped and trembled. It was almost too easy for her. She knew exactly how to make me cum, and the ever-present shame of being so easily manipulated crackled like fire at the base of my heart as my wife swallowed the last few spurts of my cum. 
 
    “There,” Jess said in a voice that dripped with satisfaction as she wiped her chin. I reached out and helped her to her feet, her blue skirt shimmering in the bedroom light as she moved. Her eyes were burning now, lit from within by the unmistakable fire of lust. My spent cock lay soft against my thigh, still wet from her mouth, but the look in her face kept desire groaning inside me as I looked at her. 
 
    "They say breakfast's the most important meal of the day," she grinned naughtily. "At least now you'll know, no matter what I do today, that you got to claim me first." I frowned up at her, puzzled. It was getting harder and harder these days to know when Jess was joking and when she wasn't. We had already done so many things I had never imagined we would engage in. Surely she didn't mean to do anything at work, on her first day no less? But Jess just smiled, holding out both hands toward me as I stuffed my cock back into my underwear and stood up. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, “hurry up and get ready. I don’t want to be late on my first day at the new job.” 
 
    We drove to the office together - one of the perks of her new position, Jess said. It wasn’t a long drive, and we completed it in near silence, each of us alone with our thoughts. A faint smile showed on Jess’s pretty face as she gazed out of the window at the brightening day. But inside, I was a ragged bundle of nerves. Some of my coworkers had met Jess before, at Christmas parties or other functions. But none of them had seen her like this. My wife was a beautiful woman, but it had taken Emma’s involvement to bring out her wild side. Now that she had, there was no closing that door. Emma had taught Jess to use her looks to get what she wanted, and now there was no stopping her. 
 
    My cock throbbed as I opened the door of the office and held it for Jess to step inside. Inside though she hadn't blown me twenty minutes before. As though her belly wasn't still full of my cum. I couldn't take my eyes off her ass as I followed her inside, almost hypnotized by the way the glossy material of her skirt clung to her with every step. She looked ready to burst the seams of her outfit as she strode towards the reception desk, swinging her hips with every step. My one consolation was that none of my co-workers would notice my erection. They'd all be too busy looking at my wife. 
 
    "Good morning, new girl." Emma was already at her desk at the building's reception. She looked stunning, as usual. No matter how early in the morning she got to work, Emma always dressed to impress. The black shirt she wore had almost the same luster as Jess's skirt, and the dark color set off the honey-hued waves of her loose hair beautifully. As she rose from behind her desk, I took in the gray skirt that clung to her legs and the dark stockings underneath. I was intimately acquainted by this time with Emma's shoes, but this was a pair I had never seen before. Black leather ankle boots with a sharp heel and a pointed toe, the faint silver glimmer of a zipper up the side. The rest of Emma's outfit was relatively modest, but her boots were anything but. Of course, she had never been afraid to push the envelope at the office. Shielded from the rest of the workforce by the door between reception and the call center, Jess and Emma quickly embraced. I watched, stiff-cocked, as my two mistresses chatted. It was going to be a long and frustrating day. I knew that. But lately, they almost all were. Having my wife now in the workplace along with Emma was just one more way to make me suffer. 
 
    "You look amazing," Emma said, holding Jess at arm's length while she studied her outfit. "You're going to drive all the boys crazy. I guess I finally have some competition around here." Emma's eyes strayed briefly towards me as she spoke, the deep blue of her gaze shining behind her trendy glasses. "Come on," she added. "I'm supposed to show you to your office and make sure you get settled in OK. Let's go meet everyone." A swell of voices rose around us as Emma paced around her desk and pushed upon the door to the call center. Emma led the way, and Jess strutted behind her, and I followed after, trying not to be too obvious in my desire as I watched the two of them move. Heads turned, both men's and women's. I could see the looks of blatant desire on the male faces, and the scorn on those of the women. What Emma said was true. After years of being the resident eye candy at the office, she finally had some competition for male attention. The fact it was my wife that was attracting those hungry looks made my stomach churn with a complex cocktail of emotions. I made my way to my own desk as Emma led Jess on, through the murmuring crowd of admirers and haters, toward Greg's office. How in the hell was I supposed to get any work done now? Hard enough with Emma's presence, her raw sex appeal and her naughty games. But now I was supposed to handle the presence of them both, and still somehow perform my job. 
 
    Still, I had to try. And as the morning wore on, I was left more or less to my own devices. From time to time, Emma or Jess or both of them would make their way through the large space of the call center, and I would try and fail in the attempt to not look up and hungrily watch them pass. I was hardly alone. Jess’s desire to have every cock in the place hard for her seemed to be amply fulfilled. Under the table, mine throbbed. 
 
    It wasn’t until mid-morning that I got a text from Emma. Come see me at your lunch break. I set my phone down again, trying not to sigh. So that was the plan. My cock raged under the desk as I wondered what the two of them had in store for me. As always these days, my arousal was mixed with a healthy dose of fear. The things I had witnessed in that disused bathroom upstairs…it was one thing when Emma teased and tormented me and made me grovel for her own sadistic amusement. But when it was the woman I loved who was getting her kicks out of making me suffer, the feelings were so much more intense. And that, I knew, was what I was in for at work from now on. 
 
    There was no avoiding it. Noon came around, and I rose from my desk, thankful that the weather outside was finally cool enough to allow me to carry a jacket to hide my almost constant state of arousal. Emma was waiting for me at her desk, and she smiled as I pushed through the door, her hand already reaching into the drawer for the keycard only she possessed. Jess was nowhere to be seen. 
 
    "Come on," Emma said as she stood from her chair and straightened her skirt. I followed the rhythmic sound of her high heels as she led me down the corridor, through the locked door and up the stairs to the second floor. These deserted storerooms and toilets had become inseparable in my mind from sex, and my already hard cock swelled further as I followed Emma through the stale and silent air. Just being upstairs with her, hidden away from the rest of the office, was enough to make my heart pound. Emma pushed aside the door of the bathroom, and I followed her inside. 
 
    Jess stood in front of the row of sinks. Her green eyes blazed as she smiled at me. She had seen this bathroom so many times, in the videos and photos of my near-daily humiliations that Emma loved to send her. Now she was seeing it for real. It was hardly the most romantic location, I’ll admit. But I couldn’t so much as climb the stairs towards the place without a powerful erection forming. Soon, I knew, Jess would come to feel a similar sensation. 
 
    “Look at your wife,” Emma grinned, folding her arms as she stood near the door. “Doesn’t she look like such a sexy little slut?” 
 
    “Yes she does,” I croaked, my throat suddenly dry and tight. Jess’s smile grew deeper at my words. 
 
    “Take your clothes off,” Emma ordered from behind me. “Quickly.” Two sets of gorgeous eyes watched as I undressed. It was the work of minutes to unbutton my shirt, kick off my shoes, pull down my pants and underwear and place the whole lot on the bathroom countertop. The smirks of triumph on the faces of the watching women pierced me to the heart. 
 
    “Look how hard his cock is,” Jess giggled, as though she had never seen it that way before. As though she could possibly have expected any other outcome to all this teasing and female domination. 
 
    “It’s a shame he’s not going to get to use it,” Emma chuckled. I peered at her over my shoulder. I knew better than to argue with her, but that didn’t mean I didn’t feel the wave of cruel disappointment her words caused. Her eyes glittered a challenge as she returned my stare. 
 
    “On your knees,” she said brusquely. “Crawl over to your wife. You need to show the proper respect, even to a slut like her.” Jess giggled as I sank to the floor. She loved it when Emma called her that, even as it made my heart burn with helpless wrath. All the more painful to know that it was true. The tiled floor of the bathroom was cool against the skin of my hands and knees as I crawled toward Jess. The light bounced back from the glossy patent leather of her shoes, and I could see two ghostly images of my own miniaturized face in her rounded toes. 
 
    “I bet you love those shoes on her, don’t you?” Emma snarled behind me. “I wonder if Brandon will too. Go on. Kiss your wife’s feet and beg to be allowed to touch her.” I wasted no time. Jess giggled again as I pressed my dry lips to the front of her shoes, my breath forming a fine mist that quickly faded from the surface of the leather. My cock throbbed as I heard the rustle of Jess’s tight skirt, but I didn’t look up. I had a job to do. Knowing that Emma was behind me made me feel horribly exposed as my balls hung down between my legs, but I did as I was told.  
 
    “Please,” I gasped between groveling kisses, “please let me touch you, please!” Jess loved it. I didn’t need to see her to know that. I could feel her pleasure in the echoing air around us, in the tiny adjustments of her stance as she listened to me beg and felt my lips against her feet. The air crackled with sexual excitement as the two women watched me debase myself. Knowing me as she did, Emma couldn’t have had much doubt that her plan would work. But all the possibilities of this new situation were occurring to Jess at the same time they were occurring to me. My wife hadn’t had anything like this as her last workplace. I was sure of that.  
 
    "Give me your hands." Emma's heels cracked loudly on the floor as she came up behind me. Crouching, she pulled my hands behind my back. I looked up to see Jess grinning down at me, her white teeth showing as she bit her lip in sexual excitement. Whenever the women had planned this, they had made sure to bring a roll of strong tape to the bathroom with them, and I felt the stickiness as Emma wrapped my wrists in a broad band of the stuff. In seconds, my arms were tied behind my back, and Emma tore off the roll before setting it aside and circling around to stand in front of me. Jess's eyes darted from me to Emma and back again, her beautiful face shining with pure delight. Emma hiked her skirt up around her hips, and I saw that her black stockings ended at mid-thigh. Between her legs, her pussy was completely exposed, and my cock throbbed hungrily at the sight of her wet and swollen lips. 
 
    But Emma had another surprise in store for me. As I watched, she turned, facing away from me. Jess’s eyes went wide and round as she realized what my mistress wanted, just a second before I did. 
 
    “Lunchtime,” Emma sneered, still facing away from me. She placed her hands on the wall in front of her, leaning forward slightly as she arched her back. “Eat my asshole, bitch.” I balked. For all the disgraceful commands Emma had given me in the past, this was a new one. But she was no longer alone with me at work. Now Jess was here, and my wife didn’t hesitate to get involved. Her own heels echoed sharply as she stepped around to stand behind me, and I felt Jess’s hands on either side of my head. 
 
    “Come on,” I heard Jess say. “You heard your mistress. Don’t act like you don’t want to. I’ve seen the way you look at her ass. Get your face in there.” Without waiting for a reply from me, Jess pushed my face forward. I closed my eyes as I felt the softness of Emma’s skin against my face, and the faint smell of her body filled my nostrils. Her buttocks engulfed my face, and I heard Jess crying out with laughter as she pushed my head forward.  
 
    "Do it," Jess demanded, and Emma grunted with laughter as she listened. "Eat her asshole right this minute." The toe of my wife's shoe tapped lightly against my dangling balls from behind, an unnecessary reminder that disobedience would be punished. And still my cock throbbed with outrageous desire. 
 
    So I did what they wanted. Bound and naked, on my knees in the office bathroom, I licked and kissed and devoured Emma’s asshole while she shrieked in delight. There didn’t seem to be any other option. And from the gales of laughter that erupted from the two women, I guessed that lunchtime at work was never going to be the same again.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

    22. A Working Lunch 
 
      
 
    So there I was. Kneeling naked on the floor of the disused bathroom at work, my cock hard and my hands taped together behind my back. And my face, at my wife’s urging, buried between Emma’s cheeks. If I was the type to look for symbols, the kind of person afflicted with a metaphorical mind, I could have considered that our entire relationship was represented right there in physical space. Me, kneeling, humiliated but horny. And Emma, moaning with growing arousal as she basked in the delicious sense of her own sexual power. 
 
    But I didn't think that. I didn't have the mental capacity for it, quite frankly. Sex has a marvelous way of cutting through the noise and making life seem very simple. The sound of Emma's moans and groans tugged at those primal wires we all have, the ones that are threaded through our spine and bypass our brains on the way to our guts. All I really wanted, as I listened to those sounds of feminine ecstasy, was to hear more of them. 
 
    There, at least, I was in luck. 
 
    “Oh my God, that feels so good,” Emma moaned, as though she was slightly surprised herself. She leaned against the bathroom wall, supporting herself with her arms as she arched her back, the better to press her perfect ass against my face. I was surrounded by her, practically engulfed. That ass of hers, that I had practically drooled over so many times in the past year. Her round buttocks, firm muscle encased in unbelievably soft skin. Her tight little hole twitching against my tongue. It was a whole new way to experience her beauty and my own degradation, and my cock throbbed the way I knew it would, the way the women knew that it would. The way it did every time they took control of me. 
 
    And the show wasn’t over yet. Far from it. 
 
    “Come here,” Emma panted, her voice sharp with lust and breathy with debauched pleasure. “Lick my pussy.” And I wished with all my heart that she was talking to me. Nothing would have pleased me more than to worship her delicious pussy the way I was worshiping her gorgeous ass - well, almost nothing. Fucking her would have been the best of all, but I hardly dared dream of that any more. As Emma never failed to remind me, I was lucky that my wife still let me fuck her now and then, as a reward for good behavior or a way to keep my spirits up. Now that she had access to Brandon’s cock, Emma said, she hardly needed mine. 
 
    And it was my wife Emma was talking to now. I heard the slow, steady click of Jess's high heels on the bathroom floor as she made her way around Emma and I. I heard the rustle of her silky skirt, the slow sonata of her breathing, the thousand tiny movements of her body as she made her way in her slutty outfit towards the wall Emma leaned against. I couldn't see anything, and I didn't dare lift my face from Emma's ass as she moaned and wriggled above me. But every cell of my watching body seemed to sprout eyes as I saw the scene inside my turbulent skull. Jess's skirt whispered around her legs as she awkwardly dropped to her knees, hindered by the garment's tightness. She inched forward, kneeling in front of Emma as I kneeled behind her, and I heard Emma bark a laugh that quickly turned to a cry of pleasure as my wife, the woman I loved more than anything in the world, began to submissively lick the receptionist's pussy. Close as I was, I could hear the movement of Jess's tongue over the wet folds of Emma's skin as she licked and kissed the sensitive flesh. My straight wife, a willing pussy licker for our dominant mistress. I could hardly blame her. Emma was just that sexy. She could make steam hard if she wanted to. And I thought of my wife's pussy too, most likely dripping inside that scandalously sexy skirt she had chosen for her first day at her new job. Our office's new HR person, having sex with a coworker on her lunch break. I knew the irony wasn't lost on Jess, and I also knew that she wouldn't care. Emma's hold on both of us was something we didn't even try to resist. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Emma said again. I knew that high whine in her voice. Over the roar of my own pulse in my ears, I could hear the feverish speed of my wife’s mouth, making out with Emma’s sex a few inches from my own mouth. And I did the same. In a weird way, it was almost as though, with our mouths pressed to our mistress’s orifices, I was kissing my wife through Emma’s body. That was how it felt, anyway. And that was another thought to make my cock rage uselessly, throbbing in empty air far beyond the reach of my tied hands while I licked and kissed and worked my face deeper into Emma’s ass. 
 
    “Oh fuck! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” But neither of us had any intention of stopping. Emma’s frantic cries drove us to ever greater heights of passion, and saliva ran down my chin as I worked my jaw and plunged my tongue deeper into her body, as though I could reach that of my wife as she, too, slid inside. And Jess’s hands, freer than mine, reached around Emma’s hips, and I heard Emma cry out in scandalized laughter as Jess placed her hands on the back of my head and pulled me deeper between Emma’s cheeks. 
 
    "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" I could feel Emma's body writhe against my face as pleasure swept over her. But Jess's hands kept my head pressed against her ass, and the tree of us moved together, all of us locked into the same dance of desire and bliss as Emma shook and trembled and screamed at the blank white walls. I heard her gasp, and I heard Jess splutter. I heard the change in sound as I listened to my wife gulp down the juices that poured from Emma's quivering pussy. I felt it, too, the pulsating constriction of her ass against my mouth, her buttocks clenching as though she was trying to devour me. My muffled moans went unheard as I sighed in frustration, hovering once again on the jagged edge of ecstasy that I had come to know so well. 
 
    "Oh my God," Emma sighed at last, with a quaver in her voice that spoke of her overwhelming pleasure still glowing like molten metal inside her. "You two are so fucking dirty." As though it was all our idea. As though I had begged to eat her asshole, rather than being made to. As though the whole twisted scenario hadn't been Emma's idea alone. I heard Jess chuckle, the throaty laugh she had that never failed to get my blood pumping. She still held my head against Jess's ass, but the sound of her voice told me that she had moved her mouth away from my mistress's streaming pussy. As she spoke, I heard her pause to deliver small kisses and licks to Jess's newly tender skin, and with every one, I felt the younger woman tremble and shake. 
 
    "We can't help it," Jess purred, and delivered another tender kiss to Emma's pussy while she kneeled between her feet. "You're just too sexy." Emma squealed with delight at Jess's words. I could never have imagined, back in the days before that hotel room on that fateful night, that I would take such deviant pleasure in hearing my wife say that about anyone but me. But then, I never would have dared even to imagine something as thrilling as this. 
 
    And still, there was more in store. 
 
    I couldn't see anything of what was going on, and so I jumped in surprise when I felt something touch my cock. But my surprise soon turned to delight at the feel of Jess's hand, her warm fingers wrapping themselves around my erection as I sighed with muffled bliss. I was so turned on, it felt as though all she had to do was hold my cock in her hand for the briefest of moments, and I would finally get the orgasm that I lived for. I pumped my hips back and forth, trying to increase the pressure to take me over the edge. But Jess knew my body better than I did myself. She squeezed and tickled and teased me, and my cock leaped to attention in her hand like a well-trained pet. But she kept me just on this side of heaven, trembling at the gates of bliss that were still closed to me. 
 
    “How do you like eating Emma’s ass, honey?” Jess gently mocked. “Is it delicious?” 
 
    I knew what she wanted to hear, and I was far too horny to put up any kind of fight. Emma’s ass muffled my frantic cry of ‘Yes!’, but the laughter of the two women told me that they understood. I moaned in despair as I felt Jess’s hand vanish from my straining cock, and my manhood throbbed in the empty air on the very brink of orgasm. 
 
    “I think he should do this for me every day,” Emma cooed. 
 
    “Me too,” I heard Jess smirk. “But lunchtime’s not over. And I have something else I want him to eat.” My lurching heart tripped over itself in my chest as I listened to Jess’s clothes rustle as she stood. All I wanted to do was to raise my face from Emma’s ass to watch what was happening. But my mistress wasn’t the type to be merciful. I kept tonguing Emma’s asshole as I listened to a zipper groan, and satin slid over skin while high heels skittered on the floor. I heard Jess step past me, walking back towards the center of the bathroom. Then I heard her speak. 
 
    “Crawl over here, husband,” Jess purred. “Crawl over here and make me cum.”  
 
    Emma laughed again as I finally raised my face from her ass. My head whipped around, and my body followed as I turned on my knees. Jess’s satin skirt hung on the counter along one wall of the bathroom. My wife lay on her back in the middle of the floor, her legs spread wide, her pussy glistening wetly under the fiery red strip of her pubic hair. She raised her head from the floor, grinning provocatively at me down the length of her body. She had peeled off her tight white shirt too, and all she wore was the push-up bra I had so hungrily watched her struggle into that morning. 
 
    I didn’t waste any time. My knees ached, but I ignored the pain as I shuffled across the floor as quickly as I was able, as though she might change her mind. Still grinning, Jess watched me come, shuffling awkwardly along with my hands tied until I was between her legs at last. I all but flung myself to the floor, heedless of my erect cock as I applied my mouth to her warm slit. Jess groaned as I ran my tongue over the quivering flesh, her chest rising and falling as she breathed in the air that reeked of sex. My tongue and jaw ached, but I ignored it. Every gasp and groan that Jess made excited me further, and my cock throbbed beneath me as I sprawled on the floor, craning my neck as I ate my wife’s pussy in utter desperation. 
 
    The angle was uncomfortable. But I wasn’t about to let that stop me. The taste of my wife’s pussy was like a narcotic that fed the raging beast inside me, and it was all I could do to keep from sobbing in gratitude at the chance to finally taste her. The depth of her own arousal was clear as I drank down the juices that ran down her shaking inner thighs, and my tongue shone with Jess’s pleasure as I plunged my dripping face happily between her legs.  
 
    It’s a task I’ve had plenty of practice in over the years. I knew that Jess was getting close when she reached down and grabbed my head, holding me against her just as she had held me against Emma earlier. Jess raised her hips up from the floor, arching her back as she pressed her pelvis against me, and her high heels scrabbled for purchase on the floor as she moaned and thrashed. My mouth filled up with the hot gush of her cum as she howled her ecstasy at the ceiling, almost crushing my face against her body as she howled with pleasure.  
 
    It was the moment Emma had clearly been waiting for. As Jess’s loud cries continued to echo in the bathroom’s ringing air, I heard Emma walking towards us. Her stride was quick and purposeful, her sharp heels cracking against the floor with every step. I grunted at a sudden bloom of red pain in my scalp as Emma seized a fistful of my short hair and used it to pull me up onto my knees.  
 
    "I'll take it from here, bitch boy," she snarled, while my wife giggled at my humiliation. It never failed to turn me on, the way Emma became so mean when she was horny. I guess she was always kind of mean, at least to me. But I could always tell when she was really excited because that was when the insults started to fly. And I saw from the look in her shining eyes as she gazed up at Emma that Jess felt the same way. 
 
    Emma shoved me aside. I fell onto the floor close to Jess’s feet, my hard cock bouncing as I sat down heavily. My wife didn’t seem to notice. She had eyes only for Emma now. And Emma grinned evilly as she stood over my wife, her skirt still gathered up around her hips and her own dripping pussy clearly on display above the tops of her black stockings. Like some wanton goddess of dark sex, she stood over my wife as though Jess was some virgin sacrifice that Emma intended to devour. 
 
    Jess sat up. Or at least tried to. Gathering her elbows underneath her, she raised her pale shoulders from the floor. Her red ponytail swung from side to side, a few stray strands clinging to her sweating face. But Emma lifted one foot from the floor, and her tall heel made a tiny depression in the skin of my wife's shoulder as the younger woman pushed my wife back onto the floor. 
 
    “Stay there,” she ordered as Jess lay back on the floor. Emma stood with her hands on her hips, her foot still on Jess’s shoulder. Looking utterly triumphant as she considered her next move. The privileges of beauty. Emma knew that she could do whatever she wanted, with both of us. 
 
    I heard Jess gasp as Emma's raised foot began to move down her body. Slowly, inch by inch, the tip of her heel grazed my wife's skin, leaving a thin red line as it passed. The wicked black boot moved menacingly, the sharp heel a weapon pointing downward at Jess's naked and vulnerable body. I heard Jess gasp again as Emma's heel slipped under her bra, teasing her swollen nipple for a while. Emma grinned down as she watched Jess squirming with desire. Then her thin heel slid free of the bra and continued on its way, sliding over the sunken space of Jess's stomach towards her shuddering hips. From where I sat, I was in the perfect position to watch as Emma, carefully keeping her balance on a single foot, guided her heel down to the swollen nub of my wife's clitoris. Jess moaned as Emma's high heel circled and teased the sensitive organ. I realized that I was holding my breath, and let it go in a long sigh that no one seemed to hear. The two women were locked into a circle of attention that had room only for the two of them. I could see the wet lips of Jess's pussy pulsing under Emma's foot as it slid slowly down. Jess moaned as the pointed toe of Emma's ankle boot pressed against her. 
 
    “What a little slut,” Emma smiled mockingly. “Your first day at work, and already here you are, spread out in the bathroom with your pussy dripping. What are we going to do with you?” 
 
    “Please, Emma,” Jess gasped, her lips trembling around the words that never failed to make me cringe whenever I heard them. “Please fuck me.” 
 
    Emma’s eyes glowed behind her flashing glasses as she threw a triumphant look in my direction. Then she turned her gaze back on my wife. 
 
    “I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she said. Jess moaned again as Emma’s boot moved back and forth, the toe pushing my wife’s trembling lips apart while Jess gasped and groaned. “Look how turned on you got from eating my pussy. You just need to cum, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Emma,” Jess gasped, tossing her head from side to side in a spasm of desperate desire. “Please, I need to cum. Please!”  
 
    Emma chuckled to herself. Her heels cracked against the floor as she turned to face me. One on of her toes, the black leather of her ankle boot shone with clear fluid. 
 
    "Look at the mess your slut of a wife made on my shoe," Emma said to me, while behind her Jess shuddered and gasped in delight. "Get over here and clean it up." I could feel my wife's eyes on me as she peered around Emma's legs to watch. I gulped. There was no point arguing, and I knew that. Just another in an ever-growing list of humiliating tasks the woman had forced me into. And my cock never softened, not one little bit, as two sets of eyes, blue and green, watched me struggle onto my knees. 
 
    I crawled forward. Emma stood with her hands on her hips again, watching me approach. A sly smile shone on her face, seeming to grow with every inch I came closer to her. Finally, I was at her feet. Bending low, I put my face close to the floor and inhaled the scent of my wife's pussy that rose from the leather of Emma's shoe. Emma laughed out loud as I extended my tongue and licked Jess's juices from her boot. 
 
    That’s part of your job now,” Emma purred above me while I lapped up Jess’s cum. “To keep my shoes looking their best at all times. There’s nothing like a good spit shine to keep them looking sharp.” I didn’t reply. My cheeks burned with shame, but I kept on licking, the taste of my wife growing fainter as I slowly cleaned her off Emma’s boot. For a while, the only sound in the bathroom was that of my tongue against the leather, licking and slurping like a craven dog at his mistress’s feet. 
 
    “And the other one,” Emma murmured. “Clean them both.” So I did. I licked Emma’s boots until they shone with my spit from toe to ankle, glistening glossily in the light. I could feel Jess watching me in a kind of daze, her body on fire with her own arousal, but knowing better than to break the spell of the moment. 
 
    When she was finally convinced that my job was done to her satisfaction, Emma briskly stepped away. I raised my head to watch as she walked past Jess to stand at her head. A broad grin spread across my wife’s face as Emma’s newly cleaned boots clicked on the floor on either side of Jess’s head. My wife stared straight up the flawless skin of Emma’s legs at her dripping pussy. 
 
    "I'm going to make your wife cum harder than you ever could," Emma sneered at me. "But while I do that, I don't want you to forget your job. So get over here. You can kiss my feet while I fuck your wife." Jess shrieked with laughter, and Emma smiled a challenging smile as she waited for me to react. But they both knew me better than that. They knew as well as I did that I would do as I was told. I wanted to. I needed to. And as I crawled across the floor towards Emma's feet, she sank down to the floor until her knees rested on either side of Jess's head. 
 
    “You know what to do, slut,” Emma said in a matter-of-fact tone as she gathered her lustrous blonde hair back behind her head. Tying it in place in a messy bun at the back of her skull, she removed her glasses, folded them and set them carefully inside. Then she leaned forward over Jess’s body. My cock raged as I watched their two beautiful bodies against each other, lying head to toe on the bathroom floor. Jess moaned and quivered in utter delight as Emma’s head disappeared between her legs. Her green eyes flashed as she looked up at me, and I say the disbelieving smile on her face as I began to kiss Emma’s foot. Then my wife parted her lips, and her pink tongue showed just for an instant as she began once again to lick Emma’s pussy. 
 
    I couldn’t put a number on how long my wife and my mistress performed a sixty-nine on the floor of the office bathroom. I do know that my tongue was sore from licking Emma’s boots before it was over. I know that I switched from one flailing foot to the other and back again, more than once. I know that no force on earth could have made me tear my eyes away from what I was seeing, the two most beautiful women I had ever met pleasuring one another right in front of me while I groveled and watched. I know Jess came, more than once, hard and loud as Emma played with her pulsing pussy. I know that Emma came too, coating Jess’s beautiful face with the hot flood of her orgasm. I know that when the woman finally rolled away from each other, exhausted yet let from within by the wild fire of mutual lust, I felt as though days had passed. 
 
    "Oh my God," Jess panted, over and over again, a kind of fevered mantra that bounced back from the echoing bathroom walls to mock me with my own inadequacy. "Oh my God." Her eyes were tightly shut beneath her furrowed brow, and her cheeks shone wetly with the residue of Emma's orgasm. 
 
    Emma leaned back against the grey wall of a stall. Her eyes were glassy with pleasure, and her face bore a goofy grin as she looked at me. I knew her well enough to know that a few orgasms, no matter how powerful, were not going to stop the wheels turning in her beautiful head. Even now, basking in the afterglow of kinky sex, Emma would be thinking of something new to do to me. She couldn't help herself. 
 
    “Well,” Emma said finally, shaking a loose strand of hair out of her face as she spoke, “that was fun. But I think lunchtime must be over by now. You better get back to work.” Awkwardly, she braced herself against the stall and pushed herself to her feet, her thin heels sliding slightly on the tiles as she balanced herself. I watched from my knees as she made her wobbling way across the bathroom towards the wall where I had eaten her ass, scooping of Jess’s discarded panties. Then she turned and clicked her way back to me. Jess watched from the floor as Emma stood beside me and took me by the arm, lifting me to my feet, 
 
    “We’re going to stay here,” Emma said to me. “There’s some more stuff I want to do with your slutty wife that you don’t need to see. But so that you don’t forget your place, you’re going to wear these.” 
 
    “Oh my God!” Jess spluttered with laughter as Emma held up the skimpy panties. Emma turned to my wife with a smile. 
 
    “What?” she grinned. “it’s not as though he’s a real man. He may as well wear panties like a girl. Slutty little panties for our horny little bitch.” Jess guffawed with laughter as Emma turned back to me. My skin prickled with outrageous shame. But the dangerous glitter in Emma’s eyes told me not to argue. Emma helped me into my wife’s panties, stuffing my cock inside before pulling the thing awkwardly into place. My hard cock bulged in the front of the garment, and the thin string back bit into my skin. I looked ridiculous. Just the way Emma wanted. 
 
    “Ok,” she smiled, “back to work you go.” Her fingers picked at the tape that bound my wrists together, and she tore it away in a long spiral. My hands were free at last, but there was no part of me that wanted to free myself of Emma’s control. No matter how much she embarrassed me in front of my wife. 
 
    There was nothing for me to do but pull my work clothes back on over Jess’s panties. Once I was dressed, I headed for the bathroom door. Behind me, a chorus of girlish giggles rose into the air, following by the first faint murmurs of pleasure. Halfway through the first day of my wife’s new job. My cock throbbed dully in the confines of the tight panties as I wondered how much of this I could possibly endure. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    23. A Delivery 
 
    I could call it a long week, but that would be an insult to long weeks everywhere. Jess's first week at work seemed like it would never end. Not that that means I wanted it to. Of course, it was painfully humiliating, and I'm not just talking about my now daily trials in the hidden upstairs bathroom. Not just those. Every day, my wife donned a new sexy outfit to go to work. I saw the way my coworkers looked at her. I knew what they would be saying, behind my back and behind Jess's. The malicious office gossip finally had a target besides Emma and her daring outfits. What was a married woman doing dressing like that at work? I could feel the words being whispered around me, even if I couldn't hear them. I could see the looks on the faces of the people I worked with, often the same guys that I had discussed Emma's looks with, in days gone by. Some of them, I knew, were plainly jealous. That my wife had a body like that, and wasn't afraid to flaunt it. Others - and I can't say how I knew this, only that I knew - wondered if there wasn't something else going on. And how right they were, and how wrong. Not one of them could guess the depths of depravity my wife and I had sunk to. Not one of them would believe it if I told them. 
 
    But even the longest weeks have to end eventually. Monday rolled through to Friday, punctuated by displays of kinky eroticism. Emma had her way with my wife on a daily basis, her rampant sex drive matched only by her sadistic cruelty. I participated, as much as I was allowed to. Of course, Brandon had his turn too, when he came by the office to deliver some mail. Watching my wife getting fucked by Emma's boyfriend in the office bathroom was somehow even more humiliating than it sounds, and yet it was painfully arousing too. Just the way Emma meant it to be. By the time the week finally crawled to its end, I was a bundle of nerves. I'd had some orgasms of my own, here and there throughout the week. But it was never enough. With the way Emma and Jess were treating me, it was never going to be enough. I knew that as well as anyone. 
 
    So when the weekend rolled around, I greeted it with a certain amount of trepidation. After all, it was on the weekends that the wildest sex usually happened. With two full days to fill, Emma and Jess got especially creative. And I was long past the point where I could say no. I was long past having any say in how my weekends were spent. If Emma and Brandon decided to come round, I would spend two days watching my wife enjoying unimaginable carnal pleasure while I was teased and humiliated mercilessly. I wouldn’t say it’s something you ever really get used to, but it was what I had come to expect. 
 
    But Friday came, and then Saturday morning, and Jess still hadn't mentioned anything about what the plan for the next couple of days would be. I got out of bed on Saturday and heard no other sound but the TV from the living room where Jess sat, I showered, alone, taking my time with no one to rush me. I dressed and walked into the living room to find Jess on the sofa in yoga pants and a T-shirt. Just a regular suburban married couple spending a lazy weekend together. Its normalcy was what made it so strange. 
 
    But Jess gave no sign of anything unusual. She ran out to the grocery store to pick up a few things, and I did a little bit of yard work. Just the regular stuff that people do on a weekend when they don’t have kids, tying up the loose ends of the week and trying to relax for the workdays ahead. It was all so pedestrian, I couldn’t believe it was going to last. 
 
    The sun was sinking, earlier by the day, before Jess, sitting beside me on the sofa, turned her face towards me. Her pretty green eyes glowed, and my stomach tightened in response. I knew that look. That thoughtful gaze, as though she was carefully considering something. As though a new idea had formed. My body felt almost like an enemy as it responded without my intervention. Fear bloomed in my guts, fear of what my wife might be up to, and arousal swelled right along with it. I could feel my cock thickening inside the pants I wore. That was all it took these days. Just a look from my wife, a certain glint in her gorgeous eyes, and I was ready to fuck. And the feeling that my wife had taken control of my body didn’t exactly help me to calm down any. 
 
    “So that was quite a week, huh?” Jess said at last. 
 
    “Yeah. You could say that again.” A sly smile lifted the corners of her mouth as I spoke. She turned to face me on the sofa while the TV babbled on in the background, sitting cross-legged with a red hair falling over her shoulders. The state I was in, I couldn’t help but notice the way that her black yoga pants clung to her thighs, showing every detail of the muscles of her legs through the stretched black fabric. Maybe if my wife wasn’t so goddam beautiful, I never would have gotten into this mess in the first place. But she was. So here we are. 
 
    “I can’t believe how crazy things have gotten,” Jess said. “That first night, in the hotel with Emma - it was supposed to be fun. And I guess I wanted to get back at you for flirting with her. Just a little bit. But I can’t exactly be mad at you for that anymore, can I?” 
 
    A colossal understatement. My wife’s revenge had been terrible, and wonderful. My mild transgression, of exchanging a few cheeky messages with a pretty girl at work, was nothing compared to what Jess had done. What she had made me do.  
 
    “I guess not,” I said. 
 
    “But this has gotten so crazy,” Jess went on. “I just can’t say no to it. To her. She’s too sexy. It’s just too much fun.” 
 
    “I know.” I did. Of course I did. What other force could compel me to go along with this constant humiliation, this non-stop teasing? My desire for Jess and my desire for Emma were what kept me their prisoner, enduring whatever new disgraces they concocted for me in the hope of getting, now and again, to touch them. If Jess was feeling a little bit of the same thing I was, it made me glad.  
 
    “But I don’t want to fuck things up between us.” As she spoke, Jess extended an arm and laid her hand gently on mine. Her smile was gone now, her green eyes moist as she stared into mine. My heart contracted. “If this is too much, tell me now,” she said. “It’s fun, making you do stuff you don’t want to do, but only if you’re into it, if that makes sense. I know we act like you have no choice in any of this. But if you’re not OK with it, ever, you just need to tell me, ok?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I said gruffly, talking past the sudden lump in my throat. “I’m OK. It’s…hard, sometimes. But you’re right. It’s so hot. Seeing you with anyone else just kills me, but…I don’t know. It’s hard to explain. It’s just so fucking hot. Like real life porn, but more than that, because it’s you. It makes me want to kill the guy you’re with. But it makes me really, really want to fuck you.” 
 
    Jess giggled. Her hand squeezed my arm affectionately. There was no way to deny that ours was a deeply weird situation. Even the most casual look at our lives revealed that much. But it worked for us. I couldn't say how, or why. All I can say is that it made me want my wife more than I ever had before, more than I had even in those first days of dating when everything seems to depend on how close you are to your beloved. These dark games of lust and betrayal had given all of that back to me. My wife was once again something to compete for, some high prize I couldn't possibly take for granted. Some treasure I was forever at risk of losing. Nothing is as beautiful as the thing you're scared you just might lose. And while I trusted my wife and trusted our marriage, I couldn't help but feel insecure when I saw the way Brandon and Emma made her cum. That's the dark magic behind our desire for one another, the black flame that burns at the heart of this marriage, giving heat without light. That was the gift that Emma had given us. 
 
    “I love you, honey,” Jess sighed as she uncrossed her legs and reached toward me. 
 
    “I love you too,” I said as I took her in my arms. And I meant it. From the bottom of my heart, I meant what I said. It was no knee-jerk response, the magic words you have to say as a rote response to the formula given to you. I meant it utterly. Jess kissed me, and I kissed her back, our lips writhing against one another as our hearts melted together. She pressed her body against mine as we cuddled on the couch, and my heart swelled with love for her, even as a more crude impulse tugged at the taut wires of my spine.  
 
    But you can’t silo love. You can’t wall it off from everything else. We feel it in our hearts and in our stomachs, but we feel it between our legs too. It’s what makes that relationship so special, so different from any other. There’s plenty of people in my life that I love. There’s plenty I want to fuck, Emma chief among them. But there’s only one person in the world that is both of those, and it’s Jess. That might not be the most romantic way to look at it, but it’s the truth. And as I sat there on the sofa with my wife in my arms, that particular truth was brought home to me all over again. 
 
    Jess’s hand was on my leg. Slowly, it moved upward, and my cock swelled with every inch her fingers climbed. We were still kissing, but the mood had changed. Jess’s tongue was probing, teasing, and I pushed back, my tongue invading her mouth as it danced over hers. Under the fabric of my pants, my cock swelled to her touch, and I felt the soft snort of Jess’s amusement as she reveled in the power she had over me.  
 
    But as suddenly as she had started, she stopped. Jess snatched her hand away as though she had been burned, and our kiss broke as she pulled back from me. Her eyes were shining in a way that I was intimately familiar with as she stared into my face. There was no way to miss it. My devious wife had another idea. 
 
    “I’m hungry,” she said. “Let’s get a pizza.” Food was the furthest thing from my mind at that moment. My appetites were focused elsewhere. But I grunted my assent to her plan anyway. At least if she didn’t have to cook, there was more chance of me getting what I wanted. I waited as she opened the app on her phone and spent a couple of minutes ordering the food. Then she set her phone down and turned back to me. 
 
    “Do you think the delivery guy will be cute?” 
 
    My heart froze. So that was her game. Jess always had an angle, and I had known that. But this was a new twist on an increasingly familiar theme. My heart fluttered in the base of my throat as I considered where this was going. 
 
    “I doubt it,” I said. “They rarely are.” 
 
    Jess’s eyes glittered as she leaned toward me again. I sighed as her hand traced the shape of my cock through my pants, making my member throb with desire as she grinned at me. 
 
    “I said we’d pay cash at the door,” she said slowly. “Do you think I can get it for free?” 
 
    "I'm sure you can if you want to." Jess's smile grew wider at that, as though I had given my assent. And I suppose I had. If my assent was ever really required. Jess was firmly in charge, now and always. 
 
    "God, I am such a slut," she grinned, and even in the way she lingered on the offensive word, I could see how it excited her. That was what Emma called her when they played, and the vision of the dominant young woman hovered in the air before us like a ghost, conjured by the knowledge that we were both thinking of her. "I had more sex in this week than most women have in a month, but I'm still horny. Is that crazy?" 
 
    “Not at all.” My own hand was on her thigh, and my thumb pressed against the darkness between her thighs as I stroked her pussy through her tight pants. Jess’s breath was getting shorter, and so was mine, our mutual arousal growing together like two symbiotic plants. I knew what Jess was planning, as though her thought s were my own. And maybe they were. I had seen her with Emma, with Brandon. But how much more outrageous, how much more thrilling, to see her with a complete stranger. 
 
    “I should probably get ready,” Jess purred. “And so should you. I don’t want to answer the door like this.” Jess stood, and I stared hungrily at the way the skintight pants hugged her hips and the shifting cheeks of her ass as she turned and began to walk towards our bedroom. I was on my feet before I even realized it, following her intoxicating form down the hallway and through the open door of the bedroom as though I was connected to her by some invisible yet unbreakable cable.  
 
    Standing in front of the closet, Jess peeled her shirt over her head. A fountain of red hair spilled down her back as it erupted down her back, the fiery color emphasized by her pale skin. She wore a black bra underneath, and it took an effort of will not to moan at the sight of her breasts encased in the lacy fabric. She didn’t have Emma’s impressive rack, but I loved my wife’s boobs just the way they were, round and soft and perky. And I knew that in the cups of that bra, her pink nipples would already be hard and swollen, responding to the arousal she was feeling at her latest kinky idea. Jess smiled as she turned to me, a smile that pierced my heart with its wild beauty. 
 
    “Come on, take your clothes off,” she said, as though it was obvious. “He’ll be here soon.” I didn’t know why those two things would be connected, and I didn’t ask. I loved these dominant moods my wife got into, but I knew not to question her in the midst of them. Jess was in charge again, and that was the way we both wanted it. Even if fear was tugging at the jangling nerves at the base of my neck.  
 
    The tight yoga pants clung to Jess's legs as she peeled them down her body. She stepped out of them with some difficulty, kicking them carelessly aside across the bedroom floor. When I saw the black lace panties she wore, a perfect match for her sexy bra, I found myself wondering how far in advance she had planned this. Her underwear wasn't the most appropriate thing for a relaxing Saturday at home. But I had given up trying to second guess her. My cock sprang free of my underwear as I pulled it down, my shed clothes piling up like fallen leaves at my feet as I stood naked before my wife. There was a predatory gleam in her eyes as she looked me up and down, a sly smile on her face. My heart raced as she turned towards the bedroom closet. 
 
    First, she retrieved a pair of boots. I watched her bend to put them on, her boobs forming a deep cleavage in her bra as she moved. The boots were knee-high black leather, with a rounded toe and a square heel, perfectly practical under most circumstances, perfectly sexy here. She fastened the zippers at the sides, and her stride was made more seductive, more provocative by the heels as she strutted back towards the closet. My hopes and fears were all confirmed in one shot as she fished out a pair of handcuffs from the shelf where we kept our growing collection of sex toys. There was no doubt about who they were meant for as she stepped towards me, the cuffs dangling from one hand. My cock throbbed mercilessly as she approached, my dominant goddess of a wife taking me in hand once again. 
 
    "Give me your hands," she said softly as she circled behind me. And I did. I didn't even pretend to resist. Long hours of submission had trained me to go along with what Jess wanted, no matter what. She had no trouble fastening the cuffs in place and binding my hands behind my back, rendering me helpless in a matter of seconds, Returning to the closet, Jess grabbed one of my ties. I grimaced as she wrapped the silk fabric around my balls and the base of my cock, trying it all in a neat knot that I couldn't reach with my cuffed hands. Then she fed the tie back between my legs and used it like a leash to pull me back towards the dresser. I grunted as she ties the loose end to the handle of one of the drawers. The tie wasn't tight enough to cause me any pain, but it would most definitely serve to keep me in place. With my back to the dresser, I was facing the bed and unable to take one step closer. I knew exactly what that meant. 
 
    “Now, do I have to gag you?” Jess asked, staring up into my face now as she stood in front of me with her hands on her hips. “Or will you be a good cuckold and keep quiet while you watch me get fucked?” The crudeness of her words made my heart throb in time with my cock. I knew she meant every word. 
 
    "I'll keep quiet," I said, while every fiber of my being ached with total shame. Jess smiled in triumph. She was so beautiful, I could hardly stand it. Jess knew the power she had over me - how could she not? And she knew its source, too. My deep and eternal attraction to her. But I don't know if she'll ever understand just how badly I want her. Jess is aware of her beauty, but I don't think she'll ever see just how devastatingly beautiful she is. She'll never see herself through my eyes, not completely. 
 
    “Good,” Jess smiled. “I don’t want to hear a peep out of you, ok? I don’t want you spoiling my fun. Now, I’m going to go wait for our food to get here. See you later.” I knew better than to make a sound as Jess turned and walked away. I had my orders.  
 
    The wait couldn’t have been more than a few minutes, but I have learned how long a few minutes can be. There was no clock visible from where I stood. Nothing but silence from the living room where Jess waited. When a knock finally came on the front door of our house, I jumped at the sudden sound cutting through the stillness that had fallen over us. 
 
    Jess's boots thumped on the floor as she made her way to the door. The door opened, and I heard a man's voice. I couldn't quite make out what was being said, but I could imagine it all too clearly. The way Jess was dressed made words almost unnecessary. I had hoped for a woman delivery driver, but would that have made any difference? Jess was more than a little gay these days. I had hoped for a man she wouldn't find acceptable, but as the conversation between them went on, that hope dwindled. The front door closed, and the man was inside. I heard Jess giggle, and I ground my teeth as I envied this pizza boy, seeing my wife in her underwear in our house. More footsteps. They were coming towards us. The smell of pizza filled the house, but the food was the last thing on anyone's mind now. The blood pounded in my head as I waited. 
 
    Jess stepped into the bedroom. Her face shone with delight. Behind her, a young man followed. She was leading him by the hand. I’d have guessed he was in his mid-twenties, wearing jeans and a polo shirt. His hair was as black as his neatly trimmed beard, and his eyes were such a deep brown they looked almost black. His skin was an even coffee color, and I guessed he had some Mediterranean or Persian lineage. When he saw me, he stopped dead int he bedroom doorway. Jess giggled as she turned to face him. 
 
    “Don’t worry about him,” Jess said. I winced again as I watched her lay a hand on the pizza guy’s chest, and her other hand crept between his legs. “That’s just my wimp of a husband. He can’t do anything. He’s tied up, see?” A deep thrill like electricity raced through me as Jess smiled at me, her pretty face framed by her cascading red hair. She was virtually glowing with delight at the scene she had concocted, no doubt thrilled that the pizza guy was at least decent-looking. He looked uncertain, but I of all people know hoe persuasive Jess can be when she wants. No man could resist her for long. 
 
    “Is this, like, a thing you guys do?” he asked. “Like a kink?” 
 
    "Yeah, you could say that," Jess grinned. "I like my husband to watch real men fuck me. And he likes it too. Don't you, honey?" 
 
    "Yes," I croaked, while my cheeks burned with shame. My cock throbbed mercilessly as Jess humiliated me with this stranger. And apparently, that was all the young man needed. With a quiet sigh, he let Jess peel his shirt over his head, revealing the lean musculature that's so easy to maintain at his age. The man's dark eyes were focused solely on my wife now as she unfastened the front of his pants and reached inside. His jeans fells to the floor, and he stepped out of them, following Jess as she led him toward our bed. Inside my skull, I could hear the grinding of my teeth as I watched my smiling wife betray me again. She lay back on the bed, peeling off her panties and tossing them aside as the now-naked pizza guy climbed on top of her. Her boots rose into the air as she spread her legs, and I heard her gasp in pleasure as the stranger's cock entered her. I had my orders. It was all I could do to keep silent, but I managed it somehow. My heart tumbled in my chest, and my cock throbbed. My breath came in shallow gasps. But I didn't say a word or make a single sound that could be heard in the bedroom air over the ecstatic wailing of my wife. I simply watched as a total stranger fucked her in our bed. 
 
    And that was the image that rose in front of my eyes as I sat at my desk at work a week later.  
 
    This lifestyle is not a thing you ever really get used to. It’s not supposed to be. The whole point is to keep things fresh and exciting, to use the fears we all have to fuel the fire of lust. But you might be tempted to think that infidelity had become something I was somewhat resigned to. My wife had become the slut that Emma said she was, a woman whose sex drive seemed to know no boundaries. But it was that afternoon with the pizza guy, the first time my wife betrayed me with someone other than Brandon or Emma, that came back to me as I watched her emerge from Greg’s office late that day. 
 
    Call it instinct. Call it some primal knowledge, a remnant from more savage days when society ran on impulse and instinct. Whatever it was, there was something in the air that I could detect. Without knowing a single thing about what had been happening, I somehow knew. 
 
    Jess had dressed to impress, as always. A sleeveless black sheath dress paired with patent leather boots that shone with every step she took. Her flame red hair was tied back in a sleek ponytail that bounced with every swaying step she took across the office. Mine wasn’t the only head that turned to follow her progress through the call center. 
 
    I knew before Jess turned to fix me with her wicked smile across the space between us. I knew before I saw the deep glow in her beautiful green eyes. I knew before she parted her lips and ran her tongue over the glossy pink skin, grinning at me as she did so. Under my desk, my cock throbbed mercilessly. 
 
    I knew. And Jess wanted me to know. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

    24. A New Position 
 
    “It was just a blow job. It’s really not a big deal.” 
 
    I gasped, but it wasn't Jess's words that made me short of breath. As shocking as they were, I had guessed as much. The moment I saw her come out of Greg's office, I knew something had happened. With its glass walls, there wasn't a lot the two of them could get away with in there. But it was telling that Jess had been in there past five o'clock, when most of the other staff were heading for home. From my desk, I could see the doorway and little more of Greg's office. I hadn't even known that my wife was in there until she came out. But the minute she did, I knew. I might not understand how they had done it, or how far they had gone. But I could see, just in the way my wife walked, that she had done something naughty. 
 
    Emma had come home with us. Perhaps Jess felt she might need the support of a woman who could get me to consent to almost anything. Jess knew better than anyone alive how to get around me, but a little support was never a bad thing. Emma sat on the armchair in her living room, her legs crossed, her blue eyes sparkling behind her glasses as she watched. But for the moment, I had eyes only for Jess. 
 
    She was still in her work clothes. The slinky black sleeveless dress she wore to the office clung to the curves of her body, wrapping her tightly as she sat on the sofa. Her patent leather boots with their wicked heels added a dash of sexiness to the look, a look that had apparently had its intended effect. Jess’s boots shone as she shifted slightly on the sofa, the glossy black leather catching the light as she moved. Her red hair was swept back in a simple ponytail that exposed her beautiful face and those sparkling emerald eyes. She was too beautiful for words. And her hand was on my cock. 
 
    We had barely said a word on the drive home. Jess wouldn’t permit it. Emma had followed behind us in her own car, and we all pulled into the driveway of our house at the same time. The women’s high heels echoed on the concrete outside as the three of us, still not talking, headed into the house. But once the front door had closed behind us, Jess wasted no time. Emma seemed content simply to watch, a mentor admiring her protege, as Jess bossed me around. Within seconds of getting inside, I was stripped naked, and my dumb cock dumbly rose as Jess cuffed my hands behind my back. Sitting down on the sofa while Emma claimed the armchair, Jess had me stand at her side with my cock jutting out into the air in front of her. And as she stroked my throbbing member, the whole sordid story came spilling out. 
 
    “Greg’s sexy,” Jess shrugged. “And he’s going through a hard time. Did you know that him and his wife are separating?” I didn’t know, and I didn’t care. It was one thing for Jess to have sex with Emma - in all honesty, I loved to watch that. And the times that she had been with Brandon were hard to take, but I accepted it as part of the games we played. Even the nameless pizza delivery guy she had fucked in front of me a week before seemed like fair game somehow. But my boss? Jess had moved our kinky games into my workplace, and I was terrified of what the potential fallout might be. 
 
    And yet I couldn’t find it in me to protest. Jess knew exactly what she was doing. She knew from long experience that if she got me horny enough, I would agree to basically anything. And as her hand slid up and down my cock, and my body trembled with barely repressed desire, I could feel my outrage and my will to resist deserting me.  
 
    “He looked so sad,” Jess went on. “We were talking about work, but then he mentioned his wife, and this look came over his face. I went over to hug him, and - well, one thing led to another.” 
 
    That was one way of putting it. Another, slightly more detailed way was that my wife had gotten down on her knees under my boss's desk and sucked his cock until he came in her mouth. That was what had happened. And now nothing could change that fact. Every time I looked at Greg, I would be reminded of what Jess had done. And what would my boss now think of me, with my slutty wife so ready to pleasure him in the office? Panic threatened to overwhelm me, and only my roaring lust kept it at bay as Jess continued to stroke my cock. 
 
    “What was it like?” Emma grinned from her chair. She was hardly helping things. In fact, she was plainly delighted with this turn of events. Slut had become almost a pet name she used for my wife, and it seemed as though Jess was determined to live up to the shameful title. Jess grinned back at Emma as she peered past my leg. 
 
    “His cock, you mean? It wasn’t bad,” she said. “Not as big as Brandon’s, of course. But bigger than this thing here.” Emma giggled as Jess shook my cock in her hand, and I moaned aloud with a potent cocktail of arousal and shame. “It had a really big head on it. Like a jawbreaker.” The girls laughed out loud at Jess’s candy comparison, but I didn’t feel much like laughing. In fact, I could feel my balls boiling with the approach of orgasm. And as much as I wanted that sweet relief, I also knew that it would only bring me more shame, to lose control and cum in Jess’s hand while the two women chatted. It sometimes amazed me that I was still able to feel shame in front of these two after all we had done together. But my pride never stopped lacerating me, whenever we played like this. 
 
    “Did you swallow?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    “Good girl.” Jess’s boots shone in the light as she squirmed, beaming at the scrap of praise Emma had given her. It was another barb to my humiliation, the way my wife lived and died by Emma’s approval in a way she never would for me. But I was no different. Pleasing Emma had become almost a matter of life and death for me, as much as I might try to resist from time to time. And Jess knew that. That was why Emma was there. 
 
    “Everyone used to think I was the office slut,” Emma went on. “But I’ve got nothing on you. I bet Greg couldn’t believe his luck.” 
 
    “He seemed pretty happy about it, yeah.” Jess threw a quick glance in my direction as she spoke. I was hovering in that strange mental space I so often occupied now, a place were physical arousal and emotional pain were the same thing. I should probably have been furious with what had happened. I was certainly upset. But Jess’s hand on my cock made it so I couldn’t think straight. And her words pierced my heart as she spoke, conjuring wild visions of her crouching under a desk in her sexy clothes, her sweet mouth open and ready to give pleasure as though that was the entirety of her role in life. 
 
    “So what now?” Emma asked. “Are you going to do more with him?” 
 
    “We’ll see, I guess,” Jess smirked. “I’m not sure what’s going on with his wife. But I never had sex with my boss before. It’s a cliche, but it’s kind of exciting.” Emma laughed out loud again. She loved this. She loved seeing my wife give in to her base nature, to perform more and more outrageous acts. Especially when they didn’t involve me. Especially when they humiliated me completely. And how could they not? 
 
    “You should go for it,” Emma said. “Have an affair. Does Greg know about him?” I didn’t need to see Emma nod her head in my direction to know that she was talking about me. I gritted my teeth as I tried to hold back my orgasm as Jess continued to toy with my cock.  
 
    “Not yet,” Jess smirked. “I guess he thinks I’m cheating on Tom. Which I kind of am. But only kind of.” Jess smiled up at me again. I could hardly meet the green glow of her eyes as she stared at me.  
 
    “Well, the way you’ve been looking at work, he’s not going to be able to help himself,” Emma said. “He’ll be back for more. You know he will. You could tell him about Tom, or let him think you’re having an affair. Either way, it’s going to be fun. How long has it been since you had a boyfriend?” 
 
    “A boyfriend?” Jess gasped, and her body shook with laughter. Emma shrugged. 
 
    “Why not?” she said. “lots of married women do. The only difference is, your husband knows about it.” 
 
    I kept quiet through it all. The only sound I made was the grunts and moans of pleasure that I couldn’t hold back. It was clear to me that my input wasn’t needed. It never was. These dominant women were going to do as they saw fit, and I would be expected to go along with it. I would, too. As outrageous, as potentially dangerous as my wife’s new fling was, I’d be lying if I said I couldn’t see what appealed to her about it. Having to work for a man who was fucking my wife would be a daily humiliation for me, and that made it all the more exciting for Jess. As long as she let me cum from time to time, my wife could get away with anything she wanted.  
 
    “You know that you could have any man you want in that office.” Emma’s voice had changed, shifting to a slightly lower pitch. I knew that slow growl of hers, the deep rumble of growing arousal that usually meant I was in for a rough time. 
 
    "You think so?" Jess giggled girlishly, and her free hand plucked at the hem of her dress as she shifted again in her seat. It pleased her to be the object of so many people's desire. I knew that. She couldn't get enough of it, showing off her body around the office like the greedy little slut she was. The slut Emma had turned her into. The slut that I couldn't keep myself from loving, from wanting, from needing no matter what she put me through. 
 
    “You know it’s true,” Emma said. “You know how the guys look at you. They look at me the same way. I wonder how many of them have thought about us while they were fucking their wives.” 
 
    "Emma!" Jess could feign outrage all she wanted. But she knew what her looks did to me. To Brandon. To the pizza delivery guy she had fucked. And now, apparently, to Greg. Emma was speaking the truth, even if she chose to do it in the crudest way. And my nervousness grew as I wondered exactly what ideas she was putting into Jess's head. I had seen the looks Emma was talking about. I had seen the heads turn. I knew every guy in the office wanted to fuck my wife, and I knew they talked about it among themselves. If Jess wanted to, she could work her way through the entire male staff at work, and probably more than a few of the woman too. 
 
    “Oh fuck!” That was the thought that finally pushed me over the edge. I moaned as my cock throbbed in Jess’s hand, more strongly than before, and she laughed in surprise as I exploded. Hot semen exploded from my member, launched into the air by the force of my orgasm. I clenched my hands and arched my back, and my cum splattered over Jess’s hand, her knee, her boots, the hem of her dress. A hot white puddle formed underneath us as I emptied my balls, moaning in desire and despair as my wife milked every last drop of cum from me while Emma looked on.  
 
    It was always the best part, and the worst part. The brief, bright explosion of orgasm, the fulfillment of everything my body told me I wanted - and what came after. Because my lust might be sated, at least temporarily. But Jess’s wasn’t. And my wife had learned how to make the best possible use of that period after I came, when my passion cooled off enough to finally let me think straight. To see what I was doing for what it really was.  
 
    “See?” Emma grinned as she sat in the chair behind me. “Even just the thought of other men having boners for you gets him going.” Even if I had been able to speak, I wouldn’t have been able to deny what Emma was saying. Ever since she had come into our lives, my wife had become some kind of sexual dynamo, and men were going to notice. I knew that they did. And it was true; it did excite me. My wife being viewed as a sex object by other men only brought home to me just how desirable the woman I had married was. It was Jess’s hand more than Emma’s words that had sent me over the edge into orgasm, of course. But that didn’t mean Emma hadn’t played her part. 
 
    “This is so crazy,” Jess grinned. Even through the fading fog of my orgasm, I knew what the green glow in her eyes meant. “I’m having an affair,” she smiled, and my heart throbbed in my chest in a way that had nothing to do with the feeling of physical pleasure. The words every man dreads hearing, or should dread. But my cock, softened by orgasm, still remained half-engorged. Something was tugging at the back of my brain, the same feeling of desire that had brought me here. Jess was hot, and she was never hotter than when she was enjoying the power over me that her beauty gave her. Who needs handcuffs when your heart is in chains? 
 
    But all these thoughts were interrupted by a sudden painful constriction that made me yelp in surprise and fear. Leaning forward in her chair, Emma had reached between my parted legs and taken hold of my balls. I heard her clothes rustle as she slowly stood, still holding me, and I cringed as I waited to see what she was going to do. 
 
    “Get down,” Emma ordered, her breath hot against my ear as she spoke in a low growl. “Down on your knees.” Jess’s sparkling eyes watched me as I sank to the floor, and Emma released her grip as I kneeled. It was a position I was used to, but somehow, I never got tired of the view. My wife sitting above me, grinning broadly as she watched me submit for the umpteenth time. Her eyes never lost that spark of wonder, that faint hint of disbelief that I so readily did as I was told. As though she could never quite believe it. Nor, for that matter could I. But there was worse to come. Any time Emma got involved, there always was. 
 
    "Look at the mess you made of her boots," Emma sneered, and my stomach clenched. Thin rivulets of cum ran over the slick patent leather of Jess's boots before pooling on the floor in front of her. The pale traces of my orgasm, spurned and rejected. I trembled as I kneeled, knowing what was coming. Emma's clothes rustled as she moved, and I felt the sharpness of her high heel pressing against the back of my neck as she slowly forced me further down until my face was reflected in the glossy leather of Jess's tall boots. I had been here before. And on my knees with my hands cuffed behind my back, I knew I was in no position to resist. The fact that I had done this before was no comfort to me at all as Emma pushed my head remorselessly forward. 
 
    “Lick it up,” she ordered, and I heard Jess laugh out loud at the outrageous command. “Clean your pathetic cum off your wife’s boots with your tongue. Go on.”  
 
    And I did. Jess gasped as she watched, and her boots moved as she squeezed her thighs together, but I did as I was told. My cum was warm and clung to the leather of my wife's boots as I tried to lick it up, swallowing quickly in order not to let the taste linger on my tongue. It was a ritual of total and utter humiliation. And the gasps and laughter of the watching women convinced me that it was one I was going to have to endure again and again. 
 
    Jess and Emma watched in silence as I went about my unpleasant task. Only when every trace of my ejaculate had disappeared from Jess’s boots and the slick leather shone with my saliva did Emma lift her foot from my neck. 
 
    “I think it’s awesome,” Emma said at last. “Someone has to be the office slut. It’s like a corporate tradition.” She stepped past me, and I watched her skirt strain around her legs as she sat on the couch. My humiliation complete, I seemed to be of no further use to her, at least for the moment. Even though my cock was already swelling back to full hardness, growing by the second as I watched the two beautiful women sit beside each other. Their eyes shone in that way that made me hard, made my stomach flutter along with my heart, made the blood roar in my ears. They were turned on, and that turned me on, even though I knew that they weren’t going to let me be part of their pleasure. I knew by know that that wasn’t how it worked. 
 
    “You can be Greg’s little cum dumpster,” Emma sneered again. She might be talking to Jess, but her shining eyes were straining straight at me as she spoke. “Help your boss release some of the stresses of the day. But don’t forget about the rest of us.” Emma reached up suddenly to place her hand on the back of Jess’s head. My wife didn’t resist any more than I had as the younger woman pushed Jess’s head down towards her lap. Emma’s free hand rapidly pulled her skirt up around her hips, and Jess chuckled happily as Emma guided my wife’s head between her legs. Emma pulled her panties aside, and my wife knew exactly what to do as her face was forced between Emma’s thighs. It wasn’t just me that Emma had well trained. Jess sprawled across the sofa, and I watched her tongue slide over the exposed skin of Emma’s pussy. Emma sighed happily, her eyelids fluttering as my wife licked her. 
 
    “That’s good,” she growled. “if you’re going to be the office slut, you’re going to need plenty of practice with your mouth. So get to work.” 
 
    Jess moaned as she licked her mistress. Emma held her by a loose grip at the base of her ponytail, but Jess needed no encouragement. She licked Emma's pussy as though it was the most delicious thing in the world, as though nothing mattered more than Emma' pleasure. Just the way I would have licked it myself, I knew, if I had the chance. But Emma's pussy seemed virtually out of bounds for me by now. She had plenty of other people more than willing to please her in any way she wanted, my wife foremost among them. And given a choice between sex with me or sex with Jess, I could hardly blame Emma for choosing the latter. 
 
    Emma's honey-colored hair cascaded over the couch as she lay her head back against the cushions. Her eyes closed for a moment, her dark lashes fluttering like wings as she opened up to pleasure. Jess balanced herself with her hands on the sofa cushions on either side of Emma's shaking thighs. The sounds of mutual female pleasure filled the room as Jess ate Emma out, both women moaning and groaning in delight. 
 
    Still with her head between Emma's thighs, Jess slid off the couch. I shuffled back to make room for her as she tried to get a better angle to please her lover. Jess lifted her head from Emma's lap for just as much time as it took to grab a fistful of my hair and pull me down toward the floor. Emma opened her eyes as I cried out, and an evil smile spread across her pretty face as she watched my wife dominate me. 
 
    Jess dragged me to the floor. Following her instructions, I rolled over onto my back, my cock now fully hard and pointing straight up at the ceiling above us. Jess pulled her dress up around her hips, and I could hardly conceal my delight as she straddled my face. My wife settled down on top of me, and I licked her pussy gratefully, delighted to be used this way while Jess turned her attention back to Emma. 
 
    Now the ecstatic cries were louder than before. I drank down the flood of Jess's juices, savoring the taste of her sex on my tongue. I circled and licked her clit while she howled above me, her voice muffled by Emma's sex as her legs gripped my head tightly. In the darkness beneath my wife, I licked her trembling lips and felt the closeness of her orgasm as the wet walls of her pussy clenched around my invading tongue. The events of the day had her worked up, and now it was her turn to receive pleasure as well as provide it, and I used every trick I knew to make my wife sob with pleasure as I licked her dripping sex. There could be no better demonstration of the roles we played in each other's lives, as Emma sat on our sofa like it was a throne, being pleasured by my wife while I pleasure Jess. Emma was in charge and always had been, and her power over us both grew by the day. Neither Jess nor I were able to resist, to defy Emma in even the smallest thing. Why would we, when it led to pleasure like this? Yes, I was frustrated, lying there on the floor with my cock hard once again and my hands cuffed behind my back. But if there was one thing these wild woman had taught me in the crazy days since that first night in the hotel room, it was that frustration only made it better. Everything between us was sex now. Fetching my wife a cup of coffee had become an erotic act. That was the gift Emma had given us. After all the years of our marriage, Emma had found a way to do more than restore us to the powerful desire we had felt for one another when we were first dating. This was far more than that. She had found a way to bring kinky sex into every moment of our lives. At the office and at home, I was never free of this sweet surrender, this glorious torture. I was obsessed with sex, obsessed with my own wife, and obsessed with Emma too if it came to that. And Jess felt the exact same way, and hearing Emma moan as my wife hungrily ate her pussy was the sweetest sound imaginable, and when Emma came, it felt like a blessing to listen to my wife greedily lap up the juices that spewed forth from our mistress's pussy. 
 
    There was a time I would never have contemplated this. There was a time when this kind of thing seemed like a bizarre game that other people played, something I was aware of but had no particular desire to indulge in. And when Emma came along, with her flashing eyes and her sexy boots, heating up the office with her smile and the way she walked - well, I slipped up. Her play-acting as a dominatrix got me hot and bothered, and maybe I let that turn my head. Maybe I thought about it, once or twice, in the long silence of the night when Jess was asleep. What it would be like to be enslaved by a woman like her, to kneel and beg and grovel at her feet. But I never thought that I would actually do it. And I certainly never suspected that it would feel so good to lose control. 
 
    Up above me, Jess gasped. She was getting close. I could taste the change in her body, the juices that flowed from her pussy taking on a new flavor as her body responded. I went on licking, teasing her body with my tongue, making her moan and howl against Emma's sex as I licked and kissed. Other men fucked this pussy now. Other men made my wife scream and howl in pleasure, in a way I never had. It burned the edges of my heart to think about it, even if I could never seem to take my mind off it. My wife was a total slut, and she reveled in that fact, and it made my cock throb just to think about what she had become. What Emma had turned her into. 
 
    And as Jess's dripping pussy exploded in orgasm against my grateful lips and tongue, my body tingling with helpless desire and a pleasure at pleasing her that was almost orgasmic in its own right, I knew that even if it were in my power to do so, I wouldn't change a thing. My sexy, slutty wife was all I needed, and all I wanted, and the games we played with Emma and with others only served to remind me of that fact. I was married to a slut. And I wouldn't have it any other way. 
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