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Home For Christmas

As the plane got closer to the ground, my nervousness grew. And it’s not that I’m scared of flying. It’s more that I wasn’t certain about what waited for us at the end of the runway.

Sitting next to me, Sofia squeezed my hand, smiling at me. Her eyes, that unique coppery color that seemed to catch and hold every bit of light they could absorb, shone. She knew what I was thinking, what I was feeling. And without saying a word, she tried to reassure me.

The plane jolted a little as the wheels touched the runway. A few passengers applauded halfheartedly behind us, but we didn’t. I was too focused on what lay ahead. I kept rehearsing the meeting to come in my mind, as if that could possibly help. Even though I knew that the minute people started talking, things would get unpredictable. I’ve never been the best person at making conversation anyway. I find most social interaction at least a little bit tricky. But this was going to the trickiest conversation I had all year.

“If this is your final destination, we hope you enjoy your trip,” the pilot said smoothly over the plane’s loudspeakers. “And on behalf of myself, all the crew, and the airline, I’d like to wish you happy holidays and a great New Year.”

I barely heard the announcement. As the plane crawled to a halt next to the terminal building, everyone sprang up from their seats, and I did the same, reaching for the overhead luggage to pull both our bags down.

Then, we started the long walk from the plane through the terminal, wheeling our bags behind us. There were more bags to pick up at the baggage carousel. Sofia had not packed light, and neither had I. After all, this was really two trips in one, and we needed to be prepared for multiple climates and a variety of different activities. In a way, this was our Christmas present, not just to each other but also from our parents. They had both chipped in to buy us this vacation, because there would be no way either of us could afford it by ourselves. I reminded myself for the millionth time to express my gratitude for that.

Weighed down with bags, we stepped out into the arrivals hall of the airport. There was a sea of faces waiting along the railing, clutching balloons and signs and gifts for loved ones arriving for the holidays. As we made our way along the walkway, I let Sofia take the lead. After all, I only had a dim idea of what her parents looked like. But when she let out a squeal of delight and dropped her bags to start running across the airport, I knew she had found them.

Forcing a smile onto my face, I followed where she went. I saw her wrap her arms around her mom and dad, the three of them holding one another in a long embrace. And when they finally disentangled themselves from each other, and Sofia turned her shining eyes on me, I was struck by the way her parents looked.

She told me they were young. She joked sometimes about how she was clearly an accident, how her parents were no older than we were now when her mom got pregnant with her. High school sweethearts, they had stayed together, but never had another kid. Still, it was shocking to see how young her mom and dad looked. They were practically a full generation younger than my own parents.

“Chris, this is my mom and dad,” Sofia said, making it unnecessary introduction. After all, who else would they be?

Sophia’s mom stepped forward. And the nervous flutter in my stomach only got stronger as I looked at her. She was gorgeous.

Maybe I had expected nothing less, given how beautiful her daughter was. Still, it was a shock. Back in high school, I had one friend who had a hot mom, and did he ever suffer for it. The jokes were relentless. Still, Sophia’s mom was something else. I could see at once where her daughter got her looks from.

Long dark hair cascaded down her shoulders, framing a symmetrical face with dark eyes that shone just like her daughters underneath sculpted and expressive brows. The red lipstick she wore added a pop of color to her features, complementing the tan tone of her skin. Sofia’s Spanish blood, which gave a faint hint of exoticness to her exquisite looks, ran truer in her mom, I noticed. She wore a heavy black wool coat, but underneath I could see the scarlet dress that ended just above her knees and the high-heeled shoes that were hardly practical for winter, but made her look incredible all the same. I saw at once that, just like her daughter, she was a hard woman to keep your eyes off. But I also knew how important it was that I let no one know how attractive I found her.

“Welcome, Chris,” Sophia’s mom said as she stepped forward, holding out her arms to hug me. “I’m Gabriella.”

Her accent was local, but when she said her own name, she rolled the L’s a little bit, pronouncing it Spanish-style. Sofia sometimes did the same with her own name, I noticed. As I hugged this beautiful woman, a couple of inches shorter than my girlfriend even in her high heels, I caught the scent of her perfume rising from her warm body. It was the strangest feeling, standing there in the bright lights of the airport, feeling an attraction for a woman I knew couldn’t be more off-limits. And honestly, I was glad the hug didn’t last too long.

“Hunter,” Sophia’s dad said as he held out his hand. I shook it, trying to remember what I had read in an online article I looked up about how to deliver the perfect handshake. Firm pressure, but not too much. A couple of pumps, no more. Sophia’s dad looked me right in the eyes as he shook my hand, and I tried to meet his gaze, already feeling off-balance and out of my depth. They seemed like perfectly nice people. My hangups, I knew, were my own. But this was a first for me. Yes, I dated a girl in high school, and obviously met her parents. But that was kid stuff. This was different. Another little taste of the adult world, another initiation into the rest of my life, along with all the others that had come over the past couple of years.

“Chris,” I managed to say. “Nice to meet you. Thanks so much for your help with this trip.”

“No problem,” Hunter said. His hand disengaged from mine, and instead, he slapped me on the back. Already, I felt my cheeks starting to hurt from smiling constantly, trying to appear friendly and approachable and show them that their daughter hadn’t picked a complete loser to date.

“It’s so nice to finally meet you,” Gabriella added. “Besides, we couldn’t go another Christmas without seeing our baby girl.”

Overcome with affection, she wrapped her arms around Sofia again, kissing her face while Sofia laughed. They were so much more demonstrative than my family. So much more open about how much they loved each other. Probably that was a good thing. But certainly, it wasn’t what I was used to.

“Yeah, it’ll be nice to have Christmas at home,” Sofia said, her arm wrapped around her mother’s as the two of them headed toward the exit of the airport. “But it will be really nice to go get some away time after that.”

“I know, I’m so jealous,” Gabriella said.

“You should come with us,” Sofia said, while I made vague noises of agreement. Behind the two women, I was gathering up the bags and cases that my girlfriend seemed to have completely forgotten about.

“Here, let me give you a hand,” Hunter said, grabbing the biggest suitcases and hauling them off the floor. I thanked him, and together we followed Sofia and her mom out of the airport, across the busy street where parking attendants blew shrill whistles and frantically waved their arms to direct traffic that barely paid them any attention. Sophia’s parents were parked in the multistory parking lot just across the street, and the loud sound of Gabriella’s high heels echoed on the concrete floor as we walked toward their vehicle.

“I’d love to, baby,” Gabriella said. “But we can’t take that much time off work.”

“Oh yeah, how is that going?” Sofia said. “You’re both working at the same place now, right? Doesn’t that get a little… weird?”

Reaching the car, Gabriella paused. With her hands on the roof, she turned to look at her husband. Her red lips were still lifted in what seemed like a permanent smile, her white teeth showing as she grinned at Hunter. He didn’t say anything. Instead, he popped the trunk and lifted bags into it, and I rushed to help. But I noticed the slight smile on his face as he waited for his wife to answer.

“Weird? No, not really. We know how to keep things professional. Besides, it’s a fun place to work. And the money’s not bad, either.”

With that, Gabriella climbed into the passenger seat of the car. With the bags loaded, Hunter swung the trunk shut and moved toward the driver’s seat. As Sofia climbed into the backseat on the same side as her mother, I followed her father and got in on the other side. Hunter backed the car out of the parking spot and headed for the exit, while Gabriella half-turned in her seat to look at us. Since Sofia was sitting directly behind her, it was mostly me that she looked at, and it made me feel strangely uncomfortable. I’ve never liked being the center of attention. Besides, I knew why we were here. Her parents might indeed want to meet the guy who had been dating their daughter for almost a year now, but the true purpose of being here was for Sofia to spend more time with her family. I was, at best, an accessory to that.

“But surely you guys don’t need the money? I thought you were doing fine.”

Another difference between my family and my girlfriend’s. We never discussed money. I had no idea how wealthy my parents were, beyond the fact that they were able to pay for my tuition and live in the house they had. Still, even the car Hunter drove seemed to suggest they were least comfortable. It was nothing flashy, but it wasn’t exactly entry-level, either.

“Yeah, we are,” Gabriella said from the front seat, her eyes finding mine with nothing else to look at. Outside the parking garage, the full winter sun came streaming through the windshield, making her dark eyes shine even more than they had in the airport. Darker than Sofia’s, they still had hints of that light copper color her daughter wore so well. Looking at her, I found myself thinking that if Sofia looked half as good as her mother did when she reached her age, I would be a lucky man.

“But it never hurts to have a little bit of extra money, does it?” Gabriella went on. “It lets us do things like help you out with this trip. Plus, there’s always the retirement account to try and pad a little bit. Besides, like I said, it’s fun. It gives me something to do. Honestly, I was getting kind of bored sitting around the house all day.”

“Nice problem to have,” Sofia snorted.

“Yeah, you’d think that,” Gabriella said, a thoughtful expression appearing in her eyes. “But you’d be surprised. Boredom is a terrible thing, baby. And life is too short to be boring.”

As she said those words, Gabriella turned her face toward her husband, smiling again at him. And from behind, I saw him glance in her direction, returning her smile even as he steered the car through the city streets. It was like the two of them had some secret from the world, even from their daughter. And maybe it was because they were so relatively young, but I couldn’t remember seeing a more mature couple so obviously in love with one another.

With my own parents and those of my friends, I don’t doubt that they love each other. But you’d be forgiven for not believing it, the way they normally act around each other. Maybe relationships change over time. It’s a scary thought to think that the mad passion you feel when you first connect with someone might one day fade into a kind of distracted tolerance. Sitting there in the backseat, I desperately hoped that that never happened to Sofia and me. Maybe the fact that clearly hadn’t happened to her parents was reason enough to give me some hope. I realized again, almost with a sense of shock, that I was thinking about the future with her. Thinking about life decades from now with Sofia still in it. That said something all by itself. Maybe this Christmas trip really would bring us closer together. Maybe that was exactly what I wanted it to do. Honestly, I really wasn’t sure.

Gabriella turned her attention toward us in the backseat again, and I tried not to squirm under those eyes. Sofia did most of the talking, the two of them catching up on the details of each other’s lives while her father drove us to the house. Amazing they had anything to say to each other, really. I knew Sofia called her mother every week. But still, they managed to find plenty to say, and I was more than happy to remain silent except for the odd interjection of agreement or surprise here and there, just to keep the conversation flowing between mother and daughter.

We pulled up outside the house at last. It wasn’t anything special to look at, though there was nothing wrong with it either. A single-story white walled suburban house with a short driveway and a patch of lawn in the front, more than adequate for raising a single kid between the two of them. Sofia had told me it was her childhood home, unlike the new house my parents bought as soon as their last kid had moved out. And when the car stopped, I sprang out to help Hunter grab the bags from the suitcase and carried him toward the house while Sofia and her mother led us all inside.

Gabriella shed her coat in the hallway but kept her shoes on. Her red dress fully revealed now, it was impossible not to look at her as she headed down the hallway toward the living room. Her body swayed from side to side with every step she took, the muscles of her calves showing, her hips swaying rhythmically, and I saw that her body was every bit as attractive as her beautiful face had promised. Sofia followed, and as beautiful as my girlfriend undoubtedly is, she didn’t hold a candle to her mother, dressed down as she was in yoga pants and a sweatshirt. Still, the way her ass strained against the fabric that gripped them tightly sent a shockwave of desire through me. The truth was, I could never go more than a few minutes without thinking of sex, especially when I was around my girlfriend. Her body still drove me crazy, my desire boiling within me no matter where we were or what we were doing. It was something I knew I was going to have to control while we were under her parent’s roof. But it wasn’t going to be easy. Then again, looking at who he was married to, I wondered if Hunter had the same problem.

Gabriella sat down in an armchair, crossing her shapely legs. Sofia took up a position on one end of a three seater sofa closest to her mother. I sat down beside her, while Hunter stood.

“Would anyone like a drink?” he said. “I’ve got a batch of mulled wine on the stove if you’re interested.”

“Oh yes please, honey,” Gabriella said, turning her head to direct that megawatt smile at her husband again.

“Yeah, sounds good, dad,” Sofia said.

“Yeah, I’ll take one too, please,” I said. Hunter nodded with a slight smile before heading off to the kitchen. That explained the delicious smell that permeated the house, the scent of wine and fruit and spices making it feel every bit like Christmas.

Sophia’s dad soon returned with three steaming mugs, handing us one each. Then he went back to the kitchen to fetch his own. He sat down in the armchair on the other end of the sofa, opposite his gorgeous wife. And I sipped the hot wine slowly while Sofia talked with her parents, doing my best to seem open and engaged with the conversation and trying not to think about sex.

A Christmas tree twinkled in the corner. Outside, it was already getting dark. I had almost finished my mug of wine, trying to drink slowly to show I had some self-control, when Hunter’s phone chimed. Fishing it out of his pocket, he frowned down at the screen. And Gabriella noticed. The conversation slowed to a halt as she turned her dark eyes on her husband.

“What is it, Hunter?” she asked.

“It’s Emily,” he said. “She needs something.”

“Right now?” Gabriella said. I turned my head from wife to husband and back again, saying nothing.

“Yeah, right now,” he said. “I don’t know. She says it’s important. She wants to see both of us.”

“Both of us? I told her our daughter’s visiting.”

“I know, I know,” Hunter said. “I mean… I can just go myself. I’m sure I can take care of whatever it is. You don’t need to go.”

“You’re going to tell her that?”

Leaning forward in her armchair, Gabriella set her mug down on the coffee table in the middle of the room. Turning to Sophia, she rolled her eyes.

“Our boss,” she said. “I mean, I like her and everything. I like working for her. She’s fun. But she can be a little… demanding, sometimes.”

“Oh, don’t worry about us,” Sofia said. “If you need to work, that’s no problem. We’ll be fine here. I can show Chris around, and we can get settled in while you guys are out.”

Gabriella paused for a moment. Her dark eyes found her husband across the room, and he slowly shrugged, his phone still in his hand.

“Maybe we can make it quick,” he said. A faint smile showed on Gabriella’s face at his words.

“I doubt it,” she said. “But we can try. You sure you’re okay here, baby? I’ll tell her we have to be back for dinner.”

“Yeah, it’s really no problem at all,” Sofia said. “We’ll just wait for you guys to get back.”

“Okay then,” Gabriella said, shrugging herself now. Uncrossing her legs, she pushed herself out of the armchair, and Hunter rose too, slipping his phone back into his pocket. He walked out of the living room, saying goodbye to me and Sofia, and Gabriella did the same as she followed. I listened to her high heels recede down the hallway, listened to the front door close behind them. Outside, I heard the engine of the car start, and through the drawn curtains, saw their headlights swing away from the house, toward the road, as they drove away.

“That’s a shame,” I said, as much to fill the silence as anything else. “What do they do for a living again?”

“I don’t even really know. Something boring,” Sofia said. Shifting on the sofa, she set her own mug down on the coffee table next to her mother’s that still bore the faint imprint of Gabriella’s lipstick. When she looked at me with those hazel eyes, I felt another shockwave of desire passed through me. Sofia hadn’t put the effort into her appearance that her mother had, but there was no denying that my girlfriend was beautiful no matter how she dressed. I wondered if I was just imagining it, or was there something in her glance as she smiled at me?

Fortunately, I didn’t have to wait long to find out.

“Come see my room,” she said, rising to her feet and holding out her hand. I took her hand in mine, feeling the warmth of her skin against my own as I stood. Sofia led me down the hallway of her parent’s house, past the bathroom, toward the bedroom that overlooked the yard. As I followed her inside, she closed the door.

“It hasn’t changed a bit,” she said. “My mom keeps it just like it was when I lived here.”

“That’s sweet,” I said. But as Sofia turned toward me, placing her hands on my chest, pushing me gently but forcefully back toward the bed, I saw that she wasn’t in the mood for sweetness. And straightaway, my cock started to harden as she pushed me down onto the mattress, hope swelling inside me. I didn’t care where we were. I didn’t care that we were in her parent’s house, in her childhood bedroom. None of that mattered to me. All that mattered was the desire burning inside me, and inside my gorgeous girlfriend.

Pushing me back onto the bed, Sofia climbed on top of me. Her dark hair fell around us as she kissed me, and I kissed her back, crawling backward on the mattress to make more room for her. Reaching down between our bodies, her hand found my hard cock inside my pants, and I felt her chuckle against my lips.

“This is naughty,” she whispered. “But I’ve always wanted to do this.”

I took her hips in my hands. Through the thin cloth of her yoga pants, I could feel the firm young muscle, my fingertips sinking only slightly into her ass as I pulled her against me. She sat upright, smiling down at me with fire in her eyes as she rocked her hips back-and-forth, teasing me with her body. Then, she took the bottom of her sweater in her hands and lifted it over her head, casting it down on the floor beside the bed. Her T shirt came next, and I gazed with naked lust at her breasts inside the black bra she wore, the soft flesh bouncing with every movement she made and making my cock throb all the more as I stared at her.

Biting her lip, Sofia looked down at me. Then, as my hands moved over her thighs through her tight pants, she reached behind her back to the clasp of her bra. She unfastened it, sliding it down her arms. Her firm breasts barely moved as she took the support away, and I gazed at her brown nipples, hard and engorged and ready for pleasure.

Underneath her, I sat up, reaching for that beautiful body. But, placing one hand on my chest, Sofia smilingly pushed me back down. Then, leaning forward, she took my hands in hers and raised them above my head, pressing them against the cool steel bars of her white bed frame.

“I want to try something,” she said, her voice a seductive whisper that she already knew would get her whatever she wanted. “Just go with it, okay?”

“Okay,” I said, not even hesitating. And as Sofia wrapped her bra around my wrists, tying it in a tight knot to bind my hands on either side of one of the steel bars of her bed frame, my cock surged remorselessly inside my pants. It was the first time she had ever taken control like this. But I knew my girlfriend was a creative and uninhibited lover, and I was more than willing to go along with whatever she had in mind. I had never once regretted following her whims, after all. I didn’t imagine that this time would be any different.

Once she had me tied down, Sofia sat upright again. Climbing off me, she kneeled at my side as she unfastened my pants and pulled them down. She stripped my clothes away from me, removing my pants and underwear, chuckling to herself as my cock sprang free, throbbing visibly in the air right in front of her. I wanted her so badly, and she knew it, but she still enjoyed seeing the outward sign of my desire for her.

Throwing my clothes to the floor, she climbed off the mattress and stood at the side of the bed. My arms strained against the bra that held them in place as I watched her slide her thumbs under the waistband of her tight pants. She pulled them and her panties down in one swift movement, bending as she pushed them to the floor. Her breasts hung from her chest, teasing me with their closeness while I studied her every move. Then, completely naked, she climbed back on the bed and crawled slowly toward me, her eyes fixed on mine.

Still moving slowly, Sofia climbed on top of me. I groaned in anticipation as she straddled my hips. Reaching down, she took my cock in her hand, slowly stroking it from base to tip, jolts of desire racing through my body while I gazed up her. I was helpless, and I had never been in a position like that before. No woman had ever volunteered to tie me up, and it wasn’t something I had ever thought to ask for. But now, suddenly, I could see the appeal. Suddenly, I was seeing for myself how delicious it can be to give up control, to feel so desired by a beautiful woman like my girlfriend that she would want to control me like this. Even if it was just a game. And the feel of her hand on my cock was as intoxicating as ever, the look of her beautiful body above me making me want her as much as I ever did, as much as I possibly could.

Then, Sofia shifted on her knees. I groaned as she guided my manhood inside her, and she groaned too, feeling the pleasure we shared as she impaled herself on me. Her dark hair bounced around her gorgeous face as she began to ride me, moving up and down on my shaft until we were both moaning with sexual delight.

I hadn’t for a moment imagined that our Christmas visit to her parent’s house would go this way this soon. But I wasn’t complaining. If that was how this Christmas was going to go, I couldn’t be happier that the festive season was finally here.


Her Christmas Bonus

The headlights of my car sliced through the gathering darkness as I backed out of the driveway and onto the road. Gabriella sat beside me, wrapped in her black wool coat again, staring at the night ahead through the windshield. I glanced my wife’s face, but it was impossible to tell anything about how she felt from her expression. Impossible, too, to know what Emily wanted us for. Still, I had an idea. Gabriella was absolutely right that we had told her we had our daughter visiting, that we wouldn’t be as available for her kinky games as we usually were. And now, Sofia had barely landed, and already, our boss was pushing our boundaries.

Maybe I should have been more angry myself. But the events of the last little while had changed me. They had shaken my confidence, making me less able to stick up for myself. My beautiful wife had to take at least as much of the blame for that as Emily did. After all, she had gleefully helped my boss turn me into this. She had been happy to become Emily’s slave herself, and to become a slut who pleasured other men at her boss’s command. It was so kinky, so hot, so exciting that neither of us could turn away from the new life we led. But until now, our desires had never conflicted with our family life. As I drove through the night, I found myself cursing my own weakness for letting this happen.

At the same time, I didn’t turn back.

“Should we be doing this?”

Gabriella was still staring through the windshield as she spoke, not looking at me. It wasn’t like her to ask my opinion. Especially at moments like this. When Emily called, we knew what it meant. We knew we would both soon be involved in another twisted game of domination and submission. In this kinky new world, the hierarchy was clear. I was always at the bottom, but Gabriella, too, had to do what our gorgeous mistress said, at least in the office. Normally, I knew, she was more than happy to. But now, with Sofia in town, I saw she had the same doubts I did.

“I mean… It feels a bit weird,” I agreed. “We can tell her it has to be quick.”

“And how do you think that will go over?”

“I don’t know. I mean, I know what she’s like. But this is important. No matter how much fun it is to play with Emily, we can’t let it interfere with our time with our daughter.”

“I know,” Gabriella sighed. “It’s just… I don’t know. I don’t know how to say no to her. She’s too sexy. And you know whatever she has in mind, it’s going to be fun.”

“Yeah,” I grudgingly admitted. “It’s always fun. It’s just… You know, do we give her too much power? Are we letting her take over our entire lives?”

In a way, I was playing devil’s advocate. My cock was throbbing inside my pants, as rockhard as it always was at times like this. As always, I was wearing women’s panties under my clothes. Gabriella had insisted that that particular humiliation be maintained even while our daughter was around. And now, that soft reminder of the outrageous power these women had over me made my desire even more powerful as I drove us both through the night. Part of me wanted to rebel. Part of me wanted to put Emily in her place and tell her that these games were fun, but family comes first.

But part of me wanted the exact opposite. Part of me wanted to surrender myself completely, to yield to her and to Gabriella the way I always did and let them control me, just because it was so much fun. Just because it turned me on like nothing else ever did.

“Just this one time, maybe,” Gabriella said, squeezing my thigh reassuringly. “We’ll just see what she wants today. Do what she wants. But then we’ll tell her. No more fun until Sofia goes on vacation. She’s only here for a couple of days anyway. We can go that long without doing something naughty, can’t we?”

I drove on in silence, not saying a word. Honestly, I didn’t know the answer. Emily and her dominance were like an addiction for me, and by now, I knew my wife felt the same way. As annoying as she could be, as demanding and infuriating as she absolutely was, there was no getting around the fact that Emily had transformed our lives for the better. Our relationship had never been stronger, and our sex never more exciting than it was now that our boss controlled us completely. And it was that addiction that had us doing what we knew we shouldn’t, blowing off even our daughter to go and report to our gorgeous boss.

The office was quiet as we pulled into the parking lot. These days, almost the whole company worked from home. All except me and Gabriella. It was for the best, given the outrageous things that went on in the workplace these days. Gabriella loved reporting to work every day dressed like a slut, wearing an endless array of provocative outfits to turn our boss on. Not that I was complaining. It turned me on, too. Even the red dress she wore now, conservative enough to meet our daughter in, still showed off that incredible body that she knew I could never resist. Briefly, I thought of Sofia’s boyfriend Chris, and what kind of thoughts might’ve flashed through his mind when he met my beautiful wife for the first time in this classy, sophisticated, but decidedly sexy outfit. Sofia got her looks from her mother, and Gabriella was every bit as desirable as she had ever been.

After I switched off the engine, Sofia climbed out of the car, her high heels ringing on the tarmac as she walked toward the office door. I followed, locking the car behind me, my heart beating steadily in my chest. I was nervous. That never seemed to go away. Even though these kinky games were a regular part of our life now. Even though we both submitted to Emily completely while at work, more than willing to let our beautiful boss rule over our lives.

And at home, of course, Ama Gabriella was completely in charge. But with Sofia and Chris visiting us, it would be a while before Gabriella got to boss Emily around. Maybe that was why she was so willing to go along with this latest summons to the office. Here, she would have to submit to Emily, but she could still be in charge of me. Everyone got to be in charge of me.

The office was dark as we took the elevator up to our workplace. There was just enough light to guide us through the hallways. And almost from the moment we stepped out of the elevator, we heard Emily’s voice ringing in our ears. As we drew closer, following it toward her office, we shared a look. Gabriella’s eyes glistened in the dark office as she looked at me. We both knew what we were hearing. Emily was having loud, passionate sex in her office.

Pushing open the door, we stepped inside. The noise of her pleasure filled the room, echoing loudly in our ears now as she screamed and yelled. Hearing the door open, she turned to look at us, and a slow smile spread across her face. She never stopped her movements, though. One thing Emily could never be was shy. She wanted us to watch, wanted us to see everything she was doing. Wanted us both to desire her madly and be teased with what we couldn’t have, at least for now.

And as usual, it worked.

Emily was kneeling on her desk. There was a man underneath her, a man I recognized. A man she had made me watch her have sex with before, one of her regular lovers who seemed open-minded and perfectly willing to play the strange games Emily liked to play. Of course, just about any man would be, along with a lot of women. Sexy as our boss was, she could get anyone to do just about anything.

Emily sat astride her stud, her blonde hair swept back from her face and held tight in a sleek ponytail that bounced with the rhythm of her movements. She was wearing a bright red dress made of patent leather that shone in the light. Her breasts bounced forcefully in the cups that barely contained them, just about holding them in while she moved energetically on top of her desk. The dress clung tightly to her body as though painted on, the short skirt pulled up around her waist. And both me and my wife could hear the wet sound of her pussy moving up and down her lover’s rigid cock as she rode him to orgasm.

Emily groaned and panted. She screamed and moaned. Her lover grunted too underneath her, and my cock throbbed in desperate jealousy as I watched him enjoy something I knew I would never have. That was one of Gabriella’s rules. I could do just about everything with Emily except have full penetrative sex with her, just as Gabriella could do whatever she wanted with anyone she chose, short of that same rule. But when it came to Emily and my wife, there were no rules. Emily was free to use Gabriella in any way she wanted. And I had no intention of even trying to argue with that. Almost nothing turned me on as much as seeing these women use one another, dominate one another, engage in the most unbelievable acts of deviant sex and drive me wild with desire while they conspired to shame and humiliate me.

In the dim light of Emily’s office, Gabriella reached out and squeezed my hand in hers. And together we watched our mistress cum. Together we watched as our beautiful boss rode the cock of a man whose name we still didn’t know, a man she liked to use as a prop in games like this. I saw he had his hands tied, a length of rope binding his wrists together and fastening them to the desk he lay on top of, but I didn’t spend much time looking at him. As always, Emily commanded all of my attention.

She gave a shuddering cry as her pleasure peaked. Her body stiffened on top of his, her thighs gripping his sides while her own hands gripped her breasts through the leather cups of her dress. She closed her eyes, tipped back her head, her chest and shoulders rising and falling as she let out a long sigh of pure ecstasy that trailed away into a soft groan. My cock throbbed desperately inside the feminine underwear I wore as I watched the beautiful, maddening sight of our boss enjoying once again the sexual pleasure she just couldn’t get enough of.

Then, she opened her eyes and turned them toward us. And a thrill of erotic fear raced through me to see the wheels turn once again in that deviant brain of hers.

“There’s my married sluts,” she said as a slow grin spread across her flushed face. “But I don’t know why you’re still wearing clothes in my presence. Go on, take them off. I want to see you both in your panties, right the fuck now.”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said. Even after all this time, it never ceased to amaze me how easily she switched from dominant to submissive and back again. It was hard to tell which came more naturally to her; she inhabited both positions so easily. At home, with me and even with Emily, she was every bit as much a beautiful and powerful goddess as our boss was. But at work, in her sexy secretary outfits, fulfilling her role as our boss’s very personal assistant, Gabriella could be the sweetest submissive imaginable. Not to me, though, of course. Never to me.

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” I echoed. And as my wife wordlessly turned her back to me, I did what she wanted. I unzipped her dress so that she could slide it off her body, then quickly removed my own clothes.

Smiling in satisfaction, Emily watched with pleasure as we undressed at her command. My clothes fell to floor, and I stood in front of her in the yellow panties my wife picked out for me that day, my cock swollen and highly visible through the thin fabric to let everybody know just how turned on I was. As if there was any doubt about that. And Gabriella stood beside me in her own black underwear, a matching bra and panty set that went so well with her dark hair and showed off the gorgeous body that I wanted so badly but knew, at least for now, I would not be allowed.

“So she makes you wear panties even when your daughter comes to visit?” Emily said, her gorgeous eyes flickering up and down my body without a trace of shame.

“Yes, Mistress,” I said while my cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“Good. You’ve had enough family time. Mistress needs to fuck, and I thought to myself, wouldn’t it be fun to have my married slaves be a part of that?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said, standing beside me in her underwear and high heels, her dress lying in an open ring at her feet. “But we can’t be too long. We have to get home to Sofia.”

I cringed as she spoke. She was right to try, I guess. And my wife was clearly braver than me. Emily paused for a moment, still astride her stud, still with his hard cock buried inside her. He hadn’t come, I noticed, even though she had. And he knew better than to complain about that. He knew the complaints of any man carried absolutely no weight with a woman like her.

Then, Emily moved. The man groaned underneath her as she reached down and slid his fat cock out of her body, swinging her leg over him to clamber off the top of her desk. She was wearing high heels, of course, red leather pumps that perfectly matched the sexy dress shining on her body. Her hips swayed from side to side as she walked slowly toward us, and I felt an urge to protect my wife from her wrath, even though I had no idea what I could possibly do about it. After all, I was even more helpless than Gabriella was.

“Are you setting a time limit on my fun, slut?” Emily said. Her stunning blue-green eyes flashed dangerous as she stared my wife down, and I looked from one woman to the other, unable as usual to decide who I wanted more in that moment. It was all part of the game, I told myself. All part of the fun of submitting to a woman like her. Still, there was a note of genuine fear in my heart as Emily confronted Gabriella.

“No, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said. “It’s just – I said we wouldn’t be available while she was here, and…”

“And here you are. Because I told you to come, and you came. Because you are a couple of needy sluts who can’t resist your mistress, even when your daughter is in town. Isn’t that right?”

Gabriella’s red lips trembled before she answered. And my heart fluttered in my chest to a similar rhythm. Emily was playing a dangerous game here, I knew. But probably she knew that too. She loved to push the boundaries, loved to always take things to another level of humiliation and disgrace and kinky pleasure. In a way, it was just like her to try this now.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Gabriella spoke softly, lowering her face, unable to meet Emily’s bright stare. And a sadistic smile of triumph spread across our boss’s face as she made my wife give in to her once again. She never got tired of it. She never lost her excitement at the thrill of being in charge, the sheer dominant joy of making us bend to her will. Just like we never lost the thrill of doing it.

“You. Panty boy. Take your wife’s panties off.”

Emily turned her bright eyes on me. She knew exactly how to give an order in a way she knew it would be obeyed. Of course, desperate as I was, I would do whatever she said, and she knew that. Besides, in a way, I hoped my ready obedience would make up for Gabriella’s moment of defiance. Maybe Emily would go easy on her if we gave her exactly what she wanted from now on. It was a pathetic way to think, I knew. But I couldn’t help thinking that way. I stepped close behind Gabriella and reached for her black underwear.

My wife didn’t even look at me. Instead, she raised her head to look at her mistress again as I pulled her underwear off and slid it down her legs. It fell to the floor, and Emily ordered me to pick it up. Gabriella moved her feet to get out of the way as I crouched and picked up her underwear, and Emily held out her hand to receive it. I gave it to her, and again, a wicked smile spread across our boss’s beautiful face.

Without saying another word, she turned. Both Gabriella and I watched as she moved across the office, circling around behind the desk her hunk was still bound to. She pulled open the drawer, and as I heard the rattle of a chain, I knew what she was up to. Pulling out two pairs of leather cuffs held together by silver chains, she let them dangle from her fist as she walked around the other side of the desk, where her lover’s head was. Turning, she looked down at him, and he looked up at her. She stood with her legs parted, her fists on her hips, and his eyes moved over her body, and I envied him the up-close glimpse he was getting of her pussy.

Then she stepped forward. She was standing above his head as it hung off the desk, and he raised his face between her legs. She chuckled to herself as he kissed her sex. But when he stuck out his tongue, Emily stopped him. Reaching down with one hand, she pushed his face away.

“Open your mouth,” she ordered. And when he did as he was told, Emily stuffed my wife’s panties inside. Beside me, Gabriella gasped. But I knew that sound. It was a gasp of shock, yes. But it was also a gasp of desire. A gasp of excitement that greeted the knowledge that our mistress was in full control again, that our sexy boss was going to make all of us dance to her tune. Not one of us was going to stop her. Not one of us was even going to protest. We would all do as we were told in the faint hope that Emily might show us her favor and allow us to please her in whatever way she chose.

Stepping away from the man tied to her desk, Emily made her way back toward us again. The two sets of cuffs hung from her fist, a promise of the power she claimed for herself. Standing in front of Gabriella, she held out one pair of handcuffs, letting them dangle from her hand in front of my wife.

“Put these on your loser husband,” she said.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Obedient as ever, Gabriella took the cuffs from Emily’s hand. She stepped behind me, and I looked at our boss’s smiling face as I placed my wrists behind my back. Gabriella’s practiced hands tightened the leather cuffs around my arms, and our boss watched every moment of it, grinning with delight the whole time.

Once my hands were cuffed, Gabriella stepped away. Holding the other pair of cuffs, Emily told my wife to put her hands behind her back. And when she did, Emily stepped behind her and locked her wrists together too. It wasn’t like it mattered, I told myself. Bound or not, neither of us had any power to resist this incredible woman. Still, it felt like something. If nothing else, it was a symbol of our helplessness. An outward sign of just how in control Emily was. Now, she was the only person in the room not in some kind of bondage, and she seemed to grow even taller and prouder as she took Gabriella by the arm.

“I don’t care if you have family visiting,” she said, softly but clearly. “I want to play with you. And that’s what matters, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said, her breath shuddering as she spoke. And Emily’s hand slid slowly down her arm, over her stomach, sinking ever downward until it found her pussy. My wife shivered again as Emily drew her fingers over her wet slit, teasing her body while Gabriella squirmed in bondage. That was all it took. I knew from experience that Emily knew exactly how to manipulate the arousal of others to get them to do whatever she wanted. Gabriella was every bit as helpless as I was. Every bit as turned on as me.

Emily slid two fingers suddenly inside my wife. Gabriella cried out, her eyes closing momentarily at the feeling of being forcefully invaded. But they opened again to look at Emily as she spoke, her face just inches from Gabriella’s.

“Tell me what you are. Tell me whose slut you are.”

“I’m your slut, Mistress Emily. I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m sorry for talking back. Please, Mistress… I’ll be good. I’ll do as I’m told.”

Inside the panties I still wore, my cock throbbed outrageously. Ama Gabriella was unbelievably sexy when she ordered me around, when she dressed up in sexy outfits and took complete control of our sex life. But Gabriella the submissive slut was no less desirable. And seeing her so easily controlled, so much a slave to her pleasure, made my own desire rage uncontrollably inside me.

“That’s right. That’s what I like to hear. Now, instead of spending time with your daughter, you know what you’re going to do?”

“No, Mistress Emily.”

But Emily didn’t answer at once. Instead, she turned away from my wife and began to walk across the office. With her cry, Gabriella hurried after her. Emily’s fingers were still hooked into my wife’s pussy, and she used that grip to lead Gabriella along like an animal until she was standing at one end of the desk, where Emily’s lover's legs hung over the edge of the table.

“You’re going to suck this cock,” Emily said, speaking slowly and clearly again. And as she spoke, her bright eyes looked across the dim office to find mine. She wanted me to hear every word of what she was saying, wanted me to know exactly what I was about to witness. “You’re going to make him cum. And I’m going to send you home to your daughter with a bellyful of some other man. Now, you married slut, get down on your knees.”

Emily’s fingers slid out of Gabriella’s pussy as she spoke, and my wife wasted no time. With just the quickest of glances in my direction, she dropped to her knees on the carpeted floor of our boss’s office. I saw her gaze up at the bound man above her, his huge cock shining with Emily’s juices, his full balls resting on the table in front of her. He hadn’t cum, and I knew that was all part of Emily’s plan. I knew she wanted all of us in a state of desperate arousal, willing to do anything to please. As always, it worked.

“Make it nice and slow and sexy,” Emily said as she swept Gabriella’s dark hair back from her face. “Give us a show. Make it good enough, and maybe I’ll let you go home to your daughter sooner.” Gabriella looked up t the blonde goddess towering above her with an expression that was close to adoration on her face. Then, with just another quick glance in my direction, she did as she was told. She leaned forward, and I watched her pink tongue sliding over the balls of the man tied to the desk in front of her, making him groan with unbelievable pleasure.

Emily giggled, the sound strangely girlish and at odds with her dominant demeanor. She practically skipped across the office toward me, and I tore my eyes away from Gabriella to look at her as she stood in front of me. Behind her, I could hear the wet sounds of Gabriella licking and sucking, and the moans of the male toy she was playing with. But I tried to focus on Emily as she looked deep into my eyes, as though she wanted to see my rage and jealousy and inadequacy as I was forced to witness this latest act of betrayal.

“Get over here, panty boy,” Emily said at last. “I want you to have the best seat in the house to watch this.”

As she spoke, she reached down between my legs. I grunted as she took hold of my balls through the thin fabric of the panties my wife made me wear. Tightening her grip, she turned and led me across the office, and I hurried along behind her, wincing in pain as she squeezed my manhood. She positioned me behind Gabriella, ordering me to watch. And I did. I couldn’t stop myself if I wanted to. I watched my wife’s pink tongue slide up and down the shaft of a man we barely knew, watched her licking up every drop of Emily’s cum and tasting the orgasm we had both witnessed when we stepped into the office. I could smell sex in the air, my cock throbbing as urgently as ever in the panties that barely covered it.

Meanwhile, Emily stepped away again. She circled around the desk to stand above her lover, and reached down toward his face. Tearing my eyes away from my wife just for a moment, I watched as she pulled Gabriella’s panties out of his mouth and dropped them carelessly on his heaving chest.

“Now you can lick me,” she said as she stepped forward, standing above him. And without a word, the man raised his head again and began to lick Emily’s pussy.

Emily grinned at me over the table. I looked at her, but I looked at my wife too. I trembled with frustration as I watched her open her mouth and take the man’s cock completely inside. I heard him groan in pleasure against Emily’s pussy as her cheeks hollowed, and I ground my teeth as I wished that I was him, my face between the legs of one goddess and my cock in the mouth of another. But that wasn’t my role. I was just a panty boy to be humiliated and abused, even now.

Gabriella did as she was told. She sucked the stranger slowly and thoroughly, until he was squirming on the desk and groaning steadily between Emily’s legs. And soon, her body convulsed, too. I watched the tight red leather of her dress shining in the light as she rocked her hips back-and-forth, closing her eyes, grabbing her heavy breasts again and squeezing the soft flesh. Another orgasm overtook our boss, and almost at the same time, the man tied to the table exploded. I heard Gabriella spluttering as he came inside my wife’s mouth.

“Swallow it, slut,” Emily growled from within the depths of her own wild orgasm. “Swallow every drop. That’s your Christmas bonus.”

And as the man pumped his cum into my wife’s mouth, Gabriella did as she was told. She swallowed every drop, her eyes on her mistress the whole time while Emily crowed in pleasure.

Surrendering To The Princess

Sofia rode up and down on top of my cock, and I watched in amazement, entranced by the beauty of her body. It was nothing I hadn’t seen before, of course. We were two young people with an intense attraction to one another, and sex was something we did almost every chance we got.

At the same time, somehow, this felt like something new. Something wild and different had entered our lovemaking, some strange flame burning inside her and translating itself to raw passion and energy.

I wasn’t complaining. In fact, it was incredible. I had been very unsure about how things would go while we were visiting her parents. After all, it was the first time I had taken a trip like this. I didn’t know if she might get more prudish under her parents’ roof. If she had, I would have done my best to respect that. Even if, with a woman like her, it’s not exactly easy to control yourself.

But clearly, that wasn’t anything I had to worry about. Sofia rode up and down on top of me like a woman possessed, and I took it all in, watching the movements of her beautiful body, feeling like the luckiest man in the world. Her dark hair flailed around her face, her eyelids fluttering as she closed her eyes for a while, then opened them again, her mouth open as her cries of ecstasy rang out in her old bedroom. And with her parents away, we didn’t have to keep quiet. We didn’t have to pretend, didn’t have to hide a single thing. We could give full vent to our pleasure and our desire for one another. And that’s exactly what Sofia did.

“Don’t cum,” she said at one point, her voice breathless with exertion. She leaned forward as she spoke, her hands gripping my chest, her dark hair falling loose around her face, framing her glowing eyes with their miraculous copper color. And for one strange, brief moment, I thought of her mother. I thought of how Gabriella must look in the same moments, every bit as gorgeous and sexually desirable as her daughter. But I pushed the thought away. It was wildly inappropriate, I knew, even if there was no denying the woman’s sex appeal. No need to wonder where Sofia got her incredible beauty from.

“Don’t cum,” Sofia panted again. “Not yet.”

And I looked up her in astonishment. Although she didn’t usually go in for dirty talk, she wasn’t exactly averse to it either. Ultimately, she was a fairly uninhibited girl. Certainly, she was one of the best sexual partners I ever had, but that wasn’t saying much. And I knew the same was true of her. We were still early in our college careers, still young. Still figuring out what we wanted from the world, from relationships, from each other. But as I lay beneath her, gazing up at her astonishing beauty, I knew I had never wanted anything more than I wanted her. And so, barely able to speak with the pure excitement of the moment, I simply nodded. And the smile that spread across her beautiful face, already flushed with pleasure, made my heart spasm in my chest. My cock surged inside her, and her pussy clenched around my manhood, both of us moaning in mutual pleasure as our bodies moved together.

Sitting upright, she began to ride me again. And again, her movements were forceful, wild, uninhibited. Her breasts bounced on her chest, her eyes closed, her head thrown back as she scaled the mountain toward climax. I was on the same trail. I lay beneath her gasping, at war with my own body, doing everything I could to resist the impulse to orgasm that only grew stronger inside me. And my hands ached to touch her, to reach out and grab her, to roll her over and climb on top of her and thrust my cock deep inside her, claiming that wild pleasure for myself. But her bra held my wrists tight, seeming to grow tighter if anything the more I struggled against it, holding me down in my position on the bed. I felt like an object, a toy for her to use, and it felt incredible. It felt like the hottest experience of my life up to that point.

Clearly, Sofia felt the same way. Her back arched, and another wild cry caught in her throat, her voice cracking with demented pleasure. Her whole body shuddered, her breasts bouncing with the sudden movement, and I groaned again as I felt her pussy tighten like a fist around my shaft. Her orgasm seemed to rise up from deep inside her, rising in a series of mounting cries until the sound of it filled the small room we shared. And I growled like an animal underneath her, gritting my teeth, clenching my useless hands into fists as I fought desperately against the impulse to join her in the solitary pleasure I could see she was having. I didn’t even know why I was fighting so hard to obey her sadistic command. I didn’t imagine there was anything she could do to me if I failed to obey her. But I did it anyway. I did my best to fight against the most natural impulse in the world, and somehow, I just about won. I just about managed to hold myself back, just this side of eruption, while she squirmed and squealed on top of me, the juices of her pleasure running out of her body to anoint me in sheer bliss.

Slowly, her cries subsided. When she opened her eyes, I could see them shining with the afterglow of the pure pleasure I had given her, the pleasure she had more or less taken from me. Her cheeks were more flushed than ever, her full lips slightly parted to show a glimpse of her white teeth, and her hair fell in tangled tresses around her face, making her eyes shine in contrast to her black hair to make her unspeakably desirable. Her bare breasts rose and fell as she breathed deeply, trying to restore the oxygen to tired muscles. And her smile only deepened as she looked down at me, and I gazed up her, wondering what came next. Wondering what secrets this woman I was so attracted to might reveal next. Hoping that whatever else happened, it would be even a fraction as exciting as this had been.

“You didn’t cum,” Sofia finally said in a voice that dripped with pleasure. “Good boy.”

And she leaned forward with my cock still inside her, bending it back toward my stomach as she balanced herself with her hands on either side of my head. She lowered her lips down to mine, her dark hair enveloping us both like a storm cloud as she kissed me. I kissed her back feverishly, letting her feel every ounce of my frustration and desire. Letting her feel exactly what she had done to me, exactly the state of monstrous arousal she had me in.

Then, Sofia lifted her face away. Pushing herself upright, she sat astride me, looking down at me for a moment. I groaned as I felt her pussy clench around me again, and she giggled, letting me know it was deliberate.

“You must be super horny right now, huh?”

“Oh my God, Sofia, you have no idea.”

She giggled again at that.

“Well, I probably have some idea,” she chuckled. “I mean, I’m a horny girl. I’m kind of glad my parents had to go out. I was thinking about this on the plane today. Thinking about fucking you. Thinking about what I would do with you the minute I had you to myself. I didn’t think it would happen this soon. But here we are. I’ve got you all to myself. And you’re completely at my mercy.”

Her joyful smile softened the threat of her words. But as she spoke, she reached out and ran her hand down my chest, dragging her nails over the skin until I winced. As she giggled again, my cock surged inside her. I had never been at someone’s mercy like this, and I had never imagined it would feel so good. And all the while, my cock continued to throb inside her gorgeous body, my desire for her driving me wild with frustration as I struggled fruitlessly against the bra that held me bound to the bed.

Sofia seemed to notice. She lifted her eyes from mine to look at my bound hands, and what she saw seemed to please her, making her smile a little more. Then, she moved. Reaching down beneath herself, she shifted her weight to one knee, sliding my cock out of her dripping pussy at the same time. I groaned with frustration and despair as she climbed off me, feeling her juices still sliding down my shaft, reminding me of what she had had and I had been denied. And as she kneeled beside me on the bed, smiling that beautiful smile down at me like the sunlight peeking through those storm clouds, I knew that this adventure was far from over.

“I don’t know why, but I feel so naughty today,” Sofia said. “I wonder what else I could do with you?”

“I can think of something,” I tried.

“Yeah, I bet,” Sofia started. “You want me to have sex with you until you cum. Well, I’ll admit, it’s not the worst idea you’ve ever had. But where’s the fun in that? I mean, we’ll get to that. But there’s no rush. I want to enjoy this.”

“What if your parents come back?” I asked nervously.

“I don’t know,” Sofia said with a shrug. “I guess it will be really embarrassing, won’t it? But doesn’t that just add to the excitement of it? Knowing we can get caught at any moment? Stay here. I’m going to go have a look around.”

“Sofia, wait!” I called after her. But she ignored me. Turning away from me on the bed, she swung her long legs down to the floor and stirred. I watched her naked body walk out of the bedroom door, leaving it wide open behind her as she moved down the hallway. Again, I struggled against the bra that held me bound to the bed, and again, I discovered that my girlfriend seemed to know something about knots. I wasn’t going anywhere. And neither was the erection throbbed and vibrated between my legs, the desperate desire that I couldn’t ignore, that felt sharper and keener than any I had ever felt before. I listened to Sofia moving through her parents house, completely naked, totally reckless, seeming not to care if she got caught. I wondered what she was looking for, knowing all the while that there was nothing I could do except wait for her to come back.

It was a while before she did. A long while, a period of desperate uncertainty, nervousness, and fear. Bad enough when she was in the room. But when she wasn’t, I knew I was completely helpless. If her parents had walked in at that moment, they would have seen me tied naked to their daughter’s bed with one of the most powerful erections of my life. I wouldn’t even be able to hide myself. And thinking of beautiful Gabriella seeing me like that, I couldn’t help but wonder how she might react. I couldn’t help but picture it to myself, my girlfriend’s beautiful mother looking right at my cock and knowing that her daughter had been such a naughty girl. I groaned and whimpered in the silence of Sofia’s bedroom, unable to do anything about my fantasies.

But when Sofia stepped back into the room, all thought of her mother vanished, at least for a moment. There was my girlfriend, standing right in front of me, and her beauty took my breath away all over again.

She was wearing a pink corset. I had never seen her wear lingerie like that before. Stuff like that, I suspected, was outside the budget of most students. But it fit her body like a glove, shaping her already incredible figure into something even more demonically desirable. The boning of the corset pressed her waist inward, pushing her breasts high on her chest to give her an incredible cleavage that I couldn’t help staring at as she smiled at me, posing for a moment in the doorframe. The corset flared out again below her waist, accentuating her hips, and I saw that under that, she wore nothing at all. No panties. Her pussy was blatantly on display, practically framed by the lingerie she was wearing.

On her feet, she had a pair of black boots with a pointed toe and a high heel, made of some glossy leather that reflected the light, shining with a kind of dark luster. And in one hand, she held a riding crop. As I stared at her in astonishment, she playfully tapped the tip of the crop against the palm of her other hand, smiling at me over the flexible shaft of her weapon. Letting me look. Letting me take in the sight of my girlfriend as I had never seen her before, a beautiful dominatrix dressed in lingerie that made my mouth water for her body, that made my cock ache with unrelieved desire.

Then, she stepped further into the room.

Sofia walked toward the bed, and the high heels she wore accentuated the slow sway of her body as she moved. The corset shaped her finger into a perfect hourglass, the swell of her breasts and her hips exaggerated on either side of her tiny waist. The riding crop hung from her hand, an unspoken threat that perfectly complemented the feminine beauty I saw in front of me. If I had not been tied to the bed, I knew I would have been completely unable to resist her. I would have grabbed her immediately, thrown her down onto the mattress, and enjoyed that remarkable body the way I wanted to. The way I needed to. But that was forbidden to me for now. And judging by the smile on Sofia’s pretty face, she was absolutely delighted to know that.

Slowly, Sofia climbed onto the mattress beside me. All of her movements were slow, composed, controlled. As if she wanted to remind me, without saying the words, that she had total control over me now. That there was nothing I could do to speed things up, to slow them down, to change them in any way. That I was just going to have to take whatever she decided to give me. And I got the message loud and clear. Lying there on the bed, I couldn’t forget for a moment my complete helplessness before her, my total inability to get what I wanted until she decided to give it to me. It was incredible. I always wanted Sofia, but I had never wanted her like this.

“Do you like it?” she said as she finally kneeled beside me on the mattress. Resting her free hand on one thigh, she lay the riding crop gently down on my indrawn stomach.

“You look amazing,” I said truthfully. “Where did you get that from? I didn’t know you had anything like that.”

“I don’t,” Sofia said. “I went browsing in my mom’s closet. I used to borrow her clothes all the time, just like she would borrow mine. We’re the same size. But I never knew she had stuff like this. And lots of it, too. I don’t really want to think about it, but I think my parents are kind of… kinky.”

“Really?” I said, as Sofia smiled. Gently, she tapped the riding crop against my stomach.

“Don’t get excited,” she said.

“I wasn’t,” I protested. But of course that was a lie. In the state of arousal I was in, still waiting for my orgasm, it didn’t take much to get my imagination going. And the thought of a woman as beautiful as Gabriella also having a kinky side, the idea that her mother was just as uninhibited as her daughter, couldn’t fail to send a jolt of lust through my bound body.

“Believe me, I’m used to it,” Sofia said, still smiling as she spoke. “My mom’s hot. I know that. Every time I would bring a boy home, I’d go through this. They all wanted her.”

“Well, yeah,” I admitted, glad that it was at least out in the open. “She’s beautiful. But so are you.”

“Thanks,” Sofia said, still gently tapping that riding crop up and down on my stomach. “But I guess you have to say that, don’t you? And it could be very dangerous for you if you piss me off right now.”

And to emphasize her point, she brought the riding crop down on my stomach just a little harder. I grunted at the feeling that stopped short of genuine pain, but nevertheless gave me a glimpse of what she could do if she chose to. She was right. I was at her mercy. And although at that point, I still didn’t believe my girlfriend would do me any real harm, I was becoming less sure of that by the minute. All of this was new, all of it thrilling, but I was completely out of my depth. I had no idea where any of this was taking us, and all I knew was that I was at the mercy of a girlfriend that I had never known had this deviant side to her sexuality.

“Have you ever submitted to a woman before?”

“No.”

“Me neither. I mean, I’ve never dominated a guy in bed. So this will be a new experience for us both.”

“Is that what we’re doing? You’re going to dominate me?”

“I so totally am,” Sofia chuckled. “You’re going to have to do everything you’re told, okay? You’re going to have to be such a good boy for me. And if you do, you’ll get a reward. Maybe I’ll even let you cum, finally. But if you don’t? Well, then I might have to punish you.”

Sofia raised her riding crop, and I winced as I readied myself for the blow. She struck my thigh, just a few inches from where my cock bobbed and throbbed, and I yelped as the burning pain spread rapidly across my skin. Sofia laughed, a bright little yelp of surprise and pleasure at what she had done to me, to see the power she held. And even though I had never been into pain, even though I had never wanted anything like this, I couldn’t deny how sexy it was to be under her control. To be gazing up at this goddess kneeling beside me in her pink corset and knowing that my pleasure depended completely on pleasing her.

“That’s just a taste of what I can do to you,” Sofia said. “Now, are you going to be a good boy for your Princess?”

Caught by surprise, I looked up at her in silence for a moment. Sofia was still smiling, but she raised her eyebrows as she waited for a response. If she felt as out of her depth as I did, she didn’t show it at all. Confidence seemed to radiate off her, and why wouldn’t it? She was absolutely beautiful, and she had me totally at her mercy. My pride rebelled, a huge part of me wanting to resist, to show her I couldn’t be bossed around. But it wasn’t fear of the pain her riding crop might inflict that made me bend to her will. It was a desperate desire for that amazing body that I could look at but not touch, that I longed for with a desire that felt stronger than any I had ever had before.

“Okay,” I said with a sigh, and Sofia’s teeth showed wide as she beamed down at me.

“Okay? That’s all you have to say for yourself?”

“What do you want me to say?” I said. Sofia bit her lower lip, and I cried out with anticipation as she raised the riding crop again. She brought it down on the same thigh, almost in the same spot, but with more force this time, and the pain that bloomed on my skin was much greater. I shivered at the feeling, biting my own lip, closing my eyes for a moment as I tried to process the powerful sensations filling me, waiting for them to fade. When I opened my eyes again, I could see my girlfriend’s eyes burning with pure pleasure as she looked down at me, seeming to study my every reaction and microexpression.

“I want you to say it,” she said, her breasts rising and falling in the top of the tight pink corset as she breathed in excitement. “Say the whole thing. Say, yes, I’ll be a good boy.”

“Yes, I’ll be a good boy,” I echoed, watching her bite her lip again in unmissable desire.

“Princess Sofia,” she added.

“What?”

“Princess Sofia,” she said again. “That’s what I want you to call me. It shows me that you accept your place beneath me. That you understand that we are not equal. You are my submissive, and I am your sexy Princess.”

“Well, you’re definitely that,” I said, making her chuckle again. “Okay, Princess Sofia.”

“You know, this is easier than I thought,” Sofia said. “More fun, too. I don’t want to think about what else this riding crop has been used for, but maybe my parents are onto something. I kind of like the idea of making you do whatever I want. Training you to serve me. Wouldn’t that be hot?”

“It’s… It’s not the least sexy thing I’ve ever heard, Princess Sofia,” I said carefully. And Sofia laughed, seeing right through my little act.

“No, it isn’t. In fact, it’s super hot. I never got those guys who wanted to be slaves, but there is something sort of sexy about it, isn’t there? The thought of having that power. The thought that you want me so badly that you’ll do whatever I say.”

“Yeah, I guess,” I said. The truth was, I was still trying to downplay my own feelings. Still trying to pretend that this wasn’t turning me on as much as it was, even as my cock throbbed and ached with pure and obvious desire. The careful, nervous part of me was scared of what this might mean, the changes to our relationship it might bring echoing in my brain. It was easy to pretend this wasn’t turning me on as much as it was, that I was just playing along with something Sofia wanted. And for now, she seemed willing to pretend the same thing. Clearly, this game turned her on enough for both of us.

“Well, I know how to start your new life of serving me,” she said. Still holding the riding crop, she began to shift on the bed, moving on her knees. I watched her every moment, as entranced as ever by her beauty as she shuffled toward my head. Then, reaching the headboard, she turned. I watched the light shine on the high gloss of her boots as she lifted one leg, leaning forward with her hand on my chest for balance to swing it over my head. And then, she was straddling my face with her knees on either side of my head, and I was gazing right up at her pussy beneath its dark strip of pubic hair. I could see the moisture still shining on the sensitive folds, and with every breath I drew, I could detect her arousal, her pleasure, the scent of her femininity driving me even more wild than I already was and making my cock throb and surge in sheer frustration as I gazed up at her.

“Now, you’re going to lick my Pussy,” Sofia said from up above me. From below, her thighs, her ass, and her pussy filled my vision, almost to the exclusion of all else. But I could still see the pink swell of her breasts in the corset that barely contained them. I could still see her hands holding the riding crop, bending the flexible shaft between them. And slowly, my girlfriend began to spread her legs, and slowly, she lowered her pussy down toward my face. I opened my mouth, already hungry for it, desperate to please her and enjoy that incredible body in any way I could.

“Don’t stop until I tell you to,” Sofia said above me as I stuck my tongue out and ran it over her sex. I could taste her orgasm, and taste her womanhood, and it made me tremble with unrelieved desire. It was hardly the first time I had gone down on my girlfriend. But it had never been like this. I had never been made to do it, treated like some kind of sex slave with no choice but to do her bidding. I recognized for the first time that somehow, it was far hotter this way. Far more exciting to be made to do what I already wanted so desperately.

“You’re going to give me another orgasm,” Sofia went on as I continued to lick. “At least one, actually. Maybe more. We’ll see how I feel. But make sure you do a good job down there. Because if you don’t? Well, I guess I’ll have to punish you.”

From where I lay beneath her, I couldn’t see it. But I could hear the riding crop swishing through the air, and again, I tried to brace myself to impact. This time, it cracked down on my other thigh, making a loud slapping sound in the quiet air of the bedroom. I groaned in pain, and above me, I heard my girlfriend groan, pleased by the sensations my voice gave her.

“That’s right,” she said, and now I could hear the lust in her voice. I could hear the pleasure that growled inside her, just like my own desire growled inside me, driving us both onward. Driving us both to participate in a wild game so unlike anything we had ever done before, but so undeniably thrilling, so fantastically erotic.

“Bad boys get punished. Good boys get rewarded. You want to be a good boy for Princess Sofia, don’t you?”

“Yes, Princess Sofia,” I groaned, or tried to. With my head trapped underneath her pussy, my voice came out only as a muffled moan. But my girlfriend seemed to take my meaning. She laughed again, but this time, her laughter turned into moan of pleasure. And as I slipped my tongue inside her, I felt her convulsing, already giving in to the promise of bliss that hovered before her. Selfish bliss, unequal ecstasy, another symbol of the new wild power she had over me.

And as I lay beneath my girlfriend who had so easily and quickly become my mistress, I licked and kissed her fragrant sex while my cock, ignored for now, strained in the empty air. Whatever I had been expecting from this Christmas vacation, it wasn’t this.


Teased By Their Boss

Emily’s passionate cries filled her office. It was hardly the first time. That same office had been the scene of the most unbelievably debauched adventures imaginable. I had seen and done things in there that were practically beyond belief. And now, here we were again. My wife and I once again the submissive playthings of a woman completely without mercy, completely without shame, a woman willing to take whatever she wanted from whoever she chose, knowing that no one was going to stop her.

I certainly wasn’t. And by now, I knew only too well the restraints on my wrists were more of a blessing than anything else. They gave me an excuse. They gave me an out. Yes, they reminded me constantly of Emily’s ferocious power over both me and my wife, reinforcing my helplessness every time I tried to move my arms. But they also absolved me of responsibility for what was happening. They allowed me to slip into the fantasy, to give up control and tell myself I had no choice. I had learned long ago that was easier than admitting the truth. That I didn’t defend myself or my wife from this outrageous treatment because it turned me on too much. Because neither me or Gabriella could resist being the submissive playthings of this incredible woman. We had proved, over and over again, in this office and outside of it, that this was exactly what we wanted.

My wife was still kneeling at one end of Emily’s desk, still swallowing. The hot semen of another man filled her mouth, strands of it dripping down her chin to fall on her beautiful breasts. And she loved it, I knew. She loved it in the same way and for the same reasons I did. Emily gave her permission to live out another side of herself, permission to be the slut her body wanted her to be but her mind rebelled against. She loved to give pleasure like this, and she loved it even more to know that I was watching and could do nothing about it. To know, as she did, what I was thinking: that she never did that for me. She had sucked off a virtual stranger because our boss commanded it, but as her husband, I might never again feel that mouth on my manhood. Our situation was nothing if not complicated, but as my cock throbbed and raged, I couldn’t even try to deny to myself how incredible it all felt.

And Emily wasn’t done. The man she had tied to her desk was licking her pussy for all he was worth, finally able to focus now that my wife had sucked him to orgasm. As his cock slowly softened, glistening with Gabriella’s saliva, he kept licking, and with every lick, his mistress’s excitement grew. Emily was moaning in pleasure, and her histrionics were real, but I also knew that they were part of the show. She wanted us to know exactly how good she felt. She wanted us, both my wife and me, to know just how powerful her orgasm was, the pleasure she was taking and denying us another way to rub our faces in our helplessness before her. Jealousy and desire were the instruments our dominant goddess played, and she was an absolute virtuoso. Both Gabriella and I trembled with unrelieved desire as we stood at the end of her desk, watching Emily take her pleasure. We had virtually forgotten everything else. We had forgotten about our daughter and her boyfriend at home, their Christmas visit only just begun and already interrupted by this summons from the woman who ruled us. In my state of desperate horniness, I couldn’t even think of that. I could only think about the goddess in front of me and that incredible body I couldn’t have.

Emily stood at the other end of the desk with her feet spread far apart, her knees slightly bent to lower her pussy down onto the face of her slave. Her eyes were closed, her head tilted back, her blonde hair cascading down between her shoulders. Her breasts heaved and bounced in the low-cut top of the red patent leather dress she wore, her torso shining under the fabric that gripped her body. Her tiny skirt was hiked up around her hips, and although I couldn’t see much of her pussy below the edge of the desk, I could hear the enthusiastic licking of her slave boy doing everything he could to pleasure her. I knew exactly how it felt to be in his position. I knew exactly the strange mixture of shame and desire and hatred and lust he would be feeling. I knew just how my boss’s pussy tasted, but no matter how many times she had used me like that, I still craved more. I still longed to be in his position, my face buried between those luscious thighs, knowing that it was me making her cry out like that instead of him.

But for now, that wasn’t in the cards. For now, all I could do was look at what Emily would not allow me to have.

Her passionate cries reached a crescendo, and I shivered with unbridled lust. Still kneeling in front of me, I saw Gabriella do the same. Her dark eyes were fixed on our mistress too, watching him over the body of the man she had just pleasured. There was no way to know which of us wanted her more, me or my supposedly straight wife. And again, I wondered which version of Gabrielle I preferred. This submissive slave girl who wanted nothing more than to be used as a sex object, or gorgeous Ama Gabriella who teased and tormented and ruled me with an iron fist at home. Of course, I didn’t have to choose. As usual, I didn’t get to choose. All I got to do was obey, to serve and worship and hope for a reward from the two beautiful women who owned me completely.

Emily’s orgasm filled the room we were all in, bouncing back from the walls to ring in our ears and reinforce our defeat and our shameful submission. She came loudly, spewing her juices all over the face of the slave beneath her, and he lapped them up like Christmas dinner, as though he had never tasted anything quite so divine in his life. Again, I knew the feeling. I winced to think of how much I wanted to be degraded like that. How much I wished only to give Emily pleasure, even at the expense of my own. And how she cruelly denied me even that.

We all watched as Emily’s latest orgasm came and went. Her gorgeous body was shuddering as she stepped back from the desk, the light bouncing off that sexy red dress. As she opened her beautiful eyes, for a moment, I caught a look almost of surprise in them. And that probably wasn’t the right word; after all, this whole scenario was something she had created, something she had wanted. It was all her doing. Maybe it was more like she had to recalibrate, had to step back into the real world after whatever faraway realm of bliss her orgasm had transported her to.

But of course, it didn’t take long. Soon, Emily was firmly back with us, and I saw the smile of conquest that spread across her beautiful face as she slowly pulled down the short skirt of her provocative dress again.

“Look at you two sluts,” she chuckled to herself, looking disdainfully across the desk to where I stood and Gabrielle kneeled. “You look so desperate and jealous. Are you both wishing you were tied to my desk and being used as my pussy slave?”

“Yes, Mistress Emily,” my wife said at once, the words dropping from her soft lips without a moment’s hesitation. And my answer was hardly any less ready than hers. I echoed what Gabriella said, submitting verbally once again to the woman who owned us, knowing there was no other way. Knowing that the power she had over us was absolute, and that the more I wanted her, the greater that power grew.

“That’s what I thought,” Emily said. We both watched, Gabriella’s head turning along with mine as we studied her body while she made her way around her desk. She swayed with every step, moving with teasing grace and poise in her high-heeled shoes. As she lowered herself down into her office chair, her leather dress creaked and groaned, and she crossed her long legs, her skirt sliding high on her thigh and revealing almost the whole length of her leg while she looked at us both, her pretty eyes blazing in her head.

“See? You complained about me calling you here, very ungratefully. But now look at you both. There’s nowhere else you’d rather be, and you know it. Mistress calls, and her married sluts come running, because you just can’t resist this pussy, can you?”

“No, Mistress Emily,” came the inevitable answer from both me and Gabriella. After all, it was true. No matter how humiliating and disgraceful that truth was, there was no getting around it. She ruled us. And our desperate desire for her pussy, both mine and my wife’s, was what kept us in thrall to her every deviant whim.

“That’s what I like to hear,” Emily grinned. “I have you both so well-trained. Now, which of you wants to come over here and worship me like the goddess I am?”

Still kneeling in front of me, Gabriella raised her head and turned to look at me over her shoulder. The look on her gorgeous face sent a shiver through me. She was smiling widely, a look of utter delight on her face. Her eyes were absolutely glowing, and in them, I saw the complete submission I felt in myself. The pure joy of giving into the power of another woman, of surrendering all doubt and pride and thought and bowing to the sexual superiority of our boss. She loved this. We both did. It’s just that sometimes, my wife seems to have an easier time admitting it. Even though of the two of us, I’m the more submissive one. Gabriella at least rules over me. I don’t rule over anyone. Both the gorgeous women in my life have made it abundantly clear to me that no matter what the pecking order is, I’m always at the bottom.

“Me, Mistress Emily,” Gabriella said, turning to face our boss again. And just as Emily wanted, I hated myself for saying it, for being so selfish and prioritizing my needs over those of my wife. But I couldn’t help it. The desire was just too strong.

“No, me, Mistress Emily,” I said. And as I looked at the chilling smile on our boss’s gorgeous face, I knew that she didn’t miss a single element of the psychosexual drama playing out right in front of her. Seeing two people who maybe loved one another more than they ever had before fighting over her was exactly the ego boost she had wanted from us. And as usual, we delivered.

“Oh, you two are too cute,” she said, shaking her head. “I tell you what. Why don’t you both come over here? Both of you, crawl to me on your knees. Get over here and show me how you can serve a goddess like me.”

Again, Gabriella didn’t hesitate. At once, she turned away from the man whose cock she had just sucked as though he had never even existed and began shuffling on her knees toward Mistress Emily. And while she did that, I sank to my own knees on the floor and crawled after her. Emily laughed out loud, not even trying to hide her delight at how easy it was to boss us around, how pathetic we looked as we crawled toward her. Laughter bubbled out of her, and her breasts bounced in her low-cut dress, I wanted my dominant boss as badly as I ever had as I followed my wife across the floor of the office toward her.

Mistress Emily watched us come. As firmly in control as ever, as radiantly beautiful and sexually aggressive as she always was. There was a time when I had considered this beautiful woman something close to a friend, but that time was long ago. Now, she was barely even my boss anymore. Instead, she was my Mistress, mine and my wife’s, the woman who controlled us completely. She knew it, and she loved it. She watched us crawl toward her with a sneering smile on her lovely face, and when we both kneeled in front of her, she leaned forward in her chair, her leather dress creaking again. Her breasts strained in the top of the dress that could barely contain them as she stared us both down.

“I think my shoes could use a clean,” she said, her voice low but perfectly audible, knowing we would hear and register every word. “Get to work, sluts.”

And we did. Of course we did. Shamefully, submissively, pathetically, Gabriella and I did exactly as we were told. Gabriella shifted her position slightly, and I watched her glance up at her beautiful mistress before pressing her lips tenderly to Emily’s raised foot that hovered off the floor. That meant I had no choice but to crawl around her, bend at the waist until my face was practically on the floor, and begin licking the shoe that was on the carpet.

Above us, Emily smiled down like she always did. For a while, she just sat there, enjoying our humble worship. The only sound in the office was the wet sound of our lips and tongues moving over the red leather of her high-heeled pumps, and for now, our boss seemed content to leave it like that. Behind us, her stud lay silent on the desk, used and discarded for now, just another toy for Emily’s pleasure. It was all about her, and all four of us wanted it that way.

Then, when she was certain we had debased ourselves enough, Emily told us to stop. Slowly, she uncrossed her legs, and I felt my eyes straining to look up her skirt without me even trying to, as though they were moving of their own accord. I couldn’t help it. The shape of her body, her smooth skin, the slight whispering sound of one thigh sliding over the other, was all I needed. I couldn’t count how many times I had seen my boss’s pussy, how many times I had licked it, but that didn’t matter. It never seemed to lose its hold on me, its primal pull. And from the corner of my eye, I saw Gabriella looking at her too, a pained expression on her beautiful face. She wanted to please our Mistress at least as much as I did.

Above us, Emily sat for a moment, her hands on her thighs. She was still looking at us, still savoring the moment, basking in her unchallenged power. And slowly, agonizingly slowly, she parted her thighs, revealing the pussy that hid beneath the skirt of her tiny dress.

“Don’t just look at it, eat it,” Emily sneered, her eyes locked on Gabriella. And my wife lurched forward, as though she couldn’t wait.

“Yes, Mistress,” she breathed, tossing her head to flick her long hair back from her face before plunging between Emily’s legs. I suppressed an inner growl of frustrated desire as I watched. Gabriella always was Emily’s favorite, and I understood why. If I had the choice between having sex with one of us, I knew I would always choose her. But that did nothing to mitigate my feelings of shame and disgrace as I watched my wife once again enthusiastically pleasure another woman.

Emily leaned back in her chair, the furniture creaking slightly under the weight of her body. Her eyes were half closed now as she looked down at Gabriella, enjoying the view of my wife’s gorgeous face between her thighs. And Gabriella, always a good girl, maintaining eye contact like the perfect submissive slut. Emily raised one foot from the floor, straightening her long leg, and she rested it on my shoulder as her skirt slid higher up her body, giving Gabriella better access. I felt the weight of her legs resting on my shoulder, and I turned my head to kiss the smooth skin of Emily’s calf. Tearing her eyes away from my wife for a moment, she smiled at me.

“There’s a good boy,” she said. “Keep on kissing my leg. Show me how much you love your mistress while your wife eats me out.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, pressing my lips to her leg again. And Emily let out a soft moan, closing her eyes and leaning further back in her chair, relaxing as the sensations of pleasure washed over her.

It wasn’t quick. Despite the fact that she had already had who knew how many orgasms before we got there and at least a couple after we arrived, Emily’s next climax was slow in coming. And Gabriella didn’t rush things. She kissed Emily’s pussy slowly, tenderly, only gradually increasing the speed and rhythm of her movements. She rubbed her face against Emily’s sex as though it were the most desirable thing in the world, as though there were nothing she wanted more. Over the boss’s leg, I kept stealing glances at my wife, even though I knew they could only hurt me. I couldn’t help it. I wanted to see everything. Those two beautiful women, so radiantly gorgeous when they were apart, were almost unspeakably beautiful when they were together. I wanted to see them serve and be served, to enjoy orgasm and be denied, and my heart raced inside my chest as I took in every detail of the scene happening right in front of me.

I kissed Emily’s leg, and Gabriella kissed her pussy. I watched my wife lean even further forward to plunge her tongue inside, and heard the boss’s gasp of delight. As the minutes went by, I heard the increasing wetness of our boss’s juicy pussy giving up more of its nectar, and Gabriella slurped it down gratefully, washing away the taste of the semen of the nameless man with the fluids of a far more dominant person.

For me, it was the most beautiful form of torture. My cock throbbed desperately in the panties I still wore, totally rejected, totally humiliated. I no longer dared even ask for sex, knowing how unlikely it was to happen. Certainly not with Emily. And while Emily was in charge, clearly, my wife had better things to do than have sex with her husband.

But slowly, steadily, Emily’s cries of passion rose once again in the office. When it came, her orgasm seemed softer this time, less riotous, less powerful, but no less pleasurable. I saw her shaking with the ecstasy of it all, saw her squeezing her big boobs through the creaking leather of her dress as she sat back in the chair, eyes closed, an expression that looked like anger on her beautiful face. But I knew it wasn’t. I knew it was the intense release of physical bliss my wife was giving her, the pure pleasure of sex.

Emily almost sobbed as she stiffened, then suddenly relaxed in her chair. Still kissing her leg, I listened to the wet sound of Gabriella lapping up every drop of her orgasm. Finally, with a soft sigh, Emily pushed Gabriella’s head gently away, still without opening her eyes. My wife’s face shone with Emily’s juices, her lipstick smeared on her wet lips. She looked at me uncertainly, and I looked back at her, my lips still pressed to the boss’s leg. There was nothing I could tell her. I had no more power than she did, and no more clue what would happen next. Again, we were both just passengers, along for the ride and there to do whatever our mistress commanded of us.

Emily opened her eyes. They fastened first on Gabriella, then on me, and a broad smile spread across her face as she looked back at my wife again. Her cheeks were flushed, her eyes glassy, her smooth skin practically glowing with the pleasure of orgasm, but something told me the game wasn’t over yet. And I wanted it to be. I was still desperately horny, and even though I knew my chances of being allowed an orgasm weren’t great, hope continued to throb inside my heart. Not to mention the accompanying throb of my cock straining against the feminine underwear that barely contained it.

“Oh fuck, this is so much fun,” Emily said with a sigh. “Endless orgasms for me, and lots of teasing for my slut assistant and her loser husband. Now, slaves, how would you like to help mistress get off again?”

“Oh, yes, Mistress,” I said, kissing Emily’s leg again. Gabriella’s brown eyes darted toward me, that sly smile showing again on her pretty face as she turned her attention back to the goddess in front of her.

“Yes, Mistress,” she echoed.

Emily smiled, and stood. Stepping away from her office chair and walking past us, she didn’t bother to pull her dress down this time. Both Gabriella and I watched as she strutted toward the desk where her captive still lay. Standing with her feet apart, she took his flaccid cock in her hand, and I heard him moan wordlessly as she touched him.

“This is soft,” she said disapprovingly. “And there’s nothing more useless than a man with a soft cock. You need to get this up immediately, or you’re in big trouble.”

Then she turned her attention on Gabriella. Still holding the man’s cock with one hand, she snapped the fingers of the other and pointed to the end of the desk where Gabriella had kneeled to suck him before.

“Get over here and get this slave boy hard for me,” Emily ordered. And it sent another bolt of jealous pain and humiliation through my body to see how eagerly my wife agreed, how quickly she shuffled forward on her knees to take up her position at the end of the desk and do as she was told.

Emily leaned forward. Holding the man’s cock with one hand, she placed the other on the back of Gabriella’s head and pushed it forward. Still kneeling beside the boss’s empty chair, I watched as my wife smiled and stuck out her tongue, gently licking the cock in front of her. The man on the desk let out a groan, and Emily beamed down as she watched my wife become a total slut once again. Meanwhile, from behind, I saw how my boss’s beautiful ass showed underneath her rolled-up dress, the way the juices of her desire shone on her inner thighs, and my cock ached once again for relief that didn’t seem to be coming anytime soon.

“There we go,” I heard Emily say. Her hand stroked the man’s cock, and my wife licked and kissed his shaft and his balls, and soon, he was squirming and groaning with pleasure on the desk, struggling pointlessly against the bondage Emily had him in. She didn’t care about that. She wasn’t the kind of woman to ever care about a man’s comfort, especially when she was planning to use him. We were all just there for her pleasure, after all.

“What a good little cocksucker,” I heard Emily say approvingly. “And what a shame that your husband never gets to see how good you are with that slut mouth of yours. Oh well. I like having you as an oral slave, and it suits your skills. So you know what you’re going to do? You can stay right there and keep licking and kissing while I fuck this guy again.”

Emily didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, releasing her hold on the now-erect cock of the man on the desk, she climbed onto the furniture. She straddled him again, facing his feet, facing Gabriella kneeling at one end of the desk. And she guided his hard cock into her streaming pussy again.

She fucked him again. Just as she had when we first showed up at the office, she bounced up and down on top of her desk, riding the cock of the tied-up man beneath her. He groaned loudly, but soon, the noises of his pleasure were eclipsed by Emily’s rising cries of passion. Once again, her incredible body was hurtling toward orgasm, and once again, there was nothing I could do except watch and wish I was more involved.

Gabriella, at least, was part of the action. Even if it wasn’t the part she would’ve chosen. But like always, she did as her mistress said. She licked and kissed and slurped up every drop of the juices that poured out of them, alternately running her tongue over Emily’s spasming pussy and over the shaft of the cock that was buried inside her. I watched her suck on the man’s balls, watched her slide her tongue over them to make him groan in pleasure, watched her raise her head to tease Emily’s swollen clit as she bounced up and down on the cock penetrating her. Wild sex hung in the air of the office, tormenting me as I kneeled there, surplus to requirements for now.

Emily screamed in pleasure. Yet another orgasm shook her beautiful body, and as Gabriella continued to lick and kiss between her legs, I heard her boy toy groan in pleasure too. He gasped as his cock erupted inside her, pumping his cum deep into Emily’s body, and she cried out at the sexy feeling of release, her own orgasm joining with his. She never looked more beautiful than she did in those moments, in the throes of passion, devoting herself to it as selfishly and thoughtlessly as anyone I had ever known. And I watched it all from my lonely position kneeling beside her empty chair, wishing it could be me tied to the desk with those two beautiful women all over my body. But I knew that would never happen.

Emily sighed as her climax came and went. The man beneath her was spluttering as she moved on top of him, climbing slowly off him as his manhood slid easily out of her well-lubricated pussy. She crawled over him, not even looking at him, once again treating him like nothing more than an object for her to use. And I watched Gabriella watching Emily as our boss made her way to the end of the desk, swinging her legs down toward the floor. She perched on the edge of the desk in front of Gabriella, sitting carefully between the spread thighs of the man at her mercy. And she spread her own thighs too, revealing the wet mess of her sex right in front of my wife’s beautiful face.

“Looks like it’s bonus time again,” she chuckled. “You know what you have to do, slut. Clean me up. Clean me up while your pathetic husband watches. Then, you can go home to your daughter. I’m done with you.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Gabriella murmured. She was looking up at Emily as she spoke, but I saw her drop her eyes toward the other woman’s pussy as she leaned her head forward. As though in the depths of her shame, she couldn’t meet Emily’s gaze. Or maybe she just wanted to look at the pussy she was about to worship.

Either way, it didn’t matter. Gabriella began to lick, and the wet sound of her mouth filled the office once again while Emily laughed. She mocked my wife, ordering her to get every last drop, occasionally looking over at me to make sure I was watching. But of course I was. I couldn’t help it. No matter how much it hurt, no matter how much it humiliated me, I couldn’t take my eyes off the degrading, filthy, unbelievably erotic spectacle in front of me. Gabriella’s Christmas bonus was one we were never going to forget. And when it was over, I was going to have to return home without the release I so desperately craved, once again used, humiliated, ignored, and dismissed.


A Kinky Christmas

There was no denying that Sofia’s parents were great hosts. It was a good thing, too, because the December weather kept us inside day after day. There was nothing to do. After all, that’s what Christmas is all about, isn’t it? But if you’re spending the holidays with people you don’t necessarily get along with, it’s a long, long way to the end of the season.

But I found myself getting along great with Gabriella and Hunter. They were friendly, funny, likable people. And maybe their relative youth helped. There are about as close in age to me as a girlfriend’s parents could be, with barely a generation between us. They were incredibly easy to talk to, incredibly easy to get along with. I had already noticed how Sofia’s relationship with her family was fundamentally different from mine. And over the days leading up to Christmas, I was able to see more of that. She was an only child to a couple who had been little more than kids themselves when they had her, and so the relationship she had with her parents was more like that of a friend that it was a daughter. The way she and her mother got along together, it was like they were the same age – an impression that was enhanced by Gabriella’s age-defying beauty. I could see now why Sofia called her mother so often, why she remained so close to her despite the physical distance between them while we were away at college. Her mom really was her best friend. I had heard people say that before, but never really believed it could be true. Clearly, here, it was.

In the run-up to the big day itself, there was a day when Gabriella and Sofia announced that they were going shopping. They still had gifts to buy, they told us. Besides, they wanted a little mother-daughter time. They had already booked an appointment to get pedicures at someplace in the mall. They had a whole day planned, and I smiled and encouraged my girlfriend to go, not giving even the slightest hint of my discomfort at being left alone in the house with Sofia’s dad. It’s not that I feared him. Not that he had given me any reason to feel uncomfortable. Just because it was easier in a group, with all of us together. One on one, I suspected things might be more difficult.

But Hunter ended up throwing me a lifeline. The door had barely closed, Gabriella and Sofia barely pulling out of the driveway, before he reached into the console underneath the living room TV and pulled out a controller for a videogame console.

“Do you game?” he asked hopefully.

“Oh, hell yeah,” I smiled, taking the controller he offered as he sat down on the sofa beside me. And we passed the whole day like that until the women came home. No awkward conversations, no trying to feel each other out. Just a lot of fun blasting through simulated battlefields while our partners shopped together.

It was great. Really, it couldn’t have gone any better. I had been at least a little bit nervous about meeting her parents, about spending the whole Christmas with them. But that’s what you do when you’re in a serious relationship. That’s part of what you sign up for. I had never imagined it would go this well. I had never imagined that herparents would invite me into their family like the son they never had. Or not even that, really. There was nothing parental about them. They just treated me like a friend, the same way they treated their daughter. And with every day that passed, I found myself more and more feeling the same way about them.

In case you think it’s all going too well, there was one fly in the ointment. One little problem that had occurred to me once or twice before we came on this trip, but was now almost constantly in front of me. I was horny. At college, hardly a day went by that I didn’t have sex with Sofia, usually more than once. This was the longest either of us had gone without since we started dating.

Also, there was that new twist to our relationship. The things my girlfriend had done to me when she dominated me occupied my thoughts every hour of every day, and while I smiled and laughed and joked with Sofia’s parents, I was constantly thinking about the way she looked in the pink corset she had borrowed from her mother. The way she had tied me to the bed and taken control of me, the way she had teased and dominated me as though it came completely naturally to her. She had made me beg for orgasm, made me plead with her to allow me to give in to the wild lust burning inside my body. And only when she was satisfied that she had completely broken me down did Sofia finally climb on top of me and ride my cock until we both came in a powerful orgasm.

Her parents had no idea. That first night, they were gone a long time. Plenty of time for Sofia to change back out of the kinky outfit she had borrowed from Gabriella’s closet and put everything back the way it was. That didn’t stop me from feeling sheepish all night, worrying that somehow her parents would be able to tell that we had been up to no good while they were gone. But there was no sign that they suspected anything, not on that day or any of the days that followed.

Still. That vision of my girlfriend hovered in my mind, driving me crazy with a desire that only grew stronger by the day. And I knew that she felt the same way. She told me so as we lay in bed together in her childhood room, confessing the same desire that raged inside me. But we couldn’t do anything about it. Clearly, she had no problem with getting nasty in her old room, but not with her parents sleeping next door.

“We’ll be on vacation in a few days,” she would say in response to my whispered pleas of desire. “Then we can do whatever we want.”

She was right about that, of course. I couldn’t wait. I had been looking forward to our Christmas vacation anyway, but now, it was all I could think of. And I barely cared about where we were going or what it might be like. All I cared about was having her to myself in privacy again, being able to explore that incredible body. And maybe explore this new path she had taken us down, this wild adventure of kinky sex that I couldn’t deny was the best time I had ever had. I didn’t want to admit that, even to myself. And certainly not to her. But I couldn’t stop thinking about it, obsessing over it. As the days went by toward Christmas itself, I had to acknowledge the fact that what I wanted most this year was to be dominated by Sofia again.

The big day finally came. Sofia woke me up on Christmas morning, kissing me tenderly in a way that make desire jolt through my body, barely even conscious before arousal started all over again. Then, she climbed out of bed and went to the bathroom in her pajamas. When she came back, she got me out of bed too, and we went to the living room together.

Hunter and Gabriella were already up. We started exchanging gifts. I was surprised and even a little bit touched that her parents had bought a present for me, and when I opened it, I thanked Hunter profusely. He had bought me a ton of games, ones we had discussed when we played together a few days before. It was a lovely gesture, another sign of how willingly they welcomed me into their family.

Then we spent the rest of the day watching movies, eating snacks, and enjoying dinner. A perfectly pleasant Christmas with my girlfriend’s family. Not super eventful, but then, Christmas isn’t supposed to be, is it? It’s supposed to be about spending time with family, and that’s exactly what we did. And if we spent next Christmas with my family, I already knew it was never going to beat this.

The next day, I woke up beside Sofia again. She kissed me the way she always did in the morning, and as always, I felt desire growl and rumble and stretch inside me.

“I wanna go to the mall today,” she said while I was still waking up. “I’ll say if mom will let me borrow the car.”

“Again? Weren’t you just there?”

“Yes,” Sofia said defensively. “But it’s the day after Christmas. Everything is on sale now.”

“What do you even need?”

“Silly boy. It’s not about need,” she said with a smile. “It’s about want. Besides, I have a feeling you’re going to enjoy this trip too.”

“Oh yeah? Why is that?”

“Do I have to spell it out?”

Sofia’s brown eyes moved over my face as she spoke, her smile never faltering. And my mind, obsessed with intrusive thoughts of sex with her, jumped to a predictable conclusion. It must’ve shown in my expression, because Sofia’s smile widened before I even said a word.

“You mean…”

“Yeah. Some time alone.”

“We won’t be alone at a mall, though.”

“We’ll find a way. Don’t worry. Go on, go shower. I’ll go talk to mom and see if I can get the car.”

My head buzzing with possibility, I did what she said. I jumped out of bed and threw on some clothes to walk down the hallway to the bathroom. After all, as friendly as we were, I didn’t need my girlfriend’s parents to see me nearly naked. Especially in the condition I was in, my cock throbbing with desire and excitement at the thought of what lay ahead. And in the shower, under the cascading water, I tried without much success not to think about what Sofia was planning. The promise of sex animated me, filling my thoughts to the exclusion of everything else. It hovered in front of me like a mirage, the promise of pleasure almost too sweet to bear.

I showered quickly and got dressed just as fast.

“Mom says we can borrow the car,” Sofia said as I walked back into her bedroom.

“Awesome,” I smiled. Smiling happily, she gathered clothes and went to shower herself, and I headed out to the living room to hang out with her parents while I waited.

“A day at the mall, huh?” Hunter said with a smile. “With all those crowds pushing and shoving for fake bait-and-switch deals? Sounds like fun.”

“Yeah, well,” I shrugged. “It’s something to do, I guess.”

“I’m sure you’ll have fun,” Gabriella said. Her dark eyes looking at me made me nervous, but then again, she often did. Not because of anything she said; so far, she had been a perfect host. It was just the way she was. The way she looked, I guess. Probably she was used to men being nervous and awkward and almost intimidated around her. Maybe she didn’t even notice. Maybe she thought that was just the way guys are. But her beauty was enough to put anyone off balance.

Not that my girlfriend was any less appealing. When she was ready, she stepped out into the living room wearing a white sweater paired with some tight jeans that disappeared into a pair of brown leather boots. She looked fantastic, and the jeans accentuated the curves of her hips and her thighs, and in my state of high arousal, it took an effort not to stare at her beautiful body right in front of her parents. It was a strange dance, I knew. After all, it’s not like they didn’t know we were sexually active. But it didn’t feel right to flaunt that fact in front of them.

Saying goodbye to her parents, I rose and followed Sofia out the door. As she walked toward the car, I watched her ass strain against the denim that wrapped it so tightly, hunger stirring inside me at the sight Sofia got behind the wheel of her parents’ car, and I climbed into the passenger seat. She pulled out of the driveway onto the street, and off we went through the town, toward the mall.

“It’s good to get out of the house,” she said. “I mean, I love my parents, but being back here always feels weird. Nice to get away for a few hours.”

“They’re awesome, though,” I said. “Your parents. They’re really fun.”

“Yeah. They are. Honestly, they’re probably glad we’ve gone out too. I think they’ve gotten used to having the place to themselves. I mean, I don’t even want to think about what they’ll get up to while we’re gone.”

“Oh really? You think they’re gonna…”

“You didn’t see what was in that closet,” Sofia said, with a fake shiver.

“Well, they’re still young.”

“I know, but that’s my parents. It’s gross.”

I said nothing. After all, I knew what she meant. Sofia was aware that her parents were attractive people, but no one wants to think of their parents that way. And not for the first time, I found myself wondering exactly what my girlfriend had seen in her mother’s closet. I found myself wondering what other outfits and implements Gabriella might have at her disposal, and how she would look using them. Of course, we didn’t know anything about the dynamic Hunter and Gabriella shared. For all we knew, he was the dominant one and she was his sweet submissive. But that wasn’t how I pictured it in my head. In my head, Gabriella was as confident and natural and beautiful a dominatrix as her daughter proved to be. And it was a thought that kept me dancing on the edge of desire whatever it drifted through my fevered mind.

It was my first time visiting my girlfriend’s hometown. I had no idea where the mall was, or where we were going. So I just sat in the passenger seat, watching the world go by. But as Sofia turned off the main roads, heading down quieter and quieter streets with fewer and fewer houses, I found myself wondering when we would get to where we were going. As she drove through the gates of a park, I turned to look at her.

“Where are we going?”

“Just a quick stop first,” she said with a smile. And that smile told me everything I needed to know. Immediately, my cock began to harden in my pants, and I smiled too, full of anticipation and desperate for what she was promising me.

Gravel Cringed underneath the tires of the car as she drove through the park. Trees surrounded us on either side, clumps of snow dropping from their nodding branches. There was hardly anyone around. Only a few cars passed us as we drove, heading in the other direction. Most people were still at home with their families or out taking advantage of the sales. I had to admit, it was close to perfect. Certainly as close to perfect as we were going to get while we were staying with her parents, anyway.

Without saying a word, Sofia steered the car into a pullout by the side of the road. Putting it in park, she killed the engine. Then she reached into the backseat and grabbed her purse, pulling it into her lap. Finally, she turned to me, and those golden eyes sparkled with joy as she spoke.

“Finally,” she said with a sigh. “Now, get those clothes off, slut.”

She giggled as she spoke, and my pride bristled at the offensive word. But I didn’t argue. After all, I wanted what she promised far too much for that. I wasn’t going to say or do a single thing to jeopardize what I hoped she was about to give me. Besides, that echo of her earlier dominance sent a wild thrill racing through me. She hadn’t forgotten the last time we had sex anymore than I had. She hadn’t forgotten the way she treated me, or how easily she got me under her thumb. I didn’t want to come out and say that I wanted more of the same treatment; my pride was still too tender for that. So to have Sofia take charge again all by herself was basically ideal.

In the tight space of the passenger seat, I pulled off my jacket, my shirt, my shoes and socks. I knew there was no one around, but still I glanced both ways up and down the silent road before pulling off my pants and underwear. Sofia giggled as my cock sprang out, hard and ready and desperate for her.

I pushed my pants down to the floor and pulled my feet out of them. Now I was sitting totally naked in the passenger seat of the car, and Sofia still sat behind the wheel, fully clothed. She looked me up and down, her eyes sparkling with amusement, and the air in the vehicle crackled with excitement and anticipation as she shifted in her seat.

Sofia turned to face me fully, leaning back against the door. She lifted up her legs and placed her feet in my lap, and I groaned as she playfully tapped my cock with the toe of one boot. I couldn’t help thinking of what she had worn that unforgettable first day of the trip, the shiny dominatrix boots she had borrowed from her mother. Maybe that was intentional. Maybe that was why she had dressed the way she had, or maybe it was just coincidence. Either way, as far as I was concerned, it didn’t matter. Either way, she looked magnificent, and I was on fire with lust for her.

“Take my boots off,” she said. Ordered, in fact. There was no missing the dominant tone, the way she spoke to me as though it were her unquestionable right to give me orders, and my duty to obey. But of course, I did. I reached for the zipper on her boots and pulled it down, sliding them off her legs and setting them on the floor at my feet.

“Good boy,” Sofia said in a tone that dripped with condescension, that shone with desire. “Are you going to keep being a good boy? Are you going to keep doing what Princess Sofia says?”

“If that’s what it takes,” I said, and Sofia giggled. Her teeth shone in her smile as she ran her big toe up and down my throbbing cock, and I gasped in frustrated desire at the feel of her skin against mine.

“That’s exactly what it’s going to take,” she said, biting her lip as she spoke. “I’m in charge now. If you want this pussy, you’re going to have to work for it. Now, take off my pants.”

Sofia slid closer toward me as she spoke, raising her knees and sliding her back down the door behind her. Leaning over, I unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans and began to pull them off her hips. The tight denim put up a struggle, but I persevered, pulling her jeans down. And my desire exploded as I undressed her, exposing the pussy I had been craving night and day for the whole Christmas vacation.

Moving carefully in the small space, I pulled off her jeans and panties, letting them, too, fall to the floor to add to the growing pile of clothing at my feet. Sofia sat upright and reached for her purse that sat on the floor on the driver’s side of the car. Producing a roll of duct tape, she held it up in front of me, smiling again. And fear bloomed in my heart, but it was almost drowned out by another surge of desperate arousal.

“Okay, let’s see if you can really be a good boy,” she said. “Turn around and put your hands behind your back.”

I hesitated. Part of me, a huge part, wanted nothing more than this. To be dominated by this beautiful goddess. To surrender my will to hers. To be bound, to have my autonomy removed. To feel again the paradoxical release that comes from being tied up, letting her make all the choices, absolving me of responsibility for the kinky sex I craved.

Still, this was new for both of us. And out in public like this, it was even wilder. The risk of discovery was low, I knew, but not zero. It was one thing to be discovered having sex in public, and another thing for a stranger to see me acting like my girlfriend’s submissive bitch.

But Sofia was patient. She didn’t say another word. She just smiled at me and waited, secure in her power to boss me around. Knowing just how badly I wanted her, knowing I meant what I said about doing whatever it took to get what I wanted.

I never really had a chance. It was my own desire brought me down, that demanded I give in and do as I was told. What use was pride in this situation? What did it matter if I had to be humiliated a little? She was undoubtedly worth it.

And so I turned in my seat, gazing out the window at the snowy darkness under the trees. With a laugh, Sofia lifted her legs from my lap and sat up in her chair, leaning toward me. I put my hands behind my back and heard the rasping noise of the tape being pulled off the roll. Then, I felt my girlfriend wrapping the tape tightly around my wrists, binding them together behind me.

“There we go,” Sofia said as she tore the tape free and tossed the roll carelessly in the backseat. “That’s better. Now you can’t do anything or go anywhere. You can’t even touch me unless I say so. Now, get down on the floor.”

I turned toward her again. She was sitting with one hand on the wheel, still wearing her white sweater with nothing on underneath it. Her other hand pointed to the footwell of the passenger seat where I sat, where our discarded clothes lay in an untidy heap. She was smiling, but I knew she was serious. And I knew how little choice I had. I slid off the seat, contorting myself into the small space of the footwell while Sofia reached over the seat and pressed the button to make it retract as far as it would go. Then she pressed another button, and the back of the seat lowered slowly down until it was resting on the seat behind.

I watched, kneeling on the floor, as my beautiful girlfriend looked up and down the empty road. Then she climbed onto the flat seat in front of me. Swinging a leg over my head, she lay down, thrusting both legs down into the footwell on either side of me. Her pussy was right in front of me now, and I knew exactly what my girlfriend wanted.

“Get to work, bitch,” she ordered without even looking at me. Instead, she lay back with her eyes closed, never doubting for a minute that I would do as she said.

And of course, I did.

Thrusting my head between her thighs, I kissed the pussy I had craving for so long. And as my girlfriend sighed happily above me, I started to lick. The delicious taste of her filled my mouth, and soon, I felt her juices flowing out of her, the sign of a desperate arousal that matched my own. My cock throbbed urgently between my legs, completely ignored for now. If Sofia hadn’t tied me up, I doubted I would be able to resist the urge to touch myself. But as it was, I didn’t have a choice. As it was, all I could do was focus on pleasing her, and that’s exactly what I did.

Before long, Sofia’s moans and cries of passion filled her parents’ car. She lay back with her eyes still closed, one arm above her head, gripping the seat she lay on. The other fondled her breasts through the sweater she still wore. Her legs trembled on either side of me, and I knew she was approaching orgasm. I kept licking while she cried out in pleasure, feeling the powerful contractions of her sex around my tongue as she came.

As her climax raced through her, Sofia moaned and gasped. When the spasm passed, I lifted my face from between her legs, and she sat up. Smiling down at me, she shifted in the seat, rolling over onto her side. I watched as she squirmed away from me, crawling toward the backseat.

“Get up here,” she ordered, tapping the passenger seat with her foot. Lurching forward, I squirmed my way onto the seat, my movements made awkward by my bound hands. Sofia leaned toward me again, taking hold of my shoulders to position me right where she wanted me. She rolled me over so that I lay on my back in the seat where she had just been, my hands trapped beneath me and my rock-hard cock pointing up at the ceiling.

Then she climbed on top of me. I grunted at the weight of her knee on my chest, but I didn’t complain. Sofia kept moving forward until she was straddling me where I lay in the passenger seat, her arms resting on the car’s dashboard as she looked out the windshield. Reaching down underneath herself, she took hold of my cock, and I groaned at the feel of her hand gripping my manhood.

Without a word, Sofia spread her thighs further apart and lowered herself down onto me. Her hand guided my cock inside her, and now she groaned too at the feeling of me entering her. Slowly, she slid down until I was all the way inside her, and she leaned forward, placing both hands on the dashboard to balance herself as she began to move her hips up and down.

The car shook to the rhythm of her movements. Feelings of ecstasy raced through my body as she fucked me, both of us moaning and groaning in desperate pleasure. I watched her round ass bouncing up and down on top of me, my cock disappearing inside her with every thrust, and the air crackled with wild passion as she rode me.

Sofia came again. I heard her yell of bliss, felt her pussy spasm around my manhood. And that pushed me over the edge. I howled like an animal as I erupted inside her, releasing days of pent-up desire that felt to me like months. My orgasm left me seeing stars as I lay back on the passenger seat of her parents’ car, and she slumped forward on the dash, moaning and groaning as her pussy continued to pulse around me.

“Oh fuck, that was good,” Sofia said breathlessly, her head still down on her arms, her face hidden from me. “That was so fucking good. Now, let’s go shopping.”


A Dominant Wife’s Christmas Present

I listened to the car pull out of our driveway, Sophia and Chris heading out to do some shopping. Gabriella sat on the sofa beside me, a mug of coffee in her hands, her bare feet curled up underneath her. For a while, she said nothing. She stayed looking out of the window even after the car was gone, as though she could still see our daughter and her boyfriend heading away. Then, with a small sigh, she turned her beautiful face toward me.

“He seems like a nice guy.”

“Yeah, he is. I like him”

“Very polite. But funny sometimes, too. And he’s very handsome. I can see what she likes about him.”

I smiled as I looked at my wife. I knew what she was up to. And even as I smiled, my heart contracted in my chest at the memory of the things we had done. I remembered watching Gabriella kneeling in front of Emily’s boyfriend, sucking his cock with desperate enthusiasm, and my own cock started to swell inside my pants. She was such a slut sometimes. But somehow, it just made her all the more desirable. I had never imagined I would feel that way, never imagined seeing my wife with another man would give me anything but rage and pain. But that was just one of the many things Emily had taught me since she took control of our sex life. My wife was a horny girl, and the fact that she was no longer exclusively faithful to me only made her hotter.

“Careful,” I said, and she smiled back at me.

“I’m just saying. Not like I would ever do anything about it. I mean, he’s half my age. Besides, he’s dating my daughter.”

“And you’re married.”

“Oh yeah. That too,” Gabriella said with another sly smile before taking another sip of coffee. She knew what she was doing to me. That was all part of the game we played these days. The nearly endless tease of being married to a woman like her. Underneath my pants, I was still wearing panties as per Gabriella’s orders. She hadn’t relaxed the rule just because our daughter was around. And with Sophia and Chris out of the house, my desire was building inside me once again. Gabriella’s teasing, of course, was only making it worse. Just as she intended it to do.

“He’s a little bit nerdy though, isn’t he?” Gabriella went on. “You know who he reminds me of? You.”

“Really? I don’t see it. I mean, we both like video games. Clearly, we both like Latinas. But that’s pretty much it.”

“No, I see a resemblance. I guess that’s not uncommon. They say girls often go for guys who remind them of their fathers. Take it as a compliment. It means you have a good relationship.”

“I know that,” I said. After all, we did. Sofia had always been a good kid, and as close as she was with her mom, she was just as close in her own way with me. Having her home for Christmas with us was a source of great joy. Even though I knew it was temporary, having her under our roof once again just felt right somehow. Our life had changed so much since Sofia left home, and I’ll admit that I loved our new reality. But at the same time, I missed my girl when she was away. And if this Chris guy made her happy, then I was delighted to welcome him into our home.

“I wonder if he’s like you in other ways. I mean, have you noticed how she makes all the plans? I feel like she calls the shots in that relationship.”

“Wouldn’t surprise me,” I said. “You know how strong-willed she is.”

“Yeah,” Gabriella said softly. She wasn’t looking at me now, but instead staring down at the coffee table in front of her. But she wasn’t really looking at it, I knew. She seemed to be looking through it, gazing at some far-off destination, lost in her own thoughts.

I’m not stupid. I knew what she was driving at. I didn’t particularly want to think of my daughter’s sex life, didn’t want to consider the kind of things she might do with her boyfriend. Obviously, I knew that they were young people in a relationship, with everything that meant. And my daughter had certainly inherited her mother’s beauty. But that was as far as I was willing to pursue that line of thought.

Gabriella, clearly, felt differently.

“I bet they’re glad to get away from us. A little bit of alone time.”

“Yeah, at the mall.”

Raising her eyes up to me again, Gabriella smiled as she slowly shook her head.

“You know, for a guy who’s done the things you’ve done, you can be surprisingly naïve sometimes,” she said. “You don’t think they’re going to sneak off for a little one-on-one time while they’re out?”

“I don’t know,” I said, shifting uncomfortably my seat. “I don’t really want to think about that, Gabi. That’s their business.”

“I guess it is,” Gabriella said. Uncoiling herself from her seat on the sofa, she leaned forward and set her mug down on the coffee table. Then, sitting upright, she turned to face me again. Her warm brown eyes looked me up and down, and I knew that look. That mischievous, naughty look she sometimes got right before she did something crazy. My heart raced in my chest, and my cock throbbed inside my pants, and somehow, for the first time, it occurred to me that my wife and I finally had the house to ourselves again, for at least a few hours.

“Maybe this would be a good time to give you a real Christmas present,” she smirked.

“Oh yeah? And what would that be?”

“Want to find out?”

“I think you know I do.”

Gabriella laughed at my words.

“Okay. Just stay there for now. But take your clothes off. Everything but the panties. When I call you, I want you to come report to me in the bedroom immediately. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I breathed. And the smile that lit up my wife’s gorgeous face was intoxicating as she rose to her feet. It was so easy for her to get me to slip straight into submission, so easy for her to do whatever it was she wanted. Because after all, this was what I wanted too. I couldn’t stop myself wanting her, couldn’t keep my mind off my wife and her incredible body. I craved her desperately, every hour of every day. I had thought I desired her before, back when we had a regular sex life. But it was nothing compared to this. Now that she was my mistress, now that she was Emily’s slut, my wife had become a virtual obsession for me. She only had to say the word, and I would fall over myself to do exactly as I was told. She only had to give the order, and I would unthinkingly obey.

Gabriella stepped past me, heading toward the bedroom. While I silently stripped in the living room, I could hear her moving around, fetching items from her closet. The anticipation was almost unbearable. I had no idea what I would be walking into, but I knew the general outline. Ama Gabriella would use me, tease me, humiliate me. But maybe, finally, she would give me what I wanted. And that was the promise that kept me on my knees, kept me worshiping the ground my wife walked on.

The weight wasn’t too long, but to me, in my heightened state of desire and excitement, it felt like forever. But finally, Gabriella’s voice rang out in our house, floating down the hallway to find my waiting ears.

“Get in here, slave.”

I sprang to my feet. My cock throbbed inside the panties I was wearing, practically leading me down the hallway as I rushed to see my wife. And as always, Gabriella didn’t disappoint. As I stepped through the open door of our bedroom, my jaw dropped. As always, Gabriella looked absolutely stunning.

She looked like a pinup girl. Her black hair cascaded in its gentle waves down over her bare shoulders, framing her gorgeous face with her dark glittering eyes and luscious red lips. She had squeezed her beautiful body into a black satin corset that thrust her boobs high on her chest, her hypnotic cleavage rising and falling with every breath she took and increasing my desire by the second. Beneath the corset, she wore a garter belt with suspenders that held up a pair of sheer black stockings. But beneath the garter belt, I saw she wore no panties. The corset of the stockings framed her pussy perfectly, putting her somehow more on display than she would have been totally naked. The stockings disappeared into a pair of knee-high black leather boots, and as I looked Gabriella up and down, I felt an urge to kneel at the feet of he goddess she was and shower those boots with humble kisses. After all, it wouldn’t be the first time. And day by day, every day spent in her service, I desired her more and accepted my place in her life as her pathetic slave husband. It felt good to be under her thumb. And it never felt better than it did when she looked so radiantly gorgeous.

“You like it?” Gabriella asked with a giggle, shifting her weight on her feet slightly as she stood with her hands on her narrow waist.

“Like it? Gabriella, I love it. You look absolutely amazing. You look like a fucking goddess.”

“A goddess, huh? Good. That’s kind of what I was going for. And every goddess deserves to be worshiped, no?”

I didn’t say a word in response. I simply dropped to my knees on the floor. Gabriella burst out laughing, her breasts bouncing in the tight corset at the sign of total submission from me.

“Oh my God, you’re too easy,” she chuckled. “Look at your cock, so desperate for me inside your panties. You want your mistress so badly, don’t you?”

“Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said, the truth falling from my trembling lips as I gazed up her in adoration. “I want you so badly. Please, Ama, please let me fuck you!”

“Oh, husband,” Gabriella said with a sigh, shaking her head slowly to make her dark hair roll over her bare shoulders. “I think you know it’s not going to be that easy. But that’s okay. Start proving your worth to me by crawling over here on your hands and knees like the pathetic loser you are.”

Again, I didn’t hesitate. My cock throbbed desperately, straining against the soft material of the panties that covered it as I crawled across the floor toward my wife. Of course it was embarrassing; it was supposed to be. Of course it was humiliating, just like her words. And as I crawled like a dog toward this vision of feminine beauty, I felt like exactly the pathetic loser she had just called me. But that didn’t change anything. In fact, if anything, it made me want her more.

And as I kneeled at my wife’s feet, gazing up at her beautiful body so exquisitely wrapped in her new lingerie, I observed once again that as beautiful as she was, she rarely looked better than she did from below. I felt every ounce of the humiliation she wanted me to feel, and we both knew it only made her more desirable to me. She really was a goddess, and I was ready to spend the rest of my life serving and worshiping her. And Mistress Emily, of course.

“What do you think I’m going to do with you today?” Gabriella said in a voice that was little more than a whisper. And I trembled as I looked up her, vibrating with desire and fear and shame.

“I don’t know, Ama Gabriella,” I said truthfully.

“I bet you’re hoping I’ll let you cum, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Ama Gabriella.”

“Well, since it’s Christmas, I guess I can allow that. But you have to promise me that you won’t get all defiant afterward. This game isn’t over until I say it is, so if I allow you to have an orgasm, you have to keep serving me afterward, too. Is that clear?”

“Oh, yes, Ama Gabriella,” I said, not even trying to hide my excitement. My cock was raging in my panties, and I wanted nothing more than the release she promised me.

“Okay.”

Smiling a smug smile of satisfaction, Gabriella walked toward our bed. I watched with undisguised hunger as she sat down on the edge of the bed, her knees together, her pussy hidden between her thighs. She pointed to the floor at her feet, and I hurriedly crawled toward her, drawn to her body like a moth to a flame.

“You like these boots?”

“I love them, Ama Gabriella.”

“Then prove it. Kiss them.”

Without hesitation, I bowed my head to the floor. I kissed the top of each boot, feeling cool leather against my lips, my cock aching with desire and humiliation the whole time. And from up above, my wife watched me, that sly smile of conquest on her face.

“Good boy. You’re such a good boy. Now, take that cock out and show me how badly you want your mistress.”

Sitting up on my knees, I smiled at Gabriella. I pulled down my panties, and my cock sprang out, fully erect, pointing right up at the woman who owned it. Gabriella’s eyes flashed as she smiled at my manhood, her white teeth showing as she bit her lower lip in obvious desire. But she had more self-control than I did. That was part of what gave her such unstoppable power.

“Good. So you can follow my instructions just like you follow Mistress Emily’s. Now, you got smudges all over my boots from your dirty lips. So you know how you’re going to make it up to me?”

“No, Ama Gabriella.”

“You’re going to give my boots a nice cum polish.”

I gazed up at my wife in astonishment. Ever since we started playing this game, I had done more than my share of humiliating and degrading things. And I remembered only too well how Emily had made me do this exact task. But coming from my wife, it was somehow even more humiliating to hear. And of course, that only turned me on more. Pride made me at least think of resisting, but really, we both knew that would never happen. We both knew the secret to the unbelievably thrilling sex life we had now was for me to do as I was told. To give in to the desire to serve these women like the goddesses they were and debase myself for their sadistic amusement.

Besides, I wanted an orgasm so badly.

So with Gabriella watching, I started stroking my cock. And the dominant smile that shone on her pretty face made her even more unspeakably desirable as I gazed up at the woman I loved. I pulled on my cock while my eyes traveled over her body, all dressed up in her exquisite lingerie. And Gabriella let me look, just sitting above me, enjoying my humble worship of her incredible beauty.

I gasped as I felt my orgasm rising up inside me. Gabriella shifted slightly on the bed, adjusting her position but keeping her feet right where they were. And I groaned as my cum spurted out, hot white trails of it running over the shining leather of Gabriella’s boots while she giggled to herself in satisfaction.

“Good boy. That’s a good boy,” she said. “Come for me. Come for your mistress. Wow, that was a big load, too, wasn’t it? You must’ve really wanted me badly.”

“I do, Ama Gabriella,” I said breathlessly. I did. But just as my clever wife had predicted, now that I had cum, my desire had diminished. Not that I didn’t still want her, this beautiful creature sitting above me. But I had noticed before how the shame and humiliation of my lowly position was always so much more painful after orgasm that it was before.

Of course, she knew that too. That was exactly why she had ordered me to do this.

“But you can’t have me. Not yet, anyway. I mean, look. Your cock’s getting soft. Not much I can do with that, is there?”

I didn’t bother pointing out the hypocrisy in what she was saying. I knew better than to argue with my mistress. There was no point telling her that it was her fault, that this was all her idea. That didn’t matter. Ama Gabriella was always right, and I was always wrong.

“Luckily, I got myself a little present, too.”

With that, Gabriella stood up. I watched from my knees, my drained cock hanging pathetically between my legs as my wife walked to her closet. Just the way she walked in those high-heeled boots still stained with my cum was enough to drive me wild, her body moving hypnotically in the provocative lingerie that revealed more than it hid. I watched in silence as my wife stepped into the closet, rummaging around to pick up a few things. Then she turned, smiling at me again as she moved toward the bed. I saw she had a toy in her hand, a big white thing with a bulbous head and a power cord. And I also saw a couple of pairs of handcuffs, and I knew exactly who those were meant for.

“Crawl over here,” Gabriella said softly, pointing to the floor at her feet where she stood at the foot of the bed. And without protest, without argument, without even really thinking about it, I did as I was told. My cock hung down beneath me as I crawled across the floor toward my wife, and she ordered me to kneel at the foot of the bed, facing the mattress. When I did that, she ordered me to spread my arms and grab the rail of the foot board. I did, and I didn’t protest as she locked each wrist to the foot board with a pair of handcuffs. There I was, immobilized, facing the bed on my knees. And already, I could feel my cock starting to thicken again at the thought of what was about to happen.

Gabriella stepped away from me. I watched her walk around the bed and plug her toy into the socket at the head of the bed. Then she climbed onto the mattress, propping herself up against the headboard with a pillow. Her breasts rose and fell invitingly in the top of her corset as she breathed, her dark eyes bewitching me the way they always did as she looked at me. Her legs were spread wide, her wet pussy completely on display, taunting me with the mirage of availability, while we both knew I couldn’t touch it. And without a word, Gabriella switched on the toy, the round head buzzing rapidly as she guided it between her legs.

“Emily told me these things are really good,” Gabriella said. “I honestly don’t know why a woman like her needs toys, when she has so many slaves willing to serve her every need. But then again, sometimes a girl feels like being selfish. I have to say, this is kind of fun.”

With that, my wife touched the head of the toy to the wet lips of her pussy. And straightaway, a moan rose from between her lips. Her eyes went wide in astonishment, as though she couldn’t quite believe the sensations of pleasure the device was giving her. And as she pressed it harder against her body, she moaned again, a wild sound in her voice making my cock swell even more rapidly as I watched.

“Oh fuck, this is amazing,” she said breathlessly as her breasts bounced in the tight corset she wore. “Oh my God, this feels so good. Holy fuck. Emily was right. Oh my God, this is going to make me cum so fast!”

I could hear the pleasure in her voice, teasing me and humiliating me while I kneeled on the floor. Another cry was torn from her throat, and Gabriella closed her eyes, leaning back against the headboard. Her legs began to tremble, the slender heels of her boots catching on the bed sheet as she squirmed. Her corset creaked as she arched her back, thrusting her hips forward, pressing the toy more forcefully against her pussy. I was watching her whole body spasm in orgasm, and the pure teasing eroticism of it made me feel like I was losing my mind. In no time at all, my cock was swelling back to full hardness, and at the same time, Gabriella was charging toward an orgasm.

She held nothing back. She screamed in pure ecstasy, her body writhing in front of me, dressed up in her provocative lingerie. She howled and screamed like an animal, the sound of her voice drowning out the low hum of the toy that was giving her such unbelievable pleasure. The handcuffs that held me to the footboard rattled as I strained against them, but it was no use. I couldn’t touch her or myself or anything else. All I could do was watch as a senseless piece of plastic gave my wife pleasure I could barely believe, pleasure I could hardly even imagine.

Finally, practically sobbing with bliss, Gabriella set the toy aside and switched it off. She rolled over on her side, squeezing her thighs together, one hand between her legs as she trembled. She lay like that for a while, practically sobbing with ecstasy, and I watched in silence, tormented by her beauty and my own inability to do anything about the desire that once again filled me to the exclusion of all else.

Eventually, Gabriella rolled over onto her back again. As she lifted her head to smile at me, I could see the flush in her cheeks, could see her moist eyes shining. She sat up, her movements made difficult by the tightness of the corset she wore. The heels of her boots pointed at me, just inches from my face as she crossed her legs at the ankle.

“That was fucking amazing,” she said, as though I didn’t know that already. As though I hadn’t been the humiliated audience to my wife having an orgasm that seemed more powerful than any I had ever given her. “When Emily told me how good they were, I thought she was exaggerating. That was incredible.”

“I’m glad you enjoyed yourself, Ama Gabriella,” I mumbled.

“Awwww,” Gabriella laughed as she smiled down at me. “Are you jealous of the toy now? You already have to share me with your boss. You have to watch me suck other men’s cocks for her amusement and to get them ready for her. Isn’t that enough jealousy for you? Are you going to be jealous of my toy now, too?”

“It’s kind of hard not to be, Ama Gabriella.”

“But husband, you know the rules,” Gabriella said condescendingly. “Female pleasure is all that matters. You should be glad I bought this toy for myself. In fact, you should have bought it for me. It’s really the least you could do. Your role as my husband is to make sure I have lots and lots of incredible orgasms, so I should be mad at you for not thinking of this sooner.”

Shifting on the bed, Gabriella rose up onto her knees. She shuffled toward me until she was looming above me, her pussy right in front of my face. Her hands on her hips, she smiled down at me, letting me gaze up her again. Letting me look at her body, her incredible figure enhanced and exaggerated by the clothes she wore, my cock throbbing and raging with unignorable desire, once again rockhard, once again silently worshiping the body of the woman I had married.

“Looks like someone’s ready for action again,” Gabriella said, giggling as she looked down over the foot of the bed to see my cock pointing up her.

“Yes, Ama Gabriella,” I panted. “I want you so bad. That was such a tease, watching you cum like that. And you look absolutely amazing. You look like a goddess. Please, Mistress, I’ll do whatever you want. I’ll do anything you say. Please, please, please let me have sex with you!”

“Oh, what a gentleman,” Gabriella giggled. “Well, since you asked so nicely. And it is Christmas, after all. I guess you can have your present.”

Moving toward the edge of the bed, Gabriella climbed off. Circling around the foot of the bed, she unfastened the cuffs around my right hand, then walked along behind me and unfastened the ones on my left. Dropping them carelessly to the floor, she circled around the bed and climbed onto the mattress again. Still kneeling, I watched as she lay down, propping her head up on one hand as she smiled at me. She looked radiantly gorgeous, the curves of her body accentuated as she lay on her side, her pussy completely exposed as she spread her legs.

“Happy Christmas, slave boy,” she grinned. “Come and get it.”

Springing to my feet, I leapt over the foot board of the bed onto the mattress. Gabriella laughed out loud as I flung myself on top of her, my desperate desire obvious in my frantic movements. Taking hold of her shoulders, I rolled her onto her back, pinning her down beneath me. And she spread her legs wide for me, wrapping them around my hips as I plunged my hard cock deep inside her waiting pussy.

Gabriella moaned in pleasure, and so did I. I kissed her desperately, pressing my lips against her mouth, her cheek, her neck, making my way down to her swollen boobs. I plunged my face into the cleavage I had been craving since I saw her in her corset, and she placed her hand on the back of my head, holding me there, enjoying the feeling of me kissing and licking the jiggling flesh of her breasts.

Meanwhile, my cock slid in and out. The feeling of her pussy was incredible, lubricated by her earlier orgasm. Gabriella moaned in pleasure as I fucked her, but cringing with shame, I had to acknowledge her cries were nothing like the ones the toy had given her. And so I fucked her harder, my stomach muscles burning as I plunged my cock desperately inside her, trying to make her scream and howl with pleasure the way her Christmas present to herself had.

She moaned. She squealed. She shrieked in bliss as I drove my manhood deep inside her, fighting against the orgasm building inside me, desperate to please her. And when Gabriella came again, so did I. I spurted my cum deep inside her beautiful body, then collapsed on top of her, both of us breathing hard, exhausted by the pleasure we had felt together.

Her fingers ran through my hair as she held me, her body soft and warm under my own. There wasn’t a single thing I could have wanted for Christmas more than that.
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