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    Christmas With Kayla 1-6 
 
    1. Home For Christmas 
 
      
 
    What is this guys problem? He keeps looking over like he knows me. But I’ve never seen him before in my life. And then, as his eyes slide down over my body, I feel a familiar sensation of disgust spreading through me. He’s looking at me like that. The way guys do when they mentally undress you. As though they have a right to think whatever dirty thoughts are going through their head, as though your own wishes and preferences don’t come into it at all. They don’t. I’m not being conceited. This is something every woman has to deal with. The unpleasant thought of being part of some loser’s masturbatory fantasy, whether you want to or not. 
 
    Catching me scowling, the man abruptly looked away. At least he had the decency to do that. They don’t always. It’s not like I was wearing anything particularly eye-catching. After all, I was getting on a plane. My outfit of yoga pants and sneakers and T-shirt and hoodie, my hair gathered up loosely behind my head for convenience, was designed purely for comfort, not for looks. Go look over there, I thought to myself uncharitably, at that girl who chose to wear a short skirt and high heels to catch a plane. Then I stopped myself. I shouldn’t wish such a thing on her either. She looked good, and she had every right to look good without being perved on by some stranger the airport. 
 
    Silently, the man wandered off through the departure lounge, and I turned my scowl on my phone. There’s nothing glamorous about air travel. It should be a miracle, a source of wonder and joy every time we partake in it. But what it is, for the most part, is a huge hassle. Especially now, at this time of year. I don’t know whose idea it was to put the biggest holiday of the year right in the heart of winter, but it’s not exactly convenient.  
 
    The towering glass wall of the airport was black and blank in front of me, the runway outside lit by enormous floodlights and the winking lights of planes. In those cones of light, I could see flakes of snow swirling toward the ground, dancing in shifting patterns, almost coming together before the wind pushed them apart again, only for them to all land in the same undifferentiated heap on the floor. Only moments before, I had heard a collective groan go up at the gate next to mine as the ground crew announced a lengthy delay. Now, I occupied myself by watching the line at the desk lengthen as irate passengers tried to reason or argue with the weather. Better them than me, I thought to myself, keeping an eye on the status of my own flight on the flatscreen above the desk at my own gate. Clearly, air travel brings out the worst in me. I’m not normally this much of a bitch, I swear. 
 
    I’ve done my share of flying. It comes with the territory when you live across the country from your family. I know that how pleasant a flight is going to be depends largely on your mindset going in. I had to get my head right. So I tried to focus on the positives. I would finally get to see my sister again. I hadn’t gone this long without seeing Kayla ever, not once in our lives. Even when she went away to college, she came back home to visit at least once a year. But now, thanks to the stupid never-ending pandemic, it’d been two years since we had seen each other. It felt like forever. I missed my big sister, and I couldn’t wait to see her and her husband Charlie again. A family Christmas, in a way, after a couple of very solitary ones. That was something to look forward to. Something that was worth the delays and the creeps and the endless tedium of air travel. 
 
    Finally, it was time for us to board. The airline staff at the desk called us up to the gate, and we shuffled along the jetway, a motley crew of strangers with nothing in common except a shared destination at this busy time of year. I took my seat on the plane, praying no one would sit next to me while I watched more and more people shuffle down the aisle, their eyes scanning for space in the overhead lockers so they could load preposterously huge bags inside. It looked like a full flight. When someone took a seat next to mine, I cursed inwardly, keeping my eyes down on my phone. It could’ve been worse, I supposed. The middle-aged woman sitting next to me was at least petite, and wasn’t crowding the armrest. Small mercies. You’ve got to appreciate what you have. 
 
    Trying to maintain my positive frame of mind, I settled in for the five hour flight ahead of me, telling myself it would all be worth it in the end. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Ashley!” 
 
    As soon as I stepped through the sliding doors into the arrivals area of the airport, I heard someone calling my name. My head turned as if by its own accord toward the sound. In among the crowd of people waiting for friends and relatives, all those happy Christmas reunions, I saw Kayla waving her arm in the air, bouncing up and down on tiptoes. I smiled, the sense of excitement that had been rising inside me since the plane took off now reaching its greatest pitch. It felt good to see her. And I quickened my pace as I moved through the shuffling crowd of fellow passengers, hurrying toward my sister as she hurried toward me. She wrapped her arms around me, and I hugged her back, the two of us clinging to each other tightly as though in doing so, we could make up for the years of absence we had just gone through. 
 
    “Oh, let me get a look at you,” Kayla said at last, her hands still on my shoulders as she held me at arm’s length, looking me up and down. “You look great,” she said. I snorted in response. 
 
    “Yeah, right,” I grinned. “No makeup, dressed like this, I just got off the plane. I’m sure I look amazing.” 
 
    “You do!” Kayla insisted, nodding her head to make her long hair sway. Still jet black, I noticed. We were both natural blondes, inheriting our mother’s golden hair. But Kayla had darkened hers for a few years now. It suited her. It made her already bright blue eyes seem even brighter by contrast, casting appealing shadows over the delicate architecture of her face. I shared those same eyes with her too, but not that bone structure. Not that button nose ana small chin and those impressive cheekbones. The truth was, I had always envied Kayla her looks. All the time we were growing up, people had often said I was the prettiest sister, though my parents would never say something so idiotic. I never believed it. Being older, Kayla matured quicker than me, and I envied her adult body as her boobs and hips began to swell with puberty. Even if I eventually overtook her in that department. Facially, we looked alike, but she had inherited Mom’s graceful dancer’s body. My curves, which have taken me years to learn to love, obviously came from Dad’s side of the family.  
 
    And I still remembered, even with a faint flash of jealousy after all these years, how it felt to bring boyfriends home and have them meet Kayla. To see the look in their faces when they saw her, the way they couldn’t take their eyes off her body. That was a long time ago, and we were both grown women now. But those kinds of experiences stay with you. Maybe I still had a faint feeling of inferiority toward my sister because of that. And maybe that was why she was always so relentlessly supportive and encouraging. Why she always went out of her way to tell me how good I looked, how pretty I was, how proud she was of me. Then again, that was just the way she was. Kayla lives her life with her foot to the gas, pure joy and enthusiasm shining out from her pretty face to make her even more appealing than she would otherwise be. 
 
    I can talk about all these things, the trials and tribulations of growing up with a beautiful older sister at home. But these thoughts were only a fraction of what was in my head and my heart at that moment as I smiled at my sister, and she smiled back at me. Mostly, what I felt was a great swell of love, the same love I could see shining in her pretty eyes as she grinned back at me. 
 
    “Doesn’t she look great, Charlie?” 
 
    “Yeah, Ashley, you do,” Kayla’s husband said as he stepped forward. I felt him hug me, and I hugged him back, his stubble gently scratching my cheek as he kissed the air beside my ear. I always liked Charlie. Everyone did. He was a likable, easy-going guy, and he seemed to make my sister very happy. And maybe he looked extra good compared to the boyfriend he had followed, some douchebag that ended up stealing a bunch of money off Kayla and disappearing with some slut she worked with. But Charlie and Kayla had been together for years now, and they still seemed completely happy with one another.  
 
    Maybe even more so as the years went by. A sharp contrast, really, to my own lingering singleness. But I knew how many toads Kayla had to kiss to get here. Charlie was a good guy, and I was glad she had found him. Of course, it didn’t hurt that he was pretty damn handsome, too. The couple of years since I had last seen him hadn’t done anything to change that. His dark hair was still thick, standing up straight from his scalp to add to his significant height. The faint glints of gray that shone like polished silver in the airport light only made him look more distinguished. And he hadn’t gained an ounce of fat since last time I saw him, his body still toned and lean as far as I could tell in the jeans and button-down shirt he wore. I knew these two went running together, making fitness part of their lifestyle, and it showed for both of them. In a way, I supposed, they were one of those couples that seemed a little too perfect, a little too happy together. But I knew there was nothing performative about it. I knew it was the way they really felt about each other, and they managed not to be nauseating about it, which I appreciated. 
 
    “Let me get your bag,” Charlie said, moving past me as Kayla wrapped one arm through mine. There was no point arguing. He was going to do it anyway. He liked to be useful. Besides, Kayla was already steering me through the crowd, toward the exit doors. As we stepped outside, a blast of frigid air swept over my skin, making me shudder and press my body more closely against my sister’s. We hurried toward the multistory parking lot, Charlie keeping pace with us as he pulled my bags along behind him. We climbed into his SUV as he loaded my bags into the trunk, and the car’s heaters roared as the engine spluttered into life. I sat in the back, with Kayla in the passenger seat up front and Charlie getting in behind the wheel. Kayla turned in her seat to smile at me, her face lit by the harsh glow of the parking lot lights as Charlie pulled out of the parking space and drove toward the exit. 
 
    “It’s so good to see you again,” Kayla said, and I couldn’t help smiling at the obvious joy in her voice. 
 
    “You too,” I said truthfully, smiling back at her. After a long journey, it really did feel good to be back among family. But I had no idea, then, as Charlie steered his car through the wintery streets, how this Christmas reunion was going to change all our lives forever. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
    “Oh, that’s right! What was his name again?” 
 
    “Darrell,” I said with a groan, taking another sip of my wine. Beside me on the sofa, her legs curled up underneath her, Kayla exploded in laughter. 
 
    “Yes! Darrell!” She spluttered. “What a douchebag that guy was! I mean, I’m sorry, Ash, but he was.” 
 
    “Oh, believe me, I know,” I smiled, nodding my head and inducing another gale of laughter from my older sister. “I’m the one who dated him. For way too long.” 
 
    “Yeah, you were with him a while,” Kayla said, her brow furrowing as she struggled to remember. “How long was it?” 
 
    “A little over a year,” I said sheepishly. In reality, it was closer to year and a half. A relationship that should never have gone beyond the first month. But I was young and stupid, and had ignored the warning signs of a loser. We could laugh about it now that it was in the past, at least. 
 
    “Oh my God,” Kayla said, taking another gulp of her own wine. The wine was strong, some warm wintry concoction Charlie had made in the slow cooker, sweet and syrupy with chunks of fruit floating in it. It filled the house with an incredible smell of oranges and cinnamon, making my mouth water as soon as I stepped through the door. And after a few sticky mugs of it, I was feeling a delightful warm glow of intoxication spreading through me. Judging by the flush on Kayla’s cheeks, so was she. She didn’t drink often; it didn’t really fit with her healthy lifestyle. When she did, she enjoyed it with the same enthusiasm she enjoyed everything else. This trip down memory lane was giving her plenty to laugh about. 
 
    “That’s way too long for a guy like that.” 
 
    “Don’t I know it,” I said, drinking again from my own mug. Over on the armchair close to Kayla, I saw Charlie politely stifle a yawn. It had already been late when they picked me up from the airport, and now it was even later. But my sister and her husband were going out of their way to make me feel welcome. Besides, with Kayla, I knew it wasn’t an act. She was glad to see me. We both had our friends and our own lives on opposite sides of the country, but it was different getting together like this. We’ve always been close, and every time we caught up, even after the longest absence in either of our lives, it was as though we had never been apart. We fell right back in the same old rhythm, the same old jokes, the same joy in each other’s presence. In many ways, we were each other’s best friends. But I wasn’t surprised Kayla’s husband didn’t have the stamina for these old war stories she and I did. 
 
    “Why were you with him so long?” Kayla asked. Immediately, a change came over her face. A sly smile spread across her lips, her white teeth showing as she leaned closer toward me, the steaming mug of hot wine held precariously in her hand. “Good sex?” she asked conspiratorially. 
 
    “Great sex,” I admitted with a shamefaced chuckle while Kayla laughed again, slapping my leg in merriment. 
 
    “Why is that always the way?” she said, shaking her head so that her dark hair swayed around her face. “The biggest losers are always the best in bed.” 
 
    “Hey,” Charlie said in protest, jolted out of his reverie in the armchair. Both Kayla and I chuckled again as she turned to him over her shoulder. 
 
    “I just mean in general, honey,” she said. “Not always. You’re an exception to the rule.” 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” Charlie said. There was a faint pause after he spoke. Kayla was still half turned in her seat, looking at him, and I could almost hear the gears whirring in her brain. I knew my sister well. But I had no idea what was going through her head while the air seemed to suddenly crackle around us. 
 
    “But let’s be honest, Charlie, that wasn’t always the case, was it?” Kayla said. “I mean, I had to train you a little bit, didn’t I?” 
 
    “Kayla!” Charlie said, sitting upright in his armchair, his face like thunder as he turned to his wife. But Kayla didn’t seem to care. If anything, it only made her giggle more. I knew what Kayla could be like when she got like this. She was normally so sensible, so thoughtful. Maybe that was why it was such a release for her to get a little bit silly when she drank. And she didn’t do it often. But I knew from experience that it was always fun when she did. Now, I could tell, she was in one of those moods, her inhibitions drowned by the strong wine and some idea of fun in her head. 
 
    “Oh, don’t be so self-conscious,” Kayla said to her husband. “We talked about this, remember? Besides, it’s just Ash. She’s open-minded. Aren’t you, Ash?” 
 
    Kayla’s eyes glittered as she turned them on me, that same smile still on her pretty face. Smiling myself, I stared at her in puzzlement, not sure where she was going with this but willing for now to play along. I sensed she had some juicy secret to reveal, some surprise that was burning her up inside. She never was great at keeping secrets. 
 
    “Sure,” I said carefully, while Kayla practically vibrated with excitement beside me. Smiling at me as though I somehow shared the secret she wanted to reveal, Kayla turned her head back toward Charlie. 
 
    “I told you,” she said. “She won’t tell anyone. Should we tell her?” 
 
    “Tell me what?” 
 
    I still smiled as I spoke, but I won’t deny I felt a little bit of nervousness too. Judging by the way Kayla was behaving, I guess it was a good secret, not a bad one. At the same time, you never know. Was this going to be the moment they announced they had joined a cult or something? Until I found out exactly what it was that had my older sister so excited, I knew I wasn’t going to feel completely at ease. 
 
    Clearly, neither did Charlie. He shifted in the armchair he sat in, making the leather groan underneath him as he moved. For a moment, he didn’t say anything. His eyes moved from Kayla to me and back again to his wife, a pensive look on his handsome face. Clearly, he was unsure about what to do. But his wife seemed sure enough for both of them. It was clear to me that Kayla couldn’t wait to spill the beans, to tell me whatever was on her mind. And I knew Charlie couldn’t fail to notice his wife’s enthusiasm. It was obvious what she wanted. The only question was whether he was going to give it to her. 
 
    “You know I’ll make it worth your while if you let me tell her,” Kayla said. There was no missing the seductive purr in her voice as she spoke. And in spite of himself, a faint smile tugged at the corners of Charlie’s mouth as he took his wife’s meaning. So did I. 
 
    “Come on, you two,” I said, shaking my head as I sat on the sofa beside Kayla. But she didn’t seem to care. She had no hesitation. She knew exactly what she wanted. And her promise seemed to have the desired effect. I could practically see Charlie’s resistance wilt as he sat there in the chair, nervous about what was going to happen but partly desiring it, too. 
 
    “Go ahead,” he said, shaking his head as though he already couldn’t believe what he had agreed to. But it was already too late. Shrieking with delight, Kayla turned her face to me, her smile as wide as it could possibly go and her eyes bright and round with delight. 
 
    “Recently, I’ve started taking control in the bedroom,” she said. “You know, like S&M stuff. We’ve been having so much fun. And Charlie’s become my little love slave.” 
 
    I didn’t know how to react. Kayla was right; I’m open-minded. And I’m no prude. I’ve been around the block enough to know that human sexuality comes in a broad variety of flavors, and I’ve sampled more than a few of those flavors myself. Still, I wasn’t quite sure what to do with this confession. It’s not like I particularly wanted to know the details of my sister’s sex life. But clearly, Kayla wanted to tell me. Maybe she just wanted to tell somebody, anybody. And I was someone she could trust. She was right about that, too. 
 
    “Really?” I said. “I didn’t think you guys were the type for that sort of thing.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” Kayla said, playfully slapping my arm with the back of her hand as she spoke. I knew she wasn’t really annoyed. She was too thrilled by her revelation, too excited with her confession to be genuinely mad. 
 
    “Nothing,” I said. “I just always figured you guys were pretty vanilla.” 
 
    “We are,” Kayla said. “We were. It’s just – I don’t know. When you’ve been married for a while, you need to spice things up. So we tried some games in the bedroom. You tied me up at one point, didn’t you, Charlie? And it was fun, but – I don’t know. It didn’t really work for us. He’s just too sweet and gentle to really dominate a woman. But me, on the other hand – well, you know what a bitch I can be when I want to be.” 
 
    I laughed, and Kayla laughed with me. Over on his chair, Charlie looked distinctly uncomfortable. He sat forward with his elbows on his knees, his hands clasped together in front of him. From under lowered brows, his eyes shifted from his wife to me and back again. He was gauging my reaction, I guessed. Wondering if I would be repulsed or outraged or amused. And amused was certainly the closest to the feelings I was having. It might’ve been a little more information than I felt I really needed to know about their sex life, but the thought of my lovely sister acting like a dominatrix in the bedroom was pretty funny to me. Even funnier to imagine Charlie being her sex slave and doing what she said. I’ll admit, it intrigued me. It fascinated me. It confirmed for me something I had always believed: that you never really know what’s going on with people behind closed doors. Even the most normal married couple can turn out to have hidden depths of strangeness. I didn’t expect it from these two. But I was hardly about to condemn it, either. 
 
    “Well, whatever makes you happy, I guess,” I said, taking a last gulp from my mug of wine. My head was feeling fuzzy now, the warmth in my chest and stomach seeming to spread through my whole body to make my skin tingle. And I wondered if the flush in Kayla’s face as she smiled at me was due only to the wine, or whether it owed more the excitement of unburdening herself like this. 
 
    “It does,” she nodded. “I love it. We both do. You have no idea how empowering it is to make a man submit to you, to make him want you so badly he’ll do anything you say.” 
 
    “What makes you so sure of that?” I said. Over on the armchair, I saw Charlie’s eyes dart toward me. At the same time, Kayla’s eyes went wider than ever, her mouth opening in an expression of surprise. 
 
    “Don’t tell me?” she said. “Don’t tell me my little sister is secretly a dominatrix?” 
 
    “No, I wouldn’t say that,” I said. Still, I couldn’t keep myself from smiling as I spoke. It’s not that I was trying to trump Kayla’s secret, not in any way. But it was nice to let her know that I hadn’t exactly been living in a convent all these years. That I had been around, and that while her confession of their kinky married games surprised me, it didn’t shock me. “But I have dominated a guy before.” 
 
    “Oh my God, when?” 
 
    Kayla’s attention was all on me as she turned in her seat, clasping her mug of wine in both hands. It was as though she had forgotten her husband was even there. But behind her, I could see him looking at me with an expression on his face that was difficult to read. I had never seen that kind of intensity in his eyes before, never seen him look at me that way. He was as interested in what I had to say as his wife was. Maybe even more so. Suddenly, I was the center of attention. Suddenly, they weren’t the only ones with a secret to diverge, a story to tell. 
 
    “Back in college,” I said. “It’s kind of a strange story. It’s not one I’ve told a lot of people.” 
 
    “You think we’ve told a lot of people this?” Kayla asked. “You’re the first and only person who knows that I dominate Charlie. So if we’re going to share that with you, you have to share your story too. Come on. I’m interested to hear it. Maybe you have some tips for me about ways we can have more kinky fun.” 
 
    I sat back on the sofa, hearing the leather fabric groan underneath me as I settled. I couldn’t keep myself from smiling as I recollected the memories. It’s not like it was something I thought about often. But every time I did, it never failed to bring a flush of pleasure to my cheeks. It was a strange situation, for sure. But I’d be lying if I said it was one I regretted. And in a strange way, I felt the joy Kayla must’ve been feeling at the opportunity to share. The chance to finally unburden yourself of the secret to a sympathetic audience. 
 
    And as I thought back over the years to my own little S&M adventure, a strange feeling began to grow and spread inside me, mimicking the intoxicating warmth of the wine but bringing clarity instead of drunkenness. I could never think about what had happened back then without getting at least a little bit excited. And much as I was loath to think about it, suddenly, the air in Kayla and Charlie’s living room was crackling with sexual tension. They were waiting eagerly to hear my story about my sexual adventures, and it felt good to be the center of attention. It felt good to have something to teach them, after they had thought they were telling me this shattering secret. And strange ideas of where this might lead were already crackling in my brain. I tried not to focus on them, tried not to assume anything. I was just catching up with my sister, after all. But I couldn’t stop wild images racing through my brain, strange new possibilities exploding in my head as I thought about what was going on here. 
 
    I couldn’t resist pushing my luck. 
 
    “All right,” I said with a sigh. “Charlie, go get us more wine.” 
 
    I didn’t ask. Holding out my cup at arms length, I looked straight at Kayla’s husband. And she bit her lip And Excitement as she turned her face from me to him, to see what her husband would do. Meanwhile, he stared straight at me, the intensity in his gaze burning as brightly as ever. I waited. I kept my face calm, even though inside, I was a bundle of nerves. Maybe he would laugh at me, or tell me to go fuck myself. He had no reason to take orders from me, his sister-in-law, in his own house. 
 
    But suddenly, wordlessly, Charlie rose to his feet. Stepping toward the couch, he took the cup from my hand and the one his wife offered him. Still without saying a word, he turned and headed back toward the kitchen. Sitting beside my sister, I felt an incredible wave of triumph wash over me. It was just a small thing, just a request that I had framed like an order. But he had done it. And judging by the look on Kayla’s face, she could see the significance of the moment just as I could. All at once, unexpectedly, I could feel arousal growling inside me, and my arousal only increased as Charlie returned from the kitchen with two more steaming mugs of hot wine in his hand for Kayla and me. Handing them to us, he sat down on the armchair again. They were both looking at me again, waiting for me to start. 
 
    Taking a careful sip of wine, I cleared my throat and began. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    2. A Secret Revealed 
 
      
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Take it, bitch!” 
 
    I lay awake, shaking my head as I stared up at the dark ceiling of my bedroom. Unbelievable, what was going on next door. Part of the roommate code is trying to refrain from having loud sex of any kind. But things happen. I got that. Sandra and I were young women, enjoying the college life and everything it has to offer. And part of what it had to offer was an abundance of horny young men. Still, this was something else. This was some freaky shit going on next door. And I didn’t appreciate the intrusion, the loudness of their sex disturbing my sleep and keeping me awake. 
 
    But that wasn’t the only thing keeping me awake. As I lay there in the dark, listening to their activities and hoping they would soon tire themselves out, I couldn’t deny some fairly conflicting feelings in my heart. It was a man’s voice that was crying out in pain, the same quiet boy I had met in the living room earlier that evening. And it was Sandra who was mocking him, insulting him, calling him all kinds of names. I wasn’t naïve. I knew about the kinky games people play. But until that point, it’d only been something I knew about from movies and TV. I had never encountered it in the wild. 
 
    And as I lay there, my anger slowly subsided to be replaced by something else. I tried to deny it. I tried to pretend it wasn’t happening. But there was something infinitely exciting about the idea of young Sandra sexually dominating some guy just a few feet from where I lay. Slowly, my hand crept under the sheet, over my body, seeking the wet warmth between my legs. As I began to touch myself, I groaned quietly, biting my lip. With their kinky play as a soundtrack, I touched myself, astonished at how wet and excited I already was. I, who had never had the slightest interest in playing these kinds of games. I, who had never felt any desire to bring pain to anyone, even if it was completely consensual. But what is college for if not discovering things about yourself? There in my lonely bedroom, I listened to Sandra and her boy toy and rubbed myself to a lonely orgasm. 
 
    I didn’t see them the next morning. In its way, it was a relief. I had to get up early and hurry to a lecture, and I didn’t particularly want to run into my roommate and her partner, knowing what I now knew about them. Still, the memory stayed buzzing in my brain, making it hard to concentrate on my studies as I sat through a long lecture, then another. I never would’ve suspected it of Sandra. Then again, I thought to myself, what does that mean? People are into whatever they’re into. You can’t tell just by looking. And when I came home to our shared apartment that night, I was glad to see Sandra was alone. Her submissive boy toy had clearly been dismissed. 
 
    “Hey, Ashley,” she said, looking up from the TV as I stepped into the living room. 
 
    “Hi,” I said, drawing a deep breath to ready myself. “I think we need to talk about last night.” 
 
    “Oh, were we too loud?” Sandra’s face instantly crumpled into a look of concern. “I’m so sorry! I thought you are asleep, and – well, I guess we just get a little carried away sometimes. I’ll try to rein it in next time.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said, genuinely relieved not only at her response but at how full of regret she seemed. Glad that we weren’t going to have to fight about it. But now the unpleasant part was out-of-the-way, I felt even more nervousness as I wondered how to proceed from here. Stepping forward, I sat down on the sofa next to Sandra. Her dark eyes watched me as I sat on the cushion, pausing for a moment while I tried to find the right words. 
 
    “It sounded like you guys were up to some pretty fun stuff in there,” I finally said, smiling at my roommate to make it clear I wasn’t there to judge her. I was grateful to see her smile back. 
 
    “Well, yeah,” she said. “We get a little kinky sometimes.” 
 
    “I could see that,” I said. “Or hear it. Like, what kind of stuff do you do?” 
 
    I tried to keep my voice casual the same way a person might discuss the weather or some piece of unimportant local news. But Sandra seemed to see right through me. Her eyes sparkled and flashed as she grinned at me, shifting her position on the sofa. For a moment, she looked me up and down, as though she was seeing a whole new side to me. I could feel my skin tingling under her appraisal. I wasn’t sure what was going on with me myself. Unsure just why the thought of her dominating a man was so interesting to me. But I couldn’t help it. I was drawn to it helplessly, like a moth to a flame. 
 
    “Oh, you know, regular S&M stuff,” Sandra said at last. “Don’t tell me you’ve never dominated a man before?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “The only times I’ve done anything kinky, I was on the receiving end.” 
 
    “Well, that’s cool too,” Sandra said. “But some men – lots of men – like to be the ones being used. I get it all the time. I don’t know why. Maybe it’s because I’m Asian, and all these white boys dream of being the slaves of an exotic Asian mistress. It’s not like I think I act like a dominatrix in regular life.” 
 
    “No, not at all,” I said. “That’s why I was so surprised to hear that last night.” 
 
    “Well, he’s not the first boy who wanted to be my slave,” Sandra said. “He’s just the latest.” 
 
    “So how do you do it?” I asked, leaning forward on the sofa as I spoke. “How do you make them do what you want?” 
 
    “By knowing how the male mind works,” Sandra said. “The psychology is actually pretty fascinating. But the easiest way to control a man is through his dick. Let him think he’s going to get what he wants from you, and you’ll be surprised how much he’ll let you do to him. I mean, it’s not that different to letting a guy buy you dinner or buy you gifts. He has a need to prove his worth to you, to win you. This is just a more extreme version of it. It’s a way to work through some really fascinating issues. But most of all, it’s tons of fun.” 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Sandra grinned. “I mean, it’s weird at first. Society has taught women that they shouldn’t be in charge, especially over a man. It takes some effort to break that conditioning. But that’s part of what makes it so much fun, both for me and for him. It’s that reversal of traditional gender roles. Plus, it’s just nice to be in charge sometimes. I mean, don’t get me wrong. It can be exhausting. It’s a lot of work. When you’re the dominant, you’re doing almost all the heavy lifting. You’re directing the whole scene, and all they have to do is play along. But at the same time, you get to make them do exactly what you want. Imagine being able to demand exactly the kind of sex you want and not have to worry how he feels about it. Even better, to know that he loves it, that the more selfish you are, the more sexy he finds you. It’s pretty amazing. If you haven’t had a guy get down on his knees and beg to eat your pussy for hours, you haven’t lived.” 
 
    I burst out laughing at Sandra’s words, and she laughed too. She didn’t seem in the least embarrassed or shy about what she was telling me. Then again, that was the way she was. She’d always been an extremely confident young woman, and a very open one when it came to matters of sex. Sandra didn’t seem to want to hide anything. The way she saw it, what she was doing was nothing to be ashamed of. And I was inclined to agree. What two consenting adults do behind closed doors is none of anyone’s business. Unless they wake up a roommate and give her some funny ideas of her own. 
 
    “How did you learn how to do it?” 
 
    “Reading websites. Watching videos. Honestly, there’s tons of resources out there to help you get started. It’s not exactly a common fetish, but it’s not that rare either. There are millions of men out there who want a woman like me to control and manipulate them. Once you start looking, you find them everywhere.” 
 
    “That’s amazing,” I said. 
 
    “It is.” Sandra’s eyes sparkled again as she looked me up and down. Her face was blank now, her expression hard to read. But it seemed as though some new thought was occurring to her. As though she was seeing me in a new light, just as I was seeing her. Finally, she spoke. 
 
    “You know, if you’re really interested, you could sit in our session with us.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” 
 
    “I mean watch us. See how I treat him, and how I make him do whatever I say. I think it will be kind of fun to show another woman how it works. And trust me, he would love it. He’s a little humiliation slut, and he likes nothing more than to be embarrassed in front of women. Plus, he likes you. I know he’s fantasized about you before. Having you watch him submit to me would be such a mind fuck for him.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    I could hardly believe what I was hearing. But even more unbelievable were the feelings I was experiencing at Sandra’s words. It was exciting me. There was no point denying it to myself. The thought of watching her toy with her submissive boyfriend was making desire rage and growl inside me like a panther. I had never known I wanted such a thing, but now that it was being offered to me, it felt like I had never wanted anything more. And when Sandra nodded, I felt my heart leap in my chest. 
 
    “Sure,” Sandra said. “I mean, I need to ask his consent, but like I say, I already know he’ll give it. He’ll be delighted. This is going to blow his mind.” 
 
    “What – what would I do?”  
 
    “Totally up to you,” Sandra said. “Whatever you’re comfortable with. If you want, you can just sit in the corner and watch and not interact with us at all. I can order him not to talk to, not even look at you. Or, if you want to join in, that could be fun too. You could help me punish him. You could help me tease him. Really, there’s no limit to what we could do with him.” 
 
    Sandra was smiling now, her eyes shining with the excitement of what she was saying. And I was smiling too. I couldn’t help it. As crazy as her idea sounded, it also sounded like one of the most thrilling things I had ever heard in my life. And something told me I would regret it if I let this chance slip by. 
 
    “Okay,” I giggled. Sandra beamed at me, glad I had accepted her unusual offer. 
 
    And that’s how I found myself sitting on the edge of my roommate’s bed, watching her dominate her slave boyfriend. 
 
    Just as Sandra predicted, it wasn’t hard to get his consent. She told me he had jumped at the opportunity to serve us both, delighted at the thought of me watching him be humiliated by her. We had set the date for the weekend, and with each day that approached, I grew more and more nervous. Sandra reassured me that nothing would happen that I didn’t want, and that any of the three of us could pull the plug at any time with a single safe word. She also reassured me that I didn’t have to act a certain way or dress in anything special or do anything other than watch what she did with him. 
 
    But somehow, that didn’t quite sit right with me. The fact that her boyfriend was attracted to me buzzed inside my head, and I felt like if I was going to step into the world of a dominatrix, I should at least try to look the part. It’s not like I had a ton of leather and lace outfits lying around my apartment, and my student budget didn’t stretch very far anyway. But for whatever reason, I found myself wanting to look sexy. So I put on a short skirt and some knee-high boots with high heels, designed to show off my legs to Sandra’s boyfriend. Sandra, meanwhile, had dressed herself up in a expensive looking black lingerie set, complete with push-up bra and stockings and some glossy patent leather ankle boots. She was totally unselfconscious as she strutted around in front of me in her sexy outfit, the two of us waiting for her boy toy to arrive. And when he finally did, I was gratified by the look of obvious desire on his face when he saw me sitting on the edge of his girlfriend’s bed. Gratified that he even noticed me, given what Sandra was wearing. 
 
    “Strip. Now,” Sandra ordered as soon as she led him into the bedroom. “Get your clothes off and get on your knees. Don’t look at her. She’s just here to watch how I dominate little bitches like you. Hurry up. We don’t have all day.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sandra,” he said as he began pulling at his clothes immediately. I couldn’t help it. I burst out laughing at his words, pressing my hands to my mouth. He looked at me from under lowered brows, his cheeks turning crimson as he continued to pull off his clothes. It was a surreal experience, sitting there fully clothed in Sandra’s bedroom while her boyfriend hurriedly stripped. But it wasn’t a bad one, by any means. 
 
    “He calls you Mistress Sandra?” 
 
    “Of course he does,” Sandra grinned. “It’s very important when training a slave to make sure that he understands your superiority over him, and that he acknowledges it every time he speaks. It doesn’t have to be mistress. He can call you Princess, Lady, Queen, whatever. Just as long as he shows that he recognizes your authority over him.” 
 
    “I think I’d like to be Lady Ashley,” I said, shifting on the edge of Sandra’s bed as I recrossed my legs. The slave’s blue eyes darted toward me, just for a moment, then turned hurriedly away. He had to be at least six inches taller than Sandra, and outweighed her by dozens of pounds. And yet, he seemed almost afraid of her. Afraid certainly of displeasing her by disobeying her commands. Already, I could see exactly what she meant as she stood beside him, the three of us practically filling her small bedroom. Sandra looked amazing, and I could hardly blame him for wanting her badly. And she used the power that gave her as though she was born to it, as though it was her right to use him as she saw fit. There was no denying it; standing there in her sexy lingerie and giving out orders, Sandra look unbelievably sexy. And as I looked at her, it wasn’t her I wanted. At least, not in the way her desperate boyfriend, struggling out of his boxer shorts in front of us, so clearly wanted her. I wanted her power, her sexiness, her unquestioned authority that her beauty gave her. I wanted to be her. 
 
    “Look at him,” Sandra said, allowing a dismissive chuckle to break through her icy demeanor. “Look how hard he is. Don’t try to hide it, slave. Get down on your knees with your hands at your sides so we can see how hard it makes you to serve a superior woman.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sandra.” 
 
    The slave sank to his knees in front of us. Just as Sandra said, I could see how hard his cock was, rising up from between his legs to point into the air, throbbing with need. The situation felt more surreal than ever as I sat there fully clothed, my legs crossed, gazing at a man whose name I had forgotten. He stared at the floor in front of him, and small tremors seem to race through his body, tremors of desperate desire and need that made his cock sway even more prominently as Sandra stood triumphantly above him and I sat there watching the whole spectacle. Already, he looked so defeated. So helpless. So controlled. And as I sat above him on the bed, I felt the spreading wetness between my crossed legs, and knew in that moment that this was something I wanted. Something I had never known I wanted until that moment, looking at this helpless man I didn’t know and feeling the power of his desire flowing through me like a drug. 
 
    “Show my friend the proper respect,” Sandra ordered. “Thank Lady Ashley for being here to watch you submit.” 
 
    “Thank you, Lady Ashley,” the slave said. As she spoke, he raised his eyes to me again, just for a moment, before they danced away again. I had never seen a man so intimidated by my mere presence. And that, combined with the words he had just spoken, made a fresh wave of desire roll over me. I had always wondered how anyone can take pleasure from hurting someone else, but in a flash, there in Sandra’s bedroom, I understood. It wasn’t even about the pain, necessarily. It was about the power. I had never felt more powerful in my life than I did sitting there in Sandra’s room with a horny man afraid to even look at me and addressing me by the ridiculous title I had given myself. Power is sexy, and nothing I had ever experienced was sexier then this. 
 
    “I think you need to be punished,” Sandra said. I watched her slave turn his blue eyes toward her as she moved across the room, toward her closet. I didn’t try to keep a grin from my face as I saw her come back with a pair of steel handcuffs shining in her hands and a short leather whip dangling from her wrist.  
 
    She crouched behind the helpless man, grabbing his wrists and pulling them back behind him. I noticed he didn’t resist. He didn’t even try to fight her. He was undoubtedly much physically stronger than her, but in this bedroom, that counted for nothing. In a matter of seconds, Sandra had locked his wrists behind his back, rendering him more helpless than ever. Then she stood, towering over him where he kneeled at her feet, the leather whip dangling from her hand. Raising it in the air, she brought it down on the man’s backside with a sharp crack that made me jump, and he groaned through gritted teeth at the pain she inflicted. At the same time, his cock surged and bounced, throbbing noticeably between his legs. 
 
    “You’ve been having dirty thoughts about my roommate, haven’t you?” Sandra said, raising the whip again. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress Sandra,” he confessed, and then cried out as the whip cracked against his skin again. A swell of arousal bloomed between my legs as I squeezed them together, underneath my skirt, my pussy teasingly close to his flushed face as he tried and failed not to look at me while his girlfriend tortured him. 
 
    “As if a girl like her would ever want anything to do with a worm like you,” Sandra said, whipping his ass again. “Apologize to her.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Lady Ashley,” he said, his voice catching in his throat as Sandra beat him again. 
 
    “You call that an apology?” Sandra snarled. “I want you to beg for her forgiveness. Beg properly. Crawl over there on your knees and kiss her foot to show you know how superior she is to you.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” I said, pressing my hands to my mouth again. But Sandra just smiled at me. At the same time, her slave began to inch forward on his knees. Trembling with shame and desire, he bent forward at the waist. For the first time in my life, I felt a man kissing my foot, felt the strange sensation of his lips against my toes to the leather of my boot. That same feeling of power coursed through me, only even more intense this time. Sitting there above him, I felt like an absolute goddess while he worshiped my feet. And in some way I understood even less then than I do now, it turned me on. It made my heart twist with the desire for more of this, more cruelty, more humiliation. Having this slave groveling on my boots made me want to do even more to him. It made me want to use him and mistreat him the way I knew he wanted me to. I was getting a glimpse into Sandra’s crazy world, and it delighted me. It inspired me with the strangest ideas, with impulses towards behavior I had never imagined I would have. 
 
    Most of all, it turned me on. 
 
    “That’s right,” Sandra snarled above him, and I felt her slave jump as she whipped his ass again. “Kiss them. Worship them. That’s all you’re worthy of. Kissing the feet of a woman like her. Groveling before her. Your pathetic cock isn’t worthy of her or of me. Say it.” 
 
    “My pathetic cock isn’t worthy of you, Mistress Sandra, or you, Lady Ashley,” I felt him groan against my foot. 
 
    “Oh my God, this is so fucking hot,” I said. As I spoke, I uncrossed my legs, and felt Sandra’s slave move his mouth to start kissing my other boot. I gripped my thighs above my short skirt, squeezing muscle and soft skin, barely conscious of what I was doing. My body was taking over, and the need for an orgasmic release was  growing more pressing by the second. Maybe I didn’t fully realize how turned on I was, but Sandra seemed to. Her dark eyes sparkled again as she looked me up and down, and a sly smile spread across her face. 
 
    “You know, you can use him anyway you want to,” Sandra said slowly. “Trust me. He won’t complain. And let’s face it. Neither of us would listen if he did. What do you think, Lady Ashley? Want to have this slut beg to eat your pussy and make you cum in his worthless mouth?” 
 
    “Oh my God, yes,” I burst out, the words seeming to leap of their own accord out of my throat. But Sandra just smiled. Completely in control, she stepped forward, bending at the waist to seize a fistful of her boy toy’s hair. Slowly, she pulled his head up until he was staring at me with eyes made wild by desire and frustration. His cock was throbbing right at my feet, raging and swollen as he looked up at me. I had never seen a look on a man’s face quite like that one before. I had seen plenty of men who wanted me, plenty of men in the throes of absolute desire. But never one with this kind of intensity. Never one whose need for me was so plainly written on his face. It was absolutely intoxicating. 
 
    “Say it,” Sandra said in a voice that dripped with menace. 
 
    “Please, Lady Ashley,” her slave began at once, not hesitating even slightly to debase himself for our amusement. “Please let me lick your beautiful pussy. Please let me worship you like the goddess you are. Please let me help you cum. That’s all I want, Lady Ashley. For you to use me for your pleasure.” 
 
    “See how well I have him trained?” Sandra giggled. 
 
    “This is amazing,” I said. And I meant it. Any trace of self-consciousness I had had was gone now, boiled away by the fire of my lust. I no longer cared what I looked like or what anyone thought of me. I just wanted to cum. And here was the opportunity of a lifetime, right in front of me, staring up at me with desperate blue eyes. A man begging to pleasure me without thought of reciprocation, for no other reason than that he wanted me so badly. It was unreal.  
 
    I barely thought about what I was doing as I reached up under my skirt and pulled down my panties, sliding them down past my knees and over my boots to fall on the floor. I lifted my skirt, and Sandra grinned as she guided her slave forward, steering his face between my thighs as I spread them wide to allow him access. I didn’t know him at all. It was only the second time I had met him. And now, he was on his knees licking my pussy with his hands tied behind him and his cock hard and throbbing at my feet. As he ran his tongue over my swollen lips, I let out a long moan of pleasure, closing my eyes and tipping my head back as I gripped his head with both hands. If this was what it felt like to be a dominatrix, I could see why Sandra loved it so much. 
 
    In my state of wild arousal, it was never going to take long. And Sandra’s slave seemed to know exactly what he was doing. His tongue flickered and flashed over my sex, drawing jolts of pleasure from her trembling body. I could hardly believe how quickly my orgasm was approaching, but there it was, rushing up at me as though from a great depth. Sandra watched, that same grin of accomplishment on her face, not the least hint of jealousy about what was happening as she watched her slave boyfriend make me cum. And I surrendered to the moment, surrendered to the feelings of pleasure he was bringing out of me. There on her bed, I howled my pleasure at the ceiling and released my first orgasm as a dominatrix all over her slave’s face. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “Oh my God.” 
 
    Kayla’s eyes were wide as she stared at me, her mouth smiling in disbelieving glee. Over on the armchair, her husband stared at me too, leaning forward with an intense look on his face that recalled the intensity of Sandra’s slave looking at me all those years ago. The two moments seemed linked together in time somehow, like two different expressions of the same strange impulse. Suddenly, all my doubts melted away. Maybe I shouldn’t be so surprised that Kayla had discovered, in her own way, the same thing that I had. Maybe it ran in the family. Or maybe it was simply that being a dominant woman was too much fun for anyone to pass up if they had the chance. Reliving that first formative experience of domination had lust growling deep inside my belly, and suddenly, the strangest things seemed not only possible, but desirable. 
 
    “That’s fucking hot,” Kayla said. 
 
    “It was,” I nodded. “Honestly, it was one of the hottest experiences I ever had.” 
 
    “I bet. God, it feels good to be in charge, doesn’t it?” Kayla giggled as she looked at me, and after a moment, I giggled too. The air in the living room, that had been throbbing with sexual tension, now crackled with something else as well. A kind of mischievous glee. The energy of possibility. Sitting over on the armchair and looking nervous as hell, I had no doubt that Charlie could feel it too. 
 
    “Well, I guess now we all know a little something about each other,” Kayla said, turning to her husband. “I think it’s going to be a really interesting Christmas holiday, Charlie.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    3. Making A Decision 
 
      
 
    “I hope we didn’t keep you awake last night.” 
 
    Kayla smiled at me as she emerged from her bedroom and walked into the kitchen. I was already up. I’m not normally much of a morning person, but the time difference had done something wacky to my body clock. By the time Kayla emerged into the living room in a baggy T-shirt and pajama pants, I had been up for hours. In its way, it was kind of nice. To have a morning of calm and quiet in a place that, though it wasn’t my home, often felt like it. Kayla and Charlie’s house was a lot bigger and more comfortable than my apartment, that was for sure. And if it had a little bit of a show home quality to it, if it felt perhaps a little too ruthlessly clean and new, I wasn’t about to complain. It made a nice contrast with the barely organized chaos of my own living situation. 
 
    “No, you didn’t,” I said. I wasn’t just being polite. Kayla’s sheepish grin told me exactly what she and Charlie had been doing that might have kept me awake, but I had had no idea until that moment. After all that travel, I had fallen quickly asleep. And if my last thoughts before drifting into unconsciousness had circled endlessly around the secrets we had just revealed to one another, it still wasn’t enough to keep me awake. Nor was anything my sister and her husband were getting up to in their own bedroom, apparently. Though I couldn’t help but notice the strange parallel between that and the story I had told them of my adventures with Sandra. 
 
    “Good,” Kayla said. Moving toward the kitchen counter, she climbed up into the high stool next to me. “I guess we just got a little excited after the conversation we had last night. I know it’s pretty crazy. But it’s pretty exciting, too.” 
 
    I set my coffee cup down on the counter as I turned toward Kayla. Clearly, she wanted to talk about this. And it wasn’t like I didn’t. She was right that this turn of events was fascinating. Maybe if I had been able to keep my eyes open last night, I would’ve been thinking about the possibilities are situation presented. Still, it was awkward. This was my sister. I know we had always been close, that we had never shied away from sharing details of our sex lives with one another, but this still felt a little odd. But if Kayla wanted to share, I wasn’t going to stop her. Learning her and her husband’s secret was intriguing, to say the least. 
 
    “It is,” I said. “I never thought Charlie was that kind of guy.” 
 
    “He wasn’t, really,” Kayla said. Reaching across me, she took hold of the handle of the coffee jug and poured herself a cup. “It was just something we tried, and both liked. I mean, he really likes it. After that story you told us last night, he was so keyed up. I think he has a little bit of a thing for you. Well, I know he does. He’s told me that before.” 
 
    “He has?” I was genuinely shocked as I looked at her. I mean, I’d have to be blind not to notice that Charlie was cute. I had seen that the first time I met him. But I didn’t think of him that way. He was my sister’s husband, my brother-in-law. Family. From the moment I met him when he and Kayla were first dating, I knew he was so off-limits that it never even occurred to me to think of him that way. Like he was some asexual creature who was so completely off the menu, it never even occurred to me that he might not be. Probably that was part of why this whole situation seemed so strange to me. It’s not like I didn’t know they had an active sex life. It’s just that I didn’t really think of them that way. 
 
    “Oh yeah,” Kayla said, nodding and smiling as she spoke. “Way back, before all this started. It was my fault, really. I asked him if he thought you were pretty. He said you were hot.” 
 
    “He did?” Even as I grinned, I could feel my cheeks turning red. I almost wished I didn’t find it so flattering to know how my brother-in-law felt about me, but I’m not immune to compliments. I did take it as a compliment. If it hadn’t been for our conversation last night, it wouldn’t have meant anything. But now, everything was colored by that strange discussion. And now, in spite of myself, I felt the first faint prickling of desire. Something was happening here. Or about to happen. And until I knew exactly what it was, I couldn’t possibly know whether it was what I wanted. But I couldn’t deny the possibilities. My mind raced with them, no matter how much I tried to ignore it. 
 
    “Well, you are,” Kayla said matter-of-factly. “I mean, it’s not like he’d ever try anything, normally. But it does raise certain interesting… possibilities.” 
 
    “Oh God, Kayla,” I said, shaking my head while her bright eyes beamed at me over the rim of her coffee mug. “You’ve got one of your ideas, haven’t you? Don’t tell me you’re thinking of…” 
 
    I trailed off, not finishing the thought I was having. I didn’t need to. I could see at a glance that my sister understood me. As she set down her coffee mug again, she shrugged slightly, but I couldn’t miss the sly grin on her face all the same. She knew what I meant. She knew where my thoughts were headed, and the look on her face told me I hadn’t missed my guess. There was no denying it; we were on the edge of something here. On the edge of something wild and strange and truly preposterous.  
 
    It wasn’t like they had planned this. At least, I didn’t think so. But somehow, under the influence of mulled wine and the joy of being together after too long a separation, a strange truth had come out. And now a choice opened up in front of me, like a chasm looming at the feet of a diver. Would I jump, or not? Could I live with myself if I didn’t? 
 
    “I’m just thinking,” Kayla said. “That’s all. I mean, I was struggling to figure out what to get Charlie for Christmas anyway. And then you come along, and it turns out you have this wild side that I never knew. You should have seen how turned on he was last night. That story you told him… Not to mention you ordering him to get us drinks. I think that really had an effect on him.” 
 
    “That? There was nothing.” 
 
    “I dunno. Not to him it wasn’t. And I kind of think you knew what you were doing, at least a little bit. Like you say, it’s not the first time you’ve played with a submissive man.” 
 
    Again, Kayla lifted her coffee cup, her eyes blazing over its rim as she looked at me. She hadn’t come out and said it, not yet. But every word she did say made me more and more convinced that if I wanted to, I could step right into their games and have the strangest Christmas holiday of my life. I still wasn’t sure I wanted to. But it wasn’t a hard no, either. Something was tugging at the back of my brain, some stray synapse jumping up and down and waving its arms, desperate to be heard. Way down in those layers of the brain where desire lives. It had been a bit of a dry spell lately. It had been a while since I shared my bed with anyone. As strange as what Kayla was suggesting undoubtedly was, I didn’t hate the idea. It had been a long, long time since I took charge in the bedroom like that. But in the intervening years, I hadn’t forgotten how good it felt. It was just that the right guy had never come along. Now, it was strange to think that the right guy might be my sister’s husband. But then again, why not? I knew he was safe. I knew he’d be discreet. Let’s be honest; I’ve made worse decisions when it comes to who I sleep with.  
 
    But then, just as the idea began to make sense, another wave of hesitation broke over me. Surely I couldn’t seriously be thinking about this? 
 
    “Maybe later, I’ll show you some of the stuff I’ve bought,” Kayla said, her eyes still flashing with that bright light of mischief. “Some toys. Some outfits. I want to get more stuff. Maybe you can help me with that. Seems like you know as much about this as I do, if not more.” 
 
    “Well, I’m no expert,” I protested. 
 
    “Me neither. Sometimes, I think that’s the toughest part. Like, I have to act all in charge and in control and like I know what I’m doing all the time, but really, I’m making it up as I go along.” 
 
    “You’ve got the Internet, though, haven’t you?” I teased. “It’s not like this information is hard to find out. There’s tons of forums and articles and videos you can look at to get idea of what to do.” 
 
    “Yeah, but it always turns into porn,” Kayla said. 
 
    “What’s wrong with that?” I said, making my big sister laugh as she pressed her hand to her mouth. 
 
    “Nothing, I guess,” Kayla said. “I just don’t like dirty movies, really. It’s always from the guy’s perspective. Even this stuff, where the guy is supposed to be submissive. Plus, some of those videos… They go too far. It’s not like I really want to hurt him. He’s my husband, and I love him. I just like to use him as a sex toy from time to time, that’s all.” 
 
    Now it was my turn to laugh at that, and Kayla laughed with me. But first thing in the morning, with bright daylight streaming through the window and belying the cold outside made it even stranger. Still, the more we laughed and joked like this, the more normal it began to seem. We were discussing this thrilling aspect of her sex life the same way we discussed anything else, with lots of jokes and laughter and without taking any of it too seriously. And as the coffee did its work, exciting my nerves and waking me up to the day, the idea began to appeal to me more and more. It still seemed unbelievable that we would do this. But in its own way, it was starting to make a strange kind of sense. 
 
    “Morning.” 
 
    Charlie emerged from the bedroom, making his way across the house toward us with a smile already on his face. His dark hair was appealingly messy, standing up at odd angles from his scalp. Just like Kayla, he was wearing a T-shirt and a pair of pajama pants, and as I returned his greeting, I watched him walk toward us. Standing next to Kayla, he leaned forward and kissed her, heedless of her coffee breath. I detected the faint smell of mint that told me he had brushed his teeth, but the darkness of his stubble on his chin and cheeks told me he hadn’t shaved yet. It suited him. And as he kissed his wife, I found myself watching. I wasn’t sure why. After all, I had seen them kiss plenty of times before. But it struck me that this wasn’t some obligatory greeting. There was real passion between them as their lips moved against one another. 
 
    And maybe more than I thought. Because as Charlie began to straighten up, lifting his lips away from Kayla’s, she reached up and hooked her hand around the back of his neck, pulling him in for more. And as her husband obliged, kissing her again, her other hand reached down. My eyes widened in surprise as I watched her chase her fingers over the front of his pajama pants. Charlie grunted in shock in the back of his throat, his eyes opening and rolling toward me. But Kayla, her eyes still closed, just smiled as she kept on kissing him. And I sat there, too stunned to say a word, too shocked to look away. Kayla’s hand moved up and down on her husband’s pajama pants, tracing the shape of his cock that was becoming more visible by the second. He was hardening to her touch. Kayla had never been a shrinking violet, but she had never done anything this flagrantly sexual in front of me. And still, I watched, feeling that same prickling desire more strongly at the base of my scalp. It was shocking. It was completely unexpected. But it was hot. 
 
    Finally, Kayla released her grip on the back of her husband’s neck. He stepped away from her, his mouth open as he gazed at her in surprise. And her eyes were fixed on him, a devilish grin on her pretty face as she looked him up and down. I could almost see the change that had come over her, the shift in mindset that had happened the minute her husband came into the room. She was excited. There was no denying that. And now, thanks to her, so was he. Just like that, just that easily, sexual tension was crackling in the air between us, just as it had the night before. 
 
    “Look at his boner, Ash,” Kayla said, rotating in her seat to smile at me. “Look what a horny boy my husband is.” 
 
    “Kayla, please,” Charlie said. His hand hovered in front of him, trying to obscure his obvious erection from view. His dark eyes darted from Kayla to me and back again, completely shocked at what was happening. Still, there was no denying the reactions of his body. He was turned on. And while he might be embarrassed about it in my presence, I knew if I hadn’t been there, it would have been a very different story. No doubt he would have been delighted to have his wife behave so sexually first thing in the morning. Even now, I could practically see the war raging inside him between embarrassment and desire. Or maybe it wasn’t a war. Maybe, for a submissive guy like him, they were exactly the same thing. 
 
    “Oh, come on. It’s nothing she hasn’t seen before. I mean, not yours, maybe. But once you’ve seen one cock, you’ve seen them all. Right, Ash?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that,” I said slowly. The same strange impulses were operating inside me, and trying to be dominant felt like forcing open a door that had rusted shut many years ago. But I liked what lay inside. I liked the feeling of superiority that coursed through me as I sat there at the kitchen counter, watching Charlie’s evident struggle with himself as he looked at both me and my sister. I remembered what Kayla had said, about how Charlie thought I was hot. It was Kayla who had given him the erection he was trying to hide, with limited success. But now that he was turned on, I wondered how much he was thinking about me. 
 
    “Maybe you’ve just gotten too used to having the same one all the time,” I went on, making Kayla laugh out loud. “But there’s a big difference from one guy to the next. Maybe you forgot what it’s like dating, and the disappointment of taking a guy home just to find he doesn’t measure up.” 
 
    Kayla laughed at my response. I was trying to sound mean, trying to sound like a demanding bitch. A stray image of Sandra’s slave flashed through my mind, pouring gasoline on the already raging fires of my desire. Kayla was right. It was sexy to be in control. Sexy to feel so powerful, to watch this handsome man squirming in embarrassment in front of us. And then, Kayla raised the stakes. 
 
    “That’s true, actually,” she said thoughtfully. “I guess I did okay with this one, though. Wanna see it?” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    Kayla’s wild suggestion shocked me momentarily out of my dominant persona. But even though her eyes were ablaze, even though the wild smile never left her face, she was serious. She turned to her husband, taking a slow sip of coffee before speaking to really drive the moment home. He stared at her in silence, waiting for her to speak, his mouth slightly open and his chest rising and falling rapidly. 
 
    “Go on, honey,” Kayla said at last. “Get it out. Show Ashley what you’re working with.” 
 
    “Kayla, this is nuts,” Charlie protested, his eyes continuing to dart from her to me and back again. He couldn’t believe the situation he was in, and neither could I. I just hoped I was doing a better job at hiding it. 
 
    “Oh, please,” Kayla said. “Don’t act like my little sister doesn’t turn you on. Don’t act like you wouldn’t jump at the chance to have some fun with her. I mean, look at her. Isn’t she sexy?” 
 
    “Of course she is,” Charlie said. As he spoke, his eyes flickered a little, looking me up and down in a way I wasn’t sure he even realized he was doing. “But – this is crazy.” 
 
    “Maybe,” Kayla shrugged. “But I think we’re all past the point of being coy in front of each other. Besides, when we were growing up, me and Ash shared everything. I don’t see why it should be any different now.” 
 
    For a while, Charlie said nothing. He just stood there, breathing heavily, looking at both of us. There was no way to miss the implication in Kayla’s words. I wondered how seriously she meant them. When she talked about sharing him, did she mean it? Did I want her to mean it? Only questions buzzed in my head, no answers. But Charlie seemed even more confused than I was. His hands trembled in front of him, still hiding his erection but seeming more and more reluctant to do so. I remembered something I had learned long ago when it came to dominating men in the bedroom. Nothing is easier than making them do something they already want to do. And I smiled at Charlie as I thought about his confession to my sister, that he was attracted to me just as he was to her. The promise she had obliquely offered him, I knew, would be thundering in his brain, and the more turned on he got, the less rational his thought process would become. 
 
    “No? Okay then.” 
 
    With those words, Kayla suddenly slid out of her stool and rose to her feet. Charlie’s eyes followed her across the kitchen as she pulled open a drawer. Her movements were swift and certain now, as though she were in no mood to be argued with. But I had no idea what she was up to. For all I knew, that might be the end of the game. Charlie’s reluctance might have cost us all the opportunity for something strange and thrilling.  
 
    But instead, Kayla picked something up from the kitchen drawer and moved toward her husband. He turned to face her as she approached, but Kayla placed her hands on his shoulders and turned him back around to face me. At the same time, her hands slid down his arms. My heart skipped a beat as I realized she had grabbed a roll of duct tape from the kitchen drawer. Maybe Charlie didn’t see the trouble he was in, or maybe he welcomed it. But he put up only token resistance as Kayla pulled his arms suddenly and harshly back behind him. The tape crackled as she pulled on it, and Charlie turned his head to look over his shoulder and see what his wife was doing. He began to turn away from her, but Kayla used her grip on his wrists to pull him back into position. 
 
    “Hey!” Charlie said in protest as Kayla quickly wrapped the broad tape around his wrists. But his resistance was feeble. I smiled as I watched, knowing what this all meant. That in his own way, Charlie wanted this. Because if he wanted to, he could easily have broken free of his wife’s grip. But he didn’t. Instead, he let her wrap the duct tape around his wrists several times, binding them together behind his back, rendering him helpless. Then, Kayla tore the tape off the role. She set it down on the kitchen counter, smiling in evident satisfaction with herself. Then, she stepped toward Charlie again. As she pressed her body against his, he lowered his head toward her, trying to kiss her again. But this time, Kayla was having none of it. Instead, still smiling up at him, she hooked her fingers under the waistband of his pajama pants. Then, she pulled them down. 
 
    I burst out laughing. I couldn’t help it. The way Charlie’s cock sprang out, bouncing in the empty air of the kitchen as Kayla released it from his clothes, was deeply comical. And the look of embarrassment on his face was even funnier. Kayla pulled down both his pants and his boxers just a little, just enough so that his cock poked out over the top of them. I could see the swollen head of his penis and the desire that throbbed in his shaft, rising out of the dark pubic hair that surrounded it. It was a strange feeling, knowing I was looking at my brother-in-law’s cock. And Charlie looked absolutely mortified as he gazed helpless at me, his hands bound and his manhood exposed. But Kayla was in her element. Chuckling to herself, she reached out and took hold of Charlie’s cock, running her hand gently up and down the shaft until he was moaning in desire. 
 
    “I told you this turned him on,” Kayla said, smiling at me while she continued to toy with Charlie’s cock. “Look how excited he is at being exposed to you. I told you he’d be into this. Charlie, me and Ash were just discussing what to do about you. I mean, we know you have a little thing for my sister and we figured while she’s here for Christmas, we could maybe have a little fun. You know what that means. You’ll have to be very good boy. You’ll have to do everything me and my sister say. For the holidays, you’ll be our little live-in servant. Our sex slave, really. My sex slave. But in return, I can guarantee you’ll have the best Christmas of your life serving me and Ashley.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Charlie moaned. Kayla’s hand was still moving up and down his shaft as she toyed with him, and I could see his lips trembling with desire as he breathed the words. He couldn’t believe what was happening to him, as though something out of his wildest dreams had suddenly emerged into the daylight world. I couldn’t blame him. The whole morning had taken on some strange dreamy quality, some sexual fantasy come to life. And almost to my own surprise, I found myself willing to go along with that. Willing to play along and be part of this outrageous game that my sister was directing. 
 
    “I know,” Kayla crooned in mock sympathy. “It’s a lot for you, I know. But don’t worry. It’s very simple. All you have to do is exactly as you’re told. From now until Ashley leaves, there’s just one simple rule in this house. Women rule. Boys obey. That’s all you have to do. Let’s not act like you don’t want exactly that.” 
 
    “I do,” Charlie panted, the word seeming to rise up from a great depth as though it were a struggle for him to speak them. 
 
    “I know you do, honey,” Kayla said. Still with her hand on his cock, she stepped closer to him again. This time, she did kiss him, and he kissed her back, desperately hungry for the warmth of her touch. As their lips parted again, Kayla held her position for a moment, her lips still faintly brushing his as she smiled. “So that’s exactly what we going to give you,” she said in a soft voice. “We’re going to use you all through the holiday, and teach you exactly what it means to serve dominant women.” 
 
    “You’re fucking crazy, K,” I said, shaking my head as my sister turned her smile on me. 
 
    “Oh, and you’re not?” she grinned back at me. “You’re the one who had a sex slave back in college. I’m just trying to catch up with my little sister.” 
 
    A new idea seemed to take hold of Kayla. Turning her body to face me more fully, she kept her hand on her husband’s cock, stroking and toying with it until he was an absolute mess of frustrated desire. Then, she released it, letting it throb and surge in the empty air of the kitchen 
 
    “What do you think my husband’s cock, Ash?” she asked. Beside her, Charlie cringed in embarrassment, a mixture of hope and fear shining on his face. He seemed to have trouble meeting my eyes, and that was hardly a surprise. Still, he kept looking at me while his manhood throbbed. And I looked straight at it, smiling as I lifted the coffee cup to my lips and took a sip. Always be in control. Always be calm and measured. Submissives can let themselves get carried away, can lose themselves to desire and excitement. The dominant woman has to stay in control. 
 
    “I’ve seen better,” I finally said. The only response I could give, I felt, under the circumstances. And Kayla shrieked with laughter while her husband cringed beside her. After all, it’s never a good idea to let a submissive man get to full of himself, or to feel too comfortable. In a weird way, I felt almost like it was my job to keep Charlie embarrassed and unsure of himself. After all, I knew that was exactly what he wanted. 
 
    “Good answer,” Kayla smirked. “Unfortunately, it’s the only one we’ve got for now. So it will have to do.” 
 
    “You’re the one who married it,” I pointed out. 
 
    “I know,” Kayla sighed. “What can I say? I love this man. That’s enough to make up for any…shortcomings.” 
 
    “If you say so,” I said with a shrug. The truth was, Charlie’s cock wasn’t in the least bit small. It wasn’t the biggest I’d ever seen, but it was a perfectly decent size and pleasing shape. There was nothing at all wrong with it. But it was fun to mock him like this, to play on his insecurities and remind him of our sexual superiority. Both Kayla and I seem to grasp that intuitively. 
 
    “Well, I was going to wait until later to show you my toys,” Kayla said. “But I guess now we’re all here, we may as well do this now. Want to see some of the things we get up to?” 
 
    “Sure,” I grinned. Setting down my coffee cup, I slid out of my chair onto my feet. Taking her husband’s cock in her hand, Kayla turned and began to walk across the kitchen. Charlie had no choice but to follow, shuffling along beside her as she led him by his manhood across the house. Spluttering with laughter, I followed as she led us into their bedroom. Excitement was bubbling inside me, roaring and raging in the pit of my stomach as I wondered what would happen next. Whatever it would be, I knew I was in for an adventure. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    4. Dominating Her Brother-In-Law 
 
      
 
    “Here we are.” 
 
    As she spoke, Kayla pushed aside the double doors of her closet. At first, what lay inside didn’t look like much. A combination of hers and Charlie’s clothes, his on one side, hers on the other. Her clothes occupying far more than half the space, of course. The floor of the closet was full of her shoes and boots, more of them arranged in a holder on the back of one of the doors. It was only as I peered more closely into the gloom of the closet that I began to see some more interesting items.  
 
    One of the shelves near the back held a selection of items that I recognized at once. Stepping past Kayla, I reached inside and picked up a bright purple silicon phallus. As I twisted its base, it began to buzz, and in spite of myself, I laughed. Kayla laughed too, completely shameless about showing me her sex toys. And why shouldn’t she be? Every girl needs a little help to have fun now and then. I had been single for a while now, and it was toys like this that got me through. I had never bothered to wonder what my sister used to get herself off, but I wasn’t in a position to judge. And behind us, Charlie stood in silence, his hands duct taped behind his back and his rigid cock poking out above the waistband of his pajama pants. For now, we both ignored him, letting him stand there and wonder what we planned to do with him, if anything. Let him wonder. Anticipation, I knew, was all part of the game we were playing. 
 
    “Nice,” I said as I reached further into the shelves and hooked my finger around a pair of shiny steel handcuffs, lifting them out into the light. Kayla giggled again. 
 
    “No prizes for guessing who gets to wear those,” she said. 
 
    “As it should be,” I replied, deliberately looking Charlie up and down as I spoke. Again, he was practically squirming on the spot, shifting his weight from one foot to the other as he cringed under our scrutiny. Already, he looked completely defeated, totally put in his place. And it sent a jolt of wild pleasure through me to know what we were doing to him, that me and Kayla were driving him wild with desire. It wasn’t as though I’d forgotten how good it felt to be in charge. But I had forgotten, maybe, the sheer intensity of it. The wildness of the desire it provoked in me to know that I could make a man do outrageous and humiliating things just to please me. That he wanted me so badly that he was ready to surrender his freedom just for the possibility of having me. And at that point, it was no more than a possibility. I wasn’t sure, despite my desire, if I even wanted to have sex with my brother-in-law. I certainly wasn’t sure that Kayla wanted that. The only thing I was sure of was that Charlie wanted us both. There was no disguising the hunger in his eyes when he looked at me, or the throbbing of his raging cock. That was the secret to all of it, the driving force behind his submission and his willingness to go along on this strange, wild ride. 
 
    “Might need these later,” I said, tossing the handcuffs on the bed. Kayla laughed, her pleasure growing the more dominant I became. And it fed on itself. The more she was enjoying this, the more I did. The more she approved of my dominant attitude, the easier it became to maintain it. In our own way, I suppose, we were encouraging one another. Showing off, almost. I wondered if Charlie fully realized the danger he was in, and just how far things might go. Kayla and I had always loved each other, always been one another’s biggest supporters. But that’s not to say there wasn’t sometimes an element of competition between us too. If my big sister could make her husband into her sex slave, I thought to myself, so could I. No doubt, after the story I had told them, Kayla was thinking the same thing. If I could be the demanding dominatrix of a submissive man’s dreams, why couldn’t she? Charlie’s brain might have been too rattled with lust to notice, but I had a feeling he was in for a wild ride. 
 
    “I really like this one.” 
 
    Stepping past me, Kayla reached into the closet and picked up something small. Turning back toward me, she held it out, a little object in the palm of her hand. A stretchy silicon ring with a small plastic cylinder on top. Turning away from me, she hooked her fingers into the silicon ring as she bent over her husband. I watched, hearing Charlie groan slightly as Kayla slid the ring down his engorged shaft, all the way to the base. When she had it in place, the plastic cylinder sat on top of his cock. Kayla pressed the button, and a tiny motor began to buzz. Charlie groaned again as the cylinder vibrated on top of his manhood, sending powerful sensations up and down his throbbing shaft. 
 
    “It turns his whole cock into a vibrator,” Kayla explained, though I already grasped the idea quite well. “It feels so good having him fuck me while that thing’s against my clit. Orgasm central.” 
 
    “I bet,” I said, looking at Charlie’s buzzing cock as I spoke. He stood helpless and trembling in front of us, reduced to a human sex toy for our pleasure. I couldn’t keep myself from imagining how it would feel to have that cock inside me, buzzing away like a toy while the cylinder pressed against my clit. In between my legs, I could feel a steady wetness spreading. There was no point denying that this was turning me on. After all, that was the whole point. And if I had never had lustful thoughts about my brother-in-law before then, I was making up for lost time now. There was something so sexy about the way he just accepted his fate, about the way he stood there in silence with his cock vibrating, waiting to be used. 
 
    “Oh, look at this.” 
 
    In the back of the closet, I had spotted something. Reaching past the shelf with the smaller toys, I picked up something long and menacing. Kayla grinned sheepishly as I pulled a riding crop out of the back of the closet. Lifting it in the air, I brought it down toward the floor, and the flexible shaft made a menacing hiss through the air. 
 
    “I thought you didn’t like hurting him?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t, really,” Kayla said. “I just bought that on a whim. But it’s nice to know that I have it if I ever need it. And it’s good that he knows that too. I don’t like to hurt him, but he knows better than to make me have to.” 
 
    I laughed at that, and Kayla laughed too. With my brother-in-law gazing at me erect and helpless, I felt a welcome sensation of power swelling through me. Lifting the crop, I tapped the tip on the underside of Charlie’s shaft. He moaned, and beside me, I heard Kayla gasp faintly. It was the first time I had ever touched her husband’s cock, and even though I wasn’t making contact with him skin to skin, we all felt the significance of it. His buzzing cock bounced as I lifted it with the riding crop and let it fall again, and Charlie looked at me with wild eyes, uncertain of what I might do to him. After all, he knew his wife far better than he knew me. Bringing me into their sex life, I realized in a flash, brought a whole new level of uncertainty for Charlie. And that, I knew, would be part of the thrill. My brother-in-law didn’t know what I was capable of. For that matter, neither did I. 
 
    “This is awesome,” Kayla said. “You know what? We’re not really dressed for this, are we? Here, let me show you some of the outfits he’s bought me.” 
 
    Again, Kayla stepped past me, turning her attention to the closet as she rummaged inside. Behind her back, I grinned at Charlie. He looked at me with that same open-mouthed expression of helpless lust he had been looking at me with for a while now. Again, I ran the tip of the riding crop up and down his buzzing shaft, teasing him with it. Playfully, I tapped his manhood with the crop, making it bounce while he groaned. Every time I touched him, I felt another surge of power adding to my feeling of total control. I felt as though I could do whatever I wanted with him. Kayla wouldn’t stop me. And he couldn’t, even if he wanted to. Besides, he didn’t want to. That much was obvious from the look on his face as he trembled in front of me, desperate for my touch no matter what it cost him. Again, I felt the wetness spreading between my thighs as I looked him over, an object I could use to satisfy my own sadistic lust. There was no other feeling quite like it. 
 
    “This one always drives him crazy,” Kayla said as she lifted a tiny dress out of the closet. As she set it down in the bed, I looked it over. Made of black leather, the dress had a low scooped neckline and a high hem with a slit on one side. It would reveal more than it hid, I knew. But there was no denying how sexy it would look. Charlie’s eyes rolled as he looked toward it, and I knew he was remembering the way his beautiful wife looked all dressed up like the dominatrix of his dreams. 
 
    “Nice,” I said. Tearing myself away from Kayla’s husband for a moment, I turned back to the closet myself. Kayla held her regular clothes out of the way, letting me have a look at the special section of her wardrobe where her dominatrix outfits clearly lived. 
 
    “Oh, look at this one!” 
 
    Lifting a hanger off the rod, I carried another outfit into the light. The high-gloss material shone in my hands as I turned it this way and that. It was a bodysuit, almost like a one-piece swimsuit, except with long sleeves. The material seemed to be some kind of patent leather or rubber that shone with a dark luster. The neck was high, held together with a zipper that ended above a large cutout window on the chest, designed to expose the breasts of the wearer. 
 
    “You know, I haven’t worn that one yet,” Kayla said in a thoughtful tone. “Honestly, I’m not sure I have the curves to pull it off. I think it would look better on you.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    Kayla smiled as she nodded at me, then turned to her husband. 
 
    “What do you think, Charlie?” she asked. “Don’t you think Ashley would look super sexy in that outfit?” 
 
    “God, yes,” Charlie said in a voice that cracked with obvious desire, making both me and Kayla laugh. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “Doesn’t look very comfortable.” 
 
    “No, it probably isn’t,” Kayla said. “Most of this stuff isn’t. But there’s nothing like the right outfit to make you feel fucking powerful. And the sexier you feel, the more powerful you feel. I guarantee it.” 
 
    She had a point there. I remembered my college days, and how I envied the way Sandra looked in her lingerie. How I had done my best to look sexy with the limited outfits I had at my disposal. Back then, neither of us really had the money to invest in a lot of different outfits that were useless outside the bedroom. And my brief dalliance with domination hadn’t lasted long enough for me to get into that side of things. But looking at Kayla’s outfits was giving me ideas. I couldn’t dispute the truth of her words. The way Charlie was looking at me was doing something to me, and I wanted more of it. I wanted to tease him. I wanted to feel like the sexy goddess he wanted me to be, a woman who could make him do anything she wanted. 
 
    Setting the outfit down on the bed next to the dress Kayla had picked out, I returned to the closet. Deep in the depths, I found a pair of high-heeled boots made of high-gloss patent leather, that had a ridiculous heel and silver buckles that shone up the sides. They simply screamed dominance, and just looking at them was enough to make my heart flutter as I considered the possibilities. 
 
    “Can I borrow these?” I asked, holding up the boots for Kayla to see. 
 
    “Of course,” my sister said with a grin. “What’s mine is yours. You know that.” 
 
    “Okay. I think I’m going to go get changed.” 
 
    “Okay,” Kayla grinned, her enthusiasm practically bubbling over as she spoke. “Me too. Meet you back here?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    Bending over the bed, I picked up the bodysuit and the boots and carried them toward the guestroom. As strange as it might seem, I wasn’t ready to undress in front of my sister and her husband. Even though Charlie was standing there with his rock-hard cock completely on display. Closing the guestroom door behind me, I lay the outfit on the bed in front of me. It shone blackly in the light, seeming to promise a whole new world of desire and excitement.  
 
    I drew a deep breath, and let it out slowly. Now that I was alone, I had a moment to think, and the pure strangeness of everything that was happening crashed in on me again. But it was too late to stop now. What was I going to do, call it all off? Go out there and tell Kayla I didn’t have the guts to dominate a man the way she did? My pride wouldn’t allow that. And nor would the excitement that buzzed inside me, or the wetness spreading between my legs. This might be the strangest experience of my life, but it was also one of the most erotic. As much as I might have my doubts, I knew that if I didn’t go through with this, the opportunity might not come around again. I would regret that for as long as I lived. 
 
    Unceremoniously, I pulled off the clothes I was wearing. Shedding my underwear, I lifted the lid of my suitcase and rummaged inside for a better bra. The bodysuit was going to show plenty of cleavage, and I wanted to show my body at its best. I hadn’t brought much in a way of sexy lingerie. After all, I hadn’t seen any of this coming. I had been planning to spend a quiet Christmas with my sister and her husband, eating and watching movies, not seducing anyone. But I selected the best bra I had and put it on, maneuvering my boobs into the padded cups and hoping it wouldn’t show over the low-cut neck of the bodysuit. I didn’t wear any panties. Looking at the way the suit was cut, I suspected there wouldn’t be room.  
 
    Instead, I opened the small zipper at the neck and bent over as I pulled the suit on, feeling the slick leather sliding over my skin. The suit fit tight, and it was a struggle to get it into place. There was very little give in the shiny fabric. But slowly, I pulled it up over my body. There was a tiny zipper that sat between my legs, its silver teeth shining in the strip of dark fabric that barely covered my pussy. Most of my ass was exposed by the way the suit was cut in the back, and I fussed with it as I tried to get the hem to sit just right across my cheeks. Then, I pulled it up further. Sliding my arms into the long sleeves, I adjusted the cutout window over my chest and pulled up the zipper that fastened the collar of the suit around my neck. In front of the mirror, I adjusted myself again, shifting my boobs and tucking my bra to make sure it didn’t show in the cutout window. I had to admit, I like how I looked. As I pulled out the elastic that held my hair back and rearranged it over my shoulders, I couldn’t help admiring the dominatrix standing in front of me in the mirror. 
 
    Stepping back over to the bed, I sat down and began to pull the boots onto my legs. Kayla and I had the same shoe size, and the boots fit relatively well. Pulling up the long zippers on the side, I began to close the buckles over them. Once the boots were on, I stood and took a few tentative steps. The heels had to be six inches high, but the boots had a generous platform that made them easier to walk in them. Not to say it was easy. I’m pretty good at walking in heels, but I took a few exploratory ventures up and down the guestroom to get used to the shoes. Watching myself in the mirror, I saw the way my body swayed with every step, making the suit I wore shine even more in the light, making my boobs bounce and jiggle in the cutout window that exposed them. I look hot. There was no way around it. And just as Kayla had suggested, my curves tested the limits of the suit, my boobs and ass swelling out from underneath it as though they could barely be contained. 
 
    Turning back to my suitcase, I rummaged inside for the makeup I had brought. Again, I only brought the basics. But somehow, the outfit I was wearing demanded I make my best effort. Standing in front of the mirror, I applied what I had, painting my lips a vibrant red and darkening my eyelids to make my eyes shine. Excitement was buzzing inside me, and I couldn’t wait to get outside and see what we would get up too. But at the same time, I wanted to look my best. I wanted to blow Charlie’s mind. And again, that strange sense of competition with Kayla swelled inside me. I knew my sister was going to bring it. I knew she was going to look fantastic. And I wanted the same thing for myself. 
 
    Finally ready, I stepped outside. The tall high heels echoed on the floor with every step I took as I moved down the hallway toward Kayla’s bedroom. The door was open. Drawing a deep breath that made my breasts shudder and bounce in the bodysuit, I stepped inside. 
 
    Charlie and Kayla’s heads both turned to look at me. For a moment, the married couple looked me up and down, taking in my body exposed by the suit. Charlie gazed at me with an expression of pure desire on his face, his jaw hanging open as his eyes danced from my boobs to my legs to my hips and back again. The desire that had been growling in me all morning rose to a fever pitch as I saw the way he looked at me, his desire plainly written on his face. It was exactly the reaction I had been hoping for. 
 
    And Kayla looked me up and down too, though for different reasons. She smiled at the sight of me, delighted with my transformation into a dominatrix. Not that hers was any less impressive. Her dark hair hung free around her shoulders, matching the black leather mini dress she wore. The low neckline revealed her cleavage while the provocative slit exposed her long toned legs that I couldn’t help but envy, accentuated by a pair of strappy black high heels on her feet. She looked beautiful, and the joy radiating from her face told me she knew it. 
 
    Caught up as I was in what we were wearing, it took me a while to register that Kayla had also stripped Charlie. His hands were still bound with duct tape behind his back, making it impossible to remove his T-shirt. But she had taken off his pajama pants and his underwear, and he stood beside the bed naked from the waist down, his throbbing cock plainly on display. What a tease it must’ve been for him, I reflected, to watch his wife undress and then struggle into the skimpy dress she now wore, getting ready to dominate him. I had to admire her self-control. Charlie’s cock was no longer buzzing, but he still wore the vibrating cock ring Kayla had put on it. No doubt she intended to make use of it in her own good time. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Kayla breathed. 
 
    “So do you,” I said, not trying to hide my gaze as I looked her up and down. “No wonder your husband lets you do whatever you want with him.” 
 
    Kayla laughed. 
 
    “The question is, what do we do with him now?” she said. Crossing her arms under her boobs, Kayla turned to look at her husband, standing with one foot in front of the other. And I watched his eyes do that dance over her body just as they had over mine, as hungry and desperate as though he had never seen her before. As though this wasn’t the woman he had married, but some dominant goddess from a distant reach of the galaxy who had come to take his freedom away and show him the wild joy of submission. An intoxicating fantasy to consider. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” I said. Kayla’s eyebrows rose in surprise as I stepped forward. But she seemed happy for me to take the lead. And I had no idea where this idea came from, but I resolved myself not to question too much. To follow the wild impulses and notions that occurred to me as they came. After all, that seemed to be what everyone wanted. I had thought there was sexual tension crackling in the air before, but now, it seemed to have risen to a fever pitch. Now that Kayla and I were dressed up and completely in charge, with Charlie at our mercy, there was no going back. I knew I had to play this role for all it was worth. And there was nothing I wanted to do more. 
 
    So I stepped toward Charlie, his dark eyes following my every movement. I felt the bodysuit slide a little higher, exposing a little more of my ass as I bent over the bed. I didn’t care. I picked up the riding crop I had left there, and the steel handcuffs that shone dully in the light. The key stuck out of the keyhole in one of the cuffs, and I unlocked them before removing it. With nowhere else to put the key, I slipped it into one cup of my bra. Turning to Charlie, I lowered my hands toward his raging cock. Then, I paused. Another idea had seized me. 
 
    “May I?” I said, turning my face toward Kayla. She chuckled, appreciating the way I asked her for permission, not him. We were riding the same wavelength, the same sadistic desire animating us both, making us feel like sex goddesses as we toyed with a helpless man. 
 
    “Go ahead,” Kayla said encouragingly. And above me, Charlie groaned as I touched his cock. Carefully, I closed the steel cuff around his manhood, the metal clicking as I ratcheted it down around the base of his cock and his balls. His cock throbbed and raged right in front of me, and I resisted the urge to stroke it. There would be plenty of time for that later, if that was what I wanted. Instead, I took the other end of the handcuffs in my hand. Then, I turned toward Kayla. 
 
    “I think we need to do some research,” I said. “Let’s find out what other women do with their slaves, and that will give us some ideas. And your husband here can help us by letting us know what turns him on and what doesn’t. Come on, Charlie. Let’s go.” 
 
    Without waiting for a response, I moved toward the door of the bedroom. Charlie had no choice but to hurry after me, led along by than cuffs locked around his cock and balls. Kayla laughed out loud, delighted to see me treat her husband this way while she followed. Grinning with delight, I lead them toward the living room. Sitting down on the couch, I tugged on the handcuffs and brandished the riding crop, making Charlie wince as I pointed the tip of the crop toward the floor at my feet. 
 
    “Kneel,” I ordered, doing my best to sound like a woman who doesn’t even imagine she’ll be argued with. Charlie looked at me in silence for a moment, his chest rising and falling in his T-shirt as his heart pounded with desire. Then, with a sheepish glance in Kayla’s direction, he sank to his knees on the floor at my feet. Again, a wild thrill of desire raced through me to see him bend to my will. But I tried not to let it show as I leaned forward, my breasts threatening to spill out of the cutout window of the bodysuit. I locked the open end of the handcuffs around my ankle, over the leather of Kayla’s borrowed boots so that her husband’s cock was locked onto my leg. He couldn’t go anywhere. And with the slightest movement of my foot, I could remind him who was in charge. 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” I said as I sat back up, sliding the tip of the riding crop up and down the shining leather boot his cock and balls weren’t locked to. “Kiss my boot to show me you know your place.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Ash!”  
 
    Kayla pressed her hands to her open mouth as she sat on the sofa beside me, astonished by what I was doing to her husband. But after all, this was what he wanted. It was what we all wanted. And after only a moment’s hesitation, I felt another wild surge of power as I felt his lips through the tight leather of the boot that gripped my foot and calf. It had been a long time, what felt like a lifetime, since I had a man groveling at my feet. And if anything, it was even better than I remembered. Even more exciting. Even more darkly thrilling. 
 
    “You have to keep them in their place,” I said to my sister with a smile. Then, I reached for the remote control of the TV. Switching it on, I navigated online and typed in a website. Kayla’s eyes shone as she watched me, content for now let me take charge. She gasped again as she saw the site I had chosen. 
 
    “We’re going to watch a dirty movie?” she asked. 
 
    “That’s right,” I grinned. “Let’s try and find one we like. One with powerful women degrading submissive men. Hopefully, it will give us some ideas of what to do with your silly little husband here.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    5. Queen Kayla 
 
      
 
    I’m not going to say it wasn’t a strange feeling. To be sitting there on the living room sofa in my sister’s house while her husband kneeled at my feet, kissing my boots like the lowly slave I suppose he was. Hardly how I had expected to spend my holidays. This time, there was no wine to blame, no intoxication to point a finger at and justify why we were doing something so strange. The only intoxication was that of desire, the strange feeling of sexual tension that hung in the air and made even the most outrageous acts seem permissible. Not to mention desirable. 
 
    And feeling Charlie’s lips through the tight leather of my borrowed boots was certainly intoxicating. All those old memories came flooding back at once, the recollection of how it felt to be completely in control. To be worshiped by a man. To seem to cast a spell that these submissive males couldn’t resist. Sitting on the couch with Charlie’s manhood locked to one of my ankles, my brother-in-law completely at my mercy and ready and willing to be my sexual plaything, I felt unbelievably powerful. And that feeling seemed to have a beeline straight to the warmth between my legs, making my pussy tremble inside the skimpy black bodysuit that barely covered it. 
 
    I wanted to fuck. That was the reality. I had gone from never having thought about Charlie in that way to wanting nothing else. His cock, chained to my ankle, was still rock-hard, and I remembered what Kayla had said about the toy she had put on it. I could imagine how it would feel to have his manhood vibrating inside me, and I craved it desperately. But I also knew, both from experience and from intuition, that controlling myself was the key to controlling him. And as is so often the case, I knew that the longer I waited, the greater the eventual release would be. That’s how these things work. 
 
    Meanwhile, my sister sat beside me, looking incredibly sexy in her skimpy leather dress and her face shining with wild joy. If she had any doubts at all about what we were doing, about the direction this was overtaking, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she was practically vibrating with desire, on fire with lust and thrilled to play this wild game with me. I tried to push away any thoughts about how strange this was and whether we should be doing such an insane thing. After all, the fact was, we were doing it. We were in it now. May as well go all the way. 
 
    On the screen in front of us, a man was strapped to a bench. Two laughing dominatrixes stood above him, dressed in provocative outfits not to different from our own. One was sitting astride the man’s face, riding his mouth while she moaned in exaggerated pleasure and the lucky slave desperately tongued her pussy. Meanwhile, the other mistress bent over him, running her gloved hands up and down his throbbing shaft as the camera zoomed in. Teasing him to the point of madness. Underneath the woman sitting on his face, he was moaning desperately, his whole body trembling with pent-up desire. Not that he could do anything about it. His wrists were held at the sides of the padded bench he lay on by heavy leather buckles. There was nowhere he could go and nothing he could do. Except be used by these wicked women. 
 
    It was porn. And porn isn’t real life. I know that, of course, and it’s part of the reason why I’ve never gotten too into naughty movies. I can never get past the unreality, the pumped-up lips and pumped-up boobs and ridiculous cocks that look more like something you’d see at the zoo than hanging between a normal man’s legs. But somehow, this particular movie was getting to me. Maybe it was the subject matter. But more likely, I thought to myself, it was the situation I was watching it in. It was the feel of Charlie’s lips pressed against my boot, his cock and balls locked to my other foot. It was the sexy outfit I was wearing and the riding crop lying close at hand. It was knowing that if we chose to, we could act out this or any other scenario we wanted with this helpless man. Not only would he not stop us. He would love it. And that feeling made everything seem permissible. It made me feel like an absolute goddess who could get away with anything. The only question was, what specifically did I want to get away with? 
 
    “What do you think, Charlie?” I asked, smiling down at my brother-in-law and moving my foot slightly to tug on the handcuffs locked around his cock and balls and get his undivided attention. Charlie gazed up at me with a fascinating expression on his face, torn between lust and fear and uncertainty. I had never seen him look at me that way before. And it ignited my desire like gasoline poured on an open flame. 
 
    “Is this turning you on?” I asked. 
 
    Charlie’s eyes darted toward the screen before returning to me. His lips trembled before he spoke. As far as I could tell, he had barely seen much of the movie, concentrating as he was on kissing my boots while his wife and I watched. But I already knew he wasn’t going to argue with me. After all, for Charlie that day, that would be a very bad idea. 
 
    “Yes,” he said uncertainly. I couldn’t help myself. I burst out laughing. Beside me, Kayla laughed too. Both of us dissolved into a burst of merriment, this crazy situation just too ridiculous to take seriously. And kneeling on the floor at my feet, Charlie’s cheeks reddened as he gazed up at us, our laughter only adding to his deep sense of humiliation as he trembled before us. 
 
    “Of course you are,” I said as I slowly regained control of myself. “But you need to address me properly. Get over here.” 
 
    As I spoke, I picked up the riding crop that lay beside me on the sofa. At the same time, I shifted in my seat, swinging my leg out toward Kayla. Charlie had no choice but to scramble along, pulled by the handcuffs locked around his cock and balls. He crawled across the floor, and I smiled as I got into position. I kept my leg extended straight out in front of me, with Charlie kneeling over it, restrained by the short chain of the handcuffs that locked him to my ankle. In the position he was in, he had his back to me, facing his wife instead. Awkwardly, his hands still taped behind his back, he shifted on his knees, crouching over my foot. And beside me, Kayla’s leather dress creaked as she leaned forward. Her dark hair hung around her face as she smiled down her husband. Reaching out, she took hold of his chin, tilting her face up toward her. 
 
    “You wanted to submit, honey,” she said in a soft voice. “You wanted to be dominated by me. Well, now you’re being dominated by both of us. How does it feel?” 
 
    “It feels… pretty awesome,” Charlie admitted. Kayla giggled, and I felt happiness flare inside me. I was trying to exude confidence the way a mistress should, but the reality was, I barely knew what I was doing. My experience with Sandra and her roommate had been brief, and it was a long time ago. All I had had since then to guide me in this adventure was a few memorable scenes I had witnessed on TV and in movies, and the occasional strange fantasy that floated through my mind when I was in a particular kind of mood. But somehow, it all seemed to be working. Ideas were coming to me without me having to search for them, as if they were rising up from some dark basement of my mind I had never known existed. I wasn’t about to question it. Instead, I told myself to go with it. To pursue it, wherever it led. That was what everyone in that room wanted, me included. And so I took the riding crop in my right hand and prepared myself to punish my brother-in-law. 
 
    “That’s not how you address a mistress,” I said sternly. “That’s twice now you’ve failed to show us the proper respect.” 
 
    As I spoke, Kayla released her grip on Charlie’s chin and sat back on the sofa, re-crossing her long legs to expose even more of her toned thighs beneath the skimpy leather dress that barely covered her. I could see that Charlie was watching his wife with desperate hunger, his whole body trembling with the desire for her. But for now, it wasn’t pleasure I was thinking about. Not his, anyway. For him, right now, what was needed was a dose of pain. 
 
    The riding crop whistled through the air and made a loud crack as it slapped against Charlie’s bare ass. He growled in pain, gritting his teeth. The air in the room seemed to suddenly change, still reverberating with that loud crack. Just like Kayla, I wasn’t particularly into pain, at least not normally. The truth was, I liked Charlie. I had no real desire to hurt him. At least, not until now. But somehow, it seemed like the right thing to do. If I wanted him to take me seriously as a mistress, he had to know I was capable of inflicting punishment. And as the skin on his backside began to glow red, I turned toward my sister. I raised my eyebrows in a silent question as I looked at her. After all, this was her husband, her house, her rules. Her riding crop that I still held my hand. 
 
    But Kayla’s eyes were shining more than ever. As she looked at me with obvious glee, I saw her pressing her lips tightly together. Her hands were gripping her thighs, sliding up and down her legs, I wasn’t sure she even knew that she was caressing herself. But I could see that desire was roaring inside her just as much as it was inside me, if not more so. I knew my sister. She didn’t need to answer in words. Her face told me everything. And the faint nod she gave me that made her dark hair sway slightly on either side of her face was confirmation that I was doing the right thing. That she wanted this. That seeing her husband hurt and humiliated by me was only turning her on more. 
 
    So I brought the riding crop down again. This time, encouraged by my older sister, I put more force into it. And this time, Charlie gasped as the leather tip cracked against his skin, a shock of pain jolting him where he crouched on the floor at our feet. 
 
    “From now on, you will address me as Lady Ashley,” I said imperiously, trying not to laugh at my own ridiculousness as I spoke the words. I sounded pompous and absurd in my own ears. But as Charlie turned to look at me over his shoulder, his face a mask of wild desire that eclipsed any pain he might have been feeling, I got the feeling he wasn’t finding me ridiculous at all. Instead, he was staring at me like I was the sexiest thing he had ever seen in his life. In turn, that pushed me onward, reinforcing this dominant persona and persuading me not to think about how ridiculous it all was. Better to focus instead on the fun we were having. 
 
    “Say it,” I demanded. And at my feet, Charlie winced, bracing himself as I swung the riding crop again. He moaned as I struck him, a moan that could have been one of pleasure just as easily as one of pain. At the same time, I moved my foot, just slightly tugging on the handcuffs locked around his cock and balls. Just a reminder that I could. And my brother-in-law was practically shivering at my feet, completely overwhelmed with desire. For me, and for his wife. 
 
    “Lady Ashley,” he groaned, as though the words cost him a great deal. And both Kayla and I laughed again, laughing like the two mistresses still tormenting the slave on the TV in front of us. Female dominance was in the air that day, becoming increasingly normalized by the second. The man on the TV and the man at our feet seemed more and more like ridiculous creatures that needed to be ruled over, to be used and controlled by a firm female hand. And every little act of surrender and submission Charlie made only served to make the next one seem more natural. More inevitable. He was ours now, body and mind. Kneeling at our feet and accepting his punishment and our authority over him. I could hardly believe how easy it had been to reach that point. 
 
    “That’s better,” I said. But again, I struck out with the riding crop, making him yelp in pain while Kayla giggled beside me. “Now don’t forget, or I’ll have to punish you some more. Is that what you want? To be punished for being a naughty boy and not addressing your mistress with the proper respect?” 
 
    “No, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said between gritted teeth. And hearing him address me that way sent another jolt of delicious desire racing through my body. I felt like I had won something with a value I was only beginning to guess. The sense of triumph was almost as keen as my desire as I sat on the couch, a weapon in my hand and a nearly naked man kneeling at my feet. A man we could use in any way we saw fit. 
 
    “What about you, K?” I asked, turning to my beaming sister on the sofa beside me. “What do you make him call you when you play like this?” 
 
    “I never made him call me anything before,” Kayla said thoughtfully. “We never got into that. Usually I just tie him to the bed and tease him a bit. Stuff like that. Then we fuck.” 
 
    “Well, there’s nothing wrong with that,” I grinned. “But we have the whole holidays to use him as our little boy toy. I think it’s important that he never forget his place, so having him address us by a title will help with that. You want him to call you Lady Kayla?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Kayla giggled. “I feel like that’s your title. And I’m his wife. I should have something even better, shouldn’t I? What outranks a Lady? What about a queen? Yeah, I like that. Queen Kayla.” 
 
    “You figure you outrank me?” I said. I smiled as I spoke, making the joke in my words plain. Still, I’d be lying if I said there wasn’t some element of that old competitiveness between us flaring up inside me again. And Kayla seemed to feel it too. I could see it in her blazing eyes as she smiled back at me. 
 
    “Of course,” she said, shrugging her slender shoulders inside the skimpy leather dress she wore. “I’m the older sister.” 
 
    “True,” I acknowledged. “But I’m the one who has your husband by the balls.” 
 
    As I spoke, I swung my foot away from Charlie. Not too hard, or too far. But enough to make him groan in pain. And enough to make him lunge forward desperately on his knees, pulled along by his genitals. Kayla spluttered with laughter as she watched, completely delighted with my control over her man. She didn’t seem to have even the slightest trace of jealousy about what was happening. In fact, it thrilled her to no end to watch me taking control like this. Encouraged by that, I turned my attention to her crouching husband again. 
 
    “You hear that, Charlie?” I asked, leaning forward as I spoke so that my boobs threatened to spill out of the top of the tight bodysuit I wore. “Your wife wants to be addressed as a queen, and treated like one too. You think you’re man enough to do that?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said, his voice seeming to come from a long way away as he crouched on the floor in front of us. 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll see,” I said. “You can start by kissing her feet the way you kissed mine to show her you know your place. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said meekly. My legs were underneath his body, and Kayla’s were right in front of him. Without a hint of protest, he lowered his face to the floor and began to kiss his wife’s feet. And while Kayla laughed delightedly, I saw there was real passion in his efforts to please her. He was kissing Kayla’s feet as though he really wanted to, worshiping every inch of his wife’s body, and inspired by the wild lust that I knew was raging inside him. For a brief moment, I felt an unexpected stab of jealousy. I knew I shouldn’t. After all, I had the whole holiday to play with him, and my sister’s enthusiastic permission to indulge in crazy sex games. But, even though I had absolutely no doubt that Charlie wanted me desperately at that moment, it wasn’t the same. He was groveling at Kayla’s feet with genuine passion, not to escape punishment or to try to earn our favor. At least, not completely for those reasons. He loved her. That was one thing no amount of sexy outfits or whips and chains were ever going to do for me. Not that I wanted his love, specifically. His body was more than enough for me at that point in time. Still, for the first time in a while, I envied what my sister had. 
 
    “Oh shit, look at that,” I said, pointing the riding crop toward the screen. Kayla looked up from her husband kissing her feet to see what was going on in the movie we were watching. Now, while one mistress continued to ride the male slave’s face, the other had strapped a large dildo around her hips. Straddling the bench the man was bound too, she had hooked her arms under his legs and lifted them up and back. Now, she was sliding that fake cock in and out of his asshole, making him moan and groan underneath the other woman’s pussy while his hardening cock and vulnerable balls bounced to every thrust. 
 
    “Ever done that?” I asked, struggling to make my words clear through my shocked laughter. “Ever fucked a guy’s asshole with a toy?” 
 
    “God no,” Kayla said, shaking her head vehemently so that it made her dark hair swirl around her face. But her eyes stayed locked on the TV screen in front of her. I didn’t blame her. There was something arresting about the scene playing out in front of us. What exactly? I wasn’t even sure. Was it sexy? Certainly, it had to be completely humiliating and emasculating for the slave who was getting fucked like that. And certainly, the woman doing the fucking looked incredibly powerful as she loomed above him, thrusting her cock in and out of his well-lubricated hole. Her heavily made-up face sneered down at him as she used him, mocking words falling from between her painted lips as the helpless man moaned and groaned in front of her. Impossible not to feel powerful in that position, I thought to myself. I had never been a fan of anal sex, but that was because I had only ever pictured myself on the receiving end. As strange and unexpected as this scene taking place was, I couldn’t deny that it seemed to activate something new my brain. 
 
    “Have you?” Kayla. 
 
    “No,” I cackled. “But it’s interesting, isn’t it? I mean, guys are always trying to get in there for some reason. I think it would be a great reversal to do it to one of them.” 
 
    Shifting my feet, I moved my boot again, my high heels scraping over the floor as I tugged gently on Charlie’s balls. At the same time, I tapped his ass with the riding crop to get his attention. 
 
    “What do you think, Charlie? Is that hot? You ever fantasize about your wife fucking your ass like the bitch you are?” 
 
    “No, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said as he looked up at the screen. For once, there was no hesitation in his voice. But just like I was, he seemed entranced by what was taking place in front of him. 
 
    “Are you sure?” I asked, teasingly sliding the riding crop over his reddened buttocks as I spoke. “I have to admit, you do have a cute little butt. Are you sure you wouldn’t want Kayla or me fucking your hole like the slut you are?” 
 
    Beside me, Kayla howled with laughter. The black leather of her revealing dress shone with every movement she made, and she seemed completely delighted with the direction things were taking. Personally, I could barely believe the words that were coming out of my mouth. But again, the spirit of domination was upon me. Even the wildest ideas seemed somehow permissible. The strangest thing seem to make sense. And although the image of Kayla or of me fucking Charlie’s asshole wasn’t one I had ever had reason to imagine before, it rose unbidden in my mind now and wouldn’t leave me alone. 
 
    “No, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    Charlie turned his head to look at me over his shoulder as he spoke. He looked as horny and frustrated and dominated as ever. But there was a firmness in his voice that hadn’t been there at any other point since we started to play with him. Perhaps I had found the limits of his submission. Certainly, I got the sense that was what he was trying to tell me without disrupting the flow of our kinky game. 
 
    “Okay. If you say so,” I said, shrugging as though it was a matter of indifference to me. “In that case, you’d better be a very good boy for us. Otherwise, we might have put you in your place like that. Get back to work.” 
 
    As I spoke, I slapped the riding crop against Charlie’s ass again, lightly this time. At once, he turned his red face toward the floor, kissing his wife’s feet while she squirmed happily above him. I looked over at my sister, and she looked back at me, slowly shaking her head. I can’t believe this, she mouthed silently at me. She, too, seemed to instinctively understand the importance of staying in character. 
 
    I know, I mouthed back, letting my wide-eyed astonishment show in my face while Charlie kept his eyes down, fixated on his humiliating task. When all this was over, I suspected my sister and I were going to need to have an in-depth talk about how life would be going forward. But I tried to push that thought out of my mind. What mattered for now was being in the moment, enjoying everything this strange turn of events had to offer. We could deal with the aftermath later. 
 
    On the screen in front of us, the movie came to an abrupt end. Finished for now with their slave, the two mistresses had climbed off him and walked away, still laughing at what they had done. They left him behind, still tied to the bench, a glassy-eyed expression of shock on his face at what they had done to him as the screen faded slowly to black. Those kinds of movies rarely did much for me. But now, I could feel the warm wetness between my thighs as I pressed them together, the copious juices of my pussy barely contained by the tiny strip of leather around between my legs. All I had to do was reach out and pull on that tiny zipper to expose myself. And if I did, what then? Playing like this with one thing. But how far would Kayla let things go with her husband? I needed sex, and there was only one person in the room that could give it to me. Plus, I didn’t doubt it was what Charlie wanted. But that was a line I was hesitant to cross. 
 
    Clearly, Kayla was feeling the same way. Turning her attention back to her husband, she raised one foot from the floor and held it up with her leg held straight. As Charlie raised his face to follow, still kissing her instep through the black straps of her high heels, I saw her tilt her head to one side, smiling as she looked him up and down. I saw her running her fingers through her hair, her teeth shining as she bit her lower lip. I could see just how badly she needed release. And so I didn’t feel any surprise when she turned to me and spoke. 
 
    “Do you have the key for his handcuffs?” 
 
    Kayla’s eyes were shining like jewels in her face once again. I knew what she wanted. And for a moment, just a moment, I hesitated. But then, I reached for the cutout window of the bodysuit and slid my fingers underneath it. In one cup of my bra, I found the hard shape of the key to the handcuffs and fished it out. Wordlessly, I passed it to her. 
 
    The key in her hand, Kayla slid forward on the sofa. Charlie raised his face from the floor, wild hope showing in his expression as his wife sank off the couch and crouched on the floor in front of him. Reaching down, she unlocked the cuff from around my ankle. I couldn’t help smiling as she locked it instead around her left wrist and began to stand. Charlie rose with her, his hard cock mere inches from her hand, locked onto her now instead of me as though he would never be free of one or the other of us. 
 
    “I have to go fuck my husband right now,” Kayla said to me, without the faintest trace of embarrassment in her voice. “Come on, Charlie.”  
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.”  
 
    I smiled as she turned away and began to walk across the house, her husband shuffling along behind her, led by his throbbing cock and balls to do her bidding. I turned my head to watch them go until they disappeared down the hallway, heading toward the bedroom. Alone, I sat on the couch, my boobs rising and falling in the cutout window as I breathed heavily, pressing my thighs together as though to contain the flood of my juices that threatened to erupt. The 
 
    After a few minutes, I heard it. I heard Kayla moaning in pleasure from the direction of the bedroom, I couldn’t keep myself from imagining her riding Charlie’s cock. Pinning him down on the bed beneath her and climbing on top of him like one of the mistresses in the video we had just watched. I was barely conscious of my hand creeping down my body until I began to pull at the tiny zipper of the bodysuit between my legs. Unable to help myself, I pulled it open. Inside, my pussy was a wet mess of desire, and as I ran my fingers over it, I let out a shivering moan of lust. The events of the day had just been too sexy to resist, the tension we had built finally overwhelming us all. While my sister’s moans rose higher and louder in the otherwise silent air of the house, I touched myself, my hand moving faster and faster until it was practically a blur, not holding back my own moans of pleasure as I masturbated to the thought of fucking her husband. 
 
    

  

 
   
    6. Borrowing Her Brother-In-Law 
 
      
 
    I heard footsteps behind me. Soft, but noticeable, the sound of bare feet moving down the hallway toward me. I sat sprawled on the sofa, still in my ridiculous outfit. While Kayla had sex with Charlie in their bedroom, I had rubbed myself to orgasm, and then been too overcome with fatigue and bliss to bother getting up. I had barely had the presence of mind to pull up the zipper of my bodysuit to conceal my throbbing pussy from view. But now, as I turned my head, I saw Kayla approaching me. She was wrapped in a bathrobe, and the glow in her cheeks would have told me she had just had an orgasm even if I hadn’t heard the evidence for myself. 
 
    As she moved toward the sofa, sitting there beside me and curling her legs up beneath her, I felt another stab of jealousy. I had had an orgasm of my own, right there on Kayla and Charlie’s expensive couch. It wasn’t the same. Masturbation serves its purpose, but can’t replace the real thing. Kayla looked so happy and satisfied as she sat beside me, practically glowing with bliss. But I still felt horny and sexually frustrated, my body still crying out for the pleasure I felt I had only given myself the smallest taste of. Never enough. 
 
    “That was crazy,” Kayla said with a sigh, propping her head on one hand with her elbow on the back of the sofa as she turned to me. 
 
    “You’re telling me,” I said. Kayla laughed, and her laughter drew an echo from me. For a moment, we giggled together like schoolgirls there on the couch, giddy with this new discovery and barely able to believe what had happened between us. I had known, even in the heat of the moment, that my sister and I were going to need to talk about what had gone on. I guessed that now was as good a time as any. I only wished I wasn’t still dressed in this ridiculous dominatrix outfit while she was all comfy in her robe. The same outfit that had made me feel so sexy and powerful while I was humiliating her husband now made me feel exposed with just the two of us in the room. 
 
    “It was fun, though,” Kayla said in a soft voice, her blue eyes flickering over my face as she spoke. She didn’t frame her words as a question. But I knew my sister well enough to hear the unspoken question behind them. 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” I said. “I mean, it sounded like you two were really having fun in the bedroom a minute ago.” 
 
    “Yeah, I guess I got a little loud. Sorry.” 
 
    “No need to apologize. That was what it was all for, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “I guess so.” Kayla smiled again, bashfully turning her eyes away as she plucked at an imaginary bit of fluff on the sofa between us. 
 
    “So where’s your slave boy now?” I said with a smile. “Is he asleep after you fucked his brains out?” 
 
    “He’s not asleep,” Kayla said. “But he can’t come out right now. I tied him to the bed in case I want to use him again.” 
 
    She said all that looking down at the sofa between us. Now that the wild moment had come and gone, now that we had both had at least some blunting of the sharp edge of desire through physical pleasure, the strange situation we had just created seemed even stranger. Even more unbelievable that I had played with my sister and her husband like that. That both of us had discovered a dominant side, and that Charlie had been so unbelievably turned on by submitting to us. Lady Ashley. Queen Kayla. Quite a couple we made. And the long Christmas holiday stretched out before us all, and I wondered with a stab of fear if now things would be awkward between us. But even though Kayla seemed to have a little trouble looking at me as she spoke, her words suggested she wasn’t ready to give up on these games yet. That gave me hope, and made the desire I could still feel raging inside me rise a little as I wondered what came next. 
 
    “You’re so bad,” I said, and Kayla chuckled. Finally, she raised her eyes to me. 
 
    “You have no idea,” she said. “I don’t know why, but discovering all this has… done something to me. I never thought I was into this kind of thing. But the first time I tied Charlie up, I felt like a fucking goddess. And every time since then, it’s just been better and better. Now, this latest thing, with you…” Kayla’s words trailed off. But she didn’t need to clarify anything. I had heard the wildness of her ecstasy, even over my own moans of pleasure. I could see the glow in her beautiful face even now, the pleasure that still radiated out from her body. My sister had had the time of her life. And so, in my own way, had I. That was the truth we were currently admitting to each other without saying it in so many words. 
 
    “I was just thinking, though,” Kayla went on. I saw her swallow before speaking, as though struggling against nervousness. Hard to imagine what she had to be so shy about after what we had just done together. But I felt the same way. All games have their rules, and this was certainly no exception. How far were either of us willing to take this? How crazy were things going to get? And how would we know where to draw the line, where to stop before things went too far? Was there even such a thing as too far? And would we recognize it if we saw it? 
 
    “It’s not really fair on you. I mean, you really helped us with this. You made a fantasy of his come true, that’s for sure. And then, what? You get nothing out of it?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t say that,” I said carefully. “I had fun being Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Good. I’m glad,” Kayla said. “But you must want more. Don’t you want to… you know?” 
 
    “What are you trying to say, K?” 
 
    Kayla drew a deep breath, and let it out. For a moment, she said nothing. Her blue eyes stared into mine now, and her lips moved silently, as though she were mentally trying to find the right words. When she finally spoke, she spoke in a rush, as though afraid if she didn’t get to her words out fast enough, she would never say them at all. 
 
    “I was just thinking, if you wanted to, you know, with Charlie, that would be okay,” she burst out. “Just for the holidays. I know he’d be into it. And I wouldn’t mind. When it’s like we’re using him. Owning him.” 
 
    “You want me to have sex with your husband?” 
 
    I didn’t even try to keep the broad smile from spreading across my face. At the same time, I was both shocked and not surprised. I realized, as Kayla spoke, that this was what I had been hoping for in some dim portion of my brain. But I had considered it so unlikely that I pushed the thought away as soon as it rose. And yes, of course I wanted sex. In fact, I was desperate for it. Charlie had never seemed more appealing to me than he did at that moment, and I was in such a state of arousal that just about anything with a penis would do to satisfy my needs. Still, I had never in my wildest dreams imagined my sister would offer me her husband like this. And from the look on Kayla’s face, neither had she. She seemed as shocked as I was what she was saying. But I knew my sister. She would have thought this over carefully. And once she said something, she never went back on it. If she was offering me this, I knew she intended to keep her word. 
 
    “I’m not saying I want you to,” Kayla said, frowning slightly as she spoke. “I’m just saying, if you want to. You don’t have to. We can just keep dominating him and fucking with him. But that little scene there got me so horny, I couldn’t resist having sex. I just thought, if it did the same to you, it would only be fair to give you the same opportunity.” 
 
    “How polite of you,” I teased, smiling at my sister. “I always knew you were a good host, but I didn’t know you were this good.” 
 
    Beside me, Kayla laughed, and that laugh help to dispel some of the tension. 
 
    “I know it’s crazy,” Kayla said. “I can’t even believe I’m saying this. And he definitely won’t be able to believe it. It’s like all his Christmases have come at once. But I’m just saying, if you want to. For these holidays, let’s consider all normal rules of behavior suspended. We can do whatever we want. And then afterward, we’ll see what happens. Maybe we just go back to normal. It doesn’t have to be a whole thing. Just a little holiday adventure between the three of us.” 
 
    “You two are nuts,” I said, swinging one leg over the other as I spoke and hoping Kayla wouldn’t notice the way I was squeezing my thighs together over my throbbing pussy. 
 
    “Oh, and you’re not?” Kayla challenged me. “You’re the one who insists on being called Lady Ashley and locked my husband’s balls to your ankle.” 
 
    “Yeah, that was pretty awesome,” I grinned. “We make a good team, don’t we? Two naughty mistresses who know how to keep a man in line.” 
 
    “He can’t believe his luck in there,” Kayla said, shaking her head as she jerked a thumb back toward the bedroom. “Honestly. He’s going to be thinking about this for the rest of his life. I think we just blew his mind. It’s like he can’t even believe what’s happening.” 
 
    “Well, I can’t really blame him for that,” I giggled. “I can’t really believe it either. I have to admit, your husband is pretty cute. Especially now that he knows his place.” 
 
    “And being used by us is only going to help reinforce that,” Kayla smiled at me. “So I’m just saying, if you want to borrow him, go ahead. Let’s look at it like that. Like he’s just another thing I own that I can lend out to you if I feel like it. Like those boots and that outfit you’re wearing.” 
 
    “I gotta admit, I don’t hate that,” I grinned. “That’s pretty hot.” 
 
    “I know, right?”  
 
    Kayla’s eyes were shining again, big and round once more as her excitement grew. She might have just had a powerful orgasm in the bedroom with her husband, but I could tell that already, desire was growing inside her once again. And for me, it was practically a volcanic corruption. The wetness between my legs that had never gone away was even greater now, lust roaring and raging inside me like a caged animal. And just as before, the more these ideas turned me on, the less strange they seemed. Or at least, I was able to ignore the strangeness. It was no one’s business what the three of us got up to together, after all. And people did weirder things behind closed doors. The horny part of my brain whispered to me that nothing was wrong, nothing was forbidden if everyone went into with their eyes open. We all wanted this. Me and Kayla and Charlie, all bound together by this unbelievable desire. So what if it was strange? All that mattered was that it made us all happy. 
 
    “Okay. I’d like to borrow your husband for a while,” I said. Kayla’s eyes flashed as she smiled at me. 
 
    “Go ahead,” she said. “You know where he is.” 
 
    Grinning, I shifted on the sofa. My boot heels echoed on the floor as I pushed myself to my feet. Seized by an idea, I picked up the riding crop that lay beside me, a symbol of my dominant female authority as much as it was an actual weapon to use on Charlie. As I took a step across the living room floor, I turned to Kayla. She was still sitting on the couch, smiling permissively up at me. 
 
    “Are you coming?” I asked. 
 
    “Not right now,” Kayla answered. “I might join you guys later. But I think it would be good for the two of you to have some alone time without me. Just for a minute.” 
 
    Puzzled, I shrugged. I wasn’t sure why Kayla wasn’t going with me, why she didn’t want to help me dominate her submissive husband some more. But I wasn’t going to argue. Desire propelled me forward, demanding I not question anything that might lead to its fulfillment. Besides, we were sisters. I could see how she might find this whole situation awkward, just as I did. It was one thing for her to give me permission to fuck her husband. It was another for her to see it with her own eyes. Maybe that was a line Kayla wasn’t ready to cross. After all, Charlie wasn’t the only one who had limits. 
 
    So I didn’t press. Instead, I walked down the hall toward the bedroom. And with every step I took, my excitement grew and expanded inside me, like a glowing ball in the pit of my stomach. The bedroom door was open, and I stepped inside. It was dark, and my eyes needed a moment to adjust. Once they did, I felt a broad grin spreading across my face.  
 
    There was Charlie, lying in the middle of the bed. His hands were still behind his back, trapped underneath them. The handcuffs had been removed from his genitals and lay open on the bed next to him. As he turned his head to look at me, I saw there was something tight around his neck. It looked like the rope from a bathrobe, fashioned into a makeshift leash trailing from his neck to the headboard of the bed to keep in place. As though there was anywhere else he wanted to be. He was still wearing his T-shirt, too, but it was pushed up to his shoulders. As Charlie turned his head to look at me, the expression on his face told me he could barely believe his eyes. And I stood for a moment in the doorway, letting the light silhouette me from behind, shifting my weight to one foot and letting the riding crop I held hang down to the floor. 
 
    “Hello, slave boy,” I said in my most seductive voice. 
 
    “Hi, Lady Ashley,” came the response. From where he lay, Charlie couldn’t see the tremor that raced through my body at those words, the sense of power that filled me to hear him speak. 
 
    Stepping away from the doorway, I strode across the bedroom, feeling him raise his head to watch as I moved toward the window. With a sudden movement, I pulled open the blinds, letting the December light stream into the bedroom. Letting him get a good look at me, knowing what it did to him. Besides, I wanted to look at him too. Sex in the dark isn’t really my style, and I hadn’t pulled on that uncomfortable outfit to not be seen. So as Charlie’s eyes, blinking in the light, began to move predictably up and down my body, I felt again the sense of power and sexiness that had enchanted me so much earlier that day. 
 
    And I looked at him. In the light, I could see the chaotic scratches that covered his chest, the marks of my sister’s fingernails where she clawed at her husband’s body in the extremity of her ecstasy. I could see his cock lying against his thigh, fat with desire but sated for now. But even as I watched, I could see it twitching and beginning to rise. Just looking at me was doing that to him. Just looking at me and knowing he was helpless to resist anything I might want to do with him was turning him on. Just as it was turning me on. 
 
    “It sounded like you and Kayla had a lot of fun in here,” I said. Taking the riding crop in both hands, I stepped toward him, bending the flexible shaft in front of me. I let my hips sway as I walked, exaggerating the way the high heels made me strut to tease my brother-in-law some more. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said as he watched me approach. “It was amazing. This is so messed up, but I have to say, I fucking love it.” 
 
    “Well, that’s good,” I said. Raising my knee, I climbed onto the bed. Charlie’s scratched chest rose and fell as he watched me move toward him, rising up above him on my knees. Slowly, I trailed the tip of the riding crop over his chest, studying the scratches Kayla had given him. As I swiftly raised the crop and brought it down on his nipple, I saw him jump a little in the bed and gasp in pain, I felt a hot flush of pleasure between my legs as he squirmed to my touch. 
 
    “But the thing is, it really doesn’t matter how you feel about it, does it?” I went on, continuing to move the riding crop over his chest and stomach. “That’s the most important thing for you to learn this holiday. You have a penis, and that means your opinion is invalid.” 
 
    Charlie flinched as I turned to run the riding crop along his shaft. But I didn’t strike him. I just ran the leather tip up and down, and soon, his cock was rising to full attention, throbbing under my touch as he moaned and groaned beneath me. 
 
    “It’s our pleasure that matters,” I went on. “Me and Kayla’s. The sooner you understand that, the better.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie breathed, staring up at me with wild eyes. He was sinking back into his submissive state, if he had ever left it. Sinking back into the deep pool of desire and disgrace and humiliation that turned us all on so much. 
 
    “Then say it,” I said, making my voice suddenly sharp. At the same time, I tapped the tip of the riding crop against his shaft. Not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to make his rigid cock sway and bounce in the empty air. Charlie grunted, and I saw the fear that bloomed in his eyes, knowing I could whip his most sensitive areas raw if I wanted to. Maybe it makes me a bad person that it thrilled me to see that fear. But it’s the truth. 
 
    “Only your pleasure matters, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said. “Yours and Queen Kayla’s.” 
 
    “Good. You remember your manners. And your opinion doesn’t matter because?” 
 
    “Because I have a penis, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said with a sigh, letting his head flop back on the mattress behind him. 
 
    “That’s right,” I giggled. “That’s exactly right. And that’s all you are to me for the rest of the holidays. Just a cock for me to use and a toy for me to play with. Your wife said I could borrow you. She said you were just another one of her things, like this outfit she lent me. Like these boots I made you kiss. Just her property to loan to whoever she feels like.” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Charlie moaned, and the desperate desire in his voice sent another flood of warm juices running down the inside of my legs. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. “So that’s what I’m going to do. I’m going to use for my pleasure just like Kayla did. Except I’m not even going to use that worthless cock. Not yet, anyway. You’ll have to earn the privilege of being used that way by me.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said, once again raising his head from the pillow in excitement. But for once, I barely heard him. I was already busy about my task. Kneeling beside him, I reached down between my legs and pulled down the zipper of the bodysuit. Kayla’s husband’s eyes dropped, locking instantly onto my wet pussy as I displayed it before him. And he got an even better view of it when I lifted my leg and climbed on top of him, straddling his head while I gripped the headboard behind him.  
 
    My shiny boots rested on his shoulders, holding him down on the bed beneath me. And as I looked down at him, seeing his face looking up at me from between my legs with a look of utter lust, of complete desire, I felt sexier and more powerful than ever. As though everything we were saying was the gospel truth, and that this man had no other role in life than making us cum. My brother-in-law was staring at my exposed pussy as though it were the center of his universe, as though he had forgotten everything except desire. His job, his life, even his beautiful kinky wife sitting in the living room outside. The sole focus of his life narrowed down to my body, and just to that part of it, the part that dripped with pleasure and anticipation above his face. 
 
    “Lick it, slut,” I smiled down at him. At the same time, I spread my knees, lowering my pussy down onto my brother-in-law’s face. And he raised his head from the mattress to meet it, his mouth already open, his tongue already extended. I groaned in sinful pleasure as I felt him kissing my sex, his tongue sliding over my well-lubricated lips as I pushed his head back down onto the mattress and sat on top of him more fully. I leaned forward, balancing my weight on my arms on the headboard, giving him just enough space to work beneath me. 
 
    And Charlie got to work. I couldn’t remember the last time a man ate me out with such raw enthusiasm. Charlie licked my pussy as though his life depended on it, as though he was starving to death and only I could give him the sustenance he needed. I cried out at the bright burst of pleasure swelled inside me, and it only seemed to encourage him. He moved his head up and down as far as he was able, grinding his entire face against my sex. Worshiping it, I realized with another shiver of desire. Worshiping his sister-in-law’s pussy, the source of the wild power I had over him. 
 
    I closed my eyes. The physical sensations he was giving me threatened to overwhelm me already. As horny as I was, as worked up as I had been by the game we were playing, I didn’t need much. And Charlie was giving me plenty. For a moment, I felt another faint stab of jealousy for my sister. Charlie had many good qualities that were very obvious, but also, she had married a man who was extraordinarily good at this. At pleasing a woman with his mouth. Or maybe it was just the situation he found himself in, the wild sexual tension of the scene of domination and submission that brought out the best in him. After all, he had nothing else to focus on. He at least had the benefit of clarity. His entire world for the next few minutes was about nothing but make me cum, and he could push everything else aside with the singular focus men are so capable of. 
 
    And then, what little rational thought remained fractured and tumbled away. I howled out loud, gripping the headboard as an orgasm roared inside me like a wave of the sea. Beneath me, Charlie kept on licking, spluttering helplessly as hot juices spurted out of my sex to anoint his face. I didn’t care. I bucked my hips back-and-forth, grinding my pussy against his face, smearing his features with my juices. In that moment, he really was nothing more than a sex toy. Not my brother-in-law. Not my sister’s husband. Just an object for me to use. 
 
    As my orgasm peaked and slowly subsided, I sat back. Charlie gazed up at me from between my thighs, his eyes shining to match the sheen on his skin from my juices. I grinned down at him, delighted with what I had reduced him to. Delighted with the way I had used him. But still not satisfied, not completely. 
 
    Playfully, I patted his cheek. Then, I swung my leg over him and dismounted. My movements made clumsy by the aftershocks of pleasure, I crawled on my knees as far as his hips. By now, his cock was rock hard, raging with desire as though my sister hadn’t completely drained him not long ago. The toy she had boasted of was still tight around his shaft, and I reached out for it, finding the switch and turning it on. Charlie groaned as it began to buzz, and for the first time, I took my brother-in-law’s manhood in my hand, feeling the powerful vibrations of the toy while he squirmed underneath me. 
 
    Without wasting any more time, I climbed on top of him. Taking his cock in my hand, I guided it inside me, my dripping pussy sinking easily down to envelop him completely while we both moaned in pleasure. Kayla was right. I saw that at once. The urgent buzzing of his cock inside me was like a powerful sex toy, and as I impaled myself upon him, the vibrator reached my clit and sent shockwaves of bliss through me. Sitting on top of him, I moaned and thrashed in pleasure, not even needing to ride him. The vibrations inside me were enough. Already, my pussy was spasming, gripping his cock with powerful contractions and making him moan beneath me. 
 
    Spreading my legs, I pushed myself down on top of him even further, pushing him against the resistance of the mattress. I wanted him deep inside, as deep as I could possibly take him while those vibrations filled me up, radiating out from between my legs to make bliss explode inside me. Leaning forward, I closed my eyes again, digging my own fingernails into Charlie’s chest to leave marks just like the ones my sister had made on his skin. I understood it now. I understood it all. Her wild cries and the obvious ferocity of their sex. The buzzing inside me filled my brain, pushing away everything except pleasure. I howled and screamed as another orgasm shook me, making me tremble as I sat on top of my brother-in-law. 
 
    I leaned forward. In fact, I collapsed on top of him, still screaming with pleasure right into his ear as I rode the waves of my orgasm mingled with the powerful vibrations of the toy. And even as the powerful climax began to finally subside, I knew I wanted more. Still lying on top of him, my eyes closed, his heavy breathing in my ear just as mine was in his, I began to pump my hips back-and-forth, riding his buzzing cock toward yet another orgasm. 
 
    If this was how it felt to be a dominatrix, I never wanted to be anything else. 
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    So I’m fucking my brother-in-law. 
 
    Take it from me, that’s a strange realization to come to. Especially when it’s not something you ever imagined happening in your life. Not even necessarily something you wanted to happen. But now that it was here, the reality of this crazy situation undeniable and unignorable, I wasn’t exactly unhappy about it. 
 
    But I still felt a strange sense of disbelief at this unexpected turn of events. Every time I woke up in the morning under my sister and her husband’s roof, a strange sense of dreamlike unreality invaded my consciousness. Every day, it was as though I had to reset mentally. To ask myself if this was really happening, or whether I had simply dreamed it. And every day, I was reminded of the truth. That this was really happening. That I had entered some strange and twisted kinky relationship with Charlie, and that there was no turning back. That even if we were to stop right now, we couldn’t undo what we had done. It would always be there, the undeniable truth we could never escape from. 
 
    Not that I wanted to escape, I hasten to add. It was just intimidating to know that no matter what, this would be a real thing that had happened. I was sleeping with my sister’s husband with Kayla’s enthusiastic consent, and that was never going to go away. It was never going to have not happened. There was no regret in my heart at what we had done, none whatsoever. But when I let myself think about it, the incontrovertible nature of what we had done scared me a little. Even if only in a good way. 
 
    And maybe that was why I couldn’t keep the smile off my face these days. That was my excuse, anyway. But what was it that made Kayla keep smiling so much too? Why was it she couldn’t stop grinning, couldn’t stop laughing, even when no one had said anything funny? Of course, I knew. It was the same thing that kept me bubbling over with excitement, the same wild delight in doing the unthinkable. In letting our naughtiest, kinkiest, darkest sides come out and play over the Christmas holidays. What would happen after that, none of us knew. I suspected that Kayla, like me, did her best not to think about it. Better just to enjoy what we had, for however long we had it. 
 
    As for Charlie, he may have had it the simplest out of any of us. Like us, he couldn’t believe what was happening either. But he was thrilled by it. And not for the first time, I was struck by the difference between being sexually dominant and sexually submissive. It’s fun to be in charge. It’s awesome to be completely selfish and to get your way no matter how completely and outrageously unfair it might be. But in many ways, Charlie had it the easiest of any of us. All he had to decide was yes or no. Me and Kayla handled the rest. 
 
    I wouldn’t want it any other way. I loved the delicious role reversal, the idea that the simple fact of his maleness made him automatically inferior to us. But Charlie didn’t have to wonder, as I did and I’m sure Kayla did, where this was all going. Charlie didn’t have to worry about where the lines were. Charlie’s mind was locked firmly on sex, on the exciting thought of what other kinky games lay in his future. And those thoughts filled my mind, too. But I couldn’t help feeling that Kayla and I were getting the more complicated end of the deal. 
 
    Not that I’m complaining. I want to make that completely clear. I was having the time of my life. And every time I woke to these doubts and questions, I got to feel all over again the wild magic and excitement of what we were doing. Ultimately, there was no doubt in my mind. This was already the best Christmas of my entire adult life. And Christmas Day hadn’t even arrived yet. 
 
    The days were long, with nothing to fill them. We had all taken time off work, planning to spend time together. Of course, we hadn’t known when we planned this vacation just how that time would be spent. Now, the days stretched ahead of us with nothing to fill them except for kinky sex. And the fact that the days were so short, that night came in so early, seemed somehow to make things even easier. Much easier, I was finding, to play the dominatrix when the sun went down than in the bright light of day. Not that that stopped either of us, I have to say. We were both perfectly capable of being the cruel mistresses of Charlie’s submissive dreams at any hour of the day or night. But personally, at least, I prefer doing it in the dark. 
 
    If Kayla had any such preference, she gave no sign of it. If anything, she was even more into this than I was. Even more willing to dominate her husband. Even more willing to see me do the same. Sadistically delighted by the spectacle of her little sister using and controlling her husband. It was about the strangest turn of events imaginable. But it was one that, for now at least, delighted us all. 
 
    “What do you want to do today?” 
 
    Kayla’s eyes were shining as she spoke. I knew that look well. I knew it from all the years we had spent growing up together. Most of all, I knew it from the last few days. The look of excitement and mischief that never seemed to leave her face, ever since we discovered just how much fun it was to play together like this. I only had to look at her to know instantly what kind of thing was on her mind. And maybe I didn’t even need to do that. After all, it was exact same things that were on my mind. 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know,” I grinned back at my sister, acting coy when we both knew what each other was really thinking. “Maybe fuck with your husband a little more?” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” Kayla cackled. And I laughed along with her. We shared the same giddy delight in all this, the same disbelieving joy that this was happening at all. Charlie usually seemed to get up later than we did, walking out into a scene we had already been building. Maybe it was better that way. Or maybe he was just tired, worn out from trying to keep up with the libidos of two horny dominant mistresses. Either way, I knew he wasn’t complaining. 
 
    And as we sat there on the sofa, we both heard Charlie emerge from the bedroom. With a growing sense of excitement, we listened to him perform his morning routine in the bathroom. Then, he began heading our way. Finally, my brother-in-law emerged into the living room. He wore only a pair of boxer shorts, boxer briefs to be exact, the black fabric hugging his hips and thighs and the unignorable bulge of his cock and balls between his legs.  
 
    Grinning, I looked him up and down as he stood at the end of the couch. Charlie had a great body. There was no denying that. All that running he and my sister did together had given him a lean build that allowed the muscles to show through the skin of his chest and stomach, the parallel ridges of his abdominals leading my eye downward below the waistband of his shorts. I felt desire growling inside me, and I pushed aside the faint sense of guilt I felt at ogling my brother-in-law. That voice of reason was getting quieter all the time anyway. After all, this was what we all wanted. And beside me, I knew Kayla was doing the same thing. And I knew that Charlie was delighted by it all, standing in front of us both almost naked, his chest and stomach still bearing the fading red scratches from both Kayla’s fingernails and mine. 
 
    “Morning,” Charlie said, smiling down at us both where we sat on the sofa. 
 
    “Good morning, sexy,” Kayla said in her most seductive voice. She was sitting at the end of the couch nearest him, and she reached out her hand, placing it on the front of his boxer briefs and gripping his manhood with her fingers. Charlie grunted, though not in pain. I saw his arms move instinctively, as though to protect himself, before he thought better of it and stopped. Instead, he stood there at the end of the couch while his wife fondled him through his underwear, and in no time at all, I could see the bulge steadily growing under her hand. It was so easy for Kayla to get her husband hard and ready for sex. It was no challenge at all. And that was the key to everything else we did with him, all the other wild activities the three of us indulged in. Lust was the foundation of it all. 
 
    “Ready for another day of serving me and Lady Ashley?” Kayla asked, grinning up at her husband while her hand continued its dance over his swelling cock. 
 
    “Again?” Charlie asked in mock surprise. “You two are insatiable!” 
 
    With her hands still on her husband’s ever-growing cock, Kayla turned to me. I could see the devious light in her eyes, and I knew exactly what it meant. I might not know the details of what she was thinking, but I certainly knew the general scheme. 
 
    “He’s always like this in the morning,” Kayla said, shaking her head so that straight strands of her dark hair swung around her face, broken free from the messy bun at the back of her head. “Like he forgets his place overnight and think this is all a joke.” 
 
    “Well, I guess we just have to teach him all over again then,” I said, smirking at Charlie as I spoke in what I hoped was just the right combination of sexiness and menace. But the truth was, I felt a little awkward myself. I knew what Kayla was talking about. I had noticed it too. As though every day, Charlie thought our game might be over. But I kind of felt the same way. Every morning was like a reset, and every day I wondered if we were going to continue this madness, or finally come to our senses.  
 
    Not that I wanted to. Maybe I just felt we should. The only person who never seemed to have any doubts about what we were doing was Kayla. It was clear to me that she loved being in charge, and the more often we did it, the more comfortable she seemed to become with it. In the mornings, it was always her that brought us back to what we were doing, that reignited the fun of this strange game. I had to admire that fact about my older sister. In a way, I suppose, it was how she had always been. I had always known her as a take-charge sort of person, a strong and confident woman who went after what she wanted. I guess until that memorable Christmas, I had never realized just how deep that went. 
 
    Then again, I had never realized that about myself, either. 
 
    “Sounds like a plan,” Kayla said. And immediately, Charlie grunted again, louder this time, as my sister sank her fingernails into his package. Again, his hands moved forward instinctively to protect himself, but he pulled them back. Unwilling or unable to resist his wife, even though he was more than physically capable of it. I bit my lip as I watched, enjoying that unforgettable juxtaposition. A muscular man being totally dominated by my pretty sister, totally unable to do anything about it because deep down, this was what he wanted. It was like magic. Dark magic that we were all addicted to. 
 
    “What do you call me, Charlie?” 
 
    Now Kayla’s voice was soft, but even more menacing because of that. Her attention was all on her husband now, staring up at him as she spoke. And he stared down at her, his eyes locked on his wife’s face, his smile gone and a lock of tormented desire showing on his handsome features. 
 
    “Queen Kayla,” he said, his voice raspy with the early hour and the lust that raged inside him. 
 
    “Better,” Kayla said, and I could hear the smug satisfaction in her voice as she spoke. “Now, apologize to us both for forgetting your manners and acting like you’re in any way equal to us.” 
 
    “Sorry, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said at once. “Sorry, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    As he spoke, he raised his eyes from Kayla to me, and I felt a surge of arousal sweep through me as he looked at me. What can I say? It felt good to be in charge, and even better for him to be forced to acknowledge it like this. Inside, I was brimming over with desire, my body virtually lit up from within by my raging lust. Already, I couldn’t wait to see what the day had in store for us all. 
 
    “Let me guess; you want to cum right about now,” Kayla said as she continued to fondle her husband through his shorts. 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said through lips that trembled with desire and humiliation. 
 
    “And you said we are insatiable? You’re the one obsessed with orgasm. You’re the one who thinks with his cock. You’re the one who lets this pecker of yours get you into all kinds of trouble, like having to bow to the will of two dominant goddesses like us.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    My sister’s words seemed to weave a spell over her husband, the magic acting swiftly to turn him from a semi-independent man into the submissive slave he so wanted to be. But they had a similar effect on me. And, I suspected, they did on her too. Kayla had to act herself into this role, had to get herself into the right mindset to dominate her husband just like I did. This was her way of doing it. And it was working. Watching this was turning me on, and the hornier I got, the less I doubted what we were doing. I knew the same was true for my sister, too. 
 
    “Well, take it out then,” Kayla said in a matter-of-fact voice. “Get those boxer shorts off and show me and my sister how badly you want us both.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Again, Charlie’s eyes flickered toward me, just for a moment, as he spoke. And again, I felt that roar of arousal to know just how badly this man wanted me. Then, as Kayla released her grip on his cock and balls, Charlie took half a step back from the sofa. His chest swelled as he drew a deep breath, as though to prepare himself. At the same time, he slid his thumbs under the waistband of his boxer briefs and pulled them down. 
 
    I couldn’t help it. As his cock sprang out from beneath his underwear, already hard and pulsing with life, I burst out laughing. He just looked so ridiculous, standing there with his underwear down around his thighs, his manhood pulsing in front of me and Kayla while we sat there fully dressed. And as I laughed, Kayla laughed right with me, while her husband squirmed uncomfortably at the sound. Maybe it embarrassed him to be laughed at, or added to the embarrassment he was already feeling. If so, I could only consider that a good thing. The more embarrassed and humiliated Charlie was, the better, according to the cruel dominatrix inside me. That selfish and sexy woman who was, in ways I was only just starting to realize, the person I secretly wanted to be. 
 
    “Look at that thing,” Kayla cackled. Leaning sideways on the couch, she reached out and traced her fingers over her husband’s manhood. Charlie sighed, pleasure coursing through him at his wife’s touch, mingling with his embarrassment at being handled like this in the cold light of day while my sister and I remained fully dressed. Kayla was right about that, too. She knew her husband well. He couldn’t help himself. He couldn’t contain the desire that raged inside him. And I knew how he felt. But somehow, it seemed just a little bit easier for us to control ourselves. And that, as both Kayla and I knew all too well, was what gave us our power over him. As much as I wanted pleasure in that moment, I could wait for it. While the look on Charlie’s face suggested he would die if he didn’t get it right now. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, his wife had other ideas. 
 
    “The thing is, I don’t think you’ve earned orgasm yet,” Kayla said thoughtfully, continuing to toy with Charlie’s cock while he moaned and groaned above her. “Not even close, actually. You should know by now that you don’t get to just turn up hard and horny and have your needs take care of. You need to take care of ours first. And you know what I need you to do right now?” 
 
    “No, Queen Kayla.”  
 
    But there was a new look on Charlie’s face as he spoke. A look of growing excitement, a look of rising pleasure. His words said one thing, but his face said another. His face said that he had an idea what his wife might want him to do, and that he wanted nothing more than to give it to her. I squeezed my legs together in anticipation, wondering what new kinky delight Kayla had planned for her husband. 
 
    “Laundry,” Kayla said, removing her hand at last from Charlie’s throbbing cock. “I need you to do laundry. I bet Kayla has some laundry she needs done too. So run along and do that, then report back here for more orders.” 
 
    I laughed out loud, not even trying to hide my delight in watching my sister order her husband around. And yes, maybe I had hoped for something a little more sexy. But this was sexy too, in a different way. All part of the long game of anticipation and domination my sister was building. 
 
    For his part, Charlie seemed shocked. No doubt he had been expecting his wife to order him to service sexually, and I had expected the same thing. I could see the disappointment radiating off him, that only made the whole situation even funnier to me. And, in a weird way, sexier, too. 
 
    “Go on,” Kayla said encouragingly. “Run along naked and do our chores for us. I’m going to enjoy watching you run around in your birthday suit all day, doing what you’re told like our little house boy.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    His wife’s words seemed to jolt him out of whatever state of shock he had been in. All at once, Charlie sprang into action. I watched him bend at the waist, pulling his boxer briefs off completely and stepping out of them. Carrying them in his hand, he turned and made his way back across the house, toward the bedroom he had only just left, his hard cock swaying ludicrously in front of him with every step. Both Kayla and I watched him go. The minute he disappeared from our sight, we both burst out laughing. 
 
    “This is so awesome,” I said, shaking my head. 
 
    “I know,” Kayla grinned. “It occurred to me the other day that there’s more to this than just sex. I mean, that’s what it’s all about, ultimately. But you can see how badly he wants us. He’ll do anything. Including chores, apparently. I can’t believe I found a way to make doing housework sexy. But that’s what it is. It’s like foreplay, and as a reward, I get a clean house.” 
 
    “Plus, it’s so humiliating for him,” I added. “Which he obviously loves.” 
 
    “Exactly. That’s what it’s all about. That’s what I’m trying to learn. Sometimes I feel bad for treating him this way. But then I remember how much he loves it. How much he needs it. And the meaner we are to him, the more he enjoys it. So if you’ve got any laundry to do, now would be a good time. My slave husband will do it all for you.” 
 
    “I might take you up on that,” I said. And Kayla’s eyes danced over my face, an approving look in her expression as she watched that dominance grow inside me, too. Strange ideas were lighting up inside me, encouraged by my sister’s dominance of her husband and my own desire to compete. I wanted to match what Kayla was putting out, to be as sexy and in charge as she was. I wanted to dominate Charlie. More and more, that was becoming something that mattered to me. Something I was coming to love. And so I bargained with myself, telling myself to let go. To not worry about how it looked. To just go with the strange vibe happening between us. No one here was going to judge me. And how could they? They were just as big freaks as I was, if not more. 
 
    So I stood. I rose to my feet, moving my body in one swift motion to not give myself time to have second thoughts. Kayla watched, smiling delightedly as she wondered what I was up to. And stepping away from her, I headed toward the guest bedroom where I was staying. 
 
    On the way, I peered into Kayla and Charlie’s bedroom. He was in there, rummaging around, gathering up piles of discarded clothes. 
 
    “Come to my room when you’re finished in there,” I said sternly, trying to sound completely in charge. Charlie raised his head to look at me, his eyes doing there by now familiar dance up and down my body. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” he said, once again sending that thrill of conquest racing through me. Suppressing my disbelief at what I was getting away with, I moved toward my own bedroom. 
 
    It was a mess inside. I was half-unpacked and half not, the clothes I had already worn strewn across the bedroom carelessly. In a corner, I saw the dull shine of the sexy outfit Kayla lent me, the shiny bodysuit and boots I had worn to blow her husband’s mind and make him submit to me completely. But even though I felt a thrill of pleasure at the sight of the outfit, I wasn’t in the mood to dress up for him. Not yet, anyway.  
 
    Instead, I gathered up my discarded clothes to pile on the bed. Then, I climbed onto the bed myself. The idea buzzing in my brain was wild, but it wouldn’t let me rest. It wouldn’t let me back out. And so, I pulled off the leggings I had been wearing. Climbing onto the bed, I lay back against the pillow. The wild excitement of the moment was getting to me, pulsing and boiling inside me, and I didn’t want to fight it anymore. 
 
    After a few moments, Charlie stepped through my doorway. And when he saw me, I heard him gasp in surprise. I didn’t stop what I was doing. I let him look. He had walked in to see me touching myself through the thin fabric of the panties I was wearing. 
 
    “My dirty clothes are right here,” I said. “But don’t take them yet. I’m about to make these dirty too, and then you can take them as well.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley. 
 
    Charlie’s voice was strained as he spoke, as though his words were catching on the hard edge of the desire that raged inside him. Exactly what I wanted. And as he stood there, his cock raging in front of him and his eyes locked between my legs, I ran my fingers over my pussy and moaned in growing pleasure. I had never masturbated in front of anyone before. Then again, I was doing all kinds of things lately I had never done or even thought of doing. After all, that was the whole theme of this sexy holiday season. And so I abandoned myself to pleasure, rubbing my pussy through my underwear while my brother-in-law watched, wanting me desperately but not daring to demand anything from me. 
 
    And Kayla appeared in the doorway too. Standing behind her husband, she watched what was going on. She didn’t say a word. But the look on her face told me that she approved of what I was doing. And I was too far gone with pleasure to question anything anymore. It didn’t cross my mind that from never having masturbated in front of anyone, including a lover, now I was masturbating in front of my sister. It didn’t matter. All that mattered was pleasure, the wild excitement of doing what we wanted and not caring about the consequences. Besides, Kayla’s eyes were more for her husband than me. She was watching him watching me, knowing how turned on her husband was and how he didn’t dare even approach me. It was all so unbelievably sexy, I could barely contain myself. I didn’t want to. 
 
    Dampness spread between my legs. Soon, my panties were soaked in my free-running juices. Soon, unable to resist the feelings of pleasure exploding inside me, I slid my hand under the waistband to touch myself directly. It’s like my underwear preserved the last vestige of coverage, a mostly symbolic shield between what little remained my modestly and the two sets of eyes watching me. The whole situation was too kinky and profoundly sexy for words, and I felt my legs trembling as my climax approached. Right there on the bed of their spare bedroom, I came in front of Kayla and Charlie, howling my pleasure at the ceiling in the most intimate moment imaginable. 
 
    As my orgasm came and went and I slowly returned to my senses, I raised my head. Charlie stood there at the foot of the bed, a frozen expression on his face, a look of total desire that sent another jolt of pleasure racing through me, even as I basked in the afterglow of sex. Nothing else compares to seeing desire like that, that wild and almost animal desire as he stared fixedly at something he had no right to see. 
 
    Then, slowly, I peeled my panties off. Sliding them over my feet, I curled my legs up underneath me and rose onto my knees. Balling up the underwear in my hand, I tossed it across the room at my sister’s husband. 
 
    “Well, that was quite a show, wasn’t it?” Kayla smiled. “You know what, honey? Women’s panties are very delicate. I think you should wash them by hand. Mine too. That other stuff can go in the machine, but I want you to hand wash mine and my sister’s panties for me. And make sure you do a good job. Otherwise, you don’t get to cum.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said. His eyes were wide and wild as he looked from his wife to me and back again. My damp panties sat on top of the bundle he held in his arms, and I felt a mixture of embarrassment and desire burning in my cheeks as I looked at him. But a mistress is never embarrassed, I told myself. It was his role to be ashamed of what he had become, of what we had turned him into. All me and Kayla had to do was enjoy it. 
 
    Kayla stepped aside to let her husband walk through the door of the bedroom, heading toward the washing machine. Then she turned back toward me, grinning in delight as she looked at me. If she felt in any way weird about what she had just seen, she gave no sign of it. Instead, she looked thrilled with what had happened. 
 
    “Nice,” she said, nodding approvingly. “He’s going to remember that for a while.” 
 
    “I hope so,” I chuckled. “I know I am.” 
 
    

  

 


   
      
 
    8. Their Favorite Toy 
 
      
 
    “Look at that!” 
 
    “Wow,” I said, following my sister’s finger as she pointed at the screen. Her laptop sat on her thighs, and we sat close together on the couch, her fingers moving over the screen as she navigated the Internet.  
 
    We were shopping online. Better than heading out into the Christmas crowds and fighting our way through the mall, we figured. Besides, you didn’t get this at the mall. In front of us, Kayla’s husband Charlie went about the chores his wife assigned him completely naked. The laundry was churning in the machine in the kitchen, and our panties was soaking in a basin. Not letting her husband rest for a moment, Kayla had ordered him to start vacuuming the living room where we could keep an eye on him. And while we shopped online, pretending to ignore him as though his actions were of no consequence to us, I could feel the sexual tension that crackled in the air. I kept raising my eyes from the screen to sneak glances over at him, and I knew Kayla did the same. Moreover, Charlie kept looking us. And every time he did, I noticed the curious expression of desire and lust on his face. His cock was still rockhard, swaying comically in front of him with every step he took as he pushed the vacuum around the living room. There could be no better illustration of the difference in power between us as my sister and I relaxed and our slave boy did household chores. 
 
    “You think I could pull this off?” Kayla said, turning her face to me. On the screen in front of us was a shiny leather minidress that simply screamed domination. It had silver buckles up the front and boning in the bodice that I knew would accentuate Kayla’s toned body and make her look like the dominant sex goddess we all knew she could be. 
 
    “Totally,” I said enthusiastically. “You’ve got awesome legs, so you always look good in short skirts.” 
 
    Kayla smiled at the compliment, but it was true. My sister ran miles every week, along with her husband, and it kept them both in fantastic shape. I didn’t have the discipline to do the same, but that didn’t stop me from envying the strong yet slender frame exercise gave her. Then again, Kayla didn’t have my curves. 
 
    “Thanks,” Kayla said. “I think my husband over there would come in his pants the minute he saw me wearing something like that.” 
 
    “If you allowed him to wear any pants,” I said, and Charlie’s head raised from his task to see us both laughing at him as we shopped online. We had to raise our voices to be heard over the noise of the vacuum, but that was fine. We might be ignoring him, but there was no denying we were all too conscious of his presence. And all too aware of what we were doing to him. After all, that was the whole point. 
 
    “And what about you?” Kayla went on. “We have to find something nice and sexy for you, too. I mean, it’s not every day you have a reason to dress up like a dominatrix. Besides, Charlie’s paying for it all. He can always pick up some extra shifts at work after the holidays to buy us nice things.” 
 
    I laughed again, but now I knew Kayla was joking. Charlie didn’t work the kind of job where shifts are an option. And he didn’t seem to work the kind of job where money was really an issue. Childless professionals, Kayla and Charlie could afford almost anything they wanted. Their beautiful house was proof of that. But it was all part of the head game, I knew. Just the idea that her husband’s role was to work for our pleasure was all part of the kinky scenario we were creating. So I played along. Plus, truthfully, I didn’t have their financial resources. If she wanted her husband to buy me some sexy outfits, I wasn’t going to complain. 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said. “Let’s have a look. Like, I want something hot. But still with decent coverage, you know? It’s like a Christmas present. You wrap it up all nicely, and it’s better when you don’t know exactly what’s inside.” 
 
    “Oh, I think he knows,” Kayla giggled. “But I know what you mean. Plus, it’s fun teasing him. The sexier we look, the more frustrating it is for him. And it turns me on when my husband is sexually frustrated. Doesn’t it, Charlie?” 
 
    As she spoke, Kayla raised her voice even louder, making sure she could be heard over the noise of the vacuum as Charlie continued to push it around the room. 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” came the predictable response. 
 
    “You can stop that now,” Kayla said. “Put the vacuum away and go check on our panties. They’ve probably soaked long enough now.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie’s cock bobbed as he raised one foot from the floor, switching off the vacuum. It trundled along behind him as he pulled it across the floor, disappearing back into the kitchen. The minute he was gone, Kayla and I burst out laughing together. Even after everything the three of us had done together, it was still hard to believe what was going on between us. Still hard to believe that her husband had given in so readily, that he would do seemingly anything we told him. 
 
    “This is too funny,” I said. “Your husband’s in there right now handwashing my panties with a raging boner. This is not how I expected Christmas to go.” 
 
    “Me neither,” said Kayla. “But it’s fun, isn’t it? I want to keep going. I want to see how far we can take this. Let’s get these outfits rushed to us so we have them before Christmas. I feel like on Christmas day, we should do something really special.” 
 
    “Special? Like what? What do you have in mind? We’ve already tied him to the bed and fucked him. We’ve already made him into our naked servant. What else is there to do?” 
 
    “Oh, I can think of a few things,” Kayla grinned. “And I know you can too. Your little innocent act doesn’t fool me. You know you love teasing and dominating him just as much as I do.” 
 
    “I do,” I admitted. “It’s amazing. I can’t wait to see what happens next.” 
 
    As I spoke, my eyes moved over the screen in front of me. My fingers moved too, reaching across Kayla to scroll from one page the next. One sexy outfit replaced another, the kinky online store Kayla had found carrying a seemingly infinite selection of costumes and lingerie and shoes and toys. And as I moved through the selection with my sister smiling beside me, something strange down in the suggestion portion of the website caught my eye. Clicking on it brought up a bigger picture, and I stared in confusion at the screen for a moment. Beside me, Kayla stared too, both of us silent for a moment as we wondered what we looking at. 
 
    “Wait, is that –“ 
 
    “Yeah, it is,” I said, not needing my sister to finish her thought. I was as surprised as she was at what shone on the screen in front of us. But immediately, strange possibilities swam into view. Once again, I could barely believe what I was thinking, could barely understand the thoughts racing through my head. But I had learned not to fight them. Maybe it would remain just a fantasy. Maybe not. Certainly, the way things had been going lately, I had learned that fantasies had a noticeable way of turning into reality quicker than I would ever have thought possible. But for now, just looking at the thing in front of us was making heat spread from between my thighs. 
 
    “That’s – that’s crazy,” Kayla said, speaking slowly. But she didn’t take her eyes off the screen. She was staring at the same thing I was, and I had no doubt the same or similar thoughts were going through her head. How far is too far? How much is too much? So far, we hadn’t found that line. For all his nervousness and embarrassment, Charlie had been a more than willing participant in everything we had done to him. But this was a man she loved, and one that I loved too, albeit in a completely different way from how a wife loves her husband. We might play demanding dominatrixes for his and our own sexual pleasure, but deep down, it was just a game. 
 
    On the other hand, it was a game unlike any other. A game unlike any of us had played before. A game that was rapidly taking over our lives, at least over the Christmas holidays while we all had time on our hands. A game I somehow doubted any of us would ever be able to quit. And part of the excitement of this game was in going further every time. In seeing how much we can get away with. 
 
    “Fuck,” Kayla said under her breath, breaking the silence that had fallen between us. “I don’t know about that.” 
 
    “Me neither,” I said. “But it’s kind of exciting to think about.” 
 
    “Let’s go see what he’s up to,” Kayla said, pushing down the screen of her laptop to close it and abruptly changing the subject. “It shouldn’t take that long to wash our underwear.” 
 
    Setting the laptop aside, she slid off the couch and started walking toward the kitchen. I rose to my feet too, following her. Kayla led me into the kitchen where her husband stood next to the sink, his hands buried in a basin of soapy water. 
 
    “What’s taking so long in here?” Kayla asked as she stepped toward Charlie. “You better not be in here sniffing my sister’s panties.” 
 
    “I’m not, Queen Kayla,” Charlie protested as I laughed out loud. Stepping up behind him, Kayla delivered a quick playful slap to his bare ass, making me laugh even more. 
 
    “Are they clean?” Kayla said, peering past her husband into the basin full of underwear in front of him. 
 
    “I think so, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    “They better be. Otherwise, we might not let you make a little mess for us for a while. And you wouldn’t want that, would you?” 
 
    “No, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    “Of course you wouldn’t. Okay, finish up in here. You can hang these up to dry in the bathroom. Then we’ll find some other tasks for you to do.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Soapy water surged as Charlie carefully lifted our underwear out of the water and squeezed them gently in his hands. At the same time, his wife turned toward me, shaking her head in disbelief. 
 
    “He’s such a little bitch now,” I said, and watched Charlie’s shoulders tense from behind at the insult. 
 
    “I know,” Kayla smiled. “But I guess he always was. We’re just seeing it now. Seeing who my husband truly is. A horny little slave boy for us to use.” 
 
    Kayla was speaking to me, but I knew her words were for her husband. He glanced in our direction again as he carried the wet panties quickly through the house, heading for the bathroom. At the same time, Kayla stepped across the kitchen toward her drawer. The same drawer where they kept the duct tape. My heart surged in my chest as I wondered what she was planning. Opening the drawer, she reached inside and pulled out a metal padlock. Two keys on a small ring dangled from the lock, and Kayla’s eyes turned thoughtful as she held it in her hands and slowly turned the key. I didn’t know what she was planning, but I knew I was about to find out. And I didn’t want to interrupt her thought process. Not when it had given us so much pleasure so far. 
 
    Charlie reappeared in the kitchen. He stood in the doorway, his hands hanging at his sides, his cock as hard as ever. Awaiting further instructions. Another tremor of excitement passed through me, knowing something was coming without knowing exactly what. And Kayla turned toward her husband with a beautiful smile, still playing with the padlock in her hands. 
 
    “Where’s that vibrating cock ring, honey?” She asked. “Go put it on so you can be of some use to my sister and me.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    A faint shadow of a smile showed on Charlie’s handsome face as he turned to do as his wife commanded. He had been working at household chores all morning, and his desire had never abated once. Not if his raging cock was anything to go by. Neither had mine, for that matter, despite the orgasm I had given myself while he watched. And now, I was trembling with excitement at the thought of getting to use him and that special toy again, feeling his cock vibrating inside me and driving me to wild orgasms. In her own kinky way, my sister was a genius. 
 
    But I hadn’t seen anything yet. 
 
    Soon, Charlie reappeared in the doorway of the kitchen. Now, he had the vibrating cock ring on, the silicon ring tight around the shaft of his swollen manhood with the vibrating cylinder sat on top. As though his whole body was a sex toy for us use in any way we saw fit. Basically, it was. And I watched Kayla step across the kitchen, moving slowly toward him, the padlock still in one hand. With the other, she reached out and ran her fingers over Charlie’s swollen shaft, making him moan in pleasure and in anticipation. Right in front of me, she stroked his cock, running her fingers over the dense network of veins that showed through the skin. His hands clenched at his sides as he trembled to her touch, desperately wanting to take her in his arms but knowing he wasn’t permitted. The same sexy battle that raged inside him all the time when we played with him like this. The same tension that made it all so unbelievably exciting. 
 
    “I love this toy,” Kayla said at last. “It’s practically the only way this cock can be of any use to a woman. Isn’t that right, Ash? Don’t you love that this toy actually makes him able to please a woman?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” I said, playing along with her game of teasing and humiliation. “It’s nice to have a way to make up for his shortcomings.” 
 
    “This stays on until we decide otherwise,” Kayla said, pressing one finger against the battery-powered cylinder on top of her husband’s cock. “Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie breathed. 
 
    “I’m not sure you do. But that’s okay. You don’t need to understand, do you? Slave boys just need to do as they’re told.” 
 
    Now, Kayla reached out with both hands towards her husband’s genitals. He moaned again as she took hold of them. Carefully, she swung the hasp of the padlock around his most sensitive area. Staring down in wide-eyed disbelief, Charlie groaned as his wife positioned the padlock underneath his scrotum. Again, his hands moved, as though about to push her away before he thought better of it. And I stepped forward to get a better look at what my sister was doing.  
 
    Smiling, she pushed the spring-loaded lock down, and it clicked as the mechanism engaged. The padlock was locked around Charlie’s cock and balls, on top of the vibrating cock ring, keeping it in place. As Kayla stepped back, admiring her handiwork, I saw the brass of the padlock barely showing behind Charlie’s balls. The thick metal was tight against his skin, but not tight enough to cause injury. And the expression on his face as he stared down at what his wife had done to him told me he could barely believe it himself. 
 
    “Go ahead, honey,” Kayla said, folding her arms under her breasts as she looked her husband up and down. “See if you can take it off.” 
 
    Charlie hesitated. Clearly, he had doubts. Looking at his predicament, so did I. But after a moment, he reached down between his legs. Putting his thumb behind the lock, he attempted to slide it forward, but it was far too tight. Reaching lower, he gently fumbled with the lock behind his balls. But it was quite clear there was no way out. With his cock as hard as it was, there was no room for him to slide both it and his testicles out through the hasp of the lock. Kayla really was a genius. 
 
    “I – I can’t, Queen Kayla,” Charlie admitted. 
 
    “Excellent,” Kayla said with a sinister grin. “That’s what I was hoping. That will serve to remind you of your place. To remind you who owns that cock, who owns your balls. And it will keep the cock ring in place so that you don’t forget that you’re our little sex toy for the holidays.” 
 
    “Oh my God, K,” I said in disbelief. Not that I disapproved. Not even a little bit. In fact, I found the whole thing incredibly sexy. Anytime Kayla talked like this, it sent wild arousal soaring through my body, just the way I knew it did for Charlie. I remembered how it felt having his manhood locked to my ankle, having that kind of control over a man’s most treasured possession. Having control over him, effectively. 
 
    When Kayla split the ring and slid one key of it, then turned to me, I felt a surge of wild joy. Taking the key from her felt strangely monumental, symbolic of something deep and dark and profound. And from the way his eyes traveled from my sister to me and back again, I suspected Charlie felt the same thing. Kayla had one key to the lock, and I had the other. And Charlie, poor submissive Charlie, had none. 
 
    “You know what I like the most?” Kayla said, turning toward me with a grin. “He could maybe get the lock off if he could get a cock soft. But he can’t. It’s his own desire for us that traps him inside it.” 
 
    “Fucking amazing,” I said. Charlie’s desperate eyes followed my hand as I reached behind my back and slid the tiny key into the small pocket in the waistband of my yoga pants. The key weighed virtually nothing, and yet it felt absolutely massive because of what it represented. Total sexual power over this desperate man. Something I had barely dared dream of, yet now was all too real. 
 
    “Want to fuck him?” 
 
    Kayla’s question was crude, her words echoing in the quiet space of the kitchen as though she had detonated a bomb. But I didn’t hesitate. After all, we were long past the point of being polite. 
 
    “Hell yeah,” I said with a grin. And Kayla smiled back, more than happy to share her submissive husband with me. More than happy to have me participate in their kinky sex life and help her bring the man she loved to his knees. Figuratively and literally. 
 
    “Come, Charlie,” Kayla imperiously ordered. With that, she turned toward the door of the kitchen and strode through it. With a quick glance in my direction, Charlie hurried after her, his cheeks burning with shame. His cock bounced under the weight of the lock with every step he took, a constant reminder of our ownership of him. And as I followed, I could feel my desire rising like music within me, soaring with every step I took toward the bedroom Kayla led us to. Now, I knew what was going to happen. The general pattern, at least, if not the specifics. I was going to have sex with my brother-in-law again. And I couldn’t wait. 
 
    As I stepped through the open door of their bedroom, I saw Kayla standing by the bed. She was already half-undressed, shedding her casual clothes in a businesslike fashion. She had no shame whatsoever in front of me. Nor should she. It’s not like I was going to judge her. It’s not like I had anything to judge, given the enviable body that she had. Naked, she climbed onto the bed while Charlie stood at its foot and I waited by the door. Kneeling naked on the mattress, Kayla back into her husband. 
 
    “Get up here, slave boy,” she smiled. “Get your head between my legs and eat this pussy right now.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Enthusiasm radiated from every pore of Charlie’s face. After all, she could hardly give him a command he was more eager to obey. Except perhaps one. Caught up in desire, Charlie hurried onto the bed with his wife, his cock bouncing with the weight of the lock as he rolled onto his back. And I watched something I had never imagined I would see, my sister climbing naked to straddle her husband’s face, holding his throat as she faced his feet with her knees on either side of his head. His hands reached up to hold her hips, and he raised his head, his tongue already extending from his mouth, already desperate to please her. As he ran his tongue over the wet lips of her pussy, I saw her eyelids tremble, her eyes rolling in pleasure as she finally gave in to the erotic energy that had been building all morning. 
 
    “Go ahead, Ash, if you want,” Kayla said in a voice that was already breathless with pleasure. “You can use his cock if you want.” As she spoke, she waved her arm magnanimously over her husband’s body. Charlie’s cock rose straight up from his body, the hard shaft pressing against the unyielding metal of the padlock she had locked around it. His face was buried beneath her now, and I could hear the wet sound of him worshiping her pussy from beneath while she sat on his face like a queen on a throne. The sight was unbelievably erotic, and I was in no mood to pretend otherwise. Hurriedly, I grabbed at my own clothes, pulling them off and hurling them to the floor. As I pulled off my yoga pants, I was conscious of Charlie’s key tucked into the waistband, but I left it there as I dropped my pants and my underwear to the floor. There was no need to release him; not yet. 
 
    Instead, I climbed onto the bed that vibrated to the movements of them both. Crawling toward Charlie’s body, I climbed on top of him. Sitting for a moment on his thighs, I reached down toward his member. Reaching past the padlock, I activated the vibrating cock ring he wore, and heard a muffled moan rise from beneath my sister’s pussy as he groaned in pleasure and desire. She moaned too, his voice seeming to call more pleasure out of her. She rocked her hips back-and-forth, grinding her pussy against his face. At the same time, she leaned forward, placing her hands on his chest while she rode his tongue and mouth. 
 
    And I reached down to take Charlie’s cock in my hand. I could feel it buzzing and vibrating with the force of the toy, and I knew how it would feel inside me. Shifting my weight on my knees, I rose up above him and guided my brother-in-law’s cock inside me. Excited as I was, the juices of my pussy lubricated his entry, his manhood sliding easily inside to fill me with pleasure while I moaned and gasped. And the insistent vibrating did its work. Immediately, I could feel pleasure radiating out from between my legs, seeming to glow in the pit of my stomach and swell outward from there to fill me with ecstasy and light. 
 
    I remembered what the vibrating cock ring did to me when I fucked Charlie. In fact, I didn’t think I would ever forget. But somehow, even after so short a time since I last used it, I had forgotten just how intense the feelings were. Maybe I had let myself believe that no pleasure so pure and powerful could really exist in the world. But the moment Charlie’s buzzing cock was inside me, I felt it again. I felt an orgasm swelling inside me almost immediately, my pussy contracting around his buzzing manhood and my whole body trembling and shaking as climax approached. I could feel the hard metal of the padlock against my skin as I bounced up and down on his cock, but that only added to my pleasure. That only added to the sense of power I felt as I rode him in tandem with my sister, using every part of his body to bring ourselves pleasure. 
 
    I came. My orgasm exploded out of me, erupted like a volcano to leave me gasping and shrieking while his cock buzzed inside me. And even as my pussy clenched around his shaft, possessively squeezing the cock I now owned, the buzzing never stopped. His manhood remained hard and rigid inside me, the perfect toy, warm and hard but yielding in the way only human flesh can be, yet buzzing like a vibrator as it sought out the glowing centers of pleasure within me. Arching my back, I lean backward, gripping my ankles and letting the tremors sweep through me. 
 
    Then, as I slowly recovered, I opened my eyes. Leaning forward and placing my hands low down on Kayla’s husband’s stomach, I began to ride him again. A wild selfishness had overtaken me, the animal desire that been building all day spurring me onward and making me forget anything else. 
 
    Up at the head of the bed, Kayla cried out. Her husband was doing his job. The wet sound of her pleasure filled the bedroom, her shrieks and cries matching my own. A tremor passed through her as she came, anointing her husband’s face with the sudden flood of her juices. And trapped beneath us, Charlie consented to be used, devoting himself to pleasing us both as though nothing in the world mattered except our orgasms. 
 
    It was wild. It was thrilling. It was utterly unbelievable. And with his cock buzzing inside me, I could feel another orgasm already on the way. Kayla had barely recovered from the oral pleasure Charlie was giving her before I felt again the unstoppable spasm of desire. My throat was raw and ragged as I howled in ecstasy again, hearing Charlie moan as my pussy tightened around him and spurted more of my juices all over his locked cock and balls. 
 
    Overcome with pleasure, I flopped down on the bed beside him. Up above, Kayla moved. Swinging her leg off her husband’s face, she kneeled beside his head and leaned down to affectionately pat his cheek that shone with the juices of her pussy. 
 
    “Good job, slave boy,” she said encouragingly. “You made us both cum. But we’re not done yet. Not by a long way.” 
 
    With that, she began to crawl down the bed. She was on the other side of Charlie, and I raised my head wearily from the mattress to watch as she approached. Turning, she threw her leg over his hips, straddling him just as I had done. Reaching down underneath herself, she took hold of his vibrating cock. And Charlie raised his head from the mattress to watch as she settled down on top of it, purring in pleasure as it spread her wet lips apart. 
 
    Fatigued and satisfied, at least for now, I lay there in silence, watching them fuck and knowing that no sexual experience in my life had ever compared even slightly to what was happening this Christmas. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    9. A Kinky Christmas Day 
 
      
 
    Nothing like a bit of kinky sex to put the magic back in Christmas. 
 
    I couldn’t remember being this excited for Christmas day since I was a kid, although the two situations couldn’t be more different. Now, my brain was buzzing with some very adult thoughts. Almost from the moment I had arrived at Kayla and Charlie’s house, things had been more exciting than I would ever have believed possible. And my sister left me in no doubt that she had something special planned for the big day. 
 
    Well, so did I. After our little online shopping adventure, I had a few ideas of what to buy as Christmas gifts. All of it sexy. All of it kinky. And I had a feeling that Kayla’s brain was working in the same way. Charlie had no idea what he was in for. Or maybe he did. And maybe that was the point. He loved being used like this. Love being our little sex toy. This strange adventure filled him with the same joy and excitement it filled us with. And sometimes, in my more lucid moments, I reflected that if that wasn’t the case, I wouldn’t have been interested. The fun of the game was that it looked like abuse, that it looked like mistreatment. But in reality, it was anything but. Kayla and I were giving Charlie exactly what he wanted, even if he didn’t quite know how to ask for it. Even if he didn’t know how badly he needed it until we gave it to him. Not that this was charity, of course. We were doing it because we wanted to. Because we loved it. A truly mutually beneficial situation that all of us were getting a lot out of. In my experience, you don’t find too many of those in life. So when you do, it’s worth riding that train as far as it will take you. 
 
    And that’s exactly what I intended to do. 
 
    So when Christmas Eve came, I was buzzing with excitement. The whole house was. Separately, in our rooms, we wrapped gifts for one another. Then we carried them out to place them under the tree in Kayla’s living room. Charlie was banned from the bedroom while Kayla wrapped her gifts for him. My sister seemed determined to keep us both guessing what might be underneath that wrapping paper. And while I wrapped my own gifts, I had the odd doubt. What if Kayla and Charlie were just exchanging regular gifts, and I was the only one who bought kinky stuff? But that didn’t seem very likely. Besides, these games were based on the idea that this was a no-judgment zone. We were all involved in this, all equally thrilled by it. We didn’t get to judge each other’s sexual fantasies and tastes. This game worked so well in part because we all approached it with an open mind. If I was the only one who picked kinky gifts for Christmas, so be it. I had a feeling it would just make my sister laugh. I had no doubt the toys I had bought would get used. 
 
    We took it easy on Christmas Eve. The night was almost boringly normal. We sat around and watched movies and drank more of the mulled wine Charlie made, and nothing sexual happened. Even though tension was crackling in the air the entire time. Even though every word, every glance, seemed somehow loaded with secret meaning. None of us talked about it, but it seems that we had come to an unspoken agreement. We were saving ourselves for Christmas Day. Saving the presents and whatever came with them for tomorrow. 
 
    Eventually, we all went to bed. And I lay awake for what seemed like hours, tingling with excitement, anxiously waiting for dawn to come. I never would have imagined that kink could restore the magic of Christmas to me in my adult life. But that was what had happened. And when I did finally manage to doze off into fitful and interrupted sleep, my dreams, though I struggled to remember them once I woke up, were loaded with dark desires and wild excitement. 
 
    I woke up early. Before anyone else in the house. As I made my way to the bathroom, I could hear Charlie’s even breathing through the open door of his and Kayla’s bedroom. They never closed the door. After all, it was usually only the two of them living in the house, and there was nothing to hide from each other. And now there was nothing to hide from me, either. 
 
    Trying to postpone what was coming, trying to mitigate my unignorable excitement, I headed to the bathroom and took a shower. The warm water cascaded over my skin, and I felt myself in every inch of my body. An unbelievably sensual feeling that seemed to take over me completely, from the tips of my toes to the roots of my hair. Everywhere my hands touched drew sparks from my body. I couldn’t help myself.  
 
    Honestly, I barely even tried. As taboo as it might seem to touch myself in Kayla and Charlie’s shower, I couldn’t resist the urge. The excitement was just too great. My hand drifted down between my thighs as though of its own accord, and my fingers began to caress the lips of my pussy, feeling them swell to my touch. Stifling a groan, I leaned against the glistening wall of the shower cubicle, rubbing myself while the warm water ran down my back. There was no need to fantasize. Reality was sexier than anything I could’ve imagined. All I had to do was remember what had happened over the past few days. How it felt to have my brother-in-law groveling at my feet, his genitals cuffed to my ankle. How it felt to order him around, to watch him serve us naked. How it felt to have his cock buzzing inside me, riding his manhood that buzzed to the movement of the vibrator while the key to the lock around his cock and balls lay in my discarded pants on the floor.  
 
    Power. Pure power. That was the feeling that filled me, that excited me, that kept sexual desire roaring and raging inside me. It was incredible. And no matter how much of it I got, I wanted more. 
 
    So there in the shower, I brought myself to orgasm. I gasped and trembled under the hot water, and felt a similar warm glow rising within my body as I brought myself to climax. But it did no more than take the edge off my desire. Like an appetizer, when what I really wanted was a full meal. As I stepped out of the shower and dried myself off, I could still feel that delicious feeling of inhabiting my body fully, of being in touch with every single part of it. Especially the part that glowed warmly between my legs as I thought of what was coming. 
 
    Wrapping myself in a towel, I headed back to the guestroom. A sly smile crept across my face as he looked over into the corner where the sexy fetish outfit I had borrowed from Kayla still sat. For a moment, I imagined putting it on and striding out into the living room, greeting my sister and her husband in full dominatrix gear on Christmas morning. But I decided against it. As much as I liked to play the confident, dominant woman, I still had my doubts. I still liked to follow Kayla’s lead, to see where everyone was at mentally before I committed. Imagine getting all dressed up like a dominatrix, and then finding nobody else was in the mood to play. As unlikely as that seemed, given the way events had been going, it was an embarrassment I was anxious to avoid. 
 
    So I dressed casually. Leggings and a T-shirt, nothing to really get anyone’s blood racing. Not that it mattered, I reflected. No matter what any of us did, no matter what we wore or how we looked, I knew we would all be thinking along similar lines. We would all be thinking about sex. It hovered between the three of us now whenever we got together, the unspoken subject of every conversation. 
 
    When I made my way back to the living room, I could hear that somebody was in the bathroom. The water was running once again in the shower, and I went to the kitchen to brew some coffee. While I was in there, Charlie appeared in the doorway. He was dressed in a T-shirt and a pair of plaid pajama bottoms, his face unshaven, his hair appealingly messy. He smiled when he saw me, and I smiled back. 
 
    “Morning,” he said sheepishly. He was always sheepish around me now. And that was no surprise. After the things I had seen him do, after things I had made him do, I could imagine how hard it must be to look me in the eyes anymore. Not that he seemed to regret any of it, not by a long way. But he seemed as unsure of the status of our relationship now as I was. The only difference, I supposed, was that I was a little better at hiding it. 
 
    “Good morning,” I said back, taking a sip of my coffee. I watched as Charlie moved toward the other side of the kitchen counter from me and poured himself a cup. He hadn’t called me Lady Ashley, the title I demanded of him when we played our mistress and slave games. But I didn’t demand it of him now. I was still waiting to feel out the morning vibe, and I knew I wouldn’t really know anything until Kayla got out of the shower and joined us. Besides, in some ways, it was nice to take a break from the kinky stuff now and then. Just to make sure that we were still real people, that we can still interact on an ordinary level. In a weird way, it made the sexy stuff even hotter. The fact that Charlie wasn’t actually a slave, that he was a willing participant in his own humiliation and sexual frustration, was infinitely exciting to me. It was the fact that he wanted this so badly that made it all so unbelievably hot. 
 
    “Merry Christmas,” Charlie said, as though it had only just occurred to him what day it was. 
 
    “Same to you,” I said. “Can we open our presents yet? Or do we have to wait for Kayla?” 
 
    “Probably better to wait,” Charlie said with a grin, knowing I wasn’t being serious. “You know how she gets.” 
 
    “Well, I do now,” I giggled, and Charlie laughed quietly along with me. “I never thought you two had it in you to be like this.” 
 
    “Me neither,” Charlie said. “But what about you? You’re not exactly a slouch when it comes to this kinky stuff.” 
 
    “Well, a girl’s gotta get what she wants in this life,” I shrugged. “I mean, I hadn’t played like this in a long time. But I’m really having fun. And I could see this becoming a bigger part of my sex life in the future.” 
 
    “Some lucky guy out there has no idea what he’s in for,” Charlie said, his dark eyes flashing as he raised them to look at me over his steaming coffee cup. I hoped the warm blush I could feel on my cheeks didn’t show on my face. How undominatrix-like. 
 
    “You’re not flirting with me, are you?” I said. “I’m not sure Queen Kayla would approve of that.” 
 
    “I’m not sure what she would and wouldn’t approve of anymore,” Charlie said. “I have to say, I didn’t see any of this coming. I never imagined she would let me do anything with you. Or that you would be into it.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, me neither,” I said. “It’s not like I had secret fantasies of fucking my brother-in-law. But maybe that’s part of what makes it so exciting. It’s so taboo. So naughty. So crazy.” 
 
    “Speaking of crazy,” Charlie said, turning with a smile toward the kitchen door. Kayla had emerged from her shower. She was dressed as casually as the rest of us, in a T-shirt and a pair of soft shorts, her dark hair still damp from the shower. She smiled in confusion as she walked into our conversation, her bright eyes moving from Charlie to me and back again. But she quickly overcame it. Ultimately, Kayla was the star of the show, and she knew it. She knew that it was up to her to say yes or no, to direct how everything happened. She was the link between us, Charlie’s wife and my sister. Both she and I were in charge, but I was happy to yield to my older sisters wishes. After all, she was the one with the marriage to maintain. 
 
    “Merry Christmas, you guys!” Kayla said enthusiastically. Crossing the kitchen, she embraced Charlie and kissed him, ignoring his coffee breath. As his arms wrapped around her narrow waist, I turned my head away. It might sound strange, but some moments are too intimate for me to be involved in. This was one of them. Sex was one thing, romance another. I was part of Kayla and Charlie’s sex life now, and there was no way to deny that. But I wasn’t part of their love. 
 
    Stepping away from her husband, Kayla drew a deep breath and let it out in a gentle sigh. Just looking at her, I could see that she was every bit as excited as I was. Just as I had hoped. I couldn’t keep the smile from my face either. It felt like something was coming. Something exciting. Something sexy. The Christmas gifts I had bought for the two of them practically guaranteed that, even if nothing else did. 
 
    “Is it time to open the presents yet?” Kayla said, her shining eyes staring right at me. 
 
    “That’s what I was just saying,” I laughed. “You’re lucky we waited until you got up.” 
 
    “Well, let’s do it, then,” Kayla said. “No point waiting, is there?” 
 
    Kayla didn’t bother to pour herself a cup of coffee. Instead, she turned, stalking toward the living room on her long legs. With a smiling glance in Charlie’s direction, I rose from my seat and followed. I could hear him moving along behind us, his bare feet quiet on the floor as we made our way to the Christmas tree. 
 
    Kayla kneeled down at the base of the tree. I sat on the sofa, perched on the edge of the cushion. Charlie stood close by. Kayla rummaged through the wrapped gifts, sorting them according to their labels. I watched her pick up the present I had wrapped for her, and she smiled to see my handwriting on the label. Lifting the box with both hands, she tested its weight. 
 
    “What’s this?” she said. 
 
    “Only one way to find out,” I said, smiling through my nervousness as I wondered how the gift would be received. 
 
    “Okay,” Kayla smiled. “I’m starting with this one. Here’s one for you. Charlie, this one’s for you, but don’t open it yet. Let me see what this is first, and then we can open that one.” 
 
    “Okay,” Charlie said, taking a small box that Kayla offered him. He stared down at it for a moment as though hoping to peer through the wrapping paper and see what was inside. But he did as he was told. He didn’t open it. Meanwhile, Kayla was already tearing my wrapping paper to shreds, revealing the plain white box inside. As she lifted off the lid, I heard her gasp. 
 
    “Oh my God, you got it for me!” 
 
    “Well, you know you’ll look awesome in it,” I replied. I had bought my sister a dress. Not just any dress, of course. The one we had seen and discussed on the website of the sex store, the skimpy leather dress we both knew she would look fantastic in. The high-gloss black leather shone in the light as Kayla lifted it out, holding it up as she turned slightly on her knees toward her husband. 
 
    “What do you think, Charlie?” Kayla asked with obvious excitement in her voice. “You think I’ll look like a sex goddess in this?” 
 
    “I know you will,” Charlie said, while Kayla grinned excitedly up at him. I was glad to see my gift made her so happy, but that wasn’t the only feeling swelling inside me. There was also the feeling of desire, the warm glow that had never really faded from my shower getting stronger as it climbed my spine. My gift hadn’t freaked Kayla out. In fact, it delighted her. And that was a good sign of things to come. 
 
    “Should I put it on now?” 
 
    I wasn’t sure who Kayla was talking to, me or her husband. Her head turned to me and back again, a woman who never normally needed permission seeking our approval. For a moment, Charlie glanced over me too. He knew as well as I did what her question meant. He knew as well as I did that if Kayla put such a provocative outfit on, that would take the day in a particular direction. A sexy, kinky direction. And of course, we were all more than aware that there was a strong possibility of that anyway. But that would decide it for us. And deep down, that was what I wanted. I strongly suspected it was exactly what Charlie wanted too. 
 
    “If you want,” I said noncommittally. “You could be a mistress for Christmas.” 
 
    Kayla giggled at that. Biting her lower lip, she rose easily to her feet and walked toward the sofa where I sat, the dress still in her hands. Carefully, she lay it on the seat between us, then sat down. 
 
    “I’ll put it on in a minute,” she said. “First, you two should open your gifts. You first, Ash.” 
 
    I didn’t need to be told twice. Already, my fingers were picking at the tape, unwrapping the paper Kayla had stuck down. The plain brown box revealed inside gave nothing away. But as I opened it, my brow furrowed in confusion. For a minute, I didn’t know exactly what I was looking at. But then, as my eyes traveled all over the toy my sister had bought for me, it all became abundantly clear. Spluttering with laughter, I lifted it out of the box so that everyone could see, feeling the weight of a large silicon dildo with a series of straps attached to the bottom. Beneath the straps, there was another, shorter silicon bulge. 
 
    “It’s a dildo gag,” Kayla explained. “You strap that around a slave’s face, and it keeps him quiet while you use them to make you cum. Pretty cool, huh?” 
 
    “That’s one way of describing it,” I spluttered with laughter. It created a strange sense of unreality to knowing that my sister had bought me a sex toy, but it was a sense of unreality I should’ve been used to by now. After all, the entire Christmas holiday had been like something ripped out of a strange sexual fantasy. This was nothing more than the latest version of that. And maybe, I told myself, I ought to get used to this. That perhaps from now on, our relationship would be more open and honest than it ever been. After all, once you’ve watched a woman have sex with her husband, watched her cum over and over again, it seems silly to try and be coy about anything sexual ever again. We were both adult women with all that that implies, and there was no point in attempting to hide that from one another anymore. 
 
    “You want me to use this on your husband?” I said, sneaking a quick glance across the room at Charlie as I spoke. He stood in front of the sofa staring at me and at the toy I held, his mouth slightly open, his eyes wide. I knew he was imagining how it would feel to wear the obscene object his wife bought, and I wondered what it was doing to him. Did it excite him? Did it scare him? Probably both, I suspected. And of course, that was right where we wanted him to be. 
 
    “Maybe,” Kayla said invasively. “Or on any other slave boy you decide to keep. It could come in handy. Especially once you see what Santa got for Charlie.” 
 
    With that, Kayla nodded at her husband, her dark hair swaying loose around her face. Charlie looked as nervous as ever as he took his wife’s meaning. Standing in front of us, he tore the wrapping paper off the box he held in one long spiral, letting it fall to the floor. Opening the box at the top, he turned it over, and something small and metallic slid into his waiting palm. He stared at it in confusion. But right away, I knew exactly what I was looking at. And I erupted in wild laughter, hearing my sister cackle just as wildly beside me, the two of us rocking with hilarity on the sofa. Yes, I had known it was a possibility. But when we had seen the chastity device on the website, while Charlie served us as a naked houseboy, Kayla had seemed to have no shortage of doubts about it. And I could hardly blame her. For all the kinky games we had played up to that point, none had gone this far. But clearly, her adventure with the padlock around Charlie’s cock and balls excited her. And now, I knew immediately, her husband was in for even more of a wild submissive adventure. 
 
    “What – what is it?” Charlie said, his eyes moving from Kayla to me and back again. 
 
    “You can’t tell? Okay, we’ll explain it to you. Actually, I have a better idea. We’ll show you.” 
 
    With that, Kayla rose from the couch and moved toward her husband. I heard the change in her voice, and I felt like I could see it even in the way she moved. Something predatory had entered her, something wild and dangerous and darkly sexy. Standing in front of her husband, she took the chastity device from his hand. Her other hand rose toward his chest, sliding over his T-shirt to feel the muscle underneath. I could only see the back of her head from where I was sitting, but I knew she was smiling up at him. Smiling sweetly and seductively, using her beauty to get her husband to do what she wanted. And even as I wondered if my sister had bitten off more than she could chew with this crazy toy, I could see Charlie’s resistance, weak as it already was, crumbling in the face of Kayla’s wiles. 
 
    “I think you should take your clothes off, honey,” Kayla said in a soft voice. “I think you should get ready to serve your mistresses again. And you know we like having you naked. You know we like having something to look at while we boss you around.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” Charlie’s response was immediate and unequivocal. Kayla chuckled with delight as Charlie immediately pulled his T-shirt over his head, letting it fall to the floor among the torn and crumpled wrapping paper. I watched as he pulled down his pajama pants and boxers, letting them fall to his ankles before stepping out of them. His cock hung between his legs, thick and already swelling with excitement. That was all Kayla needed to do. A word, a smile, and he was completely hers. And sitting on the couch watching it all, I pressed my thighs together, feeling the rising wave of arousal within me that greeted the onset of a new and exciting game. 
 
    “Hands behind your back,” Kayla ordered in the same soft voice. “I think I want you tied up for this next part. Ash, could you go get the tape from the kitchen drawer?” 
 
    “Sure,” I grinned. Charlie’s eyes followed me for a moment as I jumped up from the seat and hurried across the living room toward the kitchen. But they quickly returned to his wife standing right in front of him, fully clothed while he stood naked. 
 
    I knew exactly the drawer my sister meant, and went straight to it, pulling out the heavy roll of duct tape and carrying it back to the living room. As I walked toward them, I saw the Charlie was standing with his hands behind his back, ever obedient to the commands of his Queen. Kayla smiled and nodded encouragement as I stepped behind her husband and pulled the tape free of the roll. Quickly, I wrapped it around my brother-in-law’s wrists, over and over, binding his hands tightly behind his back. He put up no resistance whatsoever. But I could feel his hands trembling slightly, his strong arms displaying his nervousness and desire as I tied him up. 
 
    “That’s better,” Kayla grinned as I tore the tape off the role. She held up the chastity device in both hands, right in front of her husband’s face. I stepped around to stand beside her, grinning at Charlie too. I wanted to see the look on his face when he found out what his wife had in mind. 
 
    “This is a chastity device,” Kayla said. “York cock goes in here,” and she slid a finger into the small metal tube of the toy, “and then I lock it and take the key. Your cock is mine. And maybe Ashley’s, too. But definitely not yours. You won’t be able to touch it yourself. You won’t be able to even get an erection without our permission. Your sexual pleasure will be ours to control completely, and you’ll need to be a very good boy for us if you ever want to orgasm again. Doesn’t that sound like fun?” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Charlie gasped. His eyes were locked on the steel device that shone in Kayla’s hands now, his face a mask of shock and nervousness. Turning to me, Kayla chuckled, and I laughed too. It was so funny to see him like this, so afraid of the power we wielded yet endlessly turned on by it. 
 
    “I decided that’s what I want for Christmas,” Kayla said. “Complete ownership of your sexuality. And this will give me that. I really will own you once this goes on. What do you say to that?” 
 
    The air in the living room felt suddenly heavy for a moment, a long moment. Charlie said nothing. His chest rose and fell as he breathed steadily, his lips twitching as though he couldn’t find the right words to say. Kayla waited, and I waited too. For the first time in a while, I found myself wondering if my sister had finally gone too far. If she’d finally found a line her submissive husband wasn’t willing to cross. 
 
    But I shouldn’t have worried. 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said, his voice little more than a whisper. Kayla exploded in delighted laughter, and I laughed too. I couldn’t help it. What she proposed was so insane, and part of me had thought that even Charlie, submissive as he was, would never go along with it. But clearly, I underestimated the depths of his submissive desires. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kayla cooed. “Then we can play with some of our other toys.” 
 
    Kayla’s nimble fingers moved over the device, and I saw her remove the key from the built-in lock. It came apart in her hands, and she stepped toward her husband, smiling up at him. Curious, I watched her struggle to slide the metal tube over his cock that was already swelling toward hardness. Charlie grunted in discomfort, but Kayla persisted. Finally, she had the device in place, and I watched her slide the swinging bar back behind his scrotum to lock it all in place. Once the device was attached, she stepped back, folding her arms and looking her husband up and down to admire her handiwork. I looked too. The metal of the chastity device shone between his legs, a tiny prison for his manhood that we couldn’t take our eyes away from. It seemed so barbaric, so medieval, and yet undeniably sexy. To think my sister now had complete control over her husband’s manhood made the blood rush to my head, my cheeks burning with arousal. 
 
    “How does it feel, slave boy?” Kayla asked mockingly. 
 
    “It hurts, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said. 
 
    “Good. It will remind you of your place and who owns that pathetic excuse for a cock you have. Now, let’s get dressed.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    10. A Chastity Christmas 
 
      
 
      
 
    Seeing my sister naked was really no big deal. Not now that I had seen her in the throes of passion with her husband, just as she had seen me. Right there in the living room, with the morning light of Christmas Day streaming in through the tall windows, Kayla undressed in front of us both. The backyard of their house was completely secluded, hidden by tall trees from the prying eyes of any neighbors. Like our own little isolated world where we could do whatever we wanted. A world where women ruled completely, and Charlie had no choice but to serve. 
 
    Kayla stripped off her pajamas, and I picked up the dress I had bought her. Together, we slid it over her body. It was tight, and unlike any piece of clothing I had bought before. Kayla had to wiggle her way into it, and I stood behind her, helping her get it on. Once it was on, Kayla fastened the hinged metal fasteners that run up the front, tightening the corset-like bodice of the dress that pulled her already narrow waist in to give her even more of an hourglass figure. Behind her, I gently tugged on the laces that run up the back of the dress, tightening it even further. Getting her dressed up like this was a two-person job. But when it was done, Kayla truly did look amazing. Once I tied off the laces in the small of her back, she whirled around to face me, the tiny skirt flaring around her hips and showing off even more of her long legs. She struck a pose, her hands on her hips, the high-gloss leather of the dress shining in the light. It was a perfect match for the dark hair that hung loose around her bare shoulders, and her tiny dress showed off the toned muscle of her long legs beautifully. Plus, the built-in corset pushed her boobs high on her chest, giving her the deepest cleavage I had ever seen on my slender sister. 
 
    “How do I look?” she asked. Asking me, not her husband. Probably wise in the circumstances, I thought. She was more likely to get an honest opinion from someone whose next orgasm didn’t depend on her. 
 
    “Like a fucking sex goddess, K,” I said, and my sister burst out laughing. And I was being flattering, but I wasn’t lying. She looked amazing, even more amazing than I had thought she would when I bought her the outfit. It fit her beautifully once we managed to get it on, the glossy leather clinging to her torso like a second skin and the tiny skirt barely covering her ass and exposing her impressive thighs. She was wearing no underwear underneath, so the outfit wasn’t going to get in the way of any sexy activity she had in mind. The air in the living room crackled with wild energy and sexual tension. 
 
    “I bought you some boots, too,” I said, pointing to the diminished pile of presents under the tree. “They’re over there.” 
 
    Kayla’s bright eyes flashed as she turned to her husband. Poor Charlie couldn’t keep his eyes off her. They raced up and down her body, as though trying to drink in every detail. And between his legs, the bright polished steel of his new chastity device twitched, set in motion by the wild throbbing of his cock inside. Looking at him, I stifled another laugh. He just looked so ridiculous, his hands bound behind him and his manhood locked away in its tiny prison. Every inch the pathetic slave my sister had made him into. It turned me on more than I could say to look at him standing there and know that Kayla controlled him completely. 
 
    “Fetch it for me, Charlie,” Kayla said. “Bring that present over to me.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie was quick to tell his dominant wife what she wanted to hear, but he seemed a little confused about what to do next. With his hands bound, the task was challenging for him. Eventually, he dropped to his knees and crawled across the floor toward the Christmas tree. Both Kayla and I laughed as we watched him crouch underneath it, carefully taking a corner of the wrapping paper between his teeth and dragging the present out from under the tree. The wrapping paper tore, and Charlie swore softly. Kayla looked at me, shaking her head in mock disapproval. 
 
    “Can’t get good help these days,” she said. 
 
    “Well, I imagine you have some ideas on how to train him,” I said, making my sister laugh. 
 
    “True,” Kayla said, turning back to her husband. “Hurry up, slave. Bring it over here.” 
 
    Scrambling on the floor, Charlie maneuvered his way around the box so that he was behind it. Then, he crawled forward on his knees, pushing the box across the floor with one knee, then the other. When the box was at Kayla’s feet, she sat down on the sofa, her tiny skirt sliding even higher up her long legs and almost revealing her pussy in front of her husband. Leaning forward, she began to unwrap the box on the floor, and he stared at her, bewitched by the tempting glimpse of her cleavage the leather dress gave him. 
 
    “Oh, these are nice,” Kayla said, lifting the boots I had bought her out of the box. “Very dominatrix-y.” 
 
    “That’s the idea,” I grinned at my sister. She wasn’t wrong. The boots I had bought for her screamed female domination. A pointed toe and a slender six inch heel, with a series of leather buckles running up the sides that matched the metal fasteners on the front of her dress. Kayla giggled when she saw that one of the boots had a riding crop built into a holster at the side. The leather tip hissed as she pulled it free of the boot, brandishing it in the air. 
 
    “That could come in handy,” she said, smiling over at her kneeling husband. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” I replied. 
 
    With one boot in her hand, Kayla grunted as she leaned forward. The tight dress constrained her movements, her boobs threatening to spill out of the top of the low neckline long before she was anywhere near raising her foot to slide it into the boot. For a moment, she sat on the sofa, puzzled. Then an idea seemed to occur to her. The smile returned to her face as she turned back to her kneeling husband. 
 
    “Think you can put these on for me, slave boy?” she said. “I know you can’t use your hands, but that shouldn’t stop you. You’re going to need to get used to doing things for me while tied up. Go on. Use that mouth of yours. Show me you’re still of some use to your Queen.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie moved forward on his knees, pushing the box out of the way. Kayla offered him the boots she held, and he took its top between his lips. Lowering his face to the floor, he began trying to pull it onto Kayla’s foot. She just sat there, smiling down at him, watching him struggle. In no hurry. And slowly, inch by inch, Charlie managed to draw the boot up his wife’s leg. He ran into some problems as he drew the top of the boot toward her knee, and had to lower his face back down to the floor. Kayla laughed as her husband took her high heel in his mouth and carefully pushed it until the boot slid properly onto her foot. Then, taking the zipper between his teeth, he raised his head to close it, the shining leather drawn tight around Kayla’s shapely calves as he finally got it on. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kayla purred. “Now the other one.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    I knew it was going to take a while, so I rose to my feet. Kayla watched, her eyes shining with delight, the riding crop that came with the boots across her bare thighs as she watched me walk through the living room. The look on her face made it all worthwhile. There was a radiant joy in her eyes, a deep delight in what we were doing and the way everything was going. Christmas morning couldn’t have gone better, I reflected. And now, it was time to do what we all wanted. Time for my sister and I to completely dominate and use her submissive husband. 
 
    In the guest bedroom, I picked up my own dominatrix outfit. The shiny black bodysuit Kayla had lent me on that first memorable night, and the boots that went with it. Pulling off my T-shirt and leggings and removing my underwear, I struggled into the suit, sliding my arms into the long sleeves and positioning the narrow panel with its provocative zipper between my legs. In front of the mirror, I adjusted my boobs so they almost swelled out of the cutout window of the outfit. I wanted to look as sexy as my sister did. And even though I wore no makeup, I was still pleased with what gazed back at me. A dominant goddess that a submissive man like Charlie would be happy to serve. 
 
    When I picked up the riding crop I had borrowed from Kayla, I felt again the sense of power surging through me. Pausing again in front of the mirror, I tucked the riding crop under my arm and pulled my hair back behind my head, snatching up a hair elastic to keep it in a loose ponytail. Then, brandishing the crop and admiring the way I looked one last time, I thumped out of the bedroom in my high-heeled boots to rejoin my sister and her husband. 
 
    Charlie was still kneeling on the floor at the feet of his wife. Kayla finally had both boots on, sitting with her legs crossed in front of her husband, denying him the sight of her pussy that hid tantalizingly just beneath the tiny skirt of her dress. 
 
    “There you are,” Kayla said, turning her head toward me as I entered the living room and grinning broadly to see what I had changed into. “Look, honey. It’s Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Hi, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said as he turned his flushed face toward me, making both Kayla and I laugh. The same sense of power I had felt in the bedroom still animated me, enhanced by seeing this man kneeling naked on the floor, his arms bound and his cock locked away until we women decided otherwise. Moving closer to Charlie, I tapped the toe of one boot with my riding crop. 
 
    “That’s not how you greet a mistress,” I said in the sternest voice I could manage, trying not to laugh as I said it. “Crawl over here and kiss my boots and show me you know you’re in the presence of a goddess.” 
 
    Kayla hooted with laughter at my words. But Charlie didn’t crack a smile. He had that look on his face I knew so well, that look of wild desire that seem to push away any thought resistance to our wild whims. Awkwardly, he crawled across the living room floor toward me, and I watched his new chastity device swinging between his legs. Reaching me, he bowed at the waist, lowering his face to the floor. I grinned down at him as I felt his lips through the tight leather of my boots, kissing my feet while I stood above him. Unable to resist the temptation and not really trying, I lifted my riding crop and tapped it playfully on his ass. Not hard enough to hurt him, but enough to make a sharp crack echo through the living room that made Kayla laugh again. 
 
    “He’s so pathetic, isn’t he?” Kayla said, talking to me over her husband’s bowed back as he continued to kiss my feet. 
 
    “No doubt,” I grinned at her. “You’re the one that married him.” 
 
    “I know,” Kayla said with a sigh. “What can I say? I have a soft spot for silly little boys who know their place. Boys who know that women are above them, and that they’re lucky to be in our presence. Isn’t that right, honey?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said between kisses to my feet, making both of us laugh again. 
 
    “See? Pathetic. And now I have his cock under lock and key, he’s probably going to be even more obedient. At least, he better be if he wants to cum anytime soon. Oh, that’s right. I almost forgot. More presents.” 
 
    Uncrossing her legs, Kayla rose in one smooth movement. Her tiny dress swirled around her thighs as she stalked over toward the tree and crouched gracefully in front of it. Charlie didn’t look over at his wife, all his attention on me now as he continued kissing my boots until I gave him further instruction. But I watched Kayla retrieve some more small boxes from under the tree. Rising to her feet, she walked over toward us, standing beside her kneeling husband. 
 
    “Up, honey,” Kayla said, kicking Charlie’s backside with one boot as she spoke. Raising his face from my feet, Charlie looked up at his wife without a word. I watched his stomach muscles tense as he rolled back onto his heels and stood in one smooth motion. Meanwhile, Kayla handed a long slender box to me and held another bulkier one in her hands. 
 
    “This one’s for you, honey,” Kayla said, holding the box in front of her husband. “But I’ll open it for you, since you can’t right now.” 
 
    Kayla’s fingers made quick work of the wrapping paper, shredding it messily and letting it fall to the floor. Inside, a box rattled, and she pulled out a blister pack which she also tore open and tossed carelessly to the floor. My sister held two round metal bells in her hand, one red, one green. As she moved her hand, the balls rolled in her palm, making a jingling sound. 
 
    “I thought this would make it more festive,” Kayla grinned at me by way of explanation. Then she turned toward her humiliated husband. 
 
    “Hold still, honey,” she said. 
 
    The tight leather dress shone on Kayla’s body as she reached for her husband’s caged cock. I saw Charlie groan in discomfort as Kayla fussed with the device. The bells she had unwrapped were on a split keyring, and with some difficulty, she forced the ring apart and rotated it so the balls were attached to the bar of the chastity device behind her husband’s scrotum. The two bells dangled down beneath his locked cock like a parody of his real testicles, making him look even more ridiculous than he already did. I laughed out loud, and Kayla grinned at me she straightened up. 
 
    “Now we’ll always know where he is, too,” she said. “Which could come in handy.” The bells jingled again as she hefted them in her hand, toying with them while her husband looked absolutely mortified with embarrassment. Just as intended. 
 
    “Should I open this now?” I asked, raising the slim package in my hand. 
 
    “Yeah, go ahead.”  
 
    As she spoke, Kayla turned and walked back over to the sofa. The high heels of her boots made her strut and sway, and I watched her pick up the riding crop on the sofa and slide it into the holster in the boots she wore. The handle stuck up by her knee as she turned to face us again. She also picked up the keys of the chastity device as she stepped back toward us. 
 
    Meanwhile, I pulled the paper off her latest gift and opened the box. Inside, there was a silver chain. Two of them in fact, identical as far as I could tell. Two plain silver necklaces like many others I had. 
 
    I frowned down at the box, not entirely certain why Kayla had bought me such a normal gift among all these other kinky toys. But I should have known better. As I held the box open, Kayla reached inside and lifted one of the necklaces out. Separating the keys to Charlie’s chastity device, she threaded the chain through one of them. Then she held it out to me. 
 
    “Can you put this on me, Ash?” 
 
    “Sure,” I said, grinning again now that I knew what she was up to. Setting aside the other chain still in the box, I took Kayla’s chain from her hands. She turned around, gathering up her dark hair and pulling it forward over one shoulder. I lifted the chain over her head and fastened it behind her neck.  
 
    The key to Charlie’s cock hung between her breasts, shining in the light whenever she moved. Releasing her grip on her hair, Kayla turned to me and reached past me to pick up the box with the other necklace. And I turned my back on her, smiling evilly at her husband while his wife put the other key to his chastity on the other necklace and draped it around my neck. Kayla took a gentle hold of my ponytail and pulled my hair out from beneath the chain, and now at last, we were both fully dressed. Both draped in provocative shiny black leather, both wearing dominatrix boots, and both with the key to a man’s cock hanging around our necks like a trophy.  
 
    If I had thought I felt powerful before, posing in front of the mirror or having Charlie kiss my boots in front of his wife, it was nothing to how I felt now. To have total control of his sexuality, to have the key to everything I knew he wanted hanging carelessly around my neck, made me feel like an absolute goddess. Standing beside one another, we paused for a moment, smiling at her husband while he stared in astonishment at us. Completely defeated. Completely owned. Completely enraptured by our beauty and overwhelmed by his desire for both of us. Completely unable to do anything about it except do what he was told and hope we took pity on him. 
 
    “This is amazing, K,” I said slowly, my hand on my sister’s warm arm. 
 
    “I know,” Kayla giggled. “Isn’t it just so fucking hot knowing he can’t do anything with that cock of his unless we decide otherwise?” 
 
    “Yeah, it really is,” I said. “I know we were both a little freaked out when we saw that device online. But it’s pretty fucking great having this kind of power. And the bells are a nice touch.” 
 
    As I spoke, I playfully raised the riding crop in my hand. The bells hanging from Charlie’s chastity device jingled as I lifted them slightly with the whip. 
 
    “Now you can see why I bought you that other toy,” Kayla said softly. “The dildo. We don’t need his cock to have a good time. We’ve got plenty of toys.” 
 
    “Oh fuck, that’s right,” I said, turning in astonishment to Kayla. Not for the first time, the depths of my sister’s deviousness astonished me. I could feel my cheeks coloring as my skin prickled in excitement at the thought of what she suggested. She was right, of course. And I was horny enough that just about anything seemed acceptable. Anything that got me the pleasure I badly needed had to be a good idea. Plus, it would only help to further humiliate and emasculate her husband. And that, in turn, would only turn the three of us on more. 
 
    “Can I – right now?” I asked. 
 
    “By all means,” Kayla grinned. “I hope you do. What do you think, slave boy? Time to make Lady Ashley cum?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said in a voice that trembled with desire. “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Holy shit,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. But that didn’t stop me stomping over toward the sofa where the toy lay. Picking it up in my hands, the straps and buckles jangling, I turned back toward Kayla and Charlie. Uncertain of myself, I moved over to them. 
 
    “Kneel, slave,” Kayla said sternly, pointing at the floor. “That’ll make it easier.” 
 
    Unsurprisingly, Charlie dropped to his knees on the floor at once. Still, I hesitated. So my sister took the toy from my hands. Pulling the straps back, she held it by the rigid shaft of the fake cock, leaning over her husband. 
 
    “Open up,” she ordered. “No one needs to hear from you for a while now, and we have better uses for that mouth of yours.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said. The last words he spoke before his wife guided the smaller end of the dildo toward his face. His eyes went wide as it filled his mouth, but Kayla kept pushing. And when it was properly seated, she wrapped the straps around his head and began to pull them tight. Charlie looked even more pathetic than ever as he kneeled on the floor in front of us, a fake cock projecting from underneath his nose, his eyes crossing for a moment as he looked at it. And when the straps were tightened around his head, Kayla patted his hair affectionately before running her fingers over the phallus projecting from his face. 
 
    “Do a good job, okay?” Kayla said to him. “Make sure my sister cums hard. That’s the best Christmas present you can give either of us. Lots and lots of lovely orgasms. Besides, it’s good that you learn how to please a woman without using your cock. Gives me one less reason to unlock that thing and let you out.” 
 
    Charlie’s wide eyes rolled upward to look at his wife for a moment. But the gag in his mouth made speech impossible. Instead, he turned his eyes to me, and a tremor went through me as I saw the hunger in them. Stepping back toward the couch, I resolved not to worry about what was happening. Not to worry whether this was normal or right. Just enjoy myself. Sitting on the couch, I spread my legs far apart. And Charlie watched as I reached for the tiny zipper of the bodysuit I wore and pulled it down, exposing my pussy to him. I was shocked by my own wetness, even though I shouldn’t have been. I was more than aware of the desire burning and raging inside me, driving me wild as I sat there in my sexy outfit. 
 
    And as Charlie began to shuffle across the floor toward me on his knees, Kayla followed behind him. My pussy twitched as I watched her sweep the riding crop out of her boot, taking it in both her hands as she planted her feet on the floor behind Charlie. He leaned forward, lowering his head between my legs, and Kayla swung her riding crop savagely downwards, a loud crack echoing in the living room as it made contact with his bare ass. Charlie jumped in surprise and moaned, the sound of his pain muffled by the gag. And Kayla’s bright eyes were wild as she lifted them to me, a wicked smile showing on her pretty face. 
 
    “Oh my God, I never whipped my husband before,” she said. “It feels awesome!” 
 
    “I know,” I giggled as Charlie trembled between my legs. “Nothing like a good beating to keep them in their place.” 
 
    As I spoke, Kayla swung the riding crop again, making it crack even more loudly against her husband’s ass. I saw Charlie’s face tighten in pain, and it fueled the sadistic fire inside me. Reaching down, I took hold of the silicone shaft of the fake cock and pulled it toward me. Charlie opened his eyes again to look up at me as I steered the toy toward myself. The bulbous head pressed against the wet lips of my pussy, and I guided it slowly inside. Charlie inched forward obediently, following my pace. As the toy filled me inch by inch, I didn’t try to suppress a moan of pleasure. The feeling of it inside me was incredible, every nerve between my legs seeming to ignite at once as my wet lips clenched around the toy, hungry for more. And following my instruction, Charlie kept going until his face was half-hidden between my thighs, his nose pressed against my swollen quit. I placed a hand on the back of his head, gripping a handful of his hair and taking a deep breath to prepare myself for what was coming. 
 
    And Kayla struck her husband again. He jumped, and I groaned as the fake cock moved inside me. 
 
    “Fuck her,” Kayla snarled. Suddenly, she wasn’t smiling anymore. As she spoke, she struck Charlie’s ass again. “Fuck her properly and make her cum the way you never could with your pathetic cock.” 
 
    Charlie moaned around the gag filled his mouth, and I moaned at my sister’s words to. At the same time, Charlie began to rock his head back-and-forth. I cried out as pleasure filled me, the fake cock sliding easily in and out of my wet pussy as my pleasure bloomed. And Kayla kept whipping her husband, the sound of the riding crop matching the rhythm of his thrusts as he fucked me with the toy. The humiliating bells dangling from his chastity device jingled and rang, making the situation even more bizarre and unreal. But I was too far gone to care. All I cared about was pleasure as Charlie moved his head back-and-forth, sliding the dripping toy in and out of my spasming pussy and filling me with delight and pleasure with every thrust. 
 
    I closed my eyes. I had both hands on Charlie’s head now, and I used my grip to direct his speed, making him fuck me faster and faster. Kayla was still beating him, but I barely noticed. It was as though I almost forgot the two of them were there, locked in my own lonely world of rising ecstasy. He was a toy for me to use, nothing more than that. That was the game we played, and now it had become incredibly real, and that’s exactly how it felt as I slid forward on the couch, pushing my hips forward and pulling his head deeper between my legs until the toy threatened to bottom out inside me. And Charlie’s nose pressing on my clit sent shockwaves of pleasure racing through me. The high heels of my boots scrabbled on the floor as I surrendered to ecstasy. Breathlessly, I moaned and screamed, feeling my orgasm approach. It was coming, and so was I, and I threw my legs over my brother-in-law’s shoulders, my high heels scraping the skin on his back while his wife forced him to pleasure me. 
 
    With a loud howl at the ceiling, I exploded in orgasm. My juices poured out of me, a tremendous release of pent-up sexual energy that left me gasping and flailing and shaking like a landed fish. For a moment, everything else vanished. I could hardly breathe as my body gave in to the wild pleasure of sex, and I sprawled exhausted on the sofa, enjoying every nanosecond of release. 
 
    Slowly, I opened my eyes. Kayla still stood behind her husband, the riding crop in her hand, looking like an unbelievably dominant goddess. But she had stopped whipping him. Her face was flushed, and her breasts rose and fell in the top of her dress, almost as breathless as I was. And Charlie kneeled on the floor between us, used and horny and completely humiliated, our Christmas toy for us to do whatever we wanted with. 
 
    Slowly, Kayla’s expression changed. The dominant sneer left her face, though her eyes never stopped burning with sadistic glee. And her smile was truly wicked as she turned on me. 
 
    “Merry Christmas, Ash,” she said. 
 
    “Merry Christmas, Queen Kayla,” I smiled back at my sister. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    11. A Submissive Christmas 
 
      
 
    Christmas Day. Some cheesy movie playing on the TV. Me and my sister, relaxing on the sofa with drinks in hand, chatting nonsense and reminiscing about old times. In a certain sense, it was a Christmas like any other. A welcome chance to spend some time with family after going too long without. 
 
    But all of that seeming familiarity had been eclipsed by the new situation we found ourselves in. Because even if I wanted to – and I didn’t want to – I couldn’t possibly forget what was going on that made that Christmas different to any other. After all, I was still wearing the dominatrix costume I had borrowed from Kayla, the costume that by that point had more or less become my own. And she was still wearing the sexy leather dress I had bought her for Christmas, with the built-in corset that made her boobs swell above the neckline and the tiny skirt that showed off her long legs. Two dominant goddesses wrapped in shiny black leather, our outfits exposing more than they covered to tease and torment our horny and frustrated slave. 
 
    And there was no doubt that Charlie was horny and frustrated. We had used him mercilessly for sex and given him nothing in return. He had fucked me to orgasm with the dildo gag strapped onto his face, his wife whipping him to encourage him to work harder, and when we were done with that, we had sent him away to do chores. We could hear him moving around the house, the tiny bells attached his cock and balls jingling and bringing a smile to both our faces whenever we heard them. Impossible to forget the position we were in, and the one he was in relative to us. Impossible to forget the sexual power we both had over him. Impossible not to feel incredibly sexy, to not feel the erotic sensation of power flowing through us, knowing that we could do whatever we wanted to with Kayla’s husband. And he would only want us more for it. 
 
    So we watched movies and TV and lounged around the house, as though we weren’t dressed like fetish models from some twisted fantasy. And Charlie busied himself in the kitchen, making us dinner. Kayla had told me he wasn’t much of a cook, so I should lower my expectations. But I hardly cared. What mattered about this Christmas wasn’t the dinner. It was what it represented. Our total power over him, and his total subservience to us. Besides, I reflected with another evil shudder of lust racing through my body, if the dinner wasn’t up to standard, we could always punish him for it. 
 
    The smell of roasting turkey filled the house. As dinner time got closer, we saw less and less of Charlie, the demands of the kitchen keeping him busy. That was fine by me. As much fun as it was to play with him, as delightful as it was to tease and torment our helpless male slave, I think we could all use a break. It’s like any other appetite. When you’re hungry, the thought of food eclipses everything else. When you’re full, you don’t want another mouthful. I’m not going to say I was full of sex, that I was completely satisfied to the exclusion of all else, even after the orgasm Charlie had given me. But I knew from experience that anticipation is all part of the dance. The hornier I got, the better the eventual release would be. And that was probably true for Charlie too. In that sense, we were doing him a favor, keeping his cock under lock and key. Though I doubted it seemed that way to him at the time. 
 
    And the key to his release hung around both my neck and Kayla’s, another thing that never let us forget the situation we were in. At any point, either of us could take pity on him and unlock him. But until we did, Charlie couldn’t even touch his own manhood. And that was a wild thrill, to have that kind of ownership over his body. To have rights to it that he himself didn’t. Just thinking about it was enough to make my pussy tighten, the wetness between my legs never really vanishing even as we sat and watched one film after another. It was all prelude to sex, and we all knew that. The only question was what kind of sex it was going to be. Charlie didn’t know that, and neither did I. If Kayla did, she was giving nothing away. Instead she sat there on the couch, the sly smile never leaving her pretty face as she stared at the TV screen with the key to her husband’s cock shining above her cleavage. Quite some Christmas my big sister had put together. 
 
    “Dinner’s ready, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie appeared in the kitchen door, his bells jangling ridiculously as he moved. He looked completely subdued, completely embarrassed and humiliated. As he shared. The steel chastity device shown between his legs, completely encasing his cock, a visible symbol of his slavery and our power. I could almost see what it cost him to talk and behave this way, to submit to us completely and function as our slave for the day. As though there was a constant war going on behind those eyes, as though he could barely believe what his wife and her sister had done to him. But for some reason, that only made it more exciting. That only made the whole adventure more thrilling. 
 
    “About time,” Kayla said beside me.  
 
    Uncrossing her long legs, she stood up from the sofa. I watched as she adjusted her tiny dress around her, her body swaying from side to side as she moved on her high heels. But not the way Charlie watched her. He watched his wife move with desperate hunger in his eyes, desire practically radiating off him like heat from a lightbulb. He wanted her so badly I could see it, could feel it crackling in the air like the energy before a storm.  
 
    But there was nothing he could do about it. Not unless we decided otherwise. And Kayla knew that just as well as I did. She put a little extra wiggle in her walk as she sauntered past her husband, knowing he was watching her every move and enjoying how it made her feel. Over at the dining room table, she took a seat. Rising from the couch, I followed her, feeling the delicious thrill that raced and rippled over my skin to know that Charlie was watching me now the same way he had watched my sister. He wanted to fuck us both, badly, and there was no denying that fact. Just like there was no denying how sexy it made me feel to be desired like that as I took a seat across the table from Kayla. 
 
    “Bring it out to us,” Kayla ordered. “And open some wine. You can be our little waiter while we have dinner.” 
 
    I laughed as Charlie turned back to the kitchen. Kayla seemed so comfortable in her newly dominant role. Then again, I was doing my best to keep up too. It was fun ordering Charlie around. Especially knowing why he was doing exactly what he was told. Fun to know how sexy he found us, and how much power that gave us to make him do what we wanted. 
 
    As usual, Charlie did as he was told. Within minutes, he reappeared at the side of the table with a bottle of wine and two glasses. Kayla smiled up at her husband as he poured the wine out for us and carried it back to the kitchen. For a while, neither me nor Kayla said anything, just enjoying the moment. Soon, Charlie reappeared with two plates of Christmas dinner. Setting one down on the table in front of Kayla, he placed the other in front of me. He turned back toward the kitchen, but Kayla stopped him with a word. 
 
    “Where do you think you’re going?” she asked. 
 
    “Back – back to the kitchen, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said uncertainly. 
 
    “Oh no you don’t. You can stay here in case we need anything else. In fact, get down on your knees. Show us you haven’t forgotten your place. Girls get to eat, and chastity boys get to serve.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said meekly as I laughed again. Obediently, he dropped to his knees on the floor at the side of the dining table. Ignoring him for the moment, Kayla took up a forkful of food and slid it into her mouth. I did the same. Kayla had undersold Charlie’s cooking skills. What he had made wasn’t exactly a culinary masterpiece, but it was a perfectly competent Christmas dinner. Though of course, maybe it tasted better because I knew the story behind its making. Because I knew that the man who made it for us was watching from his knees while we ate, waiting to be ordered around again. 
 
    “Want some wine, honey?” Kayla suddenly said, her dark hair swaying around her face as she turned toward her husband. Charlie looked up at her like he expected a trick. I could hardly blame him for that. Frankly, so did I. After all, that was what Kayla had led us to expect from her lately. But at the same time, he was still helpless to resist us as long as we held the keys to his release. Neither of us expected him to present much of a fight. 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    “I thought so.” 
 
    Smiling, Kayla half turned in her seat. As she raised one foot from the floor, I saw Charlie’s eyes drop. She wore no panties under her tiny dress, and I didn’t doubt that from where he was kneeling, he could see her pussy exposed by her parted thighs. But Kayla didn’t care. Instead, she raised her glass of chilled wine and poured a little onto her toes. Then she straightened her leg, pointing her high-heeled foot at her husband. 
 
    “There you go, chastity boy,” Kayla said in a voice thick with laughter. “Merry Christmas, baby.” 
 
    “Merry Christmas, Queen Kayla,” Charlie mumbled. And he shuffled forward on his knees, gently cradling his wife’s foot in his hands. Both Kayla and I laughed as he began to lick her toes, slurping up the wine she had poured on her skin for him. And Kayla went on nibbling at her food while her husband worshiped her, the absolute picture of female dominance and sexual control. It was intoxicating. And again, I felt that wet warmth between my legs and knew we were in for more pleasure before the night was through. 
 
    “This isn’t bad,” Kayla said, turning back to her food and taking another forkful. But before long, she pushed her plate away, most of the dinner still unfinished. 
 
    “That’s all I can manage,” she said. “Take my plate away, honey.” 
 
    “Mine too,” I added as Charlie slowly rose to his knees, his bells jangling as he moved. The food was good, but somehow, I found I wasn’t all that hungry. Clearly, neither was Kayla. Then again, with her dress so tightly laced around her waist, I wasn’t surprised my sister didn’t eat much. But more than that, it was the undeniable sexual tension in the air that made it hard to fully enjoy dinner. After all, who wants dinner when all you can think about is dessert? 
 
    As Charlie carried our plates back toward the kitchen, Kayla took another gulp of her wine, smiling at me as she sat down the glass. 
 
    “This is pretty awesome,” she said at last. “Want to fuck him again?” 
 
    “Of course I do,” I said, making Kayla laugh at my response. “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Well, we have plenty of toys,” Kayla said. “Him included. We can get set up while he cleans up. Charlie!” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    As if by magic, Kayla’s chastised husband appeared in the kitchen doorway again. It was a kind of magic, I suppose. The wild magic of sexual desire, and the power it gave us to deny that same desire. To control it, and thereby control him. With every minute that passed, it seemed, I was getting more and more used to this strange game. But that didn’t make it any less thrilling. 
 
    “You can eat your own dinner now,” Kayla said, turning in her chair to face him and crossing her long legs in a way I knew her husband couldn’t fail to notice. “In the kitchen. Like a servant. Then after that, you can do the washing up while Ash and I relax. Once you do with that, report back to us and we’ll find some other task for you.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Just like that, Charlie did as he was told. Just like that, he turned toward the kitchen to do his cruel wife’s bidding. All for the hope of some sexual reward that only we could give him. Once again, I didn’t try to restrain my laughter, and neither did my sister. We were having an absolute blast treating her husband like a slave. And although his agonized face might not show it as he submitted to us over and over again, I knew that Charlie was too. 
 
    “All right. Let’s go to the bedroom and get set up.” 
 
    Finishing off her glass of wine with one long gulp, Kayla rose to her feet. I finished my own drink and followed her, excitement buzzing in my blood as we moved toward the bedroom that had been the scene of our passion a few hours earlier. Turning to her closet, Kayla began to rummage around, and again, I found myself wondering just how many toys this kinky couple had. Finding out about their games of domination and submission had been a surprise that still hadn’t completely worn off, even as I so enthusiastically participated in the same games. Even as I discovered, or at least rediscovered, my own dominant nature. I watched as Kayla turned back toward the bed with some rope in her hands. Tossing one short length of rope toward me, she began to tie the other to the headboard. I followed her lead, already guessing what these ropes would be used for. And once the rope was secured, Kayla took a leather belt from the closet and let it fall onto the mattress. She set the dildo gag from earlier beside it. I watched her return to her closet and take out another toy. A thick dildo with a flat base and a bulbous head that she placed on the mattress next to her other toys. I grinned as I looked at it, still surprised by my big sister’s kinkiness when I knew I really shouldn’t be any longer. And Kayla was grinning happily, already excited for what she was planning. 
 
    “You want top or bottom?” my sister asked me as she turned to me with a smile. I didn’t take her meaning. And the puzzled expression on my face only made her smile even more, pleased with keeping me guessing just as she did with her husband. 
 
    “You want his mouth or his cock?” Kayla clarified, speaking the words as though it were the most normal question in the world while my heart fluttered in my chest. 
 
    “You’re going to unlock him?” I asked. But Kayla only grinned as she shook her head, her dark hair swinging around those exquisite cheekbones. 
 
    “No,” she said. “At least, not yet. That’s what this thing is for.” 
 
    And as she spoke, she pointed to the dildo that sat on the bed, seeming to exude a strange kind of sexual energy. I still didn’t quite understand what my sister had in mind. But I knew that whatever it was, it was going to be exciting. 
 
    “I do love that dildo gag,” I said. 
 
    “I knew you would,” Kayla smiled. “OK then. You can use that, and I’ll use the other one.” 
 
    With that, a thoughtful locked seemed to pass across my sister’s face. Stepping around the bed, she moved closer toward me. The shiny black leather of the sexy dress I had bought her glistened in the light, revealing the body that was driving her husband crazy with frustrated desire. I could hardly blame him. My sister was gorgeous, and any man would be ready to fall at the feet of a goddess like this. I only hoped I was half as sexy as she was, half as darkly dominant and irresistibly desirable. 
 
    “Don’t hold anything back,” Kayla said. “This is just a game, in the end. A fun, sexy game that we all want to play. Charlie’s loving every minute of this. I just know, the minute you go home, he’s going to be bothering me about when he can see you again. He’s never going to forget this, you know. He’s going to be fantasizing about serving us for the rest of his life.” 
 
    “He’s not the only one,” I said. “At least you get to stay here and carry on playing with your submissive slave husband. I have to go home to my lonely apartment and my regular boring life and leave all this behind.” 
 
    “Do you?” Kayla asked. “I mean, it’s just a matter of meeting the right guy, isn’t it? And you’re gorgeous. It’s not like you have any trouble getting guys to want you.” 
 
    “Never the right guys, though,” I said. A look of commiseration showed on Kayla’s face. 
 
    “It just takes some time,” she said. “I know it’s a cliché. But I’ve kissed my share of toads too. You remember some of the losers I dated before Charlie came along. I wonder if any of them would’ve let me treat them like this. I wonder if I had, maybe they would’ve stayed. But I’m glad they didn’t. I wouldn’t trade Charlie for the world.” 
 
    “I don’t blame you,” I said with a smile. “He’s a standup guy during the day and a submissive little slut in the bedroom. If I were you, I’d hang onto him for dear life.” 
 
    “Well, maybe one day,” Kayla smiled at me. “But when that day comes, I want you to remember how I shared my husband with you. So if I ever ask to borrow some boy toy of yours, I expect you to do the right thing.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry,” I said with a laugh. “I couldn’t do it without Queen Kayla by my side.” And my sister laughed at that, too. But her words vibrated in my head in a way that was hard to explain, and not for the first time on that holiday, I found myself wondering about just how far my sister would go. 
 
    “Do you think you’d actually do that? Play with someone else? I mean, you’re married.” 
 
    “Yeah, I don’t know,” Kayla said thoughtfully. “It’s not like I’ve given it much thought. I mean, it seems a little crazy, to be honest. Then again, what doesn’t? Just a few weeks ago, I couldn’t see myself doing any of this. Now, here we are. I guess I’ve learned not to count anything out unless I’ve tried it at least once.” 
 
    “Well, I’m glad you did,” I said with a smile. “Whatever happens in the future, this has been the best Christmas I’ve had in years.” 
 
    “Me too,” Kayla said softly. “Now, let’s go see what my submissive bitch of her husband’s up to. He must be ready for another round by now.” 
 
    With that, Kayla turned and strode with her long-legged strut toward the bedroom door. I followed, leaving the toys behind us. Together, our bodies shining in black leather, we made our way across the house to the kitchen. 
 
    From behind, Charlie looked ridiculous. Then again, I knew he wouldn’t look any less so from the front. As I followed Kayla into the kitchen, I saw her husband standing at the sink, up to his elbows in soapy water. His bare ass jiggled faintly as he scrubbed, the bells between his legs jangling ridiculously. Without a moment’s hesitation, Kayla strode across the kitchen to stand behind her husband. As she wrapped her arms around him, pressing her leather-clad body against him, I heard her husband suppress a groan. He kept on washing the dishes, submissive to the end. But he raised his head and tilted it back toward his wife, every line of his body showing his desperate desire ignited by her touch. 
 
    And Kayla’s hands sank lower as she ran them over Charlie’s body, moving inevitably down. I heard the bells jangle as Kayla took them in her hand, giggling as she made them ring. And then Charlie moaned louder as she took his balls in that same hand, caressing them a little more gently. 
 
    “Mine,” she said, and Charlie grunted as she lightly squeezed his package. “Honestly, honey, this is the best Christmas present you could have given me. Total ownership of your body. I own these balls, don’t I? Say it.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie groaned at once, unable to resist his sexy wife as she toyed with him. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kayla purred in his ear. “You see how much better things are now that you understand your place? Now, stop washing the dishes. You can finish these later. For now, you’re getting a reward for serving us so well over dinner. Guess what, chastity boy? You get to make me and my sister cum again.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie didn’t even try to hide the excitement in his voice as he spoke. Turning away from the sink, he hurriedly wiped his hands on a tea towel. When they were dry, Kayla took his hand in hers. Smiling, she led her husband across the kitchen, down the hallway, toward the bedroom where the toys waited. I followed, hearing the jangling of Charlie’s bells and the city clicking of our high heels. What a strange procession we made. But I didn’t have much time to think about that. Once again, sexual desire was burning and raging inside, eclipsing everything else. 
 
    In the bedroom, Kayla released Charlie’s hand. She ordered him to get onto the bed, and as usual, he did as he was told. While he lay down on his back, I circled around the bed to stand on the other side, feeling Kayla’s watchful eyes on me. Taking Charlie’s hand in hers, she pulled his arm up toward the headboard and began to tie the rope around his wrist. I did the same on the other side, watching Charlie turn his eager face from Kayla to me and back again. The key to his chastity hung from my neck, swaying in front of him as I moved, teasing him with his own helplessness and making me drunk with my own sense of power. And soon, his arms were tied to the headboard, a helpless toy for us to use again. 
 
    Kayla climbed onto the bed. Her black leather dress shone as she moved, crawling toward him. Reaching between his legs, she unfastened the jingling bells she’d attached to his chastity device and tossed them aside. I could see the wild hope on Charlie’s face as she kneeled between his legs with his manhood in her grip, the key to his release so tantalizingly close yet still a million miles away. We all knew what he wanted. He didn’t have to say it. But Kayla was the type who got off on not giving him what she knew he wanted. 
 
    Instead, she picked up the large dildo that lay on the bed beside her husband. She guided it between his legs, its flat base on the mattress underneath him. She told Charlie to clamp his thighs together, holding it in place. Then she picked up the leather belt and tightened it around his legs, pulling on it until his legs were bound together above the knee, the dildo trapped between his thighs and rising up from between them just below his caged cock. It was only in that moment that Charlie seemed to realize what his wife had in mind, and his chest rose and fell more rapidly as his breathing quickened. He wasn’t going to get a release. And Kayla smiled evilly down at him, delighted with her handiwork as she straddled her husband’s legs. 
 
    “There are lots of ways you can serve us, honey,” Kayla said as her hand strayed over her husband’s skin, making him tremble and squirm to her touch with unrelieved sexual desire. “We don’t have to unlock you to get what we want. Which is why you need to keep being such a sweet submissive for us and doing everything my sister and I tell you. That’s your only hope of ever getting out of that thing. Understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie gasped. “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s enough talking from you,” Kayla said. “Shut him up, Ash. Boys are for fucking, not talking.” 
 
    Reaching across the bed, I picked up the dildo gag. Charlie’s eyes followed as I brought it toward his head. He didn’t try to resist as I slipped the gag between his lips, filling his mouth. And he raised his head slightly from the mattress as I bound the straps around his head, tightening it in place. Now he was silenced as well as bound, two fake cocks projecting from his body while his real one remained denied and imprisoned. It was an unbelievably erotic sight.  
 
    And while I reached for the small zipper of my body suit to expose myself, Kayla was already moving on top of Charlie. Positioning herself above the dildo, she gripped it in her hand and lowered herself down onto it. She moaned in pleasure as it penetrated her, sliding easily into her slick pussy. At the same time, I climbed onto the bed beside Charlie’s head. Swinging my leg over him, I straddled him, my knees on either side of his head as I faced his feet. Slowly, carefully, I lowered myself down onto the dildo projecting from his mouth. And I couldn’t help the groan of pleasure that rose out of me as I felt it slip inside me, finally filling an absence I had barely realized I was feeling for hours. I was so horny with everything that was going on that just that, just the act of sitting down on the toy, was enough to make me moan in ecstasy. And knowing my brother-in-law’s face was trapped underneath me, unable to do anything except watch me fuck the toy attached to his body, made my pussy spasm around the shaft with selfish delight. 
 
    In front of me, Kayla began riding the dildo between her husband’s legs. And at the same time, I began moving too, bouncing up and down on the dildo gag. Soon, the bed was bouncing to our exertions, the bedroom once again filled with the music of female sexual pleasure. And Charlie lay bound and helpless beneath us, nothing but a vehicle for our selfish sexual ecstasy once again as Kayla and I rode him toward more orgasms. 
 
    

  

 
   
    12. Kinky New Year’s Eve 
 
      
 
      
 
    I lay in bed. Not alone, either. Everything was moving so fast, I barely had time to keep up. There was a man lying beside me, a man I barely knew. A man I had only just met. And now he was in bed with me, heat radiating off his body as he lay close to me. And I knew what he wanted. I knew what I wanted too. Lying there in the guestroom of my sister’s house, sexual energy crackled and flared between me and this near-stranger. 
 
    And we both heard it. From the room next to mine, where Charlie and Kayla were, the unmistakable sound of sex. Muted grunts and groans from him; wild cries of passion from her. Even though over the last few days, I had gotten intimately acquainted with those sounds and their causes, it still felt weird to lie there and listen. Weirder, maybe, because I wasn’t involved. Because this was almost like eavesdropping, where as before, I had always been so involved. 
 
    Lying beside me, Eric said nothing. But I knew he could hear what was happening next door. And I knew what it was making him think of. The same thing it was making me think of. The same energy crackling through us both, as if we needed any help to be reminded of sex. 
 
    And maybe it was that same sense of competition within me that I had noticed before. Or maybe, after days of the kinkiest, wildest sex I had ever had, I was just feeling in the mood for more. Besides, it had been an exciting night, and that excitement was still crackling and raging inside me like a bonfire. Ultimately, the reason didn’t matter. I turned to Eric, smiling at him in the light as my hair trailed loosely across the pillow. Under the blanket, he wrapped his arms around me. And my hands moved over his body, heading south under the sheets.  
 
    He had already shed his pants. Through the material of his boxer shorts, I could feel the unmistakable hardness of his stiff cock. He moaned quietly as I touched it, and a new fire of arousal awoke inside me. He was hard for me, his body aching for mine, and that made mine ache for his in the magical way sex has of getting us all on the same wavelength. Moving closer toward him, I kissed him. He kissed me back, his tongue invading my mouth in a testament to his hunger as we held one another. Teasing his stiff prick, making his hips rock back and forth with the wild desire to fuck me. 
 
    There was no need for more words. We both knew what we were there for. From the minute we had invited him back to Kayla’s place, we all knew what was going to happen. And judging by her ecstatic cries from the next room, Kayla was enjoying her night even more than I was. Though hopefully not more than I was about to. 
 
    My fingers slid underneath Eric’s boxer shorts, pulling them down and releasing his hard cock that sprang out of his underwear, ready for action. At the same time, he peeled off my panties, pulling them down my legs until I kicked my way free of them like a swimmer struggling underwater. He rolled over on top of me, the blanket peeling away from us as we moved. I gasped as I felt the bulbous head of his cock pressing against the already wet lips of my pussy. Yes, I said without speaking. Yes, this was what I wanted. What I needed. Exactly what I had been longing for all night, ever since we first started to get ready for New Year’s Eve. One way or another, it had always been heading for exactly this. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “So what are we doing for New Year’s Eve?” 
 
    Kayla smiled at my question. As the older sister, she always had a tendency to take charge. To do all the planning while I came along for the ride. And lately, that dynamic had been working better for us than ever before. By and large, I had followed her lead when it came to dominating her husband. Not that I hadn’t  added some twists and turns of my own, of course. I was proud of that fact. After all, I was no blushing ingenue next to Kayla’s greater experience. In fact, I wondered if I didn’t have more sexual experience than she did. Certainly, I’d been with more men, if only because she had been married to Charlie for so long. Then again, if this crazy Christmas holiday had taught me anything, it was that quantity and quality are two very different things when it comes to sex. Kayla and Charlie were able to explore their fantasies and kinks with one another in a far deeper way precisely because they knew and loved each other. That, at least, was something I envied my older sister. 
 
    “I got us tickets to a club.” 
 
    Kayla’s eyes were shining as she spoke. And no matter how innocuous her words might seem, I knew all too well what that meant. I was right to think she already had an idea. And probably right to think it was a sexy one. After all, just about everything my sister came up with lately was along those lines. Still, her answer surprised me. After the pattern our Christmas had taken, I had expected we would stay home with her submissive husband and keep playing the same delightful kinky games we had been playing all Christmas. 
 
    “A club? I didn’t think you were much of a club girl these days.” 
 
    “I’m not, really,” Kayla said. “But it’s a good way to meet guys.” 
 
    There was a tiny yet significant pause after she spoke. Charlie was in the room with us, sitting nervously at one end of the couch. These days, he was always at least a little bit nervous. As he should be. He never really knew what me and his wife would do with him next. And his cock was still locked in the chastity device. I still held onto one key, and his wife to the other. His manhood still belonged to us. Even when we weren’t playing our games of domination, the feeling of sexual power still hung over everything we said and did. It was magnificent. A stroke of genius on the part of my devious sister. Locked in chastity, her husband was completely hours to do with as we wished. And when I saw the faint trace of fear that showed on his handsome face at his wife’s words, I felt a twinge of arousal that I was no longer even surprised by. Knowing my brother-in-law was afraid of what we might do was a massive turn on. There was no longer any point asking myself why. Better to just enjoy it for what it was. 
 
    “For you, I mean,” Kayla clarified, turning her beaming smile toward her husband as she spoke. “I mean, poor Jingle Balls over there has been doing his best. But we both know his limitations. Besides, wouldn’t it be fun if you can find a slave boy of your own?” 
 
    “At the club?” I asked incredulously. Kayla simply shrugged. 
 
    “Why not? Besides, it’ll be fun just to get dressed up and go out. We haven’t been able to do that for ages. Charlie here can look after the house will we’re out. And I expect it to be spotless when we come home.” 
 
    Again, Kayla looked toward her husband, this time with a sterner expression on her face. I could see Charlie’s lower lip twitching as he considered his wife’s words. She wasn’t joking. We both knew that. Kayla smiled a lot, thoroughly enjoying these games we played. But she meant everything she said. If this was what she wanted, this was what would happen. And I’ll admit, the thought of going out and having a good time while her submissive husband stayed home alone and cleaned the house didn’t lack appeal. 
 
    Not for the first time, Kayla seemed to read my mind. 
 
    “If you don’t meet anyone, no pressure,” she added. “We’ve got our sex toy here to take care of our needs. But if you do meet someone, great. We can both have some fun and start the New Year off right.” 
 
    What my sister meant by those last words wasn’t entirely clear. But I didn’t ask for clarification. I knew tate ambiguity was one of her many weapons when it came to teasing and toying with her husband. Besides, Kayla’s words excited me just as they obviously excited her husband. Every wild thought and idea that was racing through my brain, I knew, was probably racing through his too. Maybe with even more intensity. After all, I had had plenty of orgasms over the last few days. More, in fact, than I had had in a long time leading up to the Christmas break. Whereas Charlie was still frustrated and denied, still locked away in cruel chastity and unable to even get an erection, much less have sex. Just the way his wife wanted him. Just the way I wanted him. 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    “That looks so great on you! Charlie, doesn’t Ash look fantastic?” 
 
    “Yes, she does Queen Kayla,” Charlie mumbled. “You look amazing, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    But better than the compliment was the way his eyes moved up and down my body as he spoke. I wasn’t sure how aware of it Charlie was himself. But it was a testament to his deep desire for me, his obvious lust even right next to his wife. Not that I didn’t know how badly my brother-in-law wanted me. We had proved that over and over again. But it was always nice to be reminded. Especially when I had taken such care of the way I looked. 
 
    I had brought clothes to go out with me. Before this all happened, I had been envisioning a pleasant but fairly boring stay with my sister and her husband. Sitting around in pajamas watching bad movies and eating too much food. That kind of thing. The last thing I had expected was these games of wild and kinky sex.  
 
    So Kayla had lent me a dress. We were close to the same size, though she was more leggy and slender than I was, and I was more curvy than my older sister. The little black dress she lent me still fit. But it clung to my body tightly, especially in those areas where I was bigger than her. The fabric strained over my boobs and around my hips, making the outfit even more provocative than it might otherwise have been. And I had borrowed some of her makeup to add to the limited selection of my own that I had brought. I’d taken my time over my appearance. Kayla was right about that. After so long being cooped up, it did feel good to put some effort in. Besides, in his own way, Charlie was part of what we were doing too. I remembered all too well how good it felt to have him look at me with obvious desire on his face, and I wanted more of it. I wanted attention in a way I rarely did, inspired by all the crazy things the three of us had done together. So it felt good to be looked at like that by Charlie. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, hoping my heavy makeup would hide my blushes. It still felt good to be complemented, even as I played the role of dominant Lady Ashley, who took what she wanted and made men beg. Already, standing there in their living room in this short dress that clung jealously to my body, I was getting excited. Just the thought of being out like this, dressed provocatively for the wandering eyes of strangers, was getting my blood buzzing. 
 
    “Now, you can help me get ready,” Kayla said sternly as she turned toward her husband. Unlike me, my sister still wasn’t dressed. She was still wearing a T-shirt and sweatpants, her dark hair pulled back behind her head in a loose bun. But as she rose from the couch, I knew she had something in mind. I could even see it in the way she walked, virtually stalking across the room toward her husband. And Charlie’s eyes followed her before his body did, as obedient and submissive as ever as he followed the orders of his mistress wife. Standing in the living room, I watched as Kayla led Charlie toward the bathroom. They didn’t bother close the door behind them. I heard the sound of running water, and laughter from Kayla. I knew I should leave them alone. That whatever happened in that bathroom was between them, a matter for husband and wife. Then again, it was them that had pulled me into their sex life. It was Kayla who had swept away the barriers that would ordinarily be between us, who had made this kind of strange activity seem almost normal. 
 
    And so, propelled by curiosity and the almost ever-present desire for sex vibrating between my legs, I tentatively walked toward the open door of the bathroom. 
 
    Kayla was in the shower. Seeing my sister naked was hardly an unusual occurrence these days, and I thought nothing of it. What surprised me more was that Charlie was in there with her. Stripped down to his steel chastity cage and kneeling on the floor of the shower cubicle while warm water cascaded over them both, he was carefully shaving his wife’s legs while she stood above him, beaming down at him through the strands of dark hair that clung to her neck and shoulders. 
 
    As I stepped further into the bathroom, Kayla saw me. Her smile widened at the sight. She had no more shame at being naked in front of me that I did in front of her. Instead, she seemed pleased that I was watching. Please I was seeing this latest iteration of her total control over her husband. 
 
    “He’s shaving me for our night out,” Kayla giggled, raising her voice to be heard through the water-beaded glass of the shower cubicle. “You’re going to shave my pussy, too. Aren’t you, Charlie?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said in a muted voice. As he spoke, he didn’t look up from his task. He was completely focused on sliding the bulky plastic razor over my sister’s long legs, taking care not to cut her. I could only imagine what kind of punishment he would face if he did. And I was sure Charlie could too. 
 
    And as I stood there watching this deeply intimate moment, I found I couldn’t tear myself away. Yes, it was just another expression of their darkly thrilling relationship, another expression of my sister’s terrible power over her husband that his desire for her gave her. But seeing another representation of that power made it all seem new again. That was another gift the Kayla seemed to have. To keep things infinitely fresh as we traveled together down this strange road. 
 
    Which is all a long-winded way of saying it excited me watching Charlie serve Kayla like this. It thrilled me in a way that was hard to explain, even if it hardly surprised me anymore. And as his hands moved higher up her body, as he carefully trimmed away her pubic hair with her sex hovering right in front of his mouth, the obvious strain inside him turned me on even more. Charlie was battling with his deepest, most primal impulses now. Kayla knew it as well as I did. And she stood above him like a queen, like an Empress, having him prepare her body for others to look at. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kayla purred as she watched her husband perform his duty, placing one hand on his head as she spoke and tilting it up to face her. “How badly do you want to lick this pussy right now, slave boy?” 
 
    “So badly, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said, a faint but almost comical whine in his voice as he spoke. Kayla laughed at him, and so did I, knowing that the sound of our amusement would only make his embarrassment more complete. 
 
    “Then get to work, slut,” Kayla snarled. Curling her fingers around the back of her husband’s head, she pulled his face in between her legs. Dropping the razor to the floor of the shower, Charlie gratefully nuzzled his face against his wife’s pussy, his hands gripping her shapely thighs as he began to lick. And as Kayla closed her eyes under the streaming warm water and the onset of sexual pleasure, I kept watching. Seeing Charlie kneeling at my sister’s feet, completely helpless to resist her, was an enormous turn-on for me. Almost unconsciously, my hands moved over my body, plucking at the tight dress that clung to me. My nipples rose, visible through the black fabric as they pushed against my push-up bra and my borrowed dress. The urge to touch myself was powerful, unignorable. But I resisted. Another thing these crazy games taught me was that the longer I held out, the greater my eventual pleasure would be. I wanted to feel this bubbling desire, this deep sexual excitement, all night long if I could. I knew it would propel me to something explosive in the end. 
 
    As Kayla’s moans of pleasure grew steadily louder, a wild idea seized me. Turning, I walked barefoot out of the bathroom toward the guest bedroom. There in one corner, my dominatrix outfit sat, a constant reminder of my new position in Charlie and Kayla’s life. Picking up the glossy leather boots, I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled them on, zipping up the long zippers so that the shiny leather tightly gripped my legs. Then I stood, checking myself out in front of the mirror. The black dress Kayla had lent me was already sexy enough. But with those boots on, I looked like a girl who was out to get fucked. And the way I was feeling at that moment, that was exactly the look I was going for. Yes, it was bolder than anything I had worn in public before. But if this wasn’t the time for boldness, I don’t know what was. 
 
    Stepping back out of the guest bedroom, I headed toward the bathroom. Clearly, Charlie had done his job. Moans of pleasure no longer echoed back from the tiles. Probably, Kayla’s husband had given her an orgasm with his mouth. Not for the first time, I envied my sister and her exciting life. And I was endlessly thankful she had made me a part of it. 
 
    But I didn’t go to the bathroom to see what was going on this time. Instead, I headed to the living room. Sitting down on the sofa, I crossed my legs, Kayla’s tiny dress sliding even higher up my thighs and the leather of my boots creaking with every movement I made. There, I waited. 
 
    I could hear what was going on. I heard Charlie follow Kayla to the bedroom, and heard their muted voices as he helped her pick out an outfit. I could only imagine the teasing and torment he was feeling as he helped her put on a party dress. But I knew my sister. I knew Kayla had no intention of giving Charlie what he wanted. Teasing him like this turned her on, and just like me, the more turned on she was, the more fun she was likely to have tonight. 
 
    Eventually, Kayla emerged from the bedroom fully dressed with Charlie hurrying along behind her. I turned my head to watch her approach, admiring the dress she had chosen. A vibrant red number that hung off one shoulder, that wrapped her slender body beautifully and hugged her legs all the way down to just below her knees. She had paired it with black high heels that made her sway as she walked, and the contrast between the deep red of the dress and the jet black of her hair was striking. Her eyes shone like polished jewels under the dark lashes she had painted. In short, Kayla looked amazing. I knew just how beautiful my sister could be when she wanted, and she had gone all out tonight. But when she saw me sitting there on the sofa waiting for her, Kayla gasped. Her mouth, ringed with bright red lips to match her dress, formed a perfect O of shock and delight. 
 
    “Are you wearing those boots out?” she asked. 
 
    “What you think? Too much?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” Kayla said, shaking her head as she spoke, her eyes traveling over the glistening leather that covered my legs. “Not at all. You look hot. And if you look a little bit like a dominatrix, well, that’s only going to help attract our intended prey for tonight. I think you look amazing. I think you should definitely wear them. I’d ask Charlie here what he thinks, but I think we both know.” 
 
    Kayla grinned as she turned toward her husband again. Charlie stood behind her, still completely naked other than the chastity device locked onto his cock. He looked from his wife to me and back again, completely overcome by our beauty and sex appeal. And a faint frown formed on Kayla’s pretty face as she turned her eyes back to me again. 
 
    “Is that a speck of dust I see on those boots?” she asked. “Charlie, surely you’re not going to let my sister go out with dirty boots, are you? Go on. Lick Ashley’s boots clean before we head out to meet some men.” 
 
    I practically shrieked with laughter and surprise as Kayla spoke. But Charlie, perhaps wisely, took his wife seriously. Stepping forward, he dropped to his hands and knees on the floor and began to crawl toward me. And even though I was laughing, I let him. As he bowed his head down toward my raised foot, I squeezed my thighs together, feeling an even more intense distillation of the arousal I had been feeling for hours now. The sensation of his tongue sliding over the tight leather of the boot I wore was indescribable, and the sense of power that flowed through me unforgettable. While Charlie crouched nearly naked on the floor, licking my boots, I struggled against the temptation to have him keep licking. To have him lick his way all the way up my legs and between my thighs, to eat me out like he had just eaten his wife out and provide some relief for the feelings of wild arousal surging inside me. 
 
    But I didn’t do it. 
 
    Instead, when Kayla was satisfied her husband had done his job, she ordered him to stop. Then she rattled off a list of chores she wanted complete by the time we came home. Then, we left. Hurriedly pulling on some clothes, Charlie came with us, to drive us downtown to the club my sister had booked tickets for. Pulling up outside, he watched us climb out of the car and head toward the club, an expression of wild lust and deep humiliation on his face. As he drove away, Kayla burst out laughing. 
 
    “You’re not going to cheat on him, are you?” I asked. Kayla shrugged as she turned her pretty face to me. 
 
    “No, I guess not,” she said. “But I have been thinking. Wouldn’t be the ultimate expression of my power over him if I did? Trust me, it’s not like we haven’t thought about it. We talked about it. I’m not sure we’re ready for that yet. If we ever will be. But I have to admit, it’s hot to think about.” 
 
    “You guys are crazy,” I said, not for the first time. 
 
    “Anyway, tonight is about finding a slave boy for you,” Kayla said as we stood in line to get into the club, seemingly completely unconcerned about whether anyone heard her or not. “Lots of good candidates to choose from here, I think.” 
 
    And she was right about that, too. From the moment we stepped out of the car, I could feel male eyes upon us. And there were plenty of beautiful women waiting to get inside the club, to. But the way we were dressed was designed to attract attention, and it was working. 
 
    Soon, we got inside. Before long, Kayla and I were swarmed by hopeful guys offering to buy us drinks, offering to dance with us. I’ll admit, it was a massive ego boost. The fact that Kayla was wearing a wedding ring didn’t seem to put anyone off. And while she coolly but politely brushed off most of the advances that came her way, I was more open to what might happen. 
 
    Out on the dance floor, Kayla and I soon found ourselves almost surrounded by horny men. And I danced with one after another, feeling like an absolute queen who got to take her pick of anyone she wanted. Eric was very forward, placing his hands on my hips and dancing with me before we even spoke a word to one another. But I was in the mood for that. And when we finished dancing and headed to the bar so he could buy both me and Kayla drinks, I got to know him a little better. Still, it was Kayla who invited him back to her place. And Eric gratefully accepted as my sister winked at me over his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    And that was how I found myself in bed with a near-total stranger. While next door, my sister had sex with her husband, releasing all the pent-up sexual energy of the long night in a series of ecstatic sobs, I felt Eric’s cock sliding in and out of my dripping pussy, my pleasure growing with every thrust. But the night was in complete. Not yet. After all, the excitement blazing inside me operated on a certain key, and it was a key that wasn’t being met by me lying there passively absorbing the thrusts of this stranger. 
 
    Seizing Eric’s shoulders, I pushed him to one side. As I rolled over on top of him, his cock still buried inside my pussy, he grinned up at me. His grin grew even broader as I grabbed his wrists and pushed them above his head, using the weight of my body to pin them to the bed. It was just the response I wanted. The excitement that blazed in his eyes as I took charge filled me with light, and my pussy spasmed around his cock, clenching with delight at the possibilities that lay ahead. Everything seemed possible. Everything seemed permissible. Everything had gone according to Kayla’s wild plan, and all I wanted was to carry that plan to its conclusion and enjoy every ounce of the enjoyment this life seemed to offer me. 
 
    “You like it when a woman takes charge?” I asked breathlessly, my breasts rising and falling on my chest as I panted. 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” Eric grinned up at me. 
 
    “Good. Now shut the fuck up and fuck me.” 
 
    

  

 
       
            
                
            
        
    
   
    13. New Year, New Boy Toy 
 
      
 
    New Year’s Day started late, the way it so often does. The way it always used to when I was younger, and going out clubbing was a bigger part of my life than it currently is. We had greeted the new year in the club, yelling out the countdown to the change on the calendar with all the other clubgoers. We had stayed long after that. Then, once we got home, the sex had begun.  
 
    I knew next to nothing about Eric, but he was a good lover, with plenty of stamina. And I held him pinned down to the guestroom of my sister’s house and rode his cock like it was all that mattered, rode it to one orgasm after another so that they left us both shaking and moaning until we finally fell into a deep sleep that lasted well into the morning. 
 
    I had to reconstruct all of that, all the wildness that had happened the night before, when I woke up on New Year’s Day. I didn’t have long to do it. I was woken up by voices in the bedroom, two people talking quietly as though trying not to wake me. And as I open my eyes to stare up at the ceiling, I realized who was talking. Eric, my lover from the night before. And my big sister Kayla. 
 
    So when I rubbed the sleep out of my eyes and turned my head toward Eric’s side of the bed, I got an even bigger shock. One that made me gasp, one that made me sit up in bed and really pay attention to what was happening. Because Eric was still lying by my side as he had night before, his naked body covered by a blanket. And Kayla was sitting on the side of the bed, talking to him. And she was wearing the sexy black leather dominatrix dress I had bought her for Christmas. She was sitting there looking like an absolute sex goddess while I was a total mess, last night’s heavy makeup smeared with sleep and my hair and unbrushed tangle. Confusion and excitement surged within me at one and the same time, the way they so often did. After all, that was Kayla’s special gift. To keep people horny and confused and willing to go along with the most outrageous ideas. There was no way of knowing what she had in mind for today until it happened. And as I brushed away the final cobwebs of sleep, I felt that wild excitement growing inside me again, swelling up from between my legs as arousal suddenly bloomed. 
 
    “Oh, good morning, Ash,” Kayla said as she turned her smiling face on me. If she was feeling any ill effects from the night before, there was no sign of it. She was wearing fresh makeup, looking darkly radiant in the corseted minidress I had bought her for Christmas, like some black blooming rose. And Eric turned his face from Kayla to me and back again with a look of joyful surprise on his handsome features, barely able to believe what he had walked into. I could hardly blame him for that. I could barely believe it myself. 
 
    “I was just talking to Eric here,” Kayla went on, sitting with her legs crossed and her meshed fingers over one knee on the edge of the bed. “It sounds like you two had quite a night last night.” 
 
    “I could say the same to you,” I said, gathering the blanket a little tighter around myself. Not that I had any qualms about my sister seeing me naked. After all, the time for that kind of coyness had passed long ago. Still, it was a strange situation to be in. Even though we had been in similar ones so many times, it still felt odd to lie there naked beside last night’s sexual conquest and talk to my sister dressed as a dominatrix. Even if the sheer strangeness of the situation was undeniably part of the thrill. 
 
    “True,” Kayla smilingly acknowledged. “It was really good to get out of the house for once. I mean, we’ve been having plenty of fun indoors over Christmas break. But it was nice to meet new people, like Eric here.” 
 
    Kayla’s dress glittered like a polished weapon, creaking as she moved her body. Her breasts rose and fell with every breath she took as she placed one hand gently on Eric’s bare arm. Kayla was in full seduction mode, and for a moment, I felt a stab of anger in my heart. After all, Eric was my lover, not hers. But then I remembered how absurd that was. After everything I had done with Kayla’s husband, I had no right to be at all jealous. Besides, something told me that Kayla hadn’t dressed like that for no reason. She had some wild idea in mind, and the best thing I could do was wait and see how it played itself out. 
 
    “I was just telling Eric how things work in this house,” Kayla explained, turning to look at me over her bare shoulder again. Her deep black hair set off her black outfit wonderfully, making her look every inch the dominatrix she was. And as I looked at Eric looking at my sister, I thought I detected, among the crumpled terrain of the blanket that covered him, a noticeable bulge between his legs. If this was turning him on, I could hardly blame him. Kayla looked like sex personified as she sat there, completely in charge of the situation. 
 
    “How my husband does as he’s told, and how men should behave around women like us,” Kayla went on. “I have to say, he seems surprisingly receptive to it.” 
 
    “Really?” I said with a smile, turning my face toward Eric. He looked at me, smiling too. Just as I thought he would be, he seemed deeply excited by the possibilities that shone in front of him. The poor boy had no idea what he was getting himself into. 
 
    “Yeah, that was great last night,” he said. “You are amazing. You’re both so sexy.” 
 
    “What a gentleman,” Kayla said sarcastically. “I’m glad you and my sister enjoyed yourself. But personally, I mean to start off the New Year the way I intend to continue it. And that means me being in charge. Me and Ashley. As far as I’m concerned, men exist to serve us.” 
 
    “K!” I said, shooting a look at my sister before turning back to Eric. But he didn’t seem afraid. The smile had vanished from his face, but instead, he was looking at Kayla with a kind of open-mouthed acceptance. As I looked at him, it struck me that I had seen a similar look on Charlie’s face when Kayla was in the full flow of her dominant tendencies. As though they couldn’t believe what was happening to them, but couldn’t bring themselves to say no to it. In spite of my warning to my sister, I could feel my excitement and my arousal growing by the second. 
 
    “It’s only fair to let him know what he’s getting himself into,” Kayla said, still smiling as she spoke to me. “That way, he has a choice. He can stay and help us ring in the New Year with the best, kinkiest, most exciting sex he’s probably ever had and ever going to have in his life, or he could be a wimp and go home now and miss out on this opportunity.” 
 
    “No, I — I want to stay,” Eric said, turning his face from Kayla to me and back again. Kayla giggled, and in spite of my doubts, I felt a smile spreading across my face too. It was one thing to play like this with Charlie, a man who loved and was married to my sister. It was another thing to do this with a stranger. But in this way, it was somehow even more exciting. And after all, Kayla talked about how I needed a slave boy of my own. The opportunity to have what she had with Charlie, even only for a single day, was too good to turn my back on. 
 
    “The safe word is Hogmanay,” Kayla said as she turned her attention back to Eric. Her painted red lips pronounced the words slowly and carefully, as though delighting in the way they felt. She seemed like the perfect dominatrix, some gorgeous creature conjured out of a submissive’s wet dreams rather than my goofy big sister. She played her role so well, and I could only hope that I seemed half as convincing when I dominated a man as she did. 
 
    “Anytime you want things to stop, just say that word,” Kayla went on. “Otherwise, you belong to us. We’ll expect you to do everything we say. And if you don’t, you may be punished. Then again, if you do, you’ll be rewarded. I’m sure my sister has given you a taste of what that reward might look like.” 
 
    Kayla glanced over at me again, and I felt my cheeks burning as Eric grinned at me too. But there wasn’t much time to feel any embarrassment on my part. Reaching down beside her hip on the opposite side of her body from where Eric watched, Kayla picked up a pair of steel handcuffs. They shone and jangled in the light as she held them up with one finger, letting us both see what she had brought with her when she got all dressed up this morning. 
 
    “Now, Eric,” Kayla said, her voice still as calm and careful as ever, “sit up and put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    He hesitated for a moment. Sitting up in the bed, Eric pushed himself upright with his hands on the mattress, but didn’t immediately place them behind his back. Instead he looked at both of us, turning his face from one to the other of us as though he couldn’t make up his mind. Me, on his right, the woman who had taken him home from the club the night before and fucked his brains out until the early hours of the morning. And Kayla, on the left, the dominant goddess who was simultaneously offering and threatening kinky games that I knew would have his imagination running in overdrive. Eric had a decision to make. Maybe the last one he would get to make for himself that day. 
 
    And as he straightened up, I watched his stomach muscles tighten as he supported the weight of his torso with them alone. Slowly, without saying a word, he placed his hands behind his back. And as he did so, Kayla turned, her eyes shining with a smile of delight as she held the handcuffs out to me across Eric’s body.  
 
    “Will you do the honors, Ash?” 
 
    As I took the handcuffs from Kayla’s hand, I felt another surge of wild power. She made it all look so easy. She made it look inevitable. As though there was no other appropriate response to our beauty except submission. As I turned on the bed, reaching behind Eric to cuff his hands together, the blanket that covered me slipped away, exposing my breasts. I didn’t care. One cuff clicked, then another, locking Eric’s wrists together behind his back. A tremor seemed to race through him as he realized his predicament. And I sat up, no longer bothering to cover my boobs, excitement roaring inside me to know that just like that, my sister and I had made another man into our sexual plaything. 
 
    “Awesome,” Kayla smiled. “That was easier than I thought. Now, let’s see what all the fuss was about last night.” 
 
    Kayla’s leather dress creaked again as she moved on the edge of the bed. Abruptly, she tore the blanket away from Eric’s lap. As she pulled it aside, his cock was revealed, completely hard as I had thought it would be. My sister spluttered with laughter to see the sign of his deep desire. 
 
    “Look at that thing,” Kayla said. And I suppressed a gasp as she reached out toward it, gently running the fingertips of one hand along Eric’s twitching shaft. After all, my sister is married. As unconventional as her and Charlie’s relationship might be, it had to have some boundaries. I wondered how Charlie would feel to know his wife was touching another man’s cock, no matter how lightly or teasingly. Then again, I reflected, there was a good chance he would find it just as wild and sexually stimulating as she did, if not more. 
 
    “Not bad,” Kayla said with grudging approval. “How was it, Ash? It sounded like it got the job done last night.” 
 
    “Yeah, it did,” I said, grinning at helpless Eric as I spoke. “But there’s always room for improvement.” 
 
    “True,” Kayla cackled. “Eric, I want you to stay here for a moment. Just stay right here in bed. We won’t be long. I just need to talk to my sister about something.” 
 
    With that, Kayla rose from the bed. The tiny skirt of her leather dress swayed around her thighs as she rose to her feet. Swaying provocatively in her high-heeled shoes, she strode toward the bedroom door. Sliding out from underneath the blanket, I hurriedly pulled on some clothes that were lying on the floor. A T-shirt and a pair of shorts. Then, leaving the dumbfounded Eric sitting up in the bed with his hands cuffed and his hard cock exposed, I followed my sister toward the living room. 
 
    There, Kayla turned to face me again. Her face had changed. It was always in control. There was a look of disbelief in her expression, a look of wide-eyed surprise and delight as she turned to me. I felt the same. 
 
    “Are we really going to do this?” she asked. 
 
    “I don’t see how much choice we have,” I smiled back at her with a shrug. “I mean, you’ve handcuffed him now. How stupid would we look if we just let him go?” 
 
    “God, this is amazing,” Kayla said, shaking her head to make her dark hair sway around her pretty face. “Two slave boys to serve us. Are we just the luckiest women in the world, or what?” 
 
    “Or are they the luckiest men in the world?” I responded. “I mean, I’ll be honest. When I woke up to see you sitting there dressed like this, I thought you’d lost your mind. But look how he responded. He’s super into this. And the more I think about it, the better an idea it seems to me. Sharing Charlie has been a lot of fun. But it might be even more fun to each have a boy toy of our own.” 
 
    “So you’re in?” she asked. “You want to help me train this new boy too?” 
 
    “Yeah, I’m in,” I said. “It’s not like you gave me a lot of choice this morning. But I’m into it.” 
 
    “This is going to be so much fun!” 
 
    Kayla was beaming as she stepped toward me. And I hugged her back. We had always been close. But somehow, all these wild games seemed to be bringing us even closer together. After all, once you’ve seen another woman have sex right in front of you, once you’ve peered into the dark heart of her fantasies, it’s hard not to feel a deeper connection. That was what we had shared over the Christmas holidays. And clearly, on this wild New Year’s Day, we were going to do it all over again. 
 
    “I need to get ready,” I said as we detached from one another. “I can’t dominate these boys looking like this.” 
 
    “Of course you can,” Kayla said. “It shouldn’t matter what you wear. You’re still a dominant mistress who deserves to be served. But I know what you mean. It does help when you look the part. Oh, you know what? I’ve got an idea.” 
 
    Kayla grinned as she spoke the words, and I couldn’t help grinning too. I knew what that devious smile meant. I knew the kind of ideas my sister came up with lately. I knew just how wild they could be. 
 
    “Charlie can help you get ready,” Kayla said. “He’ll help you shower and get dressed, just like you did for me last night. You know the deal. Use him however you want, but don’t unlock him.”  
 
    “Don’t worry,” I said. “I wasn’t going to.” 
 
    Kayla laughed at that. 
 
    “While you’re doing that, I’ll get to know your new boy a little better,” Kayla said. “Don’t worry. I’m not going to have sex with him. But I figure I can tease him a little bit and give him a glimpse of what he’s in for as our newest slave.” 
 
    “What are you going to do to him?” I asked. Kayla shrugged, her breasts bouncing even more in the top of the corset of the black leather dress she wore. 
 
    “We’ll see how it goes,” she said. “I mean, I haven’t really talked this all over with Charlie yet. I’m not sure how far I can get away with going. But isn’t that all part of the fun? To push boundaries?” 
 
    “If you say so,” I said. “You’re the one that’s married.” 
 
    “Let me go get Charlie,” Kayla beamed. “He helped me put this on this morning, so you know he’s primed and ready.” 
 
    With that, Kayla turned and strode across the living room. I watched her disappear down the hall, my heart thumping steadily in time with a loud sound of her high heels on the floor. For a moment, I waited as she no doubt talked to her husband in the bedroom. Telling him what was going on. Giving him his orders for the day, perhaps. And soon, Kayla reemerged. Striding along like the goddess she felt with her husband locked in chastity shuffling along behind her. Charlie wore nothing except the steel device locked onto his cock, and as always, he looked absolutely humbled by his predicament. 
 
    “Help Ash get ready, honey,” Kayla ordered in front of me. “You know the rules. Do everything my sister says. And I mean everything.” 
 
    “Yes Queen Kayla,” Charlie said submissively. His eyes darted to me and back again to his queen, and I knew he had questions. I could see them on his face. He knew I had brought a man home last night, and he knew his wife had just been in the bedroom with us. Fear and doubt had to be raging inside his heart. But he knew it wasn’t his place to ask questions. Charlie knew it was his place to obey his dominant wife. 
 
    “Have fun, you two,” Kayla said with a smile. Then, she turned and headed back down the hallway. She was heading toward my bedroom, to where Eric waited. Leaving Charlie alone in the living room for moment, I followed her. Stepping inside the guest bedroom, I felt her and Eric’s eyes following me as I hurried past them. Without a word, I crouched in the corner and picked up the dominatrix outfit I had borrowed from my sister. Hiding it with my body from Eric, I carried it back out of the bedroom, seeing Kayla smiling in approval at me as I passed. 
 
    “Come on, Charlie,” I called from the bathroom door. “Come help me shower.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” came the predictable reply. Setting aside my dominatrix clothes on a shelf in the bathroom, I began to strip off my T-shirt and shorts. Charlie appeared in the bathroom door, watching with obvious desire as I got naked in front of him. I felt another thrill of desire as I paraded in front of this chastised male, effectively castrated by the steel device his wife had locked onto his cock. As I bent over the shower faucet to turn it on, I knew he was looking at my body, looking at what he couldn’t have. And once the water was warm, I stepped inside, feeling it wash away last night’s exertions while desire raged inside me. 
 
    “Get in here,” I ordered, and Charlie stepped forward at once. He climbed into the shower cubicle with me, and I ordered him to his knees. Standing above him just the way Kayla had done last night, I handed him my body wash and a sponge and ordered him to clean my body.  
 
    Then, I just stood there. Enjoying the wild feeling of being pampered like this, of being totally in control. Of knowing that my sister’s husband wanted me badly, and that every inch his hands traveled over my shining skin was torture for him. In its own way, it was torture for me too. I wasn’t locked in an inescapable chastity device, but as Charlie’s hands moved reverently over my body, I could feel my arousal growling inside me, and I was desperate to do something about it. Again, I was at war with two conflicting desires inside me. The desire to maintain control and keep the sexual energy burning and buzzing in the air between us, and the desire for relief. 
 
    Charlie started low. His hands massaged my calves and thighs, my legs tired from a long night spent dancing in high heels. Slowly, he moved higher. His hands squeezed kneaded the flesh of my ass, his face right in front of my pussy. Then, while I stood there, he reached up a little more. The soapy sponge slid over my hips, over my belly, up toward my boobs. I smiled indulgently as I let him wash them, the sponge in his hands caressing the soft flesh until my nipple swelled in desire and poked through the soapsuds that slid over them. For his part, Charlie seemed entranced. He rose to his feet, his eyes locked on my chest as though my tits were the center of his world. And for a while, I let him do it, let him drive himself crazy by staring at the body he could touch and feel but couldn’t really have, not in the way he wanted to. 
 
    Then, I reached down between my brother-in-law’s legs. Taking hold of the chastity device warm from the shower, I giggled as I gave it a little shake, reminding him of the predicament he was in. As though he could possibly have forgotten, even for a moment. 
 
    “How does it feel, still being locked away like this?” I asked, and Charlie’s eyes rose to meet mine last. “How does it feel being able to touch us but not being able to have us?” 
 
    “It hurts, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said honestly. “This cage thing really hurts when I try to get hard.” 
 
    “And you’re trying to get hard right now, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Always, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Naughty boy, having such dirty thoughts about your sister-in-law. Go on, get back on your knees. Apologize to me for having ideas above your station.” 
 
    I had to make an effort to stop myself from laughing at the speed with which Charlie dropped to his knees in the shower cubicle in front of me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Lady Ashley,” he said meekly. 
 
    “You better be,” I said. “Now, make yourself useful. Give me an orgasm before I go play with another guy like your wife’s doing right now.” 
 
    Placing my hand on the back of his head, I pulled Charlie’s face between my legs. It was easier that way. Easier not to have to look him in the eye while I said things I could barely believe were coming out of my mouth. And after all, this was what he wanted. I could feel his enthusiasm in the way his tongue and lips moved over my pussy, immediately bringing me pleasure while I stood under the hot water of the shower. 
 
    “That’s right, lick it,” I smiled down at him, once again feeling every inch the dominant goddess as he selflessly pleasured me. “Did you hear me having sex last night with another man? Just some guy I picked up at the club. I bet you wished it was you fucking me like an animal, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie mumbled between licks, devoted to his task yet unable to not answer a direct question from one of the women who owned his cock. Placing one hand on his shoulder for balance, I raised the other foot from the shower floor and tapped my toes against his chastity, enjoying the feel of the warm steel against my skin while he groaned into my pussy. 
 
    “Good,” I sneered. “I think a little jealousy does you good. To remind you of your inferior position. Not that you’re likely to forget with this thing locked on your cock, are you?” 
 
    “No, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “I wonder what Kayla’s doing in the other room with Eric. I know he’s naked and horny. And your wife looks fucking sexy in her dominatrix gear. God, just think. She could be doing anything with him in there while you’re in here on your knees, licking my pussy and knowing I’m not going to give you anything in return.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Oh God!” 
 
    Closing my eyes, I placed my free hand on the wall of the shower cubicle. I panted and moaned, filling the bathroom with my cries of pleasure while Charlie went on licking my pussy. Before long, my whole body spasmed in orgasm, and I thrust my hips forward, crushing my brother-in-law’s face against my sex while he drank down the juices that ran out of me, mingled with the shower water. When I finally let go of the back of his head and stepped back, I was breathless with excitement. I leaned against the shower wall for a moment, trying to recover myself. Charlie stayed on his knees, looking up at me. Desperate and horny and completely denied. 
 
    “Go get me a towel, slut,” I ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    I watched Charlie’s naked body move as he climbed to his feet and stepped out of the shower cubicle. I was still basking in the afterglow of orgasm, but desire was still growling inside me. And the day stretched ahead of us, promising all kinds of dark delights. As I stepped out of the shower, Charlie wrapped a towel around me and began to dry me off. When that was done, I had him bring me my dominatrix outfit, the patent leather bodysuit and the dominatrix boots I had worn to the club last night, that had so successfully seduced and ensnared Eric into – whatever this was. The thought of him there in the bedroom, handcuffed and naked and horny, sent another flash of desire racing through me as I adjusted the suit and admired myself in the mirror. Then, with Charlie standing mute at my side waiting for further orders, I began to put on some makeup. After all, I didn’t want to look any less gorgeous than my sister did, and that was a high bar. 
 
    Finally, I finished. My high heels echoed on the bathroom floor as I set aside the lipstick and turned toward Charlie. His chest rose and fell steadily as he looked at me, trying to control himself while his eyes skated up and down over my body. 
 
    “Okay, that’s better,” I said, smiling at my helpless captive. “Now, let’s go see what your wife’s up to with my latest boy toy. Happy new year, chastity boy.” 
 
    “Happy new year, Lady Ashley,” Charlie replied. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    14. Sharing Their Toys 
 
      
 
    Swaying with every step, I made my way toward the spare bedroom. Kayla was right. Acting the part of the dominant goddess is much easier in costume. Whenever I put on the outfit she had lent me, I felt myself becoming Lady Ashley. Becoming someone new and different, someone who took what she wanted and didn’t worry about how other people felt about it. Or, even better. Someone who knew that the more selfish and dominant she was, the more people would want her. That was the energy that propelled me forward, that made it possible to play these strange games. Not to say I wasn’t nervous as I approached the bedroom where my sister and a man I had only just met waited. Somehow, Eric’s presence made things even more challenging, precisely because I knew almost nothing about him. It made me nervous, but it but made it exciting, too. Somehow, it made this all seem less like a game and more real. 
 
    And in the spare bedroom, things were progressing. 
 
    Stepping through the open door, I stopped close to the foot of the bed. Charlie followed me, naked and locked in chastity, completely overcome by his own need to submit to us. And as we entered the room, Kayla turned her head toward the door, smiling her infectious smile at us. She was in her element. That was immediately obvious. My kinky older sister was having a fantastic time. 
 
    She sat sideways on the bed, facing the window. Her glossy black dress shone in the light, gleaming as it hugged the corset-enhanced curves of her body. Eric lay right where we had left him, his hands cuffed behind his back and trapped underneath his body. He was groaning in a mixture of pleasure and frustration while my sister ran her slender high heels up and down the shaft of his cock. Teasing him. Toying with him. Amusing herself with his body while he lay groaning and helpless underneath her. 
 
    I could only imagine how it felt for Charlie to see his wife playing with another man like that. But if Kayla felt any nervousness at how her husband might react, she didn’t share it. Instead, she smiled at us as though she couldn’t wait for us to appear, as though she had been anxiously waiting for this moment. Probably she had, knowing her. Kayla had some ideas, and even she didn’t know how far she was going to take things. But that unpredictability helped to keep things infinitely exciting. 
 
    “Hi, honey,” Kayla said as she smiled at her husband. “Come on in. You don’t need to be jealous just because you’re no longer the only slave boy in the house. After all, it’s going to take at least two of you to serve two mistresses like us.” 
 
    I laughed at that, and Kayla laughed too. But Charlie wasn’t laughing. As I glanced over at him, I saw a look on his face that was hard to describe. He was staring at his wife as though he couldn’t possibly look away, as though everything else in the world had vanished for him in that moment. His mouth was open, and his eyes were wide, as though he wanted to take in every detail of the scene in front of him. He didn’t look angry, but he didn’t look happy either. If anything, he looked astonished. Unable to believe what Kayla had become over the last few weeks.  
 
    Of course, I couldn’t blame him for that. I was just as surprised as he was. I never knew my sister had this in her, or that I had it in me. Sure, I had played the odd kinky game in college, but nothing like this. This elaborate production, with the sexy outfits and the wild games and the cruel teasing and torment of the man my sister loved. But it was working. Somehow, it all worked. And Charlie, standing there in the doorway completely naked except for the chastity device locked around his cock, didn’t seem like he had any intention of resisting. It didn’t seem like he was going to put up any more fight than he usually did. Sometimes, I had learned, that was the only way we had to know what he wanted. As though he couldn’t admit it, even to himself. But that was okay. Kayla didn’t need her husband to say yes all the time. All she needed was for him not to say no. And neither of us could miss the fact that he wasn’t. That for all his obvious astonishment, Charlie was just watching what was going on with his wife and the man I had brought home from the club. Letting her play with another man’s cock with her high heels, dressed up in her sexy skimpy outfit that I had bought her for Christmas.  
 
    “Look at this one,” Kayla said, turning her devilish grin on me. “So horny and needy already. God, it’s almost too easy to do this to them, isn’t it? I don’t know why we didn’t do this years ago.” 
 
    “Well, we’re doing it now,” I said with a smile. I was trying to stay in control, trying to remain as composed and calm as my sister seemed as she toyed with Eric. But at the same time, desire was raging inside me. And there was really no need to hold anything back. None of us had any secrets from each other anymore. Well, maybe Eric. But my new lover was about to learn just who he had gone home with last night. And judging from the look on his face, he didn’t seem to be regretting his decision.  
 
    Sure, wild desire showed in his expression as he looked at me. Frustration, too, the frustration of not being able to do anything, of having to wait for pleasure on mine and Kayla’s schedule. But just like Charlie, he wasn’t protesting. He was moaning and groaning with deep sexual need, but he wasn’t trying to free himself. Not that he could, I thought to myself with a smile. The handcuffs I had put on him weren’t coming off anytime soon. If nothing else, they would help to remind him of his place. As I took another step toward the bed, I felt more than ever like a dominant goddess who had a right to treat men this way. To take what she wanted, knowing that was exactly what he wanted too. 
 
    Kayla watched, grinning approvingly as I climbed onto the bed where she sat. But my eyes were fixed on Eric. I crawled toward him, and he watched me approach, feasting his eyes on my body wrapped in the tight leather outfit that made me feel so unbelievably sexy. My boobs swelled against the cutout window of the leather bodysuit, giving him an eyeful as he stared up at me. And as I climbed on top of him, Kayla pulled her feet back, bending her knees to lift her high heels clear of his surging manhood. I straddled Eric, sitting astride him, smiling down at my latest conquest. And he stared up at me without a word, completely enraptured by what he was seeing. Completely spellbound by me. Just the way he was looking at me was enough to send tremors of desire racing up and down my spine, no matter how much I tried to hide it. A good Mistress is always in control. But it was getting harder and harder to maintain that control, and less and less appealing to do so. After all, a Mistress also takes exactly what she wants, whenever she wants it. 
 
    Rising up on my knees, I reached down and took hold of Eric’s cock. He groaned in pleasure as he felt my fingers curl around his shaft. I didn’t care who was watching, who would see what. It hardly mattered. After all, this was what we were all there for. And positioning myself on top of him, I lowered myself slowly down, biting my lower lip as I felt his cock sliding inside me. Filling me once again with pleasure as my nerves sparked and lit up in response.  
 
    As fun as it had been to have sex with Eric the night before, I could see already that this was better. Darker and more deviant. Kinkier and sexier. Taking him like this, as though he had no choice, knowing all the time that this was exactly what he wanted. It was a wild intoxication I could never get enough of. And as I sank down further, both Eric and I moaning in pleasure as my pussy engulfed his cock completely, I smiled an evil little smile of triumph and conquest. He was mine, completely. Gazing up at me as though he had never seen anything more beautiful, more commanding. As though I really was the goddess I felt like. 
 
    Right there in the spare bedroom, I began to ride Eric’s cock. With Kayla and Charlie right there watching me, watching as I took this stranger without a word. Listening as my cries of pleasure grew steadily louder, the mattress bouncing underneath me as I rode Eric more forcefully, hungry for that explosion of orgasm I could feel building inside me. 
 
    And Kayla wasn’t idle. After all, my kinky sister had needs of her own. 
 
    “Get over here, chastity boy.” 
 
    I could hear the smile in Kayla’s voice, even as she gave out her mocking orders. She almost always gave her orders that way. She loved being in charge. Just like I did. What an immense thrill it was to have that sexual power, to be able to get away with the outrageous actions we were getting away with. I didn’t try to stop myself from smiling too, even through lips that trembled and vibrated with my cries of passion. My breasts bounced in the cutout window of the bodysuit I wore, and Eric kept looking up at me, his eyes half-closed with pleasure now, his own mouth echoing with moans of sexual pleasure. His cock was rock hard inside me, warm and throbbing and ready to explode. Placing my hands on his heaving chest for balance, I repositioned my hips slightly, shifting my angle to take him even deeper. 
 
    On the bed beside me, Kayla turned. The tiny skirt of her revealing dress slid even higher on her long legs, and as her humble husband approached, she spread her thighs to receive him. Charlie knew right away what Kayla wanted. After all, with his cock locked in her steel chastity, his options were limited. And even though the key to his release hung temptingly around Kayla’s neck, dangling above her provocative cleavage that swelled out of the top of the corset of the dress, Charlie didn’t dare ask for release. He was probably right not to. Something told me that Kayla would only deny him anyway. 
 
    Instead, I watched as Charlie, too, climbed onto the bed. He lay down on his stomach, his locked cock disappearing between his body and the mattress. Kayla smiled down at him as he lowered his face between her legs, looking up at her the whole time as though for approval. Placing his hands tentatively on her smooth thighs as though he was afraid he might hurt her, Charlie began to lick my sister’s pussy. And Kayla cackled with wild delight at his latest submissive act. 
 
    “Oh, this is so good,” Kayla said in a voice that dripped with sexual pleasure. “This was a great idea. I’m really glad we found a slave for you, too. We can have so much more fun with two boys to serve us.” 
 
    “I know, right?” I panted, struggling to get the words out in between moans of pleasure. “This is awesome!”  
 
    And then Kayla laughed loudly as my words turned into another long moan of ecstasy, a shudder of pleasure surging through my body as I slid down on Eric’s cock again. My orgasm was approaching, and I had no intention of trying to resist it. All I wanted was to give into it, to let it fill me pleasure and passion while I sat on top of my new boy toy like a queen on her throne, taking my own selfish pleasure and not worrying about his at all. Just like Kayla was. 
 
    “How does it feel, husband?” Kayla said, looking down at Charlie while his mouth stayed busy on her juicy pussy. “How’s it feel not being the only slave boy in the house now? Are you jealous that he gets to fuck Lady Ashley? Are you jealous that he’s not locked in chastity, and you are?” 
 
    Taking a fistful of Charlie’s short hair, Kayla raised his head just a little, just enough so that his mouth was clear of her sex. 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said at once, and both Kayla and I howled with laughter. Immediately, Kayla pushed his head back down, and Charlie got the message. Immediately, he began to lick his wife’s streaming pussy again while she gloated above him, her breasts heaving in the tight dress as her breath grew shorter with the onset of pleasure. 
 
    “Good,” Kayla said in a voice that now dripped with erotic excitement. “You should be jealous. And you’re going to have to work even harder to please us if you ever want to be released. After all, now we have another cock to use, there’s even less reason to unlock yours. I can play with any cock I like, can’t I? Queen Kayla can do whatever she wants.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    This time, Charlie lifted his head to speak all by himself. Kayla had both hands on the mattress behind her now, supporting herself as she thrust her hips forward into her husband’s face. And after his confession, Charlie went straight back to eating her out again, his tongue and jaw busy as he fixated on pleasing his mistress. Kayla growled with passion, gripping the sheet underneath her, bucking her hips forward, fucking her husband’s face.  
 
    And for my part, I was ready to lose control. The scene going on in front of me merged with the pleasure I was feeling inside me to create what felt like an atomic explosion of desire in the pit of my stomach, my orgasm radiating out from deep in my stomach and making me howl my bliss at the ceiling. My pussy was spasming wildly, and beneath me, I heard Eric groan in pleasure as my sex tightened around his. My fingernails scratched his chest, my hair hanging around my face as I leaned forward, gasping and trembling as my orgasm went on and on.  
 
    And somewhere in the earthshaking chaos, I felt him cum too. I felt his cock explode inside me, pumping a hot load of his cum deep inside me to merge with my own. The two of us coming together in a storm of sex hormones, in a moment of pure pleasure so great it left me weak and panting. There was no point denying the truth. It was one of the most powerful orgasms of my life, and I knew it was that way in part because of what Kayla was saying and doing next to me. The share outrageousness of the situation she had created was unbelievably hot.  
 
    And as I slumped down on top of Eric, temporarily exhausted by the power of our passion, I saw her bright eyes flashing as she looked over at me. Her head was thrown back, her dark hair trailing over her shoulders as she screamed in pleasure. Charlie was licking her to orgasm, and as usual, Kayla was holding nothing back. I was still basking in the afterglow of my own climax when I saw Kayla cum, flopping back on the bed as Charlie ate her to orgasm. 
 
    And the near silence of the room that followed was all the more profound for the noise that had preceded it. I could feel Eric’s chest rising and falling underneath me as I lay on top of him, his heavy breathing matching my own and matching Kayla’s as we all lay there, enjoying the afterglow of pleasure. Only Charlie was still denied, lying on the bed between his wife’s thighs. He was tenderly kissing the inside of her legs now, an act of reverent worship that caused another spike of desire to rise like a weapon inside me.  
 
    Slowly, I climbed off Eric. His cock slid easily out of my pussy, lubricated by our mingled juices. With a sigh, I lay on the bed next to him. He turned his head to me, his flushed face looking wary yet endlessly satisfied. Leaning forward, I kissed him, and he kissed me back. We both smiled as we kissed, our lips parting and our tongues attempting to devour one another, incited by the passion of our shared orgasm. I knew next to nothing about this man. But he had great stamina. He seemed to be at least a little bit submissive. He was ready to go along with the crazy game my sister and I were playing. What else did I need in a New Year’s lover? 
 
    “Did he cum?” 
 
    Recovering herself slightly, Kayla rolled over onto her side to face me. The way she was lying accentuated the curves of her body, incredibly narrow waist the corset gave her and the swell of her breasts above it. Her long legs showed, bared by the tiny skirt of the dress that was up around her hips. And Charlie lay on the bed behind her, still kissing his wife’s long legs while she ignored him completely. Propping her head up on one hand, she smiled deviously at me. Despite her recent pleasure, I knew this game wasn’t over for her. Far from it. 
 
    “Yeah, he did,” I smiled back at my sister, lifting my lips from Eric’s at last. I lay beside him with one hand possessively on his chest, feeling his heart beating steadily beneath his ribs. Lifting my leg, I placed it across his lower stomach, the leather of my boot sliding over his skin. Eric lay beneath me wordlessly, happy to be my captive, happy to wait and see what else we had in mind for him. 
 
    “Lucky boy,” Kayla smiled. “If I were you, though, I wouldn’t let him do that too often. You’ve seen how it is with Charlie. The less I let him cum, the more badly he wants me and the more obedient he’ll become. I mean, look at him now. Kissing my legs and worshiping me without even being told to do it.” 
 
    I laughed as I looked down at Charlie. Kayla was right. I could almost see the desperate lust radiating off my brother-in-law’s body as he kissed Kayla’s legs almost frantically, moving his mouth up and down from her ankles to her ass and back again. Knowing I was watching, Kayla shifted her position on the mattress slightly. Straightening one leg, she lifted her foot off the mattress, pointing her toes at her husband. Charlie understood what she wanted at once. Rising up on his knees, he cradled Kayla’s high heeled shoe in his hands and began to tenderly kiss her toes. Kayla chuckled, and I laughed too. Underneath my hand, I felt Eric’s chest rise and fall as he sighed in disbelief. 
 
    “Of course, after they cum can also be one of the best times to fuck with them,” Kayla went on. As though she was an old hand at this domination game, and I was some naïve novice. You’d never guess from the way she was talking that we had roughly the same level of experience when it came to these kinky games, that I had been able to teach my older sister a few things just as she had taught me. But it suited her dominatrix persona, so I let it go. It helped her seem like the woman in charge, and that was part of what made her so sexy. 
 
    “It’s easy to get a horny guy to do what you want,” Kayla went on. “What’s trickier is making them submit when they’ve already got what they wanted. But that makes it more fun when you win, too.” 
 
    As she spoke, Kayla withdrew her foot from her husband’s hand. Charlie stayed on his knees, watching in silence as his wife moved. Her tight leather dress creaked as she rolled up onto her knees, her body glistening inside the dress as she began to move. Eric tore his eyes away from me to watch as my sister approached, inching across the bed toward him. When she was kneeling beside his head, she gave me a meaningful look. Then she turned to look at her husband, also kneeling at the other end of the bed. 
 
    “That was a nice pussy licking you gave me, Charlie,” she said slowly, clearly pronouncing every word, basking in the fact that she was the absolute center of everyone’s attention. “But it dawned on me that I don’t really know how good you are at that. It’s been so long since another man went down on me that I hardly even remember it. That’s not right, is it? Not for a goddess like me. I should have guys lining up to eat my pussy. I should have them on their knees, begging for it night and day.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said in a hoarse voice. I could see the nervousness on his face, and I suspected he knew what was coming. After all, he knew his wife. And even though Kayla proven herself more than capable of surprising us all over the last few days, I suspected I knew where she was going with this too. Yet still, I couldn’t quite believe it. I wanted to see it with my own eyes. Kayla had mentioned this before, but neither of us were sure she would actually go through with it. But now, caught up in the intense sexual excitement of the moment, she seemed to have overcome her doubts. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kayla said, smiling affectionately at her husband. “So here’s what I’m going to do now. I’m going to have Lady Ashley’s boy toy here eat my pussy too and see which one of you is better. The winner gets a reward. The loser gets punished. And you can sit there and watch me have fun with another guy. You should probably get used to it, chastity boy. After all, with your cock locked away like that, a girl has to find other ways to have fun, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie’s voice cracked, but he still didn’t hesitate to tell his wife what she wanted to hear. Kayla’s words seemed to weave a spell over her husband, her victory over him never seeming in doubt. And maybe, in some dark way I would never fully understand, this was what Charlie wanted anyway. Kayla’s words echoed in my head. She had said that this would be the ultimate form of sexual power over him. To have sex with someone else while denying him the same pleasure. At the time, it had sounded crazy. But now that I could see it happening right in front of me, I understood. Kayla’s ability to do what she wanted, even something so wild and wrong, only added to her incredible dominant sexiness. And Charlie seemed to see that even before I did. 
 
    “What a good boy,” Kayla laughed. Then, she turned. I sat up on the edge of the bed, making room for her as she swung her leg over Eric’s face. He could hardly seem to believe what was happening as he lay beneath her, still handcuffed, his cock now soft and lying limp on his thigh, drained by the orgasm he had had inside me. And Kayla didn’t seem to care what he wanted. She didn’t even ask. She didn’t even speak to him, as though he really was a sex toy that existed solely for her gratification. Spreading her knees, she lowered her pussy down onto the face of a man we had only just met, facing the bottom of the bed as she sat on top of him. Her eyes were fixed on her husband, just as his were fixed on her, this wild marital drama playing out between them that Eric was only a prop in. 
 
    In a way, I supposed, so was I. That didn’t mean I couldn’t be involved. Seeing that Eric was just lying there for now, an idea exploded in my head. Reaching forward, I took his exposed balls in one hand and gave them a light squeeze. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, bitch?” I snarled, making Kayla howl with laughter as she sat on my lovers face. “Lick my sister’s pussy and show us why we should keep you around.” 
 
    Underneath Kayla, Eric cringed. But he did as he was told. As his tongue snaked out between his lips, reaching up toward my sister’s sex, I felt again that wild sense of power flowing through me. That unbelievable feeling of being completely in charge, of being able to make men do anything we wanted. 
 
    Tearing her eyes from her husband, Kayla looked at me for a moment. And I smiled at her, both of us thoroughly enjoying the latest twist in this wild game. Not for the first time, I had the strange sense that all of this brought us even close together. After all, we now had secrets to share. We had seen one another at our most intimate moments, and being involved in each other’s sex life had made things more primal and powerful than they had ever been.  
 
    If someone had told me all this before Christmas, I reflected, I never would have believed them. I would have thought they were insane. But now, there I was, sitting on the edge of the bed and watching a guy I had put in handcuffs eat my sister out while her husband watched helplessly from the other end of the bed. Once again, lust was swelling inside me. The sheer deviance of the situation Kayla had created was doing interesting things to me, coaxing lust back out of whatever hole it had retreated to after my powerful orgasm. All my fatigue seemed to vanish at once, swept away by my desire for sex that was once again rising. Unbelievable. As though this thing could feed off itself forever, an endless loop of lust and release and lust again that would keep us occupied in this bedroom forever. 
 
    Fine by me. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    15. All Boys Are Good For 
 
      
 
    I couldn’t help myself. Again, I noticed, as though I was somehow standing outside myself, some small rational part of my brain able to detach itself from the otherwise irresistible tidal wave of lust that engulfed us all, that being horny brought an unexpected cruelty out of me. Some well of sadism that I had never suspected existed, but was now all too aware of. 
 
    And it worked. It made me more irresistible to Charlie, and perhaps to Eric too. Don’t get me wrong, I love my brother-in-law. Charlie’s a great guy. But in this situation, in the confines of the bedroom, our relationship changed completely. His suffering was addictive to me in a way I didn’t want to analyze. Between my legs, through the open zipper of the bodysuit I wore, I could feel my juices flowing once again, trickling in hot rivers down the inside of my thighs as I swung my legs off the bed and stood. 
 
    My high heels thumped on the bedroom floor as I walked around the bed. Only Kayla seemed to notice my movements. Eric’s face was buried underneath my sister, licking her pussy with more enthusiasm now. And Charlie’s focus was all on his wife, watching her betray him. Kayla’s moans of sexual bliss rang out loud in the bedroom, her mouth wide open, her eyes open too, getting off on her husband’s reaction to this intense erotic humiliation. I was barely noticed as I stepped past Charlie where he kneeled on the foot of the bed, heading out of the guestroom. I had an idea. 
 
    It was dark in Kayla and Charlie’s bedroom. Switching on the light, I stepped toward the closet. I had learned where she kept the things I wanted, the tools and implements of sexual domination and submission. My heart beat faster in my chest as I found Kayla’s special shelf and picked up a pair of handcuffs. In the bottom of her closet, I found a riding crop. Armed and dangerous, I turned and made my way back to the spare bedroom. 
 
    In there, very little had changed. The only difference was that Kayla’s moans and cries of passion were maybe even a little louder and a little wilder than they had been when I left them. Charlie was still kneeling at the foot of the bed, watching his wife sit on another man’s face. And Eric was still licking Kayla’s pussy for all he was worth, making her howl and gasp in pleasure. I noticed that his cock was rising a little from between his legs, slowly stiffening again in so little time after he had cum inside me. And the sight pleased me, sending another jolt of pleasure racing through me, rising up from between my own legs. But there would be plenty of time for that later. 
 
    Stepping toward the foot of the bed, I tucked the riding crop under one arm and reached out toward Charlie. He barely even turned his head toward me as he felt my hands on his arms, pulling them gently but firmly behind him. He couldn’t look away from Kayla, as though his life depended on absorbing every split-second of her betrayal of him. And even though I wasn’t surprised that my brother-in-law meekly let me cuff his hands together behind his back, I still felt a gratifying sense of power as I did it. Then, taking the riding crop out from underneath my arm, I reached my other hand around in front of Charlie, sliding over his chest until I could take hold of his throat. Reaching around in front of him with my other arm, I gently tapped the tip of the riding crop against the chastity cage that enclosed his cock. 
 
    “Get off the bed, chastity boy,” I said in his ear, making sure my voice was loud enough for Kayla to hear. “Get on your knees while you watch your wife get fucked.” 
 
    Kayla moaned loudly as she watched me dominate her husband. And wordlessly, Charlie shuffled backward on the bed. Stepping down onto the floor, he sank down to his knees at my feet. Still with his eyes locked on his wife. Still not saying a word. He moved like a man in a dream, as though he had no more control or say in what happened than a character in a kinky story. And that was true, I supposed. Whatever happened next was up to Kayla, and to me. That was how it worked in this house now. Women made the rules, and men obeyed. Seized by another cruel impulse, I smacked Charlie’s ass with the riding crop, making him jump and wince in pain from the blow. 
 
    “Look, she’s enjoying herself,” I snarled, using my free hand to grab a fistful of Charlie’s hair and keep him looking at Kayla, even though he hadn’t so much as tried to look away. “Look how much she loves being with another man. This is what you wife deserves. She deserves all the sex she wants, with whoever she wants. And you just get to serve and obey and hope that she takes pity on you and lets your pathetic cock out of its prison once in a while.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie murmured, as though not even conscious of what he was saying. But his submissive words didn’t spare him another blow of the riding crop as I brought it down on the other cheek of his ass, leaving another angry red imprint to match the first one I had left. 
 
    “This is all submissive boys like you deserve,” I went on. I didn’t know where the words were coming from. I was making it up on the spot, but some spirit of dominance seemed to be moving inside me, almost speaking through me. And I let it. After all, it seemed to be working. Kayla was watching with a blissful smile on her face, her whole body trembling in her tight sexy dress as she sat on Eric’s face. And as her cries reached a crescendo, I heard my new lover spluttering and gulping beneath her. My sister had cum on his face watching me humiliate her husband. And I wanted more. 
 
    “You should consider yourself lucky we even let you watch her fuck,” I said. “That’s all a husband’s good for. To help his wife look sexy and take care of household chores while she has fun. It’s the least we women deserve after the bullshit you guys put us through. I hope you’re enjoying watching Kayla fuck another guy. Because something tells me this won’t be the last time.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    And I struck again, smacking the riding crop loudly against Charlie’s ass. From her seat on Eric’s face, Kayla moaned in pleasure. He had already given her one orgasm, but clearly that wasn’t going to be enough. My sister had worked herself into a fever pitch of arousal, and it seemed like she could go all day. For that matter, so could I. 
 
    “Good,” I snarled, fully inhabiting my dominant persona now as I towered above my brother-in-law, a fistful of his hair in one hand and a whip in the other. “Seems like you’re finally learning your place. It’s about time.” 
 
    I struck again with the riding crop, and Charlie’s grunt of pain was matched by another howl of pleasure from Kayla. The loud crack of the riding crop against her husband’s bare skin seemed to draw fresh spasms of sexual bliss out of my sister, so I whipped him again, and again, Kayla howled. Her face was flushed, her eyes were glazed, and I knew another orgasm was approaching. Underneath her, Eric was fully hard now, his cock once again raging and desperate for a female body. But he wasn’t going to get it. Not yet, anyway. More and more, I was learning just how fun it could be to not give someone what they wanted. To dangle it in front of them forever and use it like a toy for your own sadistic thrill. 
 
    Kayla screamed. Her tight dress shone and creaked, the boning of the corset putting up some resistance as she arched her back. Her thighs trembled on either side of Eric’s head. Both Charlie and I watched as she gave into another orgasm, screaming in ecstasy as she spurted hot juices all over the face of the captive slave beneath her.  
 
    Then, she slumped forward. Her heaving breasts showed in the top of her dress as she flopped down on top of Eric, panting and gasping, her pretty face largely hidden by the dark swell of her loose hair. She lay there on top of my lover, his cock rigid and ignored close to her face as she rested her head on his thigh. And at my feet, Charlie was trembling. I could feel it through the hold I maintained on his hair. I could only imagine what kind of feelings and emotions were echoing inside his submissive heart as he watched this wild display. But I found that even trying to imagine them gave me a wild vicarious thrill. Again, I felt the spreading wetness between my legs, knowing the wild possibilities we had. My sister and I dressed up like dominatrixes, and two horny and submissive men handcuffed and desperate to please us. It was one hell of a start to the new year. 
 
    “Well, K?” I said, raising my voice to be heard over my sister’s breathless panting as she struggled to recover from multiple orgasms. “Which of these bitch boys licked your pussy better?” 
 
    Slowly, Kayla raised her head. As she swept her dark hair back behind one ear, I could see her goofy grin of pleasure. Her dress creaked again as she sat up awkwardly, her hands on Eric’s body pushing her up. Slowly, she rose to her knees. Her dress shone as she crawled over the man lying handcuffed beneath her, his eyes following her every movement as she crawled across the bed toward me and Charlie. 
 
    Reaching the foot of the bed, Kayla turned. Swinging her legs off the mattress, she sat down on its edge, right in front of her kneeling husband. I released my grip on his hair as he gazed up at her, as entranced as ever by Kayla’s dominant beauty. She leaned forward, her boobs swelling in the top of the corset as she placed her hand on the back of Charlie’s head and pulled his face toward hers. She kissed him slowly, passionately, her lips and tongue moving over his mouth as his moved over hers. Kneeling before her, he trembled with desire, his whole body seeming to strain toward hers like a flower toward the sun.  
 
    Gazing down at this oddly intimate spectacle, it struck me as strangely beautiful. Everything else we had been doing that day was sexy and kinky and wild. But again, I felt a faint stab of jealousy that there was a dimension to this game between Kayla and Charlie that I would never have. That as well as being his mistress and sexual superior, Kayla was his wife. And no matter how cruelly she treated him over the past few days, I knew just how much my sister loved this man. Desire merged with something even deeper, something even stronger and more profound than the lust that had my every nerve buzzing as though electrified. There was some strange magic behind this darkness that I only saw at times like this. 
 
    Finally, Kayla lifted her lips from Charlie’s. Sitting upright in the edge of the bed, she embraced him. Charlie closed his eyes as he pressed his head against the shiny leather of her corset, and she ran her fingers affectionately through his hair. Turning his face, he began to kiss her. First, her stomach. Then, while Kayla chuckled indulgently, he began to kiss her boobs. He kept kissing as Kayla looked up at me, her face shining with delight. Nothing was clearer than just how badly her husband wanted her, and I knew that it was adding to the feeling of power that kept her as delighted and thrilled as it did for me. 
 
    “Charlie did,” Kayla said at last, while her husband sighed with gratitude as he continued to kiss her breasts. “Charlie’s better at eating pussy than you your boy toy.” 
 
    “Is that right?” I smirked down at Kayla while Charlie went on kissing her. Again, I swung the riding crop, and Charlie jumped in pain and surprise as I smacked his ass again. But Kayla grinned up at me, delighted with the way I was behaving, encouraging me to do more. 
 
    So I did. 
 
    Stepping away from the romantic couple, I circled around the bed. The flexible shaft of the riding crop bent between my hands as I walked toward Eric. He watched me approach, his face showing the same intoxicating combination of fear and desire I had seen so often on Charlie’s. His cock was still hard, rising from between his legs like a weapon he couldn’t use. Standing at the side of the bed, I tapped it with the tip of the riding crop, chuckling to myself as it swayed wildly from side to side and the man I had only just met last night groaned in desperate desire for me. 
 
    “Well then I guess you need to be punished,” I said, smiling wickedly at Eric. 
 
    “What are you going to do to me?” he said, lifting his head from the pillow, his face still shining with Kayla’s juices. And something in the way he said it, the sheer submissive resignation in his voice, made my pussy spasm with sadistic desire. It made me want to do things to him, to exercise the total power I had, that his desire for me gave me. 
 
    And so I swung the riding crop through the air, making it crack loudly against Eric’s inner thigh. He yelped in pain as his skin turned red, and over at the foot of the bed, Kayla laughed. 
 
    “Well, first of all, that’s something we need to address,” I said while Eric gritted his teeth in pain and stared up at me. “From now on, you call me Lady Ashley. And my sister is Queen Kayla. You boys need to remember your place at all times.” 
 
    Eric said nothing. He just kept looking up at me with that same expression on his face. So I swung the riding crop again, even harder this time. His hard cock swayed wildly as I lashed his thighs, his yelps of pain echoing in the air like my sister’s cries of pleasure had a few minutes before. As I whipped this man I hardly knew, I felt some strange approximation of anger rising inside me at his resistance. As though it was actually my right to be called Lady Ashley. As though I had every right to punish him for not complying. And as his thighs turned red under my blows, Eric gave in. Through gritted teeth, his eyes closed, he growled the words I wanted to hear. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” he said. And as I paused, riding crop resting across my shoulder, I heard my sister howling with laughter at the other end of the bed. 
 
    “That’s better,” I said. “But don’t go thinking that counts as your punishment. That was just to teach you how to talk to us properly. Now, you need to pay for not licking Queen Kayla’s pussy as well as her useless husband did. What are we going to do with him, K?” 
 
    “I think I have an idea,” Kayla said, smiling at me over her shoulder while her husband continued to kneel at her feet, gazing up in awe at the goddess his wife had become. I shouldn’t have been surprised. Kayla always had an idea. 
 
    “Stay here, chastity boy,” Kayla said, turning her smile on her husband. “We won’t be long.” 
 
    “You too, bitch,” I said, tapping the riding crop again against Eric’s bobbing shaft. When he didn’t reply, I raised the whip menacingly, and his eyes went wide with fear. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Eric said, and I lowered the whip. 
 
    “That’s better,” I said. Turning away from him, I walked back around the bed. At the same time, Kayla disentangled herself from her kneeling husband and stood. I could feel the eyes of the humiliated men watching us both as we stepped out of the open door of the bedroom, turning the corner into Kayla’s bedroom. As soon as she closed the door behind us, we both burst out laughing. 
 
    “Can you believe this?” Kayla said to me in a near whisper, not wanting our slave boys to hear her break character. 
 
    “No, I can’t,” I admitted. “I mean, it was crazy enough when we were just dominating Charlie. But now this guy as well? What is with these guys?” 
 
    “I don’t know, but I fucking love it,” Kayla said. “It seems like all you need to do is make them have to earn some pussy, and they become the sweetest little submissives imaginable.” 
 
    “So what should we do with him?” 
 
    “Here’s what I was thinking,” Kayla said, her eyes shining as she smiled at me. “What’s worse than having to watch what you can’t have? I’m fucking horny, and I know you are too. So I think we should tie Eric up in a corner and make him watch while Charlie fucks us. Both of us. I need some sex with my husband, and I think he’s earned it. What do you think?” 
 
    “That is fucking evil,” I said. But I smiled as I said it, and Kayla laughed. As soon as she said the words, I could see the logic behind Kayla’s thoughts. I had seen myself just how much it turned her on to have her husband watched her enjoy sexual pleasure while he was denied. I couldn’t escape the fact that it had been a massive turn-on for me, too. My pussy was streaming between my legs, desperate for more sex even though I had just had a powerful orgasm not long before. And despite what we might say to the contrary to keep him in his place, I knew from experience that Charlie wasn’t a bad lover. 
 
    “Works for me,” I grinned at Kayla. “I wouldn’t mind having another turn with your slave husband.” 
 
    “The only thing is, he hasn’t cum in quite a while,” Kayla said. “We should probably give him an orgasm as soon as we unlock him. That way, he might just be able to hold out long enough to please us both.” 
 
    “Smart thinking,” I grinned. “Okay, let’s do it.” 
 
    Reaching toward me, Kayla gripped my upper arm, almost jumping up and down on the spot with her excitement. I felt the same excitement surging inside me. But as we turned toward the bedroom door and opened it, we both stepped back into our mistress personas. Cool, calm, and completely in control. 
 
    As I stepped back into the spare bedroom, Kayla turned away. I heard her high heels receding down the hallway of the house as she walked toward the kitchen. But I didn’t spend too much time wondering what she was up to. As soon as I stepped into the spare room, I felt the sexual energy that crackled in the air. Charlie was still kneeling where we had left him, his cock locked away and his eyes burning with desire as he looked at me. And Eric raised his head from the mattress to look at me the exact same way. It was a thrilling feeling, like being watched by wild animals that wanted to devour me, if only I wasn’t on the other side of a cage. It was a thrill that was hard to put into words. Hard to know what I wanted more. To keep them caged, or to be devoured. And maybe, I didn’t have to choose. 
 
    “Stand up, Eric,” I ordered, still holding the riding crop in my hand like a symbol of my authority. “Come over here.” 
 
    Eric rose. Swinging his legs off the bed, he stood and began to walk toward me. I watched him come, smiling in satisfaction as his rigid cock swayed in front of him with every step, as though it were leading him toward me. When he stood in front of me, I reached down and took it in my hand, feeling the pulse in his rock-hard shaft. He tried to suppress a moan of pleasure as they toyed with him, but I could feel his bright-burning desire. And it took some willpower on my part not forget about our plan and just fuck him right there and then. 
 
    But soon, Kayla stepped back into the spare bedroom. She had brought a kitchen chair with her, dragging it down the hallway. She also carried a long rope in her hand that I had no idea where she got it. Not that it mattered. Squeezing past us, Kayla set the chair down in a corner of the bedroom, facing the bed. Then she turned to me with a smile. And I took a tight grip on Eric’s cock, making him moan as I stepped toward the chair. He had no choice but to hurry along behind me, led by his manhood over to the chair where Kayla waited. 
 
    Turning him around, we pushed him down to sit in the chair. Then Kayla threw a loop of rope over his chest. Together, we wrapped the rope around his body, binding him tightly to the furniture. Again, I noticed he didn’t resist. Again, I noticed his cock was as hard as ever, throbbing in the air in front of us as Kayla and I crouched on either side of him and passed the rope back-and-forth, binding his legs to the legs of the chair just as we had bound his chest to its back.  
 
    When he was completely immobilized, Kayla took the end of the rope. Grinning at her watching husband, she wrapped it twice around Eric’s cock and balls and  tied it in a knot. Eric looked like he could barely believe what was happening to him, like he couldn’t believe what he was letting us do. But he let us do it all the same. As we stood and gloated over our new captive, I felt the excitement of the moment boiling inside me again. 
 
    “You just sit there and watch, bitch,” I ordered, sliding the tip of the riding crop up and down Eric’s chest as I spoke. “If you had pleased my sister better, maybe you’d get to fuck us right now. But instead, inferior males just get to watch what they can’t have.” 
 
    “Stand up, honey,” Kayla said in a bright voice as she turned toward her husband. At once, Charlie rose to his feet. The expression on his face was priceless as he watched Kayla reach for the key hanging around her neck and carefully unfasten the chain that held it. Reaching down between his legs, she unlocked the chastity device and pulled it off his body. Setting it aside, Kayla chuckled under her breath as her husband’s cock surged immediately, swelling in seconds to full hardness. And as she ran her fingers along the underside of his shaft, Charlie moaned and groaned with pent-up desire. 
 
    “I think you’re right, K,” I said, stepping toward them. “He’s primed and ready. We’d better make him cum before we let him anywhere near us.” 
 
    “Told you,” Kayla giggled. Charlie moaned again as she ran her hand up and down his shaft, stroking him. But I had other ideas. Stepping past them, I sat down on the end of the bed where Kayla had sat earlier. I spread my thighs, feeling both Charlie and Eric staring at my pussy exposed to them. 
 
    “Back on your knees, Charlie,” I said, pointing to the floor with my riding crop. As I spoke, Kayla released her grip on her husband’s cock, stepping away. She folded her arms under her boobs, content to watch as he dropped to his knees in front of me, my pussy mere inches from his face. 
 
    “Lick me,” I said, placing my free hand on Charlie’s head and pulling him toward me. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” he said. And as I felt his tongue already sliding over my dripping pussy, I shifted my feet. Finding his rock-hard cock, I trapped it between my leather-clad calves. While Kayla’s husband licked me, I began to squeeze his manhood between my boots, sliding the slick leather up and down his shaft while he groaned desperately. Soon, Charlie was squirming and moaning to my touch, trying to continue pleasuring me while his own desire overwhelmed him. And reaching over his back, I brought the riding crop down on his ass again with another loud crack that made Kayla giggle as she watched. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said to Charlie. “You can cum. Get this sad little orgasm out of the way, and then guess what your reward is going to be? You’re going to get to fuck us, Charlie. Both of us. Me and Queen Kayla. And you know you’d better do a fantastic job. Because if we’re not both completely satisfied by the time you’re done, it could be a very long time before we let you touch either one of us again. After all, you know your wife can find other men to please her, like that slut over there. So hurry up and cum on my boots that we can have some real fun.”  
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie panted between licks of my pussy. Behind him, his wife spluttered with laughter, absolutely thrilled with what I was saying. And I was hardly any less thrilled myself. Excitement roared and crackled within me, that same feeling of power overwhelming me completely as this naked man humped my boots and worshiped my body. And soon, I felt Charlie’s body stiffen. I felt him groan between my legs, the vibrations of his voice increasing my own pleasure as he moaned. His cock surged between my legs, and he gave a loud gasp as he came.  
 
    His whole body shivered like a leaf in a strong breeze, the long-awaited pleasure making him breathless. As his cum splattered across my boots and splashed on the floor, I brought the riding crop down again, making him jump as his moans of pleasure blended with those of pain. No sense letting him have too much fun, after all. But as his cock continued pumping away between my legs, I let him enjoy the moment, for a little while. I let him recover. 
 
    Charlie’s face was flushed as I pushed it away from my pussy, seizing him by the hair again. He gazed up at me open-mouthed, unbelievable relief showing on his handsome features as he stared up at me. 
 
    “What do you say, chastity boy?” I prompted. 
 
    “Thank you, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said at once, making Kayla laugh again behind him. 
 
    “Good boy. Now, get that cock nice and hard again for me and your wife to use. After all, that’s all boys like you are good for.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    16. Kayla Puts On A Show 
 
      
 
    Brimming over with excitement, I climbed onto the bed. Once again, I was in that state of mind when nothing seems to matter, and everything makes sense. When I stop questioning whether what we’re doing is right and normal and just let go and enjoy it. In the corner, a man I barely knew was tied to a chair, frustrated and horny and unable to do anything about it. And me and my older sister were dressed like fetish models, horny and ready to get fucked. There is nothing normal about our new life. And it’s fantastic. 
 
    Stepping behind her husband, Kayla unfastened the cuffs that bound his arms behind him. He, too, looked like he couldn’t believe what was happening. After long days of denial, after the remorseless sexual frustration Kayla and I had put Charlie through, he was finally getting what he wanted. Maybe more than that. He was getting to fuck not just his wife, but me too, a threesome with his wife and sister-in-law that he had probably never thought would actually happen. I had certainly never imagined such a thing. But now, it all seemed to make sense. And now that he was free, Charlie was wary. He knew all too well just how mercurial his wife’s moods could be. But the fact of the matter was, he was free. His hands unbound, his cock unlocked, his body finally his own to control. And it didn’t take long to take advantage of that fact. 
 
    Charlie’s hard cock swayed in the air as he suddenly spun around and took Kayla in his arms. My sister shrieked with laughter as her husband picked her up off the floor, her skimpy leather dress creaking as her body moved in his arms. Charlie carried her toward the bed as though she weighed absolutely nothing. And for once, Kayla the dominant goddess was ready to give in. Charlie all but flung her down on the bed, and I felt the mattress bounce under Kayla’s weight as her body fell next to mine. 
 
    In a second, Charlie was on top of her. Kayla laughed again, a laugh more of excitement than amusement as she felt her husband’s weight pressing her down into the mattress. He was all over her, his hands and his mouth moving over her leather-clad body, kissing and caressing with obvious hunger. His cum still shone on my leather boot, but it was as though it had never happened. His hungry movements and his rock-hard cock were testament to how turned on he was, as though a single orgasm could never provide relief from all the wild desire we had inspired in him. It was exactly what Kayla wanted. And as excitement grew inside me, I knew it was what I wanted to. 
 
    Charlie kissed Kayla’s body over and over again. There was no need for him to remove her dress, and as frantic as he was, he didn’t seem to want to take the time to do it anyway. Kayla wore no panties under her tiny skirt, and her pussy was already clearly exposed. Charlie’s face was buried between her breasts that swelled over the built-in corset of the leather dress, his mouth devouring her boobs as he arched his back, his cock blindly seeking the wet warmth of her pussy. Once again, I had to admire my sister’s strange genius. The two of them had been married for years, but Charlie was mauling Kayla as though it was their first time together. As though nothing was more important than the sex they were about to have. How can you not feel like a goddess when a man wants you this badly? Again, I felt that surge of envy I felt so often these days for the relationship my sister had with her husband. Maybe domination and submission was the dark and secret key to a happy marriage. Certainly it seemed to be for these two. 
 
    And while Charlie flung himself at my sister, while he pinned her down on the mattress and sunk his cock deep inside her ready pussy, making her moan and howl in immediate bliss, I looked across the room to where Eric sat. Humiliatingly tied up and forced to watch what he couldn’t have, forced to watch the same wild passion that was making my body tremble with anticipation. It couldn’t fail to do something to him. And from the look on his handsome face, it clearly was. Eric was an absolute picture of sexual frustration, staring across the room at was happening in front of him with a forlorn expression on his face. The same expression I had seen so often lately on Charlie’s face. The look of a man watching everything he wanted happen to someone else.  
 
    I don’t know why it turns me on so much. I only know that it does. To see those depths of desire, to know that I was part of what was inspiring them, was a giddy thrill unlike any other. And it spurred me on to greater heights of depravity, to deeper depths of sadism. Along with the desire I could plainly see written on his expression, there was real pain there. And I wanted to see more of it. After all, his pain was directly proportional to mine and Kayla’s sexiness. The hotter we were, the more it would hurt him. And the more hurt he was, the more it meant he desired me. There again was that strange feedback loop I had experienced before, where pleasure feeds off pain and vice versa. 
 
    Between my legs, my own pussy was streaming. I knew I had to get involved somehow. After everything that was happening between us, I had never wanted to fuck my brother-in-law more than I did at that moment. And I knew I not only had Kayla’s permission, but her enthusiastic demand that I do it. This was what we all wanted. Even Eric, in his own tortured and submissive way. He wanted to see me be the sex goddess of his dreams, a woman who took what she wanted. Happily, the person he wanted me to be, needed desperately for me to be, was exactly the person I wanted to be too in that moment. Our dovetailing fetishes made the whole atmosphere seem ready to explode. 
 
    On the bed beside me, Kayla was already howling. As though she, like her husband, hadn’t had sex in days, rather than having been pleasured just minutes ago. She was screaming like a banshee, her shiny leather dress glowing as it caught the light while she writhed underneath her husband. Her long legs were hooked around his hips, her high heels pointing like weapons down toward the foot of the bed as she crossed her ankles over one another, taking Charlie as deep as possible inside her. And above her, Charlie’s body moved in the unmistakable rhythm of sex, his hips thrusting back and forth as he pounded his stiff cock in and out of her receptive sex. For every dirty movie I had watched in my life, I realized that nothing compared to the real thing. That watching these too fuck was unbelievably exciting because it was real. Not only was it really happening right in front of me and in front of my new slave boy Eric. It was real because these people loved each other. Because a genuine passion radiated like heat out from both of them, coloring everything it touched with wild desire. It was extraordinary. 
 
    And loathe as I was to disrupt what was going on, as much as I didn’t want to interfere in their passionate lovemaking, the truth was, I had needs of my own. I wanted to fuck Charlie, and I wanted Eric to watch. 
 
    So I moved across the bed toward them. Lost as he was in his long-awaited pleasure, Charlie didn’t seem to notice right away when I put my hands on his shoulders. But as I pulled him across the bed toward me, he couldn’t help but notice. With a cry of surprise, Charlie fell down on the mattress. And Kayla cried out to, just as astonished as her husband, an almost angry note in her voice as her pleasure was momentarily interrupted. 
 
    But I had needs of my own. Needs that I knew Kayla, of all people, would understand. And so I climbed on top of her husband, without saying a word, knowing that Charlie would understand immediately what his role was, what I expected of him. And he did. Turning on the mattress, I straddled my brother-in-law’s face, making sure I was facing the foot of the bed where Eric sat helplessly watching. I wanted him to see it all. I wanted him to see the look on my face when I came, to see the pleasure I was getting from dominating another man. And immediately, Charlie started licking. His hands were under my ass, supporting my weight a little as I sat down on top of him, and his tongue was busy on the sensitive folds of my sex. As keyed up and horny as I was, it didn’t take much. Almost immediately, I could feel pleasure swelling inside me like music, enveloping my whole body in warm waves of bliss. 
 
    Beside us, Kayla climbed up onto her knees. There was a look on her face I don’t think I’ll ever forget. A sultry, predatory look, her bright eyes blazing between the curtains of her dark hair. As though she had given over completely to sexual desire. As though she were no longer the sister I loved, but some creature that cared only about sex. And just as I had, she climbed on top of her husband. She straddled Charlie’s hips, and as she reached down to take his manhood in her hand, I felt him moan in pleasure against my pussy, and I moaned too at the feeling of the soundwaves passing over my sensitive skin. But as lost as she was in lust, Kayla hadn’t forgotten that we had an audience.  
 
    Just like I had, she turned to face the foot of the bed as she swung her leg over Charlie’s hips and mounted him. I heard her sigh in pleasure as she sank down on her husband’s cock, letting it fill her completely as she settled down in her position. Both of us facing Eric, watching him watching us as we teamed up to fuck another guy right in front of him. 
 
    “Fuck, this is the life,” Kayla said, momentarily turning her head to look at me over her shoulder. “Two slave boys who only exist to make sure we’re getting all the sex we want, however we want it.” 
 
    “You’re telling me,” I smirked as her husband’s tongue slid wetly between the spasming lips of my pussy. “Best New Year’s ever.” 
 
    Kayla chuckled as she turned her head back toward the foot of the bed. Her tight dress shimmered and shone as she began to ride Charlie’s cock, leaning forward and gripping his legs for leverage. I watched the laces at the back of her dress strain to contain her slender body, the tight corset giving her an unbelievable hourglass figure and emphasizing her every curve as she rode her husband. I only hoped I looked half as sexy as I sat on his face, bucking my hips back-and-forth.  
 
    And while Charlie ate my pussy, I reached down and rubbed my fingers against my throbbing clit. I cried out in pleasure as another wave of ecstasy radiated through me. Yes, this was wild and outrageous and completely deviant. But it was some of the best sex I had ever had. And given what we had been doing over the last few days and weeks, that was saying a lot. But I could see at once why Kayla took so much pleasure in being watched. Sitting on Charlie’s face and having him enthusiastically eat my pussy would’ve felt fantastic no matter what the circumstances were. But having Eric watch it, seeing the look on his face as he struggled against the ropes that bound him to the chair as he tried to free himself, desperate to join us over on the bed and unable to do so — it was an unbelievably intoxicating thrill. Yet another thing that added to the erotic sense of power, that made me feel like a total goddess who could do whatever she wanted.  
 
    Nothing was off limits. These boys and their bodies and even their minds belong to us, to me and Kayla, for us to use in whatever perverted way we saw fit. I can’t even describe how good that made me feel. I can only say that I wanted more. 
 
    Beneath me, Charlie kept on licking as though his life depended on it, eating my pussy while his wife bounced up and down on top of his cock. The moans of pleasure she drew out of him echoed deep inside me, the vibrations of his voice merging with the spasming of my pussy until I felt almost like an instrument he was playing, wild sexual energy passing through my body to rise out of my mouth in the music of bliss. My thighs tightened around Charlie’s head, no longer caring even a little about his comfort as I surrendered to the orgasm that was growing inside me. Just like that, I came, my whole body trembling with the force of my orgasm as I unleashed it all over Charlie’s face. And beneath me, he kept on licking, his fingertips sinking into the flesh of my ass as he gripped and squeezed, happy to be where he was. Happy to be nothing more than an instrument of my pleasure. 
 
    Almost sobbing with sexual bliss, I climbed off Charlie’s face and flopped down on the mattress, recovering myself. Meanwhile, Kayla’s moans of passion just went on and on. She was bouncing up and down on top of Charlie vigorously now, and I could feel every thrust through the springs of the mattress. The whole bed was rocking to the sexual energy as she abandoned herself completely, filling the bedroom with her cries of passion. When I saw her arch her back, freezing for a moment, I knew what was coming. With a loud sob of ecstasy that seemed torn from deep in her throat, Kayla came. Her dark hair hung around her pretty face as she leaned forward, panting and gasping, her tight leather dress creaking more than ever as it struggled to contain her shivering frame. 
 
    And Charlie lay beside me on the mattress, seemingly astonished at what was happening. His face coated in my juices and his cock no doubt coated in those of his wife, his two dominant goddesses finally giving him what he wanted. 
 
    I watched Kayla climb off Charlie, dismounting his cock with obvious fatigue in her limbs as she sat down on the bed beside him. Raising her head from the mattress, she grinned at me over her husband’s body. And I smiled back. Yes, what we were doing was so totally wrong, so completely outside the normal bounds of a family relationship. But it didn’t matter. We were enjoying ourselves more than we ever had before, more than we ever believed possible. And this strange sex was bringing us closer together. That was all that mattered. I had long ago told myself not to overthink this, not to judge it but just enjoy it for it was. And as waves of pleasure continue to radiate out from between my trembling thighs, there was no doubt I was doing exactly that. 
 
    And yet. Somehow, hunger still burned inside me. Despite the orgasm Charlie had just given me, I wanted more. After all, I had had my pussy licked plenty that day, but that’s not always enough. And so, with Kayla’s shining eyes still fixed on me, I climbed up onto my hands and knees and began to move across the mattress once again.  
 
    I knew what I wanted. A vision burned inside my mind, too wild and bright to ignore. And I had learned to trust these impulses. Crawling to the foot of the bed, I turned to look over my shoulder at Charlie. I was on my hands and knees, and I knew that lying behind me, he would see my pussy completely exposed by the open zipper of the bodysuit I wore. I swung my hips from side to side, teasing him with my pussy and ass while Kayla giggled beside him. Lying on the bed between his wife and me, I could see the Charlie’s cock was still hard. Kayla’s idea to give him an earlier orgasm had been a good one. Now, he was able to last. And there was no denying the desire on his face as he stared at me, tired but still horny. 
 
    “Go ahead, honey,” Kayla said, playfully plucking at the hair on her husband’s chest with her fingers as she smiled at him. “Go ahead and fuck Lady Ashley. You never know when you might get another chance.” 
 
    That was all the encouragement Charlie needed. The muscles in his stomach tightened as he immediately sat up. Rolling over onto his knees, he began to move toward me. As he took my hips in his hands, I turned my head to look Eric. I smiled at him, but he didn’t smile back. Instead, his face was still the same mask of frustration and denial and deep desire it had been since we tied him to the chair. Good. That was exactly what I wanted to see. I wanted to feed off that desire, that frustration, that humiliation, and use it like rocket fuel to propel me toward my next orgasm. 
 
    The fat head of Charlie’s cock pressed against the wet entrance of my pussy. I felt his hands tighten on my hips as he pulled me back against him, and I groaned as his cock slid easily inside. I bit my lip, closing my eyes momentarily, letting Eric see every outward sign of the very real pleasure I was feeling. And as Charlie’s cock began to slide in and out of my pussy from behind, I felt a fresh wave of pleasure with every thrust. My nerves sparked and crackled as he fucked me, his cock plunging so deep inside me I almost felt ready to burst. And I lowered my head down onto the mattress, arching my back and presenting myself to him. For days now, for weeks, he had been mine, mine and my sisters. But now, temporarily, I was his. For once, I was ready to give in, to be passive and to be fucked. It felt so good I could barely believe it. 
 
    Behind me, Charlie was like an animal. His desire was obvious as he moaned and gasped, his powerful thrusts nearly flinging me off the end of the bed. But his strong hands kept me in position, holding my hips as he hammered his cock in and out of me. Soon, I felt my pussy spasming again, tightening even further around his invading manhood as he plunged it in and out of me, his heavy balls slapping against my body as he bottomed out. 
 
    I was only dimly aware of Kayla’s movements as she rose up onto her knees. It was only when I heard Charlie’s voice change, his moans and groans of pleasure becoming more muted, that I turned to look over my shoulder. Kayla was kneeling beside her husband, her arm around his shoulders, and the two of them were kissing. Making out passionately while her husband continue to fuck me. I cried out as my pussy clenched wildly at the unexpected sight, and I knew that Kayla could feel the moan Charlie made in response to that feeling, the moan the matched her own as their lips moved on top of one another. 
 
    I turned my head back to Eric. His eyes wandered from me to Kayla and back again, his body straining against the ropes that was starting to leave marks on his skin from his struggles against them. His cock was rock hard as ever, rising up in front of him but completely out of his reach. Just looking at him sent shockwaves of pleasure through me that finally pushed me over the edge. I screamed as another powerful orgasm swept through me, my body trembling once again as Charlie’s cock plunged in and out of me. 
 
    I felt the mattress shift again. I moaned as Charlie’s cock withdrew from my streaming pussy. Collapsing on the mattress, I rolled over onto my side, moaning and gasping in the afterglow of pure bliss. But the show wasn’t over yet. I heard Kayla encouraging her husband, but Charlie didn’t need any encouragement. I felt his weight on the mattress as he lay down behind me, wrapping his arms around my leather clad body. Still looking at Eric, I wrapped my arms around Charlie’s, pulling them even tighter around me.  
 
    And as he lay behind me, I felt his unfailing erection pressing against my ass. Slowly, gently, he slid his cock inside me again, and I moaned at the incredible sensations of pleasure that were flowing through me. It felt good to be held like that, so tightly wrapped in his strong arms while he fucked me. And I knew that from his seat at the foot of the bed, Eric was getting an unobstructed view of what Charlie was doing to me. 
 
    The bed moved again. Kayla climbed off the mattress, and I heard her high heels echoing on the floor as she walked around the bed. She appeared in my line of sight as she approached Eric, and he turned his wild eyes on her as she stood above the chair he was tied to. I groaned in pleasure as she raised one high-heeled foot from the floor and set it down on his thigh, the pointed heel of her shoe digging into the skin of his leg close to his surging cock. I knew that in the position he was in, Eric would have a full-on view of my sister’s freshly fucked pussy. And in the state of desperate excitement he was in, I knew what it would do to him. Again, he squirmed and struggled against his bonds. But Kayla and I had made sure that was no escape. He was our little tease toy to use and abuse as we saw fit. And clearly, Kayla was in the mood to take full advantage of that. 
 
    “Look at that,” Kayla said to Eric in a voice that dripped with cruelty and seduction. “Look at my husband fucking Lady Ashley. That’s what good boys get. I bet you wish you had licked my pussy better now, don’t you? Maybe then you’d be the one fucking her instead of him.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Kayla laughed wildly to hear this near-stranger use her dominatrix title. But what choice did he have? Eric was horny and frustrated, and it was only my sister or I who could give him the release he needed more than anything in the world. Looking into his tortured face while Charlie continue to fuck me from behind, I knew that we could make Eric say and do just about anything. That was the magic of these games we played. That was the trick Kayla and I had learned so well over these kinky holidays. 
 
    “Well, hopefully you’ll try harder next time,” Kayla said. “Would you like another try right now?” 
 
    As Kayla spoke, she leaned closer to Eric, bending the knee of the leg that was on top of his as she thrust her hips toward him. My laughter turned to another cry of pleasure as I watched him turn his head toward her, trying and failing to bring his mouth onto her pussy. And as Charlie watched from behind me, his thrusts became more powerful, more frantic, deeper, as though he was channeling his rage and jealousy and disbelief into my body to bring me more while pleasure while we watched Kayla put on a show. 
 
    “Beg for it,” Kayla smirked down at Eric. “Beg to taste this married pussy that my husband just fucked.” 
 
    “Please, Queen Kayla,” Eric groaned in a voice that made me moan with sadistic glee. “Please give me another chance. Please let me lick your pussy and show you what I can do.” 
 
    “That’s a tempting offer, slave boy,” Kayla chuckled. “But I’m not sure you deserve another chance. After all, you already failed once. What do you think, Ash?”  
 
    Kayla turned her head to look at me over her shoulder as she spoke. If she had any qualms about watching her husband fuck me, there was no sign of it on her pretty face. All I saw was playful excitement and sadistic glee as she reveled in the power she held. The power we both held to make these men do just about anything for us. 
 
    “You think this slave boy has earned the right at another chance to earn a reward?” 
 
    “No,” I said, struggling to make my voice heard through my rapturous cries of pleasure. And Kayla laughed out loud as she turned her face back to Eric. 
 
    “Well, there you go,” Kayla said with a shrug that made her breasts bounce in the corset of her dress. “Your mistress has spoken. No pussy for you. Just be thankful you get to watch.” 
 
    Slowly, Kayla lifted her foot off Eric’s thigh. Placing it on the floor again, she bent over the young man’s restrained body. He gazed up at her open-mouthed, watching her every move. And as she wrapped her hand around the shaft of his cock, Eric groaned. Beside me, I had Charlie grunt, and my pussy spasmed around his cock as I wondered what was going through his mind as he watched his wife touch another man’s cock. 
 
    Clearly, my sister was wondering the same thing. Because as she held Eric’s bound cock, she turned her head to look at her husband. And slowly, in full view of all of us, smiling her evil little smile all the while, Kayla began to stroke it. 
 
    “Look at this, Charlie,” she said, as though even she couldn’t believe what she was doing. “Look at what a slut your wife is. Queen Kayla gets to play with boys however she wants, doesn’t she?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie growled behind me. And I moaned loudly as I felt his cock surge with desire inside my pussy. I was on the edge of yet another orgasm, and this wild scene was only going to bring it on more quickly. That, and the way Charlie kept thrusting his cock in and out of me, his movements ever more ferocious as his wife cruelly teased him. 
 
    “That’s right,” Kayla smirked. “Small price to pay for the privilege fucking both me and my sister, I think you’ll agree. And as for you, slut,” Kayla said, turning her attention back to Eric as she swept her shining dark hair back behind one ear, “you’re lucky you’re even getting this. If it was up to me, I’d have this cock locked away like I lock away my husband’s, and you’d really have to please me to ever be let out. You’re lucky you’re Lady Ashley’s slave, not mine.” 
 
    “We can share,” I said in a strangled voice, and Kayla spluttered with laughter. And right then, my pleasure overwhelmed me. Another orgasm swept through me as my pussy tightened around Charlie’s cock. And this time, my orgasm drew one out of him. I cried out in pleasure as I felt my brother-in-law’s cock erupted inside me, filling me with what felt like a huge load of his hot seed. 
 
    Kayla’s eyes glittered as she watched. And there in the chair, Eric moaned and gasped. Kayla laughed out loud as his cock swelled in her fist, spurting his cum high into the air to splatter on his bare legs while she milked him of every drop. As Eric sat back in the creaking kitchen chair he was tied to, his heaving chest pressing against the ropes that bound him, Kayla straightened up and placed her hands on her hips. I lay panting on the bed, moaning as Charlie withdrew his cock from my pussy and rolled onto his back too. The echoes of sex seemed to hang in the air, the wild things we had done vibrating like music. And Kayla was the conductor. Standing at the foot of the bed, she looked at each one of us in turn, her eyes shining and her lips parted in a huge smile. I had never seen my sister look happier. 
 
    

  

 
   
    17. A Boy Toy Catches Feelings 
 
      
 
    Once again, the sounds of sex filled the air, drifting through the walls from the next room. Once again, I could hear my sister screaming in pleasure as her husband fucked her, his groans mingling with hers in a duet of orgasmic bliss. It no longer shocked me. It barely even felt weird. After all we had been through together, hearing them fuck in the next room meant very little. 
 
    In fact, all it did was fuel my own rampant desire, the sound of Kayla’s cries of pleasure mixing with my own. I sat on top of Eric who still sat tied to a kitchen chair in the spare bedroom. After Kayla had jerked him off in front of her husband, his manhood had sat limp against his thigh. But I was pleased to see how quickly he recovered. We all needed a rest to recover our breath, but after only a few minutes, I could see that Eric was growing back toward full hardness. The kinky scene my sister and I had created was too much for him to resist, and his body responded as his cock hardened once again. 
 
    And Kayla had taken Charlie away with her. Sated with pleasure, her husband meekly followed as she took him by the hand and led him to their bedroom. But clearly, the wild events of the day were having the same effect on Charlie that they did on Eric. Before long, I heard their bed creaking and squeaking to the rhythm of sex. And I felt the exact same way. Tired as I was, sore as my pussy was from the pounding I had taken from Charlie, I wanted more. And Eric, still tied to the chair, still desperately horny and wide-eyed with surprise at everything we were doing to him, was just too cute to resist. 
 
    I climbed on top of him. Straddling his lap, I steered his hard cock into my pussy. Draping my arms over his shoulders, I began to ride him. Just like that, I was fucking him. Once again using a man like a sex toy, without consulting him on what he wanted. After all, I already knew that perfectly well. His hard cock throbbing away inside me spoke volumes. 
 
    My breasts bounced in the cut-out window of the leather bodysuit I wore. Craning his neck forward, Eric could just about reach my boobs with his mouth, and I indulgently allowed him to kiss my cleavage and bury his face in my breasts. It felt so good be wanted so badly, and to still deny him everything. To not allow him to touch me with his hands, but only with his mouth and his cock. To bounce up and down on top of him, completely in control, setting the pace and the depth and teasing him with every movement I made. 
 
    Not for the first time, I reflected that I was never going to be able to go back. That sex for me from that point on was going to have to include some elements of domination and submission. I just loved being in charge way too much to let it go. And if Eric was any guide, it didn’t seem to be too much trouble finding submissive boys to play with. I hadn’t even known the guy twenty-four hours, and already, I had reduced him to my helpless slave. 
 
    “You love being my little fuck toy, don’t you?” I said, panting through my groans of pleasure as I rode up and down on top of him, ignoring the burning of the muscles in my thighs. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Eric said obediently. 
 
    “Glad to see you remember your manners. Me and my sister really put you in your place, didn’t we? Made you into our little bitch.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    Closing my eyes for a moment and throwing back my head, I moaned as I bit my lip. It felt so good to tease him like this, to hear him submit to me, helpless against the irresistible wave of his own desire. And it felt even better the way his cock surged inside me at my words, knowing this turned him on just as much as it did me. Knowing that this was what he wanted. To be degraded and humiliated. To be objectified and used. To be controlled. Just like Charlie. 
 
    “Good. God, I love riding slave cock.” 
 
    I could hardly believe the words that were coming out of my mouth. Something pulled straight from an adult movie, rising up from the deepest recesses of my brain. But they fit the moment completely, and Eric wasn’t exactly complaining. In fact, he seemed completely entranced by what I was saying and what I was doing to him. Staring up at me as though he could barely believe that such a dominant goddess existed. It was exactly the look I wanted to see on his face, exactly the way I wanted him to feel about what was happening. To be completely enraptured by me and by the feeling of losing control, of surrendering his will to my own. Somehow, it was all working. 
 
    “Does… Queen Kayla… keep her husband locked up all the time?” 
 
    Eric spoke through deep moans of pleasure, through the breathlessness of sex. From the effort it seemed to cost him, it seemed the question had some real importance for him. And the look that passed across his face was priceless as I stopped. Sitting on top of him with his cock still buried deep inside me, I stopped riding him as I looked down at him inquisitively. 
 
    “Are you thinking about my sister while I’m fucking you?” I said. 
 
    “No, Lady Ashley,” Eric said hurriedly, and I couldn’t help smiling at the note of fear I could hear in his voice. But honestly, I didn’t care if he was. After all, Kayla and her husband were part of this too. And now that I had paused fucking my own slave for a while, the cries of Kayla and Charlie in the next room seemed even louder, making it impossible to forget they were there. 
 
    “Then why would you ask that right now?” 
 
    “I was just… curious, Lady Ashley,” Eric said. 
 
    “You’re a terrible liar,” I said. “That’s okay. That’s probably a good quality in a slave. You can be honest with your mistress. That’s what this is all about.” 
 
    “I am being honest.” 
 
    “So why are you asking?”  
 
    As I spoke, I began to move up and down on top of him again, more slowly this time. He sighed in pleasure as he felt my pussy sliding up and down his surging cock, once again sending shockwaves of pleasure through both of us that made us both gasp and tremble with growing ecstasy. 
 
    “Are you imagining what it would be like to have your cock locked away like that?” I went on. Eric groaned loudly underneath me, and I felt a strange impulse to keep pushing. To see just how far this went. I had experienced myself how labyrinthine human sexuality can be, how something you never even thought of can end up being everything you ever wanted. After all, that was exactly what I had experienced over the Christmas holidays. And if I could be part of that for this young man, even if I barely knew him, I wanted that. Besides, there was something so sexy about watching him struggle with his own thoughts. Watching him caught between his own pride and his desire to give in to me. Maybe I just liked the challenge. Maybe I just enjoyed teasing him too much to let it go. 
 
    “A little,” Eric confessed, closing his eyes as he spoke as though that might make his admission easier. Still bouncing up and down on top of him, I giggled. 
 
    “You want my sister to lock your cock away?” I asked. “Or for me to do it? You want me to own this cock completely?” 
 
    “It’s just… interesting, Lady Ashley,” Eric breathed. 
 
    “Oh, it’s definitely that. It’s so much fun. I’ll admit, I thought it seemed a little weird at first. I guess it is. But it’s fucking hot. You’ve seen how Charlie will do anything Kayla tells him to. Anything. Is that what you want? To be my submissive little bitch boy who will do whatever he’s told just in the hope that I might let him cum?” 
 
    “Oh my God,” Eric groaned. His eyes were still closed and his lips were still trembling. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s right,” I smiled down at him as my sadistic side swelled within me once again. “I would be your god. Your goddess, more like. I’d make you worship at my feet and beg to be allowed the chance to cum, just like Charlie does with Kayla. You know I have a key to his cock too. We both own it, my sister and me. So I guess I’d have to share yours with her, too. Only me and Kayla would have access to it. You would be cut off completely.” 
 
    “Oh fuck!” 
 
    Eric was thrashing in the chair underneath me now, tossing his head from side to side as he struggled against the ropes that held him. I could feel the way his cock was throbbing inside me, fatter than ever and ready to explode. And I wanted it. For all my talk of denial and frustration, I wanted to feel that hot explosion inside me. Besides, my own orgasm was well on the way. A couple more thrusts, a couple more bounces of my body on top of his, and I knew we would both dissolve in mutual passion. 
 
    “Come for me, slut,” I growled, closing my own eyes as I wrapped my arms around his neck and crushed his face against my breasts. “Come for me while you imagine me and my sister owning your worthless cock.” 
 
    Eric’s loud cry was muffled by his face pressed against my boobs. But I could feel his orgasmic explosion inside me, and it was just what I needed to push me over the edge. As his cock erupted like a volcano inside of me, my pussy clenched and spasmed around his shaft, and I gave in completely. Collapsing on top of him, I howled and screamed, my juices pouring out of me all over his thighs, all over his cock, the two of us gasping and roaring wordlessly like animals, all higher reasoning abandoned in the face of powerful pleasure. 
 
    It seemed to go on for a long time. I sat trembling on top of him, overcome by the multiple orgasms I had had that day. Waves of bliss continued to radiate through me, making me shiver and gasp. And Eric was panting too, completely overwhelmed by the force of our shared orgasm. 
 
    But finally, I stood, his drained cock sliding easily out of me as I rose to my feet. Exhausted, I stumbled the few steps to the bed and sat down heavily on its edge, made clumsy by fatigue. For a while, I sat there, trying to recover my breath. Reaching for the zipper of my bodysuit, I unfastened it and struggled out of it, letting it slide to the floor. Then I unzipped my boots and kicked them off too. As much as I loved wearing the dominatrix outfit, after the orgasm I just had, I wanted to feel unrestricted by the tight clothing. 
 
    It was only then that I realized that the noises from next door had stopped. Clearly, Charlie and Kayla had worn themselves out too, at least for now. After all, there’s only so much the body can take, even if you are a dominant sex goddess. And that thought gave me another warm glow as another shiver of delight passed through me. 
 
    Gradually, I rose to my feet. I could feel Eric’s dulled eyes on me as I moved across the bedroom, picking out some clothes. I pulled on some underwear, a T-shirt, and a pair of yoga pants. No longer Lady Ashley, the dominant goddess. Just Ashley now, just me. Except I knew that was false too. Lady Ashley was a part of me now, as much as any other facet of my personality. A part I was never going to be able to shake, even if I wanted to. And I didn’t want to. I might be sated for now, but I knew that wouldn’t last forever. 
 
    Stepping toward where he sat, I crouched down beside the chair he was tied to. It took me some work to unfasten the knots that held him prisoner; Kayla and I had done our work well, inspired by our wild sadistic sexual desire. But finally, I untied him. Eric rose uncertainly to his feet, rolling his shoulders and stretching his arms. Sympathetically, I ran my fingertips over the braided marks the ropes had left in his skin. No longer Lady Ashley, I could afford to feel some pity for this slave. But not much. After all, I knew just how much fun he had had being dominated by us. 
 
    “You should probably go home,” I said in a soft voice. “I’m tired now.” 
 
    Eric nodded. Without a word, he scanned the room, looking for his clothes that had been discarded the night before. Finally, he found them. I sat down on the edge of the bed as he got dressed again. Then he stood awkwardly at the side of the bed, looking at me as though waiting for something. 
 
    “Can I… Can I see you again?” he asked. And I couldn’t keep myself from laughing as I looked at him. 
 
    “Seriously? After what I just did to you, you want to see me again? God, you really must love being treated like a slave,” I said, and was delighted to see his cheeks reddened as he frowned. 
 
    “It was fun,” he said defensively, looking at the floor. 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” I agreed. “But I live out of town. I’m only here visiting Kayla for the holidays. I have to go home soon.” 
 
    Eric raised his eyes from the floor to look at me again. A look passed over his face that made me tremble, and for once, it wasn’t a look of wild desire and deep frustration. It was a look of regret. It had been a while since I had met someone, and even though I knew very little about Eric except that he was willing to submit to me, it felt good to see that he was disappointed at the thought of not seeing me again.  
 
    And as I looked up at him, it occurred to me that I felt the same way. We knew nothing about each other except that our sexual chemistry was off the charts. But at the start of a relationship, that’s enough. And who knew what else it might blossom into? Unfortunately, that wasn’t on the table. My real life lay thousands of miles away, and this was never anything more than a temporary diversion. 
 
    “Well, how long are you in town for?” he asked. 
 
    “Just a few more days,” I said. 
 
    “Can I take you out at least? To dinner, or something?” 
 
    “You mean you don’t just want to have another kinky sex session with me and my sister again before I go?” I challenged him. 
 
    “No,” Eric scowled. “Well, yes, obviously. But I’m not really a one night stand kind of guy. I’d like to get to know you a bit better.” 
 
    “Let’s not kid ourselves that we’re going to do some kind of long-distance thing,” I said. “Those never work. I’m not really a one night stand girl either, but I feel like last night would be hard to improve on. Maybe it’s better we just leave it at that.” 
 
    “Okay,” Eric sighed. Pulling his phone out of the pocket of his jeans, he began to press the screen. I waited in silence as he ordered a taxi, only giving him Kayla’s address when he asked for it. Then he sighed again as he slid his phone back into his pocket. 
 
    “Goodbye, then, I guess,” Eric said as he stepped forward toward the bedroom door. He looked so sad, so utterly dejected, that I felt my heart contract for a moment. Rising to my feet, I placed a hand on his arm to stop him. 
 
    “Give me your phone,” I said. Without a word, he fished the device out of his pocket. Quickly, before I could change my mind, I tapped my number in. With a smirk, I set my name as Lady Ashley. Then I handed the phone back to him. 
 
    “Maybe tomorrow,” I said. “We could at least meet for coffee or something.” 
 
    “That would be awesome!” Eric said. Stepping toward me, he lowered his face toward mine. I let him kiss me, smiling against his lips as we embraced. Just then, his phone chimed to let him know the taxi was outside. 
 
    “Well, I gotta go,” he said. “I’ll text you tomorrow. Have a great new year, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “You too,” I smiled as I led him out of the bedroom and toward the front door of Kayla’s house. On the doorstep, he kissed me again, his hands traveling over my body as though he were trying to memorize the way I felt. Then, he turned and headed toward the waiting taxi. I watched from the doorway. He turned back toward me twice more before getting into the car, and waved through the window as it pulled away. Shaking my head and smiling, I close the front door of the house behind me. Hardly what I had expected to happen. Then again, this whole holiday had been about the unexpected. 
 
    As I walked back down the hallway, Kayla appeared in the open door of her bedroom. She was wearing a black bathrobe, her dark hair spilling over her shoulders. Her face was flushed with sexual pleasure, and her eyes were shining with the same delight I had seen in them so often lately. Seeing me, she smiled. And I smiled back. I was no longer Lady Ashley, and she was no longer Queen Kayla. We were back to being ordinary sisters. But things were never really going to get back to normal. We were never going to forget what we had done together. And the look on my sister’s face told me that she had no more desire to forget it than I did. 
 
    “What was that about?” she asked as she leaned on the doorframe. 
 
    “Oh, that was Eric leaving,” I said. “He asked for my number. I told him I don’t live in town, but he said he wanted to take me out anyway. Like he’s… into me?” 
 
    “Of course he is,” Kayla grinned. “You’re awesome. Besides, we just gave that boy the best sex of his entire life. He’s probably obsessed with you now.” 
 
    “Or you,” I said. “Even while we were… busy, he was asking if you keep Charlie locked up all the time.” 
 
    “Really?” Kayla’s carefully sculpted eyebrows climbed her forehead in surprise. “Wow. Does he want you to lock him up too?” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said. “He was evasive about it. Said he was just curious.” 
 
    “Yeah, right,” Kayla said with a knowing smirk. “Curious. That’s how it starts. I think you have a real submissive one on your hands there, Ash. You could have some real fun with a boy like that.” 
 
    “Yeah, if I didn’t live on the other side of the country,” I said. “Oh well. It was fun while it lasted, I guess.” 
 
    “Yeah, it was,” Kayla said. “And it’s not over yet. Not quite.” 
 
    “It’s not? K, I’m tired.” 
 
    “This’ll just take a second,” Kayla said, reaching out to take hold of my arm. “I mean, I can do it without you. But it’s more fun if you’re involved. For all of us.” 
 
    “Okay, fine,” I said with a sigh as I let my sister pull me toward the open door of her own bedroom. My hesitation was at best only half-genuine. I was truly tired, after a late night and a long day of kinky sex. But knowing the devious way Kayla’s mind worked, I was intrigued to see what she wanted me for next. 
 
    Inside her bedroom, Charlie lay naked on the bed. He lifted his head to look at me as I followed his wife into the room, and for a moment, it almost seemed like he was going to try and cover himself up. Then he realized the futility of that after everything we had been through. Honestly, I found it a little bit hard to meet his eyes myself. He was my brother-in-law, and yet we had had wild and passionate sex right in front of his wife and in front of a near stranger. Now that I was no longer feeling so much like Lady Ashley, for whom such things were somehow normal, I was feeling – well, not shame, exactly. I wasn’t ashamed of anything we had done. After all, all four of us had a great time. But it was awkward, not knowing how our relationship would be from now on. Kayla and I was sisters, and nothing would change that. But now that I had had sex with Charlie, now that I had sexually dominated him with his wife’s enthusiastic consent, it was hard to know where exactly we stood. 
 
    “Well, that was something,” Kayla said. As she climbed on the bed toward her husband, her black robe looked almost like the pelt of some animal, some predatory panther descending on her prey as she kissed Charlie’s lips. “It’s a shame you have to go home, Ash,” Kayla said, turning toward me as she lay beside her husband. “Just imagine the fun we could have if you lived nearby.” 
 
    “I guess it gives us something to look forward to on my next visit,” I smiled. 
 
    “I hope we don’t have to leave it so long this time,” Kayla said. “And I bet you hope Lady Ashley comes back real soon, don’t you, honey?” 
 
    “Yeah, I do,” Charlie said, and his words seemed sincere. I had always got on well with him, even before all this. But now, of course, there was another meaning to everything any of us said. 
 
    “Good. You should. Because I might not let you out again until then. Grab his arms, Ash.” 
 
    As she spoke, Kayla moved on the bed, rolling up onto her knees and climbing on top of her husband. A panicked expression crossed Charlie’s handsome face. I had no more idea what was going on than him. But a wild excitement surged inside me, urging me on. Stepping forward, I jumped onto the mattress. Stepping across it, I kneeled down next to Charlie’s head. Grabbing his wrists, I pushed them back down toward the mattress. But he had more upper body strength than I did. He raised his arms even as I tried to hold them down. So I lifted one leg and pinned his wrist underneath my knee. Then, swinging my other leg over him, I kneeled on his other arm too. In spite of himself, Charlie smiled. After all, now I was straddling his face, and only the thin material of my yoga pants kept my pussy from his mouth. Impossible for either of us not to feel the sexual connotations of such an act as I used my weight to pin him down onto the mattress. 
 
    Meanwhile, behind me, Kayla was busy. I turned my head to watch as she reached into the pocket of her robe and pulled out the chastity device. Moving quickly, she took Charlie’s cock in her hand and guided it inside. Feeling the metal against his organ, Charlie briefly struggled. I gripped the headboard as I continued to hold him down with my body weight on top of him. And Kayla quickly slid the device around his cock and balls and locked it shut. Just like that, her husband was her captive again. As she sat up, grinning triumphantly, I climbed off Charlie’s face to sit down on the mattress beside him. 
 
    Charlie raised his head from the mattress. Looking down the length of his body, his eyes fastened on the shining steel that once again encased his manhood. Then he looked from Kayla to me and back again. The look of shock on his face was so comical, I couldn’t help myself. I burst out laughing. And my sister joined in, the two of us sharing a giggle at her submissive husband’s plight. 
 
    “What’s wrong, honey?” Kayla teased. “You didn’t think I was going to let you free after we all had so much fun over Christmas, did you? No, a chastity device is a gift that keeps on giving. At least for me. I want you to wear it from now on, unless I decide otherwise.” 
 
    “For how long?” Charlie said, quickly adding, “Queen Kayla” afterward. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” Kayla said slowly. Her robe fell slightly open, revealing one of her bare breasts as she slid her hand teasingly over the slick steel of the chastity device. “It depends in part on your behavior. And it depends on how I’m feeling. Maybe it depends on Ashley too. After all, she owns your cock just like I do. Just because she’s not in town doesn’t mean I can’t consult her on whether you should be allowed sexual pleasure or not.” 
 
    Charlie’s chest rose and fell as he breathed deeply. He looked astonished. But I noticed he wasn’t resisting. He might be scared of what this all meant, but he wasn’t trying to free himself. He had that look on his face again, that look of mingled fear and excitement that he always had when Kayla teased him like this. Because deep down, he wanted this just as much as his wife did. Just as much as I did. He wanted nothing more than to be in our power, just like we wanted nothing more than to have him at our mercy. 
 
    “Well, don’t just lie there, chastity boy,” Kayla went on, smiling at her husband. “I mean, you have two goddesses to serve. And dinner isn’t going to make itself. Hurry along and make us something good to eat, and then you can serve us and do the washing up.” 
 
    I laughed again. And Kayla smiled, but I knew what that smile meant. It meant she was enjoying herself immensely, enjoying the wild power she still had over the man she loved. But it didn’t mean she wasn’t serious. 
 
    Charlie knew it too. Sitting up, he sighed quietly. Again, he looked at the cage on his cock, then at his wife. She met his gaze steadily, still smiling. Then, he inched toward the edge of the bed. Standing, he stepped out of the room, naked except for the steel locked around his cock, a symbol of the power his wife had and was clearly in no rush to surrender. 
 
    “Fucking amazing, K,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief. 
 
    “I know,” my sister giggled. “Best Christmas ever.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    18. A Domme On A Date 
 
      
 
    I’ll admit I was nervous. Going on a date always feels weird anyway. All that excitement and expectation, mingled with the worry that you might end up wasting the night or make a fool of yourself in front of a stranger. Of course, Eric wasn’t a stranger. But that only made things even weirder. I was going about things backwards from the usual order, having sex with someone and only then going on a date with them. I’d be lying if I said I’d never had a one night stand before. I have. But what I had never done before that point was have a one night stand with someone and then go on a date with them afterwards. 
 
    And certainly, I had never had a one night stand like that. I had never engaged in kinky sex in any way like what I had done with Eric. The idea of now going out to dinner with him seemed utterly bizarre. How are we going to interact with one another after the crazy things we had done together? After everything we knew about each other, combined with everything we didn’t know, how were we supposed to look each other in the eye and interact like regular people? 
 
    I had no idea. And I barely knew why I was doing this at all. This relationship was already doomed. We knew nothing about each other except that we had incredible sexual chemistry together. We lived on opposite sides of the country. It was hard to even understand why I was going ahead with this. All I can say in my defense is that in some way, I was following the same wild impulse that had brought us all to this point. That had given us all some of the best sex of our lives over the course of this frankly bizarre Christmas holiday. I had learned to trust that impulse. And so I was giving it another chance to take my life in yet another new direction. 
 
    And Kayla was encouraging me. 
 
    She had her own reasons, of course. Her own preferences and desires. But she was getting an enormous kick out of what we were doing together. After all, we had set out on this journey together. Discovering our dominant sides at one and the same time. We were learning together, guiding each other down the path. It was thrilling. I could understand that. I could understand why Kayla was so deeply invested in what I did with Eric. I could understand why she wanted to be involved. And in my own way, as weird as it was, I wanted her to be involved too. After all, it had all gone so well up to that point. Why change the formula now? 
 
    I stood in front of the bathroom mirror while Kayla set perched on the edge of the tub. In its own odd way, it was kind of like old times. Back when the two of us lived in the same town and would readily go out together, helping each other get ready for a night out. Except this time, it was even more exciting than it had been back then. This time, it was both darker and more thrilling, more nerve-racking and more exciting than it had ever been back then.  
 
    As I applied my makeup, I tried to keep my hands steady. All I could think about was what was in store for the night ahead. Not that I seriously expected anything to happen. Not after the last time I had seen Eric, anyway. After all, how you possibly follow something like that? On the other hand, I had learned over the course of the holidays, if I hadn’t known it before, that you never can predict what’s going to happen. You never can assume anything. Just when you think you know exactly what the future holds, something comes along to surprise you. That was the magic Kayla and I had discovered, and that, I knew, was what prompted Eric to ask me out. He wanted more of what I had given him, the chance to let go completely and abandon himself to total sexual freedom. He wanted more of Lady Ashley. And as nervous as I felt about the whole situation, I wanted to give that to him. Even if only for one last time. 
 
    “You’re going to look so hot,” Kayla said with a smile as I finished doing my makeup in the bathroom mirror and turned to her. I smiled back. My big sister, always so encouraging. It was funny how other parts of our lives crapped into this one. After all, even after all the crazy things we had done, who we were as people hadn’t changed. The relationship between us remained the same, even if the details were wildly and thrillingly different. Kayla was still her organized, slightly bossy, slightly protective self. And I was still who I was. Sometimes, when I thought about it, it seemed to me that our dominatrix characters, Lady Ashley and Queen Kayla, were just heightened versions of who we already were. There was a base level of reality that let us truly explore the realm of fantasy and make it seem so real. Because when I thought about in the cold light of day, it all seemed like games. Fun, kinky, sexy, darkly exciting games. But games all the same. In the moment, when the wild heat of domination took over, it all felt astonishingly real. Fantasy became reality in the exciting way possible. It couldn’t be anything other than absolutely thrilling. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said automatically. “You don’t think I went a little too heavy?” 
 
    “No,” Kayla said slowly, shaking her head as her eyes flickered over my made-up face. My lips were painted an eye-catching bright red, and my eyes glowed in twin pools of deep shadow created by a combination of makeup I had brought myself and some I had borrowed from my sister. There was nothing subtle about the look I was going for that night. I still had a few doubts, which my sister was evidently eager to dismiss. 
 
    “I mean, he knows who you are,” Kayla went on. “And you know who he wants you to be. Lady Ashley doesn’t do subtle. I say embrace it. You never know when you’ll get the chance to be this outrageous again.” 
 
    I smiled as Kayla spoke. It was exactly what I expected her to say. Still, there was always that fact at the back of my mind, the knowledge that soon now, I would be going back to my regular life and leaving all this behind. Yes, it seemed like both Kayla and Charlie wanted to play like this again just as much as I did. Maybe my visits to see my sister and her husband would become a little more frequent now that I knew kinky sex would be part of them. But still, life gets in the way. If this holiday had been about anything, it had been about the opportunity to leave our regular lives behind and engage in something new and exciting. This strange date with Eric, at its heart, was just another version of that. 
 
    Shedding the towel that was wrapped around my body, I picked up the underwear I had chosen for the night. Being naked in front of my sister had never been a big issue for either of us, and it certainly wasn’t now. After having seen each other in the most intimate throes of passion over and over again, mere nudity meant nothing. Kayla didn’t bat an eyelid as I pulled on skimpy thong underwear that wouldn’t show under a tight dress and maneuvered my way into the one and only push-up bra I had brought with me from home. 
 
    “Thanks for letting me borrow this dress,” I said as I moved across the bathroom and reached for Kayla’s dress that hung on a hanger from the back of the door. 
 
    “No problem,” Kayla said. “My only concern is that it might look better on you than it does on me. My stuff usually does.” 
 
    “No it doesn’t,” I said with a faint frown as I lifted the hanger off the door. I knew what Kayla meant, of course. I was naturally curvier than her, and dresses that hung beautifully on her slender frame had a way of clinging to my hips and ass and boobs. In my opinion, dresses look far better on her. After all, there’s a reason supermodels are always so skinny. It just so happens that we’re in a cultural moment where my curves are more highly prized than my sister’s toned and athletic figure. The pendulum will swing again. Besides, my sister fits just about anybody’s definition of feminine beauty. And the reactions she had been getting from our male slaves were all the proof anyone could need of that. 
 
    With Kayla watching closely, I pulled the dress on. Just as we both knew it would, it fit my body more tightly than it did her. I tugged and plucked at the stretchy black fabric as I pulled it into place. As I looked at myself in the mirror, I liked what I saw. Kayla was right. It was a sexy look, no question about that. Still, I was the one who had to go out in public wearing it. 
 
    “There, look at that. You look amazing,” Kayla said, shaking her head almost ruefully as she looked me up and down. “Eric isn’t going to know what hit him.” 
 
    “Yes he will,” I grinned at my sister. “It was me.” 
 
    Both of us laughed at that, our laughter a little louder than it probably should’ve been. But the memories of the crazy things we had done were still fresh in both our minds, and the slightest reference to them was enough to bring it all bubbling back to the surface again. It didn’t take much to set us off. Behind every interaction, beneath every word we spoke to one another, we both could feel the crackling of simmering sexual tension and the memory of everything we had done. And of course, anticipation is all part of desire too. 
 
    “You think I should wear my hair down?” 
 
    Again, I turned to the mirror as I spoke. Running my fingers through my hair, I played with it, holding it up back from my face, then letting it fall again. I wasn’t sure what I wanted. But Kayla evidently didn’t share my doubts. 
 
    “Ponytail, she said immediately. “More like a mistress. Like you’re ready for action, you know?” 
 
    “Do you think?” I said with a giggle. But all the same, I did what she suggested. I pulled my hair back behind my head and picked up a hair elastic to hold it away from my face. Turning my head from one side to another, I checked out the results. As usual, Kayla had a point. Pulling my hair sharply back, combined with the black dress I was wearing, did contribute to giving me a more severe look which was probably a better match for what we had in mind. So I left my hair like it was, smoothing down stray strands to keep my ponytail sleek and flawless. Like a mistress. 
 
    “Okay, now for the best bit. He’s going to love this.” 
 
    Rising from her seat at the end of the tub, Kayla stood and took me by the arm. I followed, letting her lead me across the house. Nice to be passive for a change. After all, I knew that the minute I saw Eric, I would have to take charge. I knew that was what he wanted. It was what I wanted too. 
 
    Kayla led me down the hallway and into her bedroom. She sat me down on the edge of her bed, the one she shared with her husband in marital bliss. The bed that had recently been the scene of so many outrageous acts, it was hard to believe they had even happened. And as I sat there, bubbling over with excitement and wondering what came next, Kayla clapped her hands together twice, the sharp sound ringing out in the bedroom.  
 
    “Chastity boy, get in here,” my sister called out in a ringing voice that echoed almost as much as her handclaps had. And while I sat there spluttering with laughter, her pussy-whipped husband hurried down the hall toward us. 
 
    Charlie was naked. Lately, he so often was. Of course, his cock was hidden from view, locked away in the steel cage Kayla had given him for Christmas and had no intention of removing now. The chastity cage bounced with every step Charlie took, and just seeing it was a reminder of the power both I and Kayla held over him. It had to be a constant symbol of the same thing to him. He could never forget that his wife owned his cock now, and could never escape the sexual excitement it gave him to know it. Nor could he escape his place as our servant, forced to do whatever he was told in the faint hope of some sexual reward. 
 
    Kayla had set the whole thing up. Charlie was carrying a pair of black leather knee-high boots, a pair of Kayla’s boots that she was also lending to me for the evening. Modest enough to be acceptable in public, but with a distinctly dominant edge all the same. I knew exactly what my sister was up to. And it excited me as much as it excited her. 
 
    “Put Lady Ashley’s boots on for her, slave boy,” Kayla said arrogantly. “And be quick about it. She has a hot date tonight, and she doesn’t want to be late.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” came Charlie’s customary reply. He was used to being ordered around by now. He didn’t even hesitate. Stark naked, he dropped to his knees on the floor at my feet. And as I slowly raised one foot from the floor, extending my leg, Charlie took my foot reverently in his hand. Gently, he began to slide the boot up my leg. The feel of the warm leather against my skin and the sense of power that flowed through me as I sat down the edge of this man’s bed while he dressed me were intoxicating. Already, desire was bubbling inside me. I kept my legs crossed as Kayla’s short dress slid even higher up my legs, and I knew that just like me, Charlie couldn’t forget how close his face was to my pussy. Only the thinnest layer of fabric separated his mouth from my sex. And I knew as certain as I did that the sun would rise the next day that if I ordered him to, Charlie would gratefully and eagerly press his mouth to my pussy and get me off before I went to my date. 
 
    I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t tempted. After all, sexual desire was surging inside me now, brought on by the excitement of what was happening and anticipation of what was still to come. While I toyed with the idea, Charlie zipped the boot up. Another tremor of desire raced through me as I recrossed my legs, lifting my other foot from the floor so that my brother-in-law could put my other boot on. 
 
    “What are you two going to get up to while I’m out?” I asked, turning my smiling face to Kayla. She answered my smile with a wicked grin of her own. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure we’ll find some way to occupy the time,” she smirked. “Hopefully Charlie gets all his chores done first so we can have a bit of fun.” 
 
    I smiled again as arousal soared inside me. I knew all about what Kayla’s idea of fun looked like. It looked very like my own. And it was fun for Charlie too, even if his face at that moment seemed to suggest otherwise. Again, he was wearing that pained expression I knew so well, the mix of desire and frustration that had become Kayla’s husband’s trademark look. As he stared up at me and his wife from his knees, I felt again that sense of sexual power that pushed me on in these moments. The sense of being Lady Ashley, my dominant side rushing to the surface, fueled by just how easy it was to make these men submit. My doubts about what the evening had in store were rapidly evaporating, replaced by pure excitement at what lay ahead. Charlie consented so easily and so readily to being used like this. He loved it. And while Eric might not be quite so naturally submissive, there was no doubt that he had that side to his personality too. All I needed to be the dominant goddess of both our wildest fantasies was to bring it out of him. And with Charlie kneeling at my feet, horny and frustrated and silently pleading for some mercy, I felt like I could do anything. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kayla said, smiling down indulgently at her husband. “Now, get up and put some clothes on. You can drive Lady Ashley to her date.” 
 
    **** 
 
    As I stepped into the restaurant, I felt ten feet tall. Outside, Kayla and Charlie pulled away, heading home for some no doubt kinky activities. There was no certainty that Charlie would be getting any that night, but I suspected my sister would. Helping me get ready turned her on just like it did me. And knowing what they were up to inspired me to put aside my own doubts and persist in playing this game. It was just too much fun not to. 
 
    Eric had chosen the restaurant. I’d never been here before, but it seemed like an upscale kind of place. Maybe he was trying to impress me, I thought to myself with a silent chuckle. A pretty hostess showed me over to where Eric was already sitting. He knew not to keep his mistress waiting. Good. 
 
    And as I walked across the restaurant, I ignored the occasional look I got from other diners. My focus was all on Eric, and the way his face moved when he caught sight of me. He looked astounded. As though he had never seen anything quite so desirable. And that look on his handsome face pierced my heart, even as I tried not to let it show. Glad to see me. This poor boy wanted me so badly, it was intoxicating. 
 
    “Hi,” he said, rising to his feet as I approached the table. The hostess pulled out the chair for me, and I smiled my thanks at her as I took a seat, surreptitiously tugging at the hem of the dress that wanted to slide up to my hips and expose my underwear beneath the table. I felt incredibly self-conscious, but it was a good kind of self-consciousness, if that makes any sense. The kind that makes you inhabit your body fully, that makes you almost painfully aware of every move you make. The sexy kind, in other words. 
 
    “You look amazing,” Eric said with a smile as the hostess departed and he sat down again. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said automatically, and then silently cursed myself for it. A mistress doesn’t thank her slaves, especially not for stating a fact. I should have said I know or something similarly arrogant. Mentally, I vowed to do better next time. 
 
    “I’m really glad you came,” Eric said, his face shining as he smiled. “I really want to get to know you better.” 
 
    “Well, there isn’t much to know,” I said. “I’m just a regular girl who gets off on bossing boys around sometimes. That’s pretty much it.” Eric’s cheeks reddened slightly as I spoke, and I saw the glassy look that came into his eyes. It was adorable. The poor boy was absolutely smitten, and any reference I made to what we had done together with enough to get his motor running. A stray thought flashed through my mind as I wondered whether, underneath the table, Eric had an erection. And for whatever reason, I found myself hoping that he did. 
 
    “I’m sure there’s more to you than that,” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, there is,” I said. “But really, does it matter? We both know why we’re really here.” 
 
    “That’s not true,” Eric protested, a faint frown appearing on his face as he spoke. But with every minute that passed, I was getting less and less interested in small talk and more and more turned on. Probably Eric was a sweet guy. Probably he was right, and we ought to know something about each other besides our sexual preferences. But ultimately, it was sex that got us to the position we were in. It was sex that brought us together, that had given us both one of the most exciting nights of our lives. And after all, life is short. Too short, I was learning, not to get what you want out of it. 
 
    “Look, Eric, I’m sure you’re a nice guy,” I said, reaching across the table to lay a hand on his arm as I spoke. “But we don’t have to do this. We don’t have to do the dating, boyfriend-girlfriend thing. I told you, I have to go back home soon. So why don’t we just do our best to enjoy the time we have together right now?” 
 
    “But I want to do the dating thing,” Eric said. In spite of all my dominant posturing, the way he said it, combined with the look on his face, moved me. But this was no time to get soft. 
 
    “And that’s very sweet,” I said. “But I want to get off. And shouldn’t you be doing what your mistress says?” 
 
    That did it. As soon as I spoke the words, the look on Eric’s face changed. The slightly petulant expression of a man not getting what he wanted disappeared, replaced at once by a look of obvious desire. In that moment, I knew he was mine, completely. 
 
    “You’re amazing,” Eric said, shaking his head. 
 
    “Yes, I am,” I said. “Now, tell me something, slave boy. Do you have a hard on right now? Tell the truth.” 
 
    I leaned forward as I spoke, keeping my voice low as I pronounced the scandalous words. Eric looked as though he couldn’t believe what he was hearing, as though he had never heard anything so mind-blowing in his life. Perhaps he hadn’t, at least in public. And I was barely any less shocked than he was. But this was what he brought out of me. This was the mistress he had in part helped to create. This, fundamentally, was what we both wanted most of all. 
 
    “Yes,” Eric said, as a cheeky grin spread across his face. 
 
    “Good,” I smiled back at him. “Get it out.” 
 
    “What?” Eric asked. He hadn’t expected that. Honestly, neither had I. The immaculate white tablecloth of the restaurant had given me an idea, and I was determined to follow it. Yes, I was making it up as I went along, with no rules or grand strategy to guide me. But that had worked so well before, it made sense to give it another try. And that competitive spirit inside me reared its head again. Like I wanted to prove to myself that I didn’t need Kayla around to dominate a man, to be the mistress of his wildest dreams. I could be just as good a dominatrix she could. 
 
    “Take your cock out of your pants,” I commanded in a low voice. “No one will see. Just take it out and leave it out. I want to know what I’m doing to you.” 
 
    Eric hesitated for a while. I could hardly blame him for that. If he couldn’t believe what was happening, it was hardly surprised. But I knew the power of silence, too. Sitting across the table from him, I waited, still faintly smiling as I raised my eyebrows in an expression of mild surprise at his defiance. Just waiting. I didn’t need to say anything. If he wanted me, wanted what I could do to him, he had to do what I said. We both knew it. 
 
    And to my endless delight, Eric seemed to wilt. He shoulders slumped, just slightly but noticeably, and his hands strayed under the table. A sense of pure ecstatic triumph filled me as I watched him submit to my will. Right there in public, in a restaurant in front of everyone, he was giving into me completely. Surrendering, his ego no match for my sexual power. And my own ego was riding high, fueled by just how easy it was to take control of this man. Making him my sexual plaything with nothing but a tight dress, a pair of boots, and my wild words. 
 
    “Got it?” I asked as I watched Eric shifting in his seat, his hands finally reappearing above the table. Silently, he nodded, as though unable to bring himself to speak the words and tell me what he had done. But I wasn’t having that. Over the course of my adventures with Kayla and Charlie, I had learned how powerful it was to keep talking. 
 
    “Address me properly,” I said sternly. “You don’t have to do it loudly. But you do have to do it so I can hear. So that I know you remember your place and haven’t gotten too big for you boots in the few days since we were last together. Go on. You know what to call me.” 
 
    Again, I waited. And again, Eric wilted. He leaned forward, his eyes moving over my face as though he couldn’t quite believe what I was doing to him, but couldn’t hope to resist it. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” he said, practically groaning as he spoke. And it took all the self-control I had not to burst out laughing at the show of total and utter submission. 
 
    “Good,” I purred in what I hoped was a seductive voice. “That’s a good boy. Now, let’s see how much it turns you on submitting to me.” 
 
    With that, I leaned back in my chair. I raised one booted foot from the floor, smiling at my date as I blindly sought him under the table. And Eric gasped as he felt my foot on his cock. The toe of my boot slid over his shaft, and I smiled as I felt the slightly yielding rigidity of male flesh. He hadn’t been lying. He was hugely turned on. And I could feel that arousal throbbing against the soul of my boot as I tapped my foot playfully on his cock, watching him squirm as the sensitive flesh bounced to my touch. 
 
    “Very nice,” I said, keeping my foot between Eric’s legs as I spoke. And unsurprisingly, he made no attempt to push me away. “How hungry are you, slave boy?” 
 
    Eric didn’t immediately understand me. I didn’t expect that he would. I was deliberately being cryptic, and in his desperately aroused state, he didn’t have much mental bandwidth to think through what I was saying. He could only guess where I was going with this. He could only come along for the ride. 
 
    “Pretty hungry, Lady Ashley,” he said uncertainly, his eyes scanning my face for some clue as to what I was up to. 
 
    “Good,” I said again. “I have an appetizer in mind for you. Put that thing away and come with me.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
       
            
                
            
        
    
   
    Christmas With Kayla: Parts 19-24 
 
    19. Dinner For One 
 
      
 
    Eric rose from the restaurant table just as I did. At least he had the presence of mind to put his cock away first. In the state of desperate arousal he was in, that wasn’t a sure thing. Even as I smiled, I almost felt a little sorry for him. He had had an idea of what this date was going to be, and now it was turning into something completely different. But after all, wasn’t that the point? To reinforce his lack of power and remind him that I had the final say in everything we did together. This date was going to go exactly how I wanted it to go, and his ideas were basically irrelevant. That was what we both wanted, and that was what was happening. 
 
    I could barely believe myself what I was doing. But Eric’s ready submission to me turned me on. With him ready to do whatever I said, just about anything seemed possible. And I pushed aside the part of my brain that shrieked doubts and questions about what I was doing, that yelled what if? over and over again. It was no match for the part of me that said, why not? 
 
    And so, taking Eric by the hand, I led him through the restaurant he had chosen for our first date that was already completely out of his control. A few heads turned to watch us go. After all, in the skintight black dress and high-heeled knee-high boots I had borrowed from my sister, I was dressed to make an impression. And at that moment, the only impression I really cared about was the one I was making on Eric. He was following along behind me as meek as a lamb, his hand warm in mine and his cock, I knew, throbbing inside his dress pants as he waited to see what I had planned for him. With a mischievous grin, I wondered if anyone noticed the bulge of desire in those dress pants. But I didn’t turn around to look. Instead, I led Eric across the restaurant toward the bathrooms. And it was only when I pushed aside the door to the ladies room that my date finally balked. 
 
    “I can’t go in there,” he said in a kind of strangled whisper, his eyes darting around the restaurant to see if anyone was looking at us. So far, nobody was. We both knew that that could change in an instant. And in its own way, that added to the thrill of this crazy moment. To know that we were risking discovery, risking it all for some momentary fun. Easier for me, I suppose. I didn’t live in this town. I’d never see any of these people again. But at that moment, I was so turned on that I wouldn’t have cared even if I did live here. The sexual tension of the moment was just too wild for either of us to resist. 
 
    “Of course you can,” I said, tugging on Eric’s hand in mine. “If your mistress commands it. Which I do. So hurry up and get in there before anyone sees us.” 
 
    Without waiting for a reply, I dragged him through the open door of the bathroom with me. Fortunately, it was unoccupied. The beautifully decorated bathroom was small, with only a couple of stalls on the opposite walls from the sinks. Pushing aside one door, I dragged Eric inside. In the cramped space, our bodies pressed against one another, I reached past him to lock the door behind us. 
 
    “You’re crazy,” Eric said, not for the first time. 
 
    “Say it,” I growled, panting with the force of desire as I stared wild-eyed at my date. “Say it nice and loud so I can hear you properly. Call me what I make you call me.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Eric said. He spoke slowly, smiling as his lips formed the words. He spoke loudly too, knowing as well as I did that we were finally alone. His voice echoed back from the expensively-tiled walls, and I bit my lip at the sound of them, a tremor of lust passing through me as he spoke. It felt so unbelievably good be called that, to know the wild power I held over this horny man. Already, I practically felt like I was melting with sheer lust. 
 
    “Get down on your fucking knees,” I snarled. 
 
    Still smiling, Eric did as he was told. Right there in the restaurant bathroom, he dropped to his knees on the cold floor, looking up at me with undisguised desire. But I was no longer smiling. Now, I was practically snarling, like a wild animal possessed by the force of my lust. I was back in the headspace when nothing mattered but sex, when even the most outrageous desires seemed like no more than I deserved. When it became acceptable to treat a man I barely knew like an expendable plaything, like an object that existed purely and solely from my sexual gratification. And knowing how badly he wanted just that only heightens the desire 
 
    “How badly do you want me right now, slave boy?” I growled. 
 
    “So badly, Lady Ashley,” Eric said as he gazed up at me from his knees. He never looked cuter than at those moments, when desire for me showed so plainly on his face that it looked as though he would faint if he didn’t get what he wanted. I placed my hands on my hips, smoothing the clinging fabric of my tight dress, taunting my boy toy with the curves of my body that strained the elastic properties of the garment. 
 
    “Then beg for me,” I sneered. “Beg me for the privilege to be allowed to touch me.” 
 
    “Please, Lady Ashley,” Eric said. He didn’t even hesitate. Now, his desire was raging inside him, making him forget about everything else just like it did for me. I could do anything I wanted now. “Please let me touch you, Laid Ashley,” Eric went on. “Please let me please you. I’ll do whatever you say, I promise.” 
 
    “You’re fucking right you will,” I said. Raising one foot from the floor, I stepped forward. Kayla’s tight dress slid high up my thighs as I pressed the sharp heel of one boot against Eric’s shoulder. The muscle in my leg tensed as I pushed him back against the locked door of the bathroom stall. The lock rattled, and he raised his hands to hold my calf through the leather of my boot, wincing slightly as I dug the heel deeper into his skin.  
 
    At the same time, I reached up under my dress. Strained to its limit, the skirt snapped back above my hips, exposing my underwear to my horny slave boy. Sliding my fingers under the fabric, I began to pull it down. Slowly, teasingly, taunting Eric with every inch of my body as I battled against the resistance of the elastic, I pulled my panties down. Rolling them down my thighs, I lifted my foot off Eric’s shoulder, and my boot heel rapped sharply on the floor. Bending at the waist, my ponytail hanging down over one shoulder, I pushed my panties down past my knees and let them fall around my ankles. Lifting one foot out of them, I raised the other foot and lifted my underwear off the floor with it.  
 
    Eric watched my every move as I took my underwear in my hand. Then I stepped closer toward him. With the locked door of the bathroom stall behind him, there was nowhere for him to go. My bare pussy was right in front of his face as I grabbed a fistful of his short hair and pushed his head back. With the other hand, I forced my wet panties over his nose and mouth. All the while, Eric kept his hands at his sides. He lifted them for a moment as though he wanted either to stop me, or to touch me. But then he thought better of it. Hidden from his gaze for now, I smirked, knowing just how much control I had in this wild situation. 
 
    “Smell them,” I growled at my date. “Smell how fucking wet it makes me when you call me Lady Ashley.” 
 
    And he did. Kneeling there on the bathroom floor, submissive Eric inhaled deeply, drawing air through the moist panties I held against his nose and mouth. Between my legs, I could feel more wetness running down the inside of my thighs, my juices flowing like a waterfall at the thought of what was about to happen. This horny man was completely in my thrall, and I had every intention of taking full advantage of that erotic fact. And as had happened in the past, the more easily Eric let me dominate him, the more my sadistic impulses came to the fore. Things I would never have imagined coming up with rose in my mind, as though I were possessed by the spirit of total sexual control. 
 
    “Do you have your phone with you? ” I said. Eric groaned into the panties covering his nose and mouth as he nodded his head in reply. I had left mine and the purse I carried to the restaurant back at the table, an action I now regretted. 
 
    “Give it to me,” I ordered. Still with my underwear pressed against his face, Eric fumbled in his pocket and fished out his cell phone. He handed it to me, and I unlocked the screen. Then, with my other hand, I lifted the panties away from his face. Smirking in triumph down at my captive boy toy, I balled up the panties in my fist. 
 
    “Open your mouth and keep it open,” I said. And once again, Eric meekly did as I told him. He opened his mouth wide, and I stuffed my underwear inside, pushing it all the way in with my thumb while I laughed out loud at his submissive compliance. Then, once my panties filled his mouth completely, I lifted his phone in my other hand. Eric’s eyes went wide in surprise as I took a picture of him kneeling on the bathroom floor, gagged with my underwear. After taking a couple more, I sent the photos to my own phone, feeling a momentary flush of satisfaction to see that I was still listed as Lady Ashley in his contacts. Then I handed the phone back to him. Silently, Eric took the device and slipped it back into the pocket of his pants. Gazing up at me with my underwear filling his mouth, he looked completely ridiculous. Completely mine. 
 
    “Take those things out of your mouth, slave,” I growled. Without giving Eric the chance to react, I reached toward his mouth and did it myself. My panties were wet with his saliva as I pulled them in a long string out between Eric’s lips. Holding them out in my hand, I handed them to him. Eric seemed uncertain again as he took the wet fabric from me. 
 
    “Keep them,” I barked. “Something to remember me by when I leave town.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Eric said in a toneless voice. I watched with satisfaction as he balled up my underwear and stuffed it into the pocket of his pants. But now I had another job I needed him for. My body was tingling with wild desire, and I was in no mood to wait any longer. My dress was already up around my hips and rising toward my waist, my pussy completely and brazenly on display. Extending a finger, I pointed down at the wet slit of my sex that hovered in front of Eric’s face. 
 
    “Lick me, slave,” I grinned at him. “Eat my pussy like a good boy should.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    From the look on Eric’s face as I issued my latest command, there wasn’t much I could tell him that he would be more eager to do. Remaining on his knees, he slid forward across the bathroom floor. I felt his hands on my ass, his fingers sinking slightly into the flesh as he grabbed me. He held my pelvis as he buried his face between my thighs, his lips and tongue already reaching and searching out my pleasure. I groaned as I felt his tongue slide inside me, parting the sensitive folds of my sex that was already open and receptive to him. Pleasure soared through my body as he made out with my womanhood, licking and kissing and pressing his face against me as though he never wanted to be anywhere else. 
 
    And I surrendered totally. I let my cries of passion bring out in the echoing space of the restaurant bathroom. I let my body respond to the movements of his mouth, feeling a budding orgasm already building inside me. Nothing else mattered. This was what it was all about, the pure joyful selfishness of desire, taking what I wanted from this man who would seemingly let me do anything. As powerful tremors shook my body, I reached out, bracing myself with my hands on the walls of the bathroom stall. I closed my eyes, my legs shaking on either side of Eric’s buried face as he continued worshiping my body. Finally, the great spasm came. I closed my eyes, puffing and panting and arching my back, thrusting my pussy against his face even more. And with a wild cry, I let myself go completely, my whole body trembling while a violent storm of pleasure vibrated through me. 
 
    As the wave crested and fell back, I stumbled. Overcome, I sat down heavily on the toilet behind me. Eric stayed on his knees, still gazing up at me, the expression of deep desire never leaving his face as it shone with the juices of my greedy pleasure. I didn’t try to hold back the smile that showed on my lips. He had done what I told him to do. He had given me what I wanted. And even as I basked in the afterglow of a powerful orgasm, I wanted him as badly as ever. At the same time, I knew that a large portion of my sexual power came from not giving him what he wanted. Controlling Eric also meant controlling myself. At least to some degree.  
 
    And unbidden, I thought of Kayla and Charlie and what they might be getting up to back at the house. I thought of my brother-in-law, locked away by his cruel wife, and the power it gave her to control his sexual pleasure. I thought of the conversation I had with Eric, his strange curiosity about Charlie’s predicament. Staring at the man kneeling in front of me, I felt again as though I were on the verge of some great adventure. As though some bright new world were opening up front of me. As though I wasn’t going to go home soon and never see this submissive man again. 
 
    Eric was looking at me with an expression I knew well. One I had seen on both his face and Charlie’s face before. It was an almost predatory look, the look a lion might give a gazelle. Except this lion was caged. I had the only key that could free him. And my sadistic side wanted only to keep him caged. 
 
    “There’s your appetizer,” I said with a smile. “Now, let’s go back out there and you can buy me dinner.”  
 
    For a moment, Eric looked shocked. As though he hadn’t expected this level of cruelty from me, even though we both knew he should have. It was hardly the first time I had treated him in this way. And to his credit, he recovered quickly. Without saying a word, he rose easily to his feet. I smiled again to see the bulge in front of his pants that was testament to his ongoing erection, his raging desire. The poor boy couldn’t resist me. And in that moment, I felt pretty damn irresistible myself. 
 
    Rising from the toilet, I stood and pulled my dress down around my thighs. Now more than ever, I felt just how tight and short it was, now that I wore no underwear beneath it. But that, I knew, was all part of the fun. Once I was covered, I stepped toward Eric and unlocked the door of the bathroom stall. Our bodies pressed together again in the tight space, and I resisted the sudden urge to kiss him. Instead, I pulled open the door of the stall as he stepped aside to allow me past. 
 
    And when I stepped out into the elegant restaurant bathroom, my heart froze. 
 
    We were no longer alone. There was a woman standing next to the bathroom sinks, leaning on the countertop with her arms folded. She was middle-aged, probably somewhere in her 40s. When she saw me, her eyebrows rose on her head, and a smile broke across her face. I watched her eyes travel from me to Eric, looking him up and down while I felt shame and embarrassment echoing inside me. I could only imagine how Eric must feel as he emerged blinking from the bathroom stall. 
 
    “Well, sounds like you two were having fun in there.” 
 
    Relief washed over me to see the woman at least seemed to find what we had been up to funny. Knowing I had to take control of the situation, I smiled back at her. And a new possibility arose in my mind, a new way to put my humble boy toy Family in his place. To remind him just how little say he had in anything that happened. 
 
    “Well, I’m sure you know how it is,” I said, gripping Eric’s arm as he stood beside me. “Sometimes a girl just has to take what she wants.” 
 
    The woman shook her head, looking me up and down instead of Eric now. 
 
    “My husband would never do that for me,” she said. “He’d never risk his reputation getting caught doing something naughty in a bathroom stall.” 
 
    “Well maybe you need to make him,” I said, squeezing Eric’s with my fingers as I spoke. “It’s not easy training these boys to serve us properly. But it’s so worth it when you do.” 
 
    The woman laughed, and I laughed with her. Eric didn’t say a word, but beside me, I could feel that he was absolutely mortified by this new development. And that only made the whole situation even funnier to me. Even more delicious. I was getting such a kick out of his embarrassment that I almost felt bad. But as I led Eric toward the door of the bathroom, I knew that this, too, was exactly what he wanted. 
 
    “Have a good night,” I called over my shoulder to the watching woman. 
 
    “I’d wish you the same, but I already know you will,” she replied. Laughing, I led silent Eric back out into the buzz of the restaurant, threading our way back through the tables toward where we were sitting before. I sat down, and he sat down across the table from me, still silent, an unreadable expression on his face. Under the table, I tapped my foot against his shin. 
 
    “Are you okay?” 
 
    With a start, Eric seemed to come to himself. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, and then more firmly, “yes, Lady Ashley. That was just… that was so embarrassing!” 
 
    “Yeah, I bet it was,” I grinned. “But don’t act like that doesn’t turn you on. If I were to put my foot on your cock again right now, it would be rockhard, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Eric ruefully admitted, making me laugh again. 
 
    “I knew it. You boys are just too easy to mess with. Your little egos are too fragile not to poke every now and then.” 
 
    At that moment, a waitress appeared beside our table. I felt my face flush in embarrassment again as I wondered if the staff had guessed what we were up to when we disappeared from our table. But that was nothing compared to the discomfort Eric was so plainly feeling. He could barely meet the young woman’s eyes, instead peering down at the menu in front of him as though it could save him the embarrassment of knowing what I had just made him do. 
 
    “Can I start you guys off with any appetizers?” the waitress asked. 
 
    “No,” I grinned at her. “He’s already had his.” 
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    “it was actually a really good date.” 
 
    “Clearly.” 
 
    Kayla’s devilish smile told me in no uncertain terms exactly what she meant. She sat beside me on the sofa, dressed in yoga pants and a T-shirt. After all, Queen Kayla didn’t need to wear anything fancy to demonstrate her total domination over her submissive husband. Then again, neither did I. But I found it helped.  
 
    And I was still wearing what I had worn to my date, the tight black dress and the black boots that went with it. To my mild surprise, Eric hadn’t even suggested going home with me once dinner was over, or me going home with him. If he had asked, I wasn’t sure how I would’ve responded. All through dinner, that same sexual energy was burning and boiling inside me, and I was definitely in the mood for a repeat session of our New Year’s Day adventures. But Eric didn’t seem to want to push his luck, and I was fine with that too. Instead, he dropped me off outside my sister’s house where I could see the light still burning in the living room. We kissed goodbye, my body tingling as I felt his lips move on mine. Eric seemed like he wanted to say something more, like there was something weighing on his mind that he wasn’t sure how to vocalize. But he didn’t. And I didn’t ask.  
 
    Instead, I said goodbye and stepped out of his car, my high heels echoing on the pavement that led to Kayla’s door. I was smiling as I went, my mind and my heart filled with the sheer kinkiness of everything that had happened during the holidays. But there was a sadness there too. Eric had feelings for me. That much was clear. And in another life, maybe something might have happened between us. Something other than naughty sex games of power and control. Something more meaningful. But it wasn’t going to happen now. 
 
    “I don’t mean that,” I said with a frown. “I mean, yeah, it was fun. It was hot. But we actually got on really well after that, too. He’s a really good guy.” 
 
    “Oh, don’t tell me,” Kayla said, shaking her head to make her dark hair sway around her face. 
 
    “What? No! No, I’m not getting my heart broken here. It was what it was. We had a lot of fun together, and we like each other. That’s it. Nothing’s going to happen beyond that. I have to go back to my real life. Maybe next time I’m in town, we might hook up again. But probably not. Maybe it’s better just to leave it as is. A fund memory for us both to look back on.” 
 
    “If you say so,” Kayla said. I love my big sister, but sometimes, she can be infuriating. That knowing smirk would drive anyone crazy. But I tried to push that aside. After all, we had had such a great time together on this vacation. We had discovered a side to each other and of ourselves that neither of us had ever imagined before. Whatever else happened, neither of us were ever going to forget this kinky Christmas holiday. 
 
    “I can’t believe you’re leaving in a couple of days,” Kayla said. 
 
    “I know, I replied. “This has been crazy. I can’t believe it was only a couple of weeks ago that everything was totally normal between us, and now look. Now you’ve got your husband as your personal sex slave. Amazing.” 
 
    “Charlie, get out here,” Kayla called, raising her head as she summoned her husband to where we sat in the living room. After a moment, Charlie appeared. As usual, he was naked except for the steel chastity that hung from his cock, making him into his wife’s property. Kayla wore the key to Charlie’s cock around her neck seemingly permanently now, forever in control of her husband’s sexuality. Again, I thought of how Eric had seemed so curious about Charlie’s situation, and felt another flush of desire inside me. 
 
    “On your knees,” Kayla ordered in a tone of voice that made it clear she didn’t imagine for a moment she might be disobeyed. And she wasn’t. Charlie dropped at once to his knees on the living room floor, gazing up at us both in acceptance of our total authority over him. Again, I felt that shiver of lust I so often felt at times like this. The intoxication that comes with knowing just how much outrageous power you have over another person. “Lady Ashley’s going back home soon,” Kayla said patronizingly to her husband. “How do you feel about that?” 
 
    “Sad, Queen Kayla,” Charlie said while Kayla and I laughed out loud. 
 
    “I bet you do,” Kayla said. “Now you will only have one dominant goddess to serve. Still, I think I’m probably enough for you, aren’t I?” 
 
    “Of course, Mistress Kayla,” Charlie said hurriedly. He knew what my sister wanted to hear, and he knew just how important it was to give it to her. Kayla’s eyes were shining as she gloated over her husband, knowing just how much power she had. 
 
    “Well, she’s not gone yet,” Kayla said. “And I think you should take this opportunity to show my sister just how much she means to you, and just how much you’ll miss her when she’s gone. Go on, honey. Crawl over here and grovel at Ashley’s feet.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Immediately, Charlie began to crawl forward. As he approached me, lowering his face to the floor, I felt another wave of arousal inside me. The feel of his lips against my foot through the leather of the boots I was wearing was just as incredible as it always was, just as wildly exciting as the very first time this man had been made to submit to me. In its way, it was a nice little conclusion to our sexy adventures, a symbol of all that had passed between us. 
 
    But in that moment, horny and excited as I was, it wasn’t going to be enough. 
 
    “Forget about that, chastity boy,” I snarled while Kayla giggled beside me. “I have something much better you can lick.” 
 
    And right there in front of them both, I shifted on the sofa, sliding Kayla’s skintight dress up toward my hips again. Shamelessly, I parted my thighs, and Charlie raised his head from my feet with a look of excitement on his handsome face. With only the merest glance at his wife, Charlie lowered his head between my thighs and beginning to submissively lick my streaming pussy. And my sister, laughing, watched the whole spectacle as I sexually dominated her husband all over again. 
 
    It feels so good to be in charge. So much better than I ever imagined it would. And as sparks of pleasure raced up and down my spine in response to Charlie’s licks and kisses, I knew that no matter what else happened, I was always going to hold onto this. 
 
    

  

 
   
    20. Kayla Checks In 
 
      
 
    I woke up panting. As breathless as though I had just run a marathon, my body on fire with the strange dreams I had been having. Dreams that merged memory with fantasy, that brought to life the outrageous things I had done over the Christmas holidays and put new and almost terrifying spins on them. Waking before the sun, it took me a moment to remember where I was. In my own small apartment, thousands of miles away from Kayla and Charlie and Eric. Back to my regular life. Taking up my phone, I squinted against the uncomfortably bright light of the screen and groaned when I saw the time. Too late to try and go back to sleep, even if such a thing were possible. Better, probably, just to accept defeat and get up. 
 
    But something was buzzing away inside me. Something remorseless and insistent. Reaching a hand down between my legs, I felt the wetness of my pussy. I felt the deep arousal that burned inside me. I felt desire, again, the same desire that had been all but haunting me throughout the holidays. The unstoppable sexual excitement of a woman who’s finally discovered herself. Who has finally learned just what makes her tick. 
 
    It was unignorable. And I had a long time still to go before I had to be at work. Growling in a mixture of resignation and desire, I slid my fingers over my trembling lips, drawing sparks from my body that was more than ready for this. In fact, I was totally primed after the dream I had had, already almost on the verge of explosion. I couldn’t resist, and I didn’t even want to. 
 
    Lying there in bed, I conjured up the memories of the Christmas holidays. The feel of Charlie’s lips pressed against my boot as he begged me for sex. The look on Eric’s face when I touched his cock with my shoe. The incredible sense of power I felt as I made a man I barely knew eat me out in the bathroom of a restaurant, then buy me dinner afterwards. It was all completely intoxicating, and far wilder and more thrilling than even my fantasies used to be. Groaning in pleasure, I curled my fingers up inside myself, seeking out that magical button that I knew would make me explode. I imagined myself all dressed up in full dominatrix gear, tight leather and tall boots, riding crop in hand, lording it over a harem of submissive boy toys, Charlie and Eric among them. I thought of Charlie’s cock, still under lock and key, completely owned by Kayla. 
 
    And with a loud shivering cry, I exploded in orgasm. 
 
    For a while after, I just lay there. Enjoying the afterglow that comes from an orgasm, mingled in this case with a slight sense of shame. There’s nothing wrong with masturbation, of course. But it wasn’t what I really wanted. It did well enough at relieving the high pressure of the sexual desire I felt, but it was no substitute for the real thing. And again, I felt slightly jealous of my sister, who was married and owned her husband’s cock and could order him to please her whenever she wanted. I wondered if that was what they were doing right now. I wondered when was the last time Kayla had taken pity on her husband and allowed him an orgasm. Had Charlie cum in the few days since I was at their house? Or was he still as locked-up and desperate to please as he had been while I was there? 
 
    But these were the kind of thoughts that weren’t going to help me get through a workday. So, pulling myself out of bed with some difficulty, I headed for the shower, trying to push aside the thoughts of sex and domination the plagued me in both my waking and sleeping moments. There was no escape from what we had done over the Christmas holidays, I was learning. And even more, I was learning that I didn’t want there to be. 
 
    **** 
 
      
 
    By the time the weekend arrived, I was feeling strangely nervous. Via text, I had arranged a call with Kayla. There was nothing unusual about that, of course. We were as close as ever, and made a point of keeping in regular contact with one another. But this was our first chat since the Christmas holidays. I couldn’t ignore the significance of that. It wasn’t that I thought anything would change between the two of us. I was past that particular worry. Yes, my sister and I had now seen one another in the throes of passion, in the extremity of orgasm. But it didn’t change who we were as people. To her husband, she might now be Queen Kayla, the dominant mistress of his darkest and sexiest dreams. But to me, she was still just my sister K. 
 
    Still, I wondered how our conversation would go. I wondered if we would talk about what had happened. We had already talked the subject to death, more or less. We both knew where we stood and how we felt about our adventures. And we knew how her husband felt about them too. That didn’t mean I didn’t have some doubts about what was going to happen. 
 
    My nervousness peaked as the phone rang and I waited for my sister to pick up. And yet, the minute she did, appearing on the screen of my laptop as I sat with it balanced on my knees, my nerves vanished. What replaced them was a deep delight at seeing her again, and a rapidly growing sense of excitement. Because clearly, Kayla had already decided how she wanted this call to go. And right away, I could see this wasn’t going to just be some ordinary catch-up session between sisters. 
 
    Kayla was wearing that dress. The dress I had bought her for Christmas, the racy black leather number that simply screamed domination. Her body was squeezed into it, shaped and enhanced by the tight corset built into the garment. She looked incredible. And she knew it. As soon as she appeared on the screen in front of me, I could see the confidence that practically radiated off her. The sense of total self possession that comes from knowing you look like a goddess. It was a feeling I knew well myself. A feeling I missed already in the few days since I had last felt it. 
 
    “Oh, I didn’t realize it was going to be that kind of call,” I said with a laugh. And Kayla smiled back at me, her eyes glowing blue and framed by her dark hair that matched her black dress as she looked at me through the camera. 
 
    “It’s always that kind of call now,” Kayla said. “Something about having his cock locked away makes everything sexy. Even when we are not doing anything. Just knowing I can have him drop to his knees and worship the ground I walk on makes me feel like a goddess, every moment of every day.” 
 
    “I bet,” I murmured appreciatively. “And where is your submissive husband right now?” 
 
    Without speaking, Kayla moved the phone she was holding that was functioning as a camera. Raising her arm, she tilted it up above her, giving me a wider view of the living room. Kayla was sitting on the couch, her long legs crossed, what looked like acres of her thighs exposed by the tiny skirt of the dress she wore. On her feet, she was wearing the same strappy black high heels she had worn with that dress before. And there was Charlie, naked or close to it, crouching on hands and knees on the floor of his own living room with his lips pressed to his wife’s feet. Worshiping her like the goddess she looked like. A spasm of lust pass through me at the sight, and I had to suppress a faint groan of excitement at seeing what was going on. Maybe it wasn’t the biggest surprise in the world. After all, Kayla loved these games as much as I did, and with a willing husband to play them with, she could indulge herself whenever she felt like. I would have done exactly the same in her position. But I still felt that faint stab of jealousy, or at least envy. That tiny regret that I didn’t have what Kayla had. Charlie looked so cute, crouched there on the floor in the most submissive posture imaginable, worshiping his wife at her command. And the key that hung on a chain around Kayla’s neck only added to her image of complete and total sexual authority. I wanted to look like that. I wanted to be dressed like that, enjoying the worship of a naked man. Most of all, I wanted the power Kayla had. The pure power of knowing that her husband wanted her so desperately, he would endure any indignity for the hope of having her. 
 
    “You’re so lucky,” I said. “I wish I had a little slave boy here with me right now.” 
 
    “Oh really?” Kayla said, arching her eyebrows as she smiled at me. “And what would you do with him if you did? Charlie, say hi to Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Hi, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said obediently as he raised his head from Kayla’s feet to look up at the camera she held high above him. The look of shame and desire on his face was intoxicating, bringing everything I had experienced at their place over the Christmas holidays back in a flash. I felt at once as though I were in the room with them, as though our kinky games had never stopped. And I couldn’t ignore the heat rising through my body, making my skin prickle and flush as I watched. I wanted him. I wanted my brother-in-law. But more specifically, I wanted what my sister had. The total power she was enjoying, the sheer sexiness she exuded as she sat like a queen on a throne above her husband. Kayla was absolutely irresistible, and she knew it. She knew it just as well as her submissive husband did. 
 
    “Probably exactly what you’re doing, to start,” I said in answer to Kayla’s question. At the same time, Charlie returned to his humiliating task, passionately kissing his wife’s toes. For now, Kayla ignored him. As though there was nothing at all unusual about what she was doing. As though it was only right that her husband worship at her feet. All part of the game, I knew. All part of the role she was playing. She played it so well, it seemed impossible to believe it was anything other than completely real. Not for the first time, I found myself hoping that I pulled off the role dominant of a mistress half as well as my older sister did. 
 
    “It’s a good place to start,” Kayla smiled. “Really puts him in his place. But then what?” 
 
    “Well, once I was sure he’d learned his lesson, I might allow him to work his way up. Slowly,” I added as Kayla went on smiling at me. I didn’t know exactly what was happening here, where we were going with this. But I had learned not to ask those kinds of questions anymore. I had learned to just go along for the ride. That way, I had found, I was capable of surprising even myself. 
 
    “I’d let him kiss my legs and remind him just how lucky he was to be touching any part of me,” I added. 
 
    On-screen, Kayla turned her head 
 
    “Hear that, honey?” she said with a smile. “Lady Ashley is telling me how to dominate you. And you’ll do whatever my sister says, won’t you, chastity boy?” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla,” Charlie panted between kisses. “Yes, Lady Ashley.” Both my sister and I laughed at that, enjoying Charlie’s ready submission to our will. 
 
    “That’s what I thought,” Kayla said with a satisfied smile. 
 
    “Slowly,” I repeated as Charlie’s mouth began to move higher on my sister’s legs. “Savor this privilege. Your wife is a fucking goddess, and you better remember that.” 
 
    “I do, lady Ashley,” Charlie said. Both me and Kayla laughed again as her husband’s mouth moved over her skin, slowly climbing up her long legs. With every inch he rose, the excitement seemed to grow. Not just his, not just Kayla’s, but mine as well. As he reached her knee, I felt myself suddenly short of breath. I felt sexual energy boiling inside me, and a wild urge to do something about it. I gripped my thighs, my fingertips sinking slightly into the skin through the pants I was wearing. Charlie wasn’t the only one feeling deep sexual desire in that moment. In my own way, I was as frustrated as he was. And even though my genitals were locked away the way his were, I was limited in what I could do about it. I hadn’t expected to be having phone sex with the two of them when I made my regular call. But now that I was, pleasure was all I could think about. 
 
    It felt so unbelievably good to be giving Charlie orders again, to be in charge even from a distance. With the laptop balanced on my lap, nobody could see what I was doing. Nobly could see my hand creeping higher between my thighs, reaching toward the heat of my crotch. And if they had been able to see, I knew they wouldn’t care. All of us were long past the point of being shy about these things in front of one another. 
 
    Charlie kept kissing, and Kayla let him. She sat there smiling down at him, smiling occasionally at me too, thoroughly enjoying this latest display of complete female domination of her husband. For once, she was seemingly willing to be passive. That was fine by me. I kept my eyes on the screen, my invisible hand busy between my legs, rubbing my throbbing pussy through the fabric of my clothes as my brother-in-law debased himself for our sexual pleasure. 
 
    “Stop there,” I ordered. Charlie’s eyes flashed toward the camera his wife held, just for moment, before returning to her. And Kayla was still smiling, her teeth showing now as she bit her lower lip, clearly wildly excited by everything that was going on. In their own ways, both of them were getting off on letting me take charge. That was fine by me. It was just as much of a thrill for me as it clearly was for them to take control like this. 
 
    “Do you wish you were licking Queen Kayla’s pussy right now, slave boy?” I growled. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said, his voice trembling with exquisite desire and frustration. 
 
    “Then you know what you have to do,” I said, smirking like the absolute bitch I felt like at that moment, the bad bitch I wanted more than anything to be. “You have to beg me for permission to go down on your wife.” 
 
    Kayla shrieked with laughter, as well she might. And I couldn’t keep the smile off my own face either. But that didn’t mean I was anything less than totally serious. And Charlie knew that. He knew me well enough by now to know how I got at moments like this. How my desire took me over completely, making even the most outrageous ideas seem somehow reasonable. And so he didn’t try to argue or to reason with me, knowing it was impossible. Instead, he did the safest thing he could in the circumstances. He did exactly as he was told. 
 
    “Please, Lady Ashley,” he said, sounding every bit as pathetic and broken as I wanted him to. “Please let me lick Queen Kayla’s delicious pussy. Please let me give her pleasure, please.” 
 
    “Delicious?” Kayla said with a smile. “That’s a new one.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said thoughtfully, enjoying the look of torment on Charlie’s handsome face as I spoke. “I don’t know if I call that satisfactory begging. I’m just not sure you want to eat her pussy badly enough.” 
 
    “I do, Lady Ashley!” Charlie begged while my sister howled with laughter. “Please, I want it more than anything!” 
 
    “Anything?” I said. “You’re going to regret saying that, but okay. If you want it more than anything, you’re going to have to prove it. Would you give up your next orgasm for the privilege of tasting that delicious pussy?” 
 
    Kayla gasped in shock as I spoke. I was hardly any less shocked myself. I could barely believe the words that were coming out of me. Then again, that was hardly a new experience for me. That was how it went when we played like this. That spirit was taking over again, making the most outrageous words and actions seem acceptable. Making them seem desirable. Making even the outrageous seem ordinary. 
 
    Charlie hesitated. For a long while, he said nothing. He seemed almost afraid to speak, afraid of what might come out of my mouth next. In his position, I would have been scared to. In fact, as it was, I was almost afraid of myself. I had no more idea of what I might say or do next than he did. I only knew that I had complete power in this outrageous situation, and I intended to use it to the fullest. 
 
    And I had learned the power of silence. While Charlie set their hesitating, I simply waited. Letting him sit in the silence after my words. Letting him know I wasn’t going to change my mind. I wasn’t joking. I wasn’t going to take pity on him. I was going to force him to make this choice, to make a decision that, ultimately, was only going to hurt him one way or another. If he chose his own pleasure over that of his wife, I didn’t know what I would do in response. But in the sadistic mood I was in, I knew I would find some way to punish him. And Charlie knew it too. At the same time, I could only imagine how wild his desire was in that moment. My own desire seemed almost unbearable, and I had had an orgasm just the day before. 
 
    Still, no one said anything. The drama played itself out for now in silence, an unspoken battle of Charlie’s will against mine. It was hardly a fair fight. But that was what made it all the more delicious. 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Charlie finally said. He mumbled the words, as though afraid to speak them out loud. As though he somehow hoped that if I didn’t fully hear him, it would be like he hadn’t said them. But I did, and he had. And as I laughed out loud in wild triumph, I heard Kayla’s laughter echoing my own. We had our slave so completely in our power, it was unbelievable. But it was reality. 
 
    “On my God,” Kayla crowed, covering her mouth for a moment with both her hands, her wedding ring shining in the light to match the luster of her sexy dress as she moved. “I can’t believe he agreed to that!” 
 
    “He’s smart to,” I said. “He knows if he didn’t, we’d just punish him even more.” 
 
    I tried to keep my voice even and calm as I spoke. But inside, I was a raging storm of outrageous desire. My hand was moving up and down more forcefully now between my legs, my fingers pressing against my pussy and bringing waves of desire that crashed through my body in silent bliss. Maybe my growing arousal showed in my voice, but I didn’t care. Once again, I was in that place were nothing mattered except sex. Where pleasure was the only law, and the darker it was, the better. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s probably true,” Kayla agreed. “Honestly, I hadn’t really decided when I was next going to let him out. I still don’t think he’s earned it. But I am starting to feel like I could use a good fuck.” 
 
    “Well, you don’t need his cock for that,” I said, prompting another loud burst of joyous laughter from my sister. “There’s plenty of ways to please a woman that don’t include that.” 
 
    “That’s true too,” Kayla mused. “I could definitely use some of that right now.” 
 
    “Kiss the hem of her skirt,” I ordered sharply, and Charlie quickly moved to obey. I watched, grinning with sadistic glee as he pressed his lips to the bottom of Kayla’s dress that sat high on her thigh, teasingly close to the pussy he wanted so badly. The pussy he was ready to give up everything for. 
 
    “Well, whenever you were going to release him, just add a couple of weeks onto that,” I said. “And let him know when you do, so that he knows why he’s not getting to spurt his little load. I think it’s important that he put your pleasure first, like a good husband should.” 
 
    “Damn right,” Kayla said with a faint snarl. She was getting more and more into this with every moment that passed, just as I was. And I slid my hand under the waistband of my pants, underneath my panties, searching out that wet spot that my pleasure radiated from in increasingly insistent waves. As hard as it was to believe we were doing this, it was the reality. The greatest thrill on earth to know that Kayla and I could do whatever we liked with our humble slave. 
 
    “Okay, you can eat her now,” I said, giving into my own passion and moaning faintly between the words. But as Charlie lifted his face from his wife’s dress and began to reposition himself on his knees, Kayla placed a hand on his forehead, holding him back as she straightened her arm. 
 
    “Where are your manners?” she said disapprovingly while I cackled in glee. “First, you have to thank Lady Kayla for allowing you the privilege of making your wife cum.” 
 
    Charlie’s shoulders heaved as he took a deep breath and let it out in a silent sigh. He knew better than to appear unenthusiastic about serving us. But his frustration was clearly getting to him. Good. That made it even more entertaining as far as I was concerned. 
 
    “Thank you, Lady Ashley,” he said, looking at the camera Kayla held as he spoke. 
 
    “You’re welcome, slave boy,” I said with a grin. And as Kayla lifted her hand off her husband’s forehead, allowing him to lift her skirt and steer his face between her thighs, I slid my own fingers inside myself. The sight of this man, naked except for the steel prison locked onto his genitals, devoting himself entirely to pleasuring my sister was intensely erotic. 
 
    For a while, I watched, fingering myself. Charlie’s busy mouth went to work on Kayla’s pussy, the muscles in his neck moving as his jaw worked. Kayla kept holding the phone, making sure I could see what was happening. But she closed her eyes as pleasure swelled inside her, intoxicated by the feeling of her husband’s practiced mouth against her sex. Her breasts swelled in the top of the tight corset of the dress she wore, and she leaned back on the sofa, her pleasure obvious and strangely magnetic as I watched. 
 
    Orgasm was building inside me. But I needed more. Finally sliding my laptop off my legs, I set it down on the sofa and stood. No one seemed to notice my movements. Charlie still had his head buried between Kayla’s thighs, and she was gasping and groaning her way toward the peak of pleasure, forgetting the whole world as orgasm climbed inside her. As the sounds of her ecstasy rang out from my computer speakers, I turned away from the living room, leaving these two for a moment to head toward my bedroom. There, I wasted no time. Reaching into a well-used drawer, I produced a small vibrator that had got me through some quiet nights. Especially recently. Returning to the living room, I peeled off my pants and sat down. Setting the laptop up on the couch cushion, I lay down in front of it so that the screen was in my face, the scene playing out there filling my vision as though I were there with them. And the faint buzzing of the toy was almost inaudible as I guided it between my legs, pressing it between the sensitive lips of my pussy and groaning as the deep vibrations penetrated my lower body and coaxed further waves of bliss out of me. 
 
    I groaned. Kayla groaned. Even Charlie, his head buried between Kayla’s thighs and his voice muffled as he pressed his mouth against his wife’s pussy, groaned. The thought of his cock still locked away, aching for release which we had just further denied, gave a delicious edge to my own rising sense of pleasure. I closed my eyes reflexively, then made myself open them again to more fully enjoy the scene taking place in front of me. 
 
    Kayla’s dress shimmered and shone in the light, hugging her gorgeous body that trembled with the onset of orgasm. The muscles showed in Charlie’s bare back as he practically held himself against her, his every movement an absolute picture of desperate desire. List crackled and roared in the air between us, and as the vibrator kept pulsing between my legs, I virtually forgot I wasn’t right there with them. I cried out in pleasure, and my gasps and moans found an echo in those of my sister as Kayla let herself go as fully and completely as I did. My hot juices gushed out over my hand and the buzzing toy it held, and almost at the same time, my sister poured her molten lust all over her husband’s submissive face. The thousands of miles between us evaporated in an instant, the two of us joined together by the pure pleasure of sex. And as my orgasmic eruption slowly faded, as I gathered my breath and tried to compose myself, I saw and heard my sister doing the same thing. 
 
    “Good boy,” Kayla said, gently but firmly pushing her husband’s face away now that his job was done. Charlie stayed on his knees, gazing up at his wife with an expression I knew well. There was adoration in his stare, as well as the usual components of sexual frustration, outrageous humiliation, and deep desire. All the ingredients I needed to keep my motor running, to keep my desire boiling away inside me even after the pleasure I had just given myself. 
 
    “Well, that was fun,” Kayla said with a sigh. “But it’s pretty late here. And I’m exhausted after that. We should probably call it a night.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said with a smile. “I’m pretty tired too.” 
 
    “Say good night, Charlie,” Kayla said as she turned to her husband. 
 
    “Good night, Lady Ashley,” Charlie said, gazing at the camera with that thrilling expression on his face. 
 
    “Good night, chastity boy,” I smirked back at him. 
 
    

  

 
   
    21. Long Distance Relationship 
 
      
 
    I knew something big was coming. After our last video call that had descended into phone sex, Kayla had told me as much herself. But she kept her texts cryptic, not wanting to give the game away. All I knew was that she had big plans for our latest adventure with her submissive husband. And for my part, I couldn’t wait to find out what they were. 
 
    I was even more nervous and excited than usual as I sat down in front of my laptop for our call. In fact, I even dressed up. Sure, I didn’t have the outfits that Kayla did. I didn’t have the black leather costume and boots of a confirmed dominatrix just sitting around inside my closet. But I did my makeup with extra care before our call, and chose a low-cut T-shirt that would show off some cleavage. Charlie, I knew, hadn’t had an orgasm since the Christmas holidays. And while that might not be all that long on the calendar, both Kayla and I had done our best to make it seem like an eternity with our relentless sexual teasing of her husband. He wasn’t going to get what he wanted that night, either. I was sure of that. It was about the only thing I did know about what Kayla had planned. 
 
    And when she picked up my call, I saw that Kayla was once again wearing her favorite dominatrix outfit. The tight black leather dress I had bought her for Christmas with the built-in corset that made her body looks so incredibly desirable. When she answered the call, her face filled the screen, her dark hair hanging down around her face that was frowning slightly at first. But when I said hello, her frown changed to a smile. Kayla stepped back, away from the camera, and I realized that this time, I wasn’t on her phone. Instead, she had set up some kind of webcam. And the view from the wide-angle camera showed me the whole of her and Charlie’s bedroom. 
 
    The first thing that caught my eye was Kayla herself. As always, especially when she wore that dress, she looked unbelievably sexy. And the high heels she always wore with it made her body sway as she strutted across the room, enjoying the feeling of having every eye on her. Because soon, as Kayla made her leisurely way toward the bed that filled the center of the camera, I saw that it wasn’t just me that was watching her. Charlie was in the room too. And his eyes were fixed on Kayla’s body even more fervently than mine were. 
 
    Charlie was sitting beside the bed. Naked the way he usually was except for the chastity device shining between his legs, he sat with his arms behind his back, his chest rising and falling as he breathed, his ribs showing beneath skin and muscle. Long ropes crossed over his chest, coiling around his arms and legs, binding him tightly to the kitchen chair that Kayla had set up in the bedroom for that purpose. I remembered how we had tied Eric up the same way over the Christmas holidays, and my heart raced with excitement and desire. Charlie was an absolute picture of frustrated desire, every line of his body showing just how badly he wanted what he couldn’t have. My sister, her sexy dress shining as she climbed onto the bed, crawled across the mattress on all fours to turn and sit down in the middle of the mattress, spreading her arms across the headboard behind her. Her breasts rose and fell in the tight corset as she sighed happily. Her dark hair swayed around her face as she turned her head toward her husband. 
 
    “Say hello, chastity boy,” she said. And then she burst out laughing as Charlie mumbled something unintelligible as he turned his face toward the camera. 
 
    “What have you done, K?” I said, smiling even as I said it. And Kayla smiled back, once again alive with the joy of pure domination as she sat in the middle of the bed, completely in control once again. 
 
    “Your date with Eric when you were here gave me an idea,” Kayla said. “I remembered you gagging him with your panties, and it seemed like fun to me. So I did the same thing. I’ve been wearing those panties all day, and thinking about what I was going to do tonight has kept me pretty excited. I bet they’re just dripping with pussy juice and ass sweat. Aren’t they, chastity boy?”  
 
    Again, Kayla turned her head toward her husband, and again, Charlie mumbled into the panties that filled his mouth, nodding his head at the same time. Kayla cackled with wicked laughter, and I couldn’t help joining in. My adventure with Eric was still fresh in my mind, and I would be lying if I said I hadn’t had occasion in the days since to admire the picture I had had the presence of mind to take while I had him at my mercy. The reminder of that particular adventure was enough to make my already simmering arousal spike even more inside me as I stared at what was going on in my sister’s bedroom. 
 
    “Amazing,” I murmured appreciatively as my eyes traveled over the screen. This time, I had prepared. I had my vibrator next to me, ready for action, and I didn’t doubt that it would be called into service very soon. This whole scene was deeply erotic, and I couldn’t wait to see what happened next. But at the same time, a sliver of doubt raced through my mind. 
 
    “But if he’s over there, what are you going to do?” I asked while Kayla kept on smiling at me. “I mean, I know you’re not going to fuck him. But tied up over there, he can’t even lick you.” 
 
    “No, he can’t,” Kayla said with a devilish grin. “He can’t do anything except watch. And that’s all I want my husband to do for tonight. Now, I should say before we begin, I have his permission. It wasn’t even that hard to get, honestly. I mean, you know how it is. I have his cock locked up, and he relies on me completely for his next orgasm. So it’s not like he can really say no to anything. Even something as crazy as this.” 
 
    “K, what did you do?” I asked as my sister laughed. I was still smiling too, but my doubts were growing by the minute. I knew what Kayla was like at times like this. For that matter, I knew what I was like too. Once you get a taste of the pure sexual power you can get from dominating a man, unbelievable things can happen. It’s so easy to totally forget yourself, to cross lines you never thought you would and do things you never imagined you could. Clearly, Kayla was swept up in some impulse like that, ready to do the unthinkable. It made me nervous, but it excited me too. After all, how could it not? 
 
    “Get in here, slut.” 
 
    That was Kayla’s only answer. Turning her head toward the bedroom door, she called out in a loud voice. My heart beat faster as someone appeared in the open door of the bedroom, and faster still when I saw who it was.  
 
    Eric.  
 
    The guy I had hooked up with while I was at Kayla’s and had the kinky sex of my life with. The guy who had insisted on taking me out on a real date, wanting to get to know me. The guy who was clearly developing feelings for me, and the guy I wasn’t at all sure about my own feelings toward. Seeing him again made my heart contract. It wasn’t like we hadn’t been in touch. We had texted back-and-forth in the days since the end of my Christmas holiday, sharing jokes and checking in on each other. But I was still hesitant, believing the relationship to be ultimately doomed and not wanting to waste my time on it. And now, here he was, a guy I had thought I might never see again, stepping into my sister’s room to find her husband tied up and gagged and Kayla dressed in her sexy dominatrix outfit. 
 
    “Are you serious?” I said. 
 
    “Say hello to my sister, Eric,” Kayla said with a smile. 
 
    Eric turned his face toward the camera. He looked deeply embarrassed, completely ashamed to be there. As he probably should, I reflected. And I could barely understand my own feelings about what was going on. There was some fear and trepidation there, and some faint sense of outrage at the road I suspected my sister was going down. But it was more complicated than that, too. I don’t know. I learned long time ago just how much it excited me to see my sister act like a demanding dominatrix. As she sat down on the bed, her long legs crossed at the ankle, looking completely comfortable and at ease in the presence of two submissive men, I had to admit, Kayla had found a way to take things even further than ever before. I had to admire that about her, at least. 
 
    “Hi, Lady Ashley,” Eric said. A sheepish grin spread across his face as he spoke. It probably hadn’t been too difficult for Kayla to track him down. After all, these days, we’re all connected online. The bigger question was what she was going to do now that she had found him. But in my heart, I already knew. I knew exactly what I would’ve done in her position. And that was enough to both thrill and chill me as I sat in my own living room, thousands of miles away, as helpless to affect what was going on as Charlie sitting tied to a chair in the same room as his wicked wife. 
 
    “What’s he doing there?” I asked Kayla. After all, she was directing the whole scene. It was her sexual power that was driving everything forward, keeping every one orbiting around her. She was so good at that. Even in the depths of my fear and jealousy, I had to acknowledge that much. 
 
    “I thought I’d have a little fun with him,” Kayla said, turning her bright smile toward the camera I watched from. “I mean, you know the rules, Ash. I shared my husband with you. You can share your boy toy with me. Besides, you told me yourself, it’s not like you guys are in love or anything like me and Charlie are. It’s just sex, right? So what’s the difference?” 
 
    I opened my mouth, then closed it again. I didn’t know what to say. Kayla was right, in her way. I knew she was teasing me, challenging me. That she had never fully believed I didn’t feel anything at all for Eric after the night we had spent together. And in the few days since I had gone back home, I had found myself wondering a few times whether my big sister was right about that. Either way, she was right about one thing. I had no right to be jealous. After the things I had done with Charlie, I could hardly lay claim to a guy barely knew. Not that the heart listens to reason, for any of us. I still felt jealousy burning inside my chest, no matter how much I told myself I shouldn’t. 
 
    And of course, that was nothing compared to what Charlie must be feeling. Tearing my eyes away from Kayla, the mistress of ceremonies, I glanced across to where Charlie was sitting mute beside the bed. He knew what Kayla was about to do just as well as I did. He was about to endure the ultimate humiliation, to suffer pure emotional turmoil for his wife’s sadistic pleasure. I felt sorry for him. But at the same time, it turned me on. Whatever else Kayla’s idea might be – wild, crazy, sadistic, insane – it was fucking sexy. I couldn’t deny that. After all, I remembered just how wildly powerful it made me feel to fuck Charlie in front of Eric. I couldn’t exactly blame my sister for wanting another round of that, and to ratchet up the tension by switching the roles a little. What we had teased Eric with was purely sex. But this, I knew, was even darker and more deviant than that. And in that strange way I had of admiring Kayla’s dominance, I was impressed by this new development. 
 
    All these complex thoughts and emotions flashed through my head in less than a second. In that short space of time, I asked and answered several questions of myself. Was this really a road I wanted to go down? Yes. Was this something I thought I could handle? Yes. Was this what I really wanted? Yes, at least in that moment. Yes. Absolutely. This wild ride we were on was intoxicating, and every time we played together, I couldn’t help but reflect on how it made us do things that might normally seem unthinkable. Clearly, this was going to be another one of those times. And maybe the craziest and most exciting episode yet. 
 
    “Ash?” 
 
    Kayla’s voice through the complex thoughts in my head, returning me to the moment and what was playing out in front of me. The unbelievable, exhilarating, wildly exciting scene I was witnessing, of my beautiful sister fully in control of both her frustrated husband and a guy I had hooked up with. Chances like this don’t come along many times in lifetime, I remember thinking. 
 
    “Ash, are you okay? Kayla asked, abandoning for a moment the manner of a sneering dominatrix to check on me. For that moment, everything paused. Eric stood uncertainly beside the bed, close to tied-up Charlie, glancing over at me and struggling to meet my eyes. And Kayla looked at me too, her made-up face showing concern now. Worried, perhaps, that maybe she had finally gone too far. But I felt arousal roaring within me, and as I opened my mouth, I knew already my answer was going to be. The only thing it could be. 
 
    “Yes,” I said, and again, more loudly this time, “yes.” I smiled as I spoke, letting my sister know that I was okay with this, whatever it was. The excitement raging inside me would not be denied, anymore than hers would. I had no way of knowing if I was really ready for this. But I did know, with certainty, that I wanted to find out. 
 
    And Kayla’s smile of pure delight let me know she felt the same way. 
 
    Just like that, the scene was back on. Just like that, Kayla was back in full dominatrix mode, the change in her demeanor visible through body language alone as she shifted on the bed. The toned muscles showed in her legs as she turned and began to move toward the edge of the bed where both men waited. Both of them watched her move just as I did, bewitched by her dominant attitude and pure beauty. Both of them, like me, were just waiting to see what Kayla did next. All of us waiting on her pleasure and wondering what this goddess was going to do next. Personally, I couldn’t wait to find out. 
 
    Kayla climbed off the bed. Her skimpy dress shone in the light as she stood in front of Eric. With a teasing glanced at her husband, she stood closer, until she was right in front of him, her corset-enhanced boobs pressing against his chest. Unsure of himself, Eric looked at her, their eyes almost at the same level thanks to Kayla’s tall high heels.  
 
    And then, Kayla kissed him. Stretching her head forward, she pressed her lips to Eric’s. And while Charlie groaned in despair, the noises he was making muffled by his wife’s panties stuffed into his mouth as a gag, Eric began to kiss my sister back. Soon, their passion grew, and I watched jealously as Eric’s hands slid over my sister’s body, over the tight leather that wrapped her like a Christmas gift in the dress I had bought for her myself, that she was now using to seduce my latest lover. 
 
    And Kayla’s hands were busy too. I watched, scandalized yet willing her onward to ever greater heights of sexual depravity as I watched her caress this man we had picked up in a club on New Year’s Eve. I watched her hand move over Eric’s firm young body, toward the front of his pants. I heard my sister moan in approval as she felt the erection she was giving him, his cock ready for her, the bulge of his desire noticeable through his clothes. Charlie watched through wide and wild eyes as his wife unbuckled the man’s belt and pulled it open. Then, she reached inside. Eric moaned, his mouth still pressed against Kayla’s lips. And, kissing him back all the while, Kayla retrieved Eric’s cock and pulled it out into the light. 
 
    Charlie was straining against the ropes that held him to the chair. His mouth worked around Kayla’s panties, but he didn’t spit them out. He was struggling, but not too hard. Saying something, but not trying too hard to be heard. I could only imagine what was going on in his head and in his heart, could only imagine the feelings that were flowing through him as he watched his wife cheat on him right in front of him. But I knew what I was feeling. I was feeling outrageous desire, pure pleasure roaring inside me at the thought of what a slut my sister was about to be. And I didn’t wait. Pulling down my pants, I reached for the vibrator I had ready and switched it on. As I brought the buzzing toy between my legs, I felt as though I were being lifted up by a great wave of pleasure that made me moan and groan with wild desire. Again and again, those same waves swelled underneath me, lifting me up, making me tremble with outrageous desire. This was really happening. As unbelievable as it was, as incredible as these events were, they were real. And as I felt an orgasm already swelling inside me, I knew I was watching one of the most exciting things I had ever seen in my life. 
 
    Kayla and Eric were still making out. But soon, my sister’s excitement got the better of her. I watched her lift her lips away from Eric’s, watched her turn toward the bed. Her tiny dress swayed around her thighs as she climbed onto the mattress, smiling over her shoulder at my former lover and her current one. Eric needed no further invitation. The muscles of his lean torso showed as he pulled his shirt off over his head and pushed his pants down in one smooth motion. His cock sprang out, hard and ready, and my pussy spasmed against the vibrator that made it hum as I watched. Kayla lay back on the mattress, her body wrapped in the tight black dress shining provocatively with every move she made, and as her short skirt fell back around her hips, Eric climbed naked on top of her. He didn’t waste any time trying to remove her clothing. Instead, he buried his face in her magnificent cleavage, licking and kissing her lifted breasts while her horny husband watched in dismay. Arching his back, he brought his hard cock what her waiting pussy. And Kayla let him. In fact, she encouraged him. Reaching between them, she took hold of his rigid cock once again and pulled it greedily toward her. 
 
    As Eric penetrated her, Kayla closed her eyes, throwing back her head and letting out a loud moan. And over in his chair, Charlie moaned too, his face a picture of primal lust and frustration and despair as he watched his wife betray him. Eric lunged forward, sliding his cock easily into Kayla’s well-lubricated pussy, her juices shining on the inside of her thighs with the pure pleasure she was feeling. The same pleasure I was feeling, though in a different way. My stomach was tight with the onset of orgasm, my body ready to release itself in one great explosion of pleasure. And as I watched Eric fuck my sister, watched Charlie watch helplessly from her chair in the corner while his wife screamed in pure ecstasy, I came. I came in a sudden rush, my juices pouring out of me to wet my thighs and anoint the still-buzzing vibrator while the scene in front of me continued to play on. And even as my orgasm reached its peak and slowly faded, even as I moaned and thrashed in front of the computer screen that was showing me this unbelievable vision of deviant sex, I knew I was far from done. I knew I wanted more, just as Kayla wanted more as she moaned and groaned underneath her new lover.  
 
    I watched as she raised her feet from the mattress, hooking her legs around Eric’s hips, drawing him ever deeper into her. The whole bed was rocking to the rhythm of his thrusts, the room ringing with her cries of passion. Both Eric and Kayla were practically roaring now, his animal noises muffled by the pillow beneath her head and the clinging curtain of her dark hair, her screening out in the bedroom to torment her watching husband. I watched Eric’s muscles tighten as he drove himself deep inside Kayla, and I watched her legs shaking, loosening their hold around his body as she succumbed to the same pleasure that had made me scream a moment before. 
 
    I still held the vibrator against my streaming pussy, and it was still doing its job. Already, excitement was building inside me once again. And while I watched, Kayla surrendered to her own exquisite ecstasy. I saw her back arch, her dominatrix dress shining almost like a suit of armor as it moved with her body. 
 
    And Eric didn’t stop. Completely lost in the wild passion of sex, he kept going. Stamina was one of his best qualities as a lover, and it was on obvious display now as he fucked my sister. His energy was relentless, his thrusts like daggers aimed at Kayla’s most intimate place, she cried out in passion with every blissful wound. 
 
    And all the while, there in the corner, Charlie watched. He watched every humiliating second, every disgraceful thrust. He heard every scream and moan Kayla made, and knew just as well as I did what they meant. His wife was having passionate, full-throated, orgasmic sex with another man, and all he could do was watch. All he could do was sit there and take it, knowing that this was exactly what Kayla wanted. For him to suffer for her. For him not to get what she was giving Eric. For him not to enjoy the same pleasure she and he and I was, thousands of miles away. 
 
    I came again. My eyes on my brother-in-law this time, watching him struggle pointlessly against the tight ropes that held him to the chair, tied by my evil sister. Wondering even as I succumbed to pleasure what was going on inside him at that moment, the level of sexual frustration and desire he must be feeling finding a strange echo in my own heart. It was incredible. I was drunk with pleasure as my pussy exploded once more against the vibrator, completely absorbed in my own wild bliss. 
 
    As the intensity of my orgasm slowly subsided, I focused on the screen once again. Kayla was still moaning and thrashing beneath Eric as he pumped away, his body shining with sweat now and his hips moving back-and-forth like a piston, almost blurred by the motion. And as I saw Eric’s body stiffen, his arms on the mattress holding him up now above Kayla as he shoved his cock in and out of her, I heard my sister moan again. Eric gave out a long sigh, almost a growl, and I felt my pussy clench again as I watched him cum inside her. Right there in her marital bed, right in front of her helpless husband, Kayla closed her eyes at the feeling of a man she barely knew exploding within her dripping pussy. 
 
    Yet the show wasn’t over yet. After all, I should have known my sister better than that. As Eric lay down on top of her with a sigh, Kayla’s eyes snapped open. Her high heels sank into the top of the mattress as she placed her feet on the bed. Wrapping her arms around Eric’s body, she suddenly shifted her weight. Eric gasped in surprise as Kayla rolled him over, using the strength of her athlete’s legs to push him onto his back with her lying on top of him now. He smiled up her, no doubt entranced by the vision of female beauty and sexiness above him now. He should’ve known better. After all, he knew what my sister was capable of. 
 
    And Kayla had prepared. She lunged forward, smothering Eric with her boobs. He held her hips in his hands, kissing her breasts again, not even trying to free himself. Not seeing the danger.  
 
    I did. And so did Charlie.  
 
    A length of chain rattled as Kayla fished it out from behind the headboard of the bed. Sitting up, she pulled it toward her. By the time Eric realized what was going on, it was already too late. Kayla had snapped one handcuff on around his wrist and was working on the other. In just a couple of seconds, my former lover was immobilized, chained to Kayla’s bed with her sitting astride him, her shining black dress barely covering her smooth thighs as she straddled him like a queen on her throne. Now my sister had two submissive men at her disposal, and I had none. There was that flame of jealousy burning inside my heart once again. 
 
    “I wanted you to fuck me in front of my husband,” Kayla said in a disapproving voice, staring down at Eric as she spoke. Her back was to the camera now, the crisscrossed laces of her corset dress facing me as she spoke to him. “You call that fucking me?” 
 
    “I – I tried Queen Kayla,” Eric said, seemingly caught by surprise by the ferocity in my sister’s voice. 
 
    “You failed,” Kayla said sternly. “So now, you’re going to stay right there until I’m completely satisfied. I’m going to use you as my little fuck toy again. I would say that’s all you’re good for, but you’re not even good for that. Now, hurry up and get that cock hard again. Nothing more useless than a soft cock. Right, Ash?” 
 
    With that, Kayla turned her head toward me. She smiled as she looked at the camera over her shoulder, sweeping her dark hair back behind one ear. I smiled back. For a while there, lost in the throes of passion, it seemed my sister had almost forgotten I was watching. Clearly, she hadn’t. I was part of this too, even with all the distance that lay between us. And my pussy clenched again around the still-buzzing vibrator as I smiled back at Kayla. 
 
    “That’s right,” I said. “I think you should show that slave boy how a mistress should be fucked.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    22. Long Distance Mistress 
 
      
 
    “It’s called cuckolding.” 
 
    Sandra’s face smiled at me from the screen of my laptop. She had barely changed since college. Then again, it wasn’t that long ago, even if it sometimes felt like it. I hadn’t been the best about keeping in touch through the years. We exchanged birthday and Christmas greetings and the odd social media message. We always said we should hang out and catch up properly. But it never happened. And then the pandemic intervened, and it gave us an excuse not to do it. But now, suddenly, I found myself in need of someone to talk to. Someone with some experience in these matters. Someone I knew wouldn’t judge me for being some kind of weirdo. Someone who wasn’t Kayla. 
 
    “It’s called what?” 
 
    “Cuckolding. When a guy gets off on seeing his wife or partner having sex with someone else. It’s huge in the BDSM community. Kind of a humiliation kink.” 
 
    It wasn’t like we had started straight in to this topic of conversation. I’ve got more manners than that. We started off finding out what each other were up to, even though we already more or less knew from social media. Sandra had surprised me a little by going into social work. Then again, she’d always had an interest in psychology and sociology, so wasn’t a million miles away from her areas of study. She was just starting out in her career, but she seemed to be happy with the choices she’d made. 
 
    My own story was a little less inspiring. A dead-end job I didn’t care about. Nothing much going on in my love life, at least until recently. About the only interesting thing about me lately was how I spent my Christmas holidays. That’s not an easy subject to discuss with someone you haven’t spoken to in a while. Luckily, Sandra was anything but judgmental. I supposed in her chosen line of work, you had to be more or less immune to shock. Besides, she always was the open-minded type. That’s why I wanted to confide in her. Or at least part of the reason, anyway. 
 
    “So these guys actually like being cheated on?” 
 
    “Some of them, yeah. It’s like a voyeuristic thing that comes from watching too much porn, or maybe, like I say, if the humiliation of it all. I mean, if you’re going to submit, what better way of giving up control could there be than that?” 
 
    “I never heard of this before,” I said. Sandra smiled, her dark eyes shining like polished stone. 
 
    “Maybe you’re not spending enough time in the right corners of the Internet,” she said. 
 
    “So is this common? This…cukolding fetish?” 
 
    “Common is a strong word for it,” Sandra said thoughtfully. “But it’s not rare either. You might be surprised how many guys want to watch their significant other being with somebody else. It doesn’t have to be a BDSM thing, but it does tie into that kind of play very easily, so it’s not exactly rare in the right scenes.” 
 
    “It just seems so crazy to me,” I said. “I mean, I’ve been cheated on before, and it sucked. I can’t imagine getting off on it.” 
 
    “I think that’s part of it, though,” Sandra said. “I mean, I’m no expert. I’m just guessing now. But for some people, it might be a way to work through past trauma in a controlled way. Or maybe it’s just because it is so deviant, so outside the norms of human behavior. That’s the thrill of it.” 
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “It’s just hard to wrap my head around.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Sandra said slowly. “I find with a lot of this stuff that you can usually find a way into it if you think about it. Not to say you’ll get it 100%, or that you’d want anything similar yourself. But I usually find that I can at least start to understand most kinks at least little bit. I mean, so many fetishes and paraphilias come down to power. Either having it, or surrendering it. This one definitely fits that. In that sense, I kind of get it. And you said this was in a female dominant relationship?” 
 
    “Yeah,” I nodded. Honestly, it felt deeply strange the talking this way with Sandra. She could exude all the poise she liked, but I still felt weird to be confiding in anyone about this. Then again, I didn’t have a lot of other options. I wasn’t close enough with anyone at work to even imagine telling this strange story. I had glossed over many of the details. In particular, I hadn’t told Sandra that it was my sister I had watched performing this outrageous scene. That part was just too strange. Besides, Kayla had a right to her privacy, even if she didn’t know Sandra and would probably never meet her. Even talking about her anonymously like this still felt kind of disloyal. But I had to talk to someone. I had to process what I had seen somehow, and I couldn’t think of anybody else who could tell me anything about this stuff except my old college roommate. 
 
    “That kind of makes sense,” Sandra said. “I mean, what could possibly be more of a transgression? What could be more of a humiliation for the submissive partner than watching the dominant with another man? It’s just another form of power imbalance, another way for her to flaunt her sexual superiority over him.” 
 
    “So have you ever done anything like this?” I asked. Sandra smirked, eyes flashing with excitement before she spoke. 
 
    “Not exactly,” she said. “I’ve never had a partner who was open to that. Besides, I’m only guessing here, but I imagine that stuff works better in the context of a long-term relationship. The deeper the emotional bond, the greater the betrayal, and therefore the bigger the thrill. It’s been a while since my last long-term relationship, and he wasn’t the kind who would go for something like that.” 
 
    “I still can’t quite get my head around it,” I said. “I mean, I saw it, and I still couldn’t believe it. But I guess you have a point. It would be the ultimate feeling of power, wouldn’t it?” 
 
    “Probably,” Sandra said, smiling again. “But I wouldn’t know from experience. That’s probably something you should ask your friend.” 
 
    She didn’t put the word ‘friend’ in air quotes. But she may as well have. The smile on her face and the tone of her voice left no doubt about what she was insinuating. And I felt my cheeks redden as I protested her assumption. 
 
    “I’m telling you, it’s not me, Sandra,” I said, while my friend laughed on the screen in front of me. “I’d admit it if it was.” 
 
    “I would hope so,” Sandra said through her laughter. “I mean, if I pulled off something like that, I’d be downright proud of it.” 
 
    “You would, too,” I said, smiling back at her. “I know what you’re like.” 
 
    “No shame in my game,” Sandra chuckled. “As long as everyone goes into it with their eyes open, what’s the problem? If your friend is okay with that, and her husband is okay with it, and the other guy’s okay with it, the way I see it, no harm, no foul. Maybe you’re the only one who’s freaking out about it.” 
 
    “I’m not freaking out about it,” I said with a scowl that caused Sandra to laugh again. “I’m just… confused, I suppose. I’m just trying to understand it.” 
 
    “It’s unorthodox, but it’s really not that complicated,” Sandra said. “Just another twist on the same old power exchange games we all know and love. I mean, I don’t exactly remember you complaining when we played in college that time.” 
 
    “Well, no,” I said with a smile. “That was fun. You still see that guy at all?” 
 
    “Him? Oh God, no. That was a long time ago. But I’m glad to hear you’re still exploring the scene. I don’t know why people get so hung up on this stuff. I mean, it’s just sex. It’s supposed to be fun.” 
 
    “I agree,” I said. “It’s just hard when you learn about something new like this. Hard to know how to handle it.” 
 
    “Well, I can send you some links if you like,” Sandra said. “A few websites and discussion forums. Honestly, with stuff like this, the challenges is to find stuff that’s not just straight-up porn. Not that there’s anything wrong with that, of course. There’s a time and a place for it, and if you really want to understand a fetish like this, I’d recommend checking out a movie or two just to see what the fantasy version of it is like. But reality is very different.” 
 
    “Yeah, I appreciate that,” I said. “Thanks for this, Sandra.” 
 
    The weeks passed. They passed the way they always do, in a fog of routine and busyness and distraction. Following the Christmas holidays, my life fell back into a pattern much like it had had before. The only difference was inside me. Because now I had a secret, and it seemed like it never wanted to let me rest. At odd hours I would remember what had happened over the course of the holidays. I would find myself wondering what Kayla and Charlie might be up to at that particular moment in time, and my body would start to respond. My favorite vibrator soon needed a change of batteries. And I put up only a token and halfhearted resistance to changes taking place inside me. My fantasies were changing. The things I thought about myself in my solitary pleasure were different now. Darker. More deviant. There was no denying the clear fact that what aroused me was changing, becoming more like the things I had done with Kayla and Charlie and Eric. 
 
    And I thought about Eric a lot. Of course, I discussed what had happened with Kayla, after the heat of the moment had died down. On our next phone call, we talked about what she had done. To her credit, Kayla didn’t seem to have the slightest trace of shame over it. She had more or less the same attitude toward it that Sandra did. If no one was getting hurt, what was the problem? And if people were getting hurt, it was only in the way they wanted to be hurt. 
 
    And amazingly, Charlie seemed to feel the same way. I spoke to him too, on a phone call that for once, didn’t devolve into a kinky sex scene playing out in front of my disbelieving eyes. Even more than Kayla, he reassured me that this was what he wanted. Even if he had a little trouble admitting that. With his wife’s patient encouragement, he got there in the end. 
 
    And as strange as it might seem to me, I had to admit that Sandra was right. Once I thought about it, once I made the effort to put myself in Charlie’s shoes, I started to understand it a little better. After all, there was no denying that what I had seen on my computer screen was unbelievably arousing. Kayla was my big sister, but that night when she dominated Charlie and Eric, she looked like an absolute sex goddess. I felt again that strange combination of admiration and envy I often felt for her. Her creativity, self-confidence, and her uninhibited sexuality impressed me. And I wasn’t exactly the most inhibited person myself. But lately, Kayla seemed to have left me behind in that respect. Both she and Charlie were leaving me in the dust, exploring this new twist to their sexuality while I was left swimming in their wake, trying to catch up. 
 
    Not that that was entirely my fault. After all, I didn’t have a husband to play with. In fact, I didn’t have anyone. I didn’t particularly relish the idea of going out and trying to find anyone, either. That was a difficult enough task at the best of times. But now, trying to find a guy who would let me do the things I wanted to do with him seemed like an impossible task. So impossible I didn’t even try. And even though Kayla encouraged me to dip a toe back into the dating scene, even though she assured me that submissive men would be falling at my feet the minute I did, I didn’t feel like doing it. Maybe she was right, but I just didn’t have it in me. Instead, my sex life revolved around long-distance video chats, the occasional adult movie, and a lot of fascinating research. 
 
    **** 
 
    “You’re sure you’re okay with it?” 
 
    Eric’s earnest face peered at me from my laptop screen. He looked faintly worried, and in my own strange way, I was a little touched that my opinion evidently meant so much to him. Maybe his meant a lot to me, too. It wasn’t easy to understand the feelings I had for a man that, when all was said and done, I barely knew. More correctly, we knew each other inside and out sexually, and hardly knew each other at all in any other respect. That wasn’t deliberate. Almost from the day we met, Eric had been upfront about wanting more than just kinky sex. I was the one who had doubts. And even if those doubts disappearing week by week, they hadn’t gone away completely. Truth was, when he wasn’t being a submissive little slave boy, Eric was engaging company. He was funny and smart and considerate, and often, our calls would leave my sides aching with laughter. At least, they did when they didn’t evolve into something much kinkier. But often, that’s exactly what they did. Because the sexual chemistry between Eric and me was undeniably powerful, and we could both feel it even over the thousands of miles that lay between us. We wanted each other so badly, and sometimes, I wondered if these phone calls did more harm than good. Reopening the wound and reminding me of what I couldn’t have, and my evil sister could. But I couldn’t help myself. I was like an addict, compelled to return again and again to the thing that was hurting me. Maybe in that sense, Sandra was right. Maybe it was easier to understand the submissive masochistic mindset than it seemed at first. 
 
    “Yeah, I’m okay with that,” I said. “I mean, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t jealous. But sometimes, it’s fun to be jealous. It means it matters, you know? Besides, let’s face it. This was fucking hot. I never thought that I could be such a sadist. But knowing my sister is using you as her personal sex toy while her bitch husband stays locked up in chastity is sexy as hell.” 
 
    Eric smiled on the screen. But behind that smile, I could detect something else. A glint in his eye that spoke of his growing excitement. Just hearing me talk about what we were doing was a thrill for him. Just like it was for me. 
 
    “Yeah, it is,” Eric agreed. He was smiling now, his nervousness subsiding at my encouraging words. “You know, your sister’s pretty crazy.” 
 
    “Yeah?” I snorted. “That’s nothing compared to what I’d have you doing if I was there.” 
 
    “Really? Like what kind of things would you do?” 
 
    “Oh, you want to do this? Okay,” I said with a grin as I settled further into my chair.  
 
    It’s not like Eric and I only talked about sex, or that we had nothing else in common. But it was a fundamental part of our relationship. And in my own silly way, I was glad to know that he still wanted me. It’s not that I worried that Kayla was going to steal Eric away from me, exactly. Well, maybe I want. After all, my dominatrix sister was a tough act to follow. Hard enough to compete with her even when I was in town, and much harder now I was so far away. The fact that Eric still wanted to play with me, even in the limited way that was all that was available to us, never failed to get my motor running. And just seeing him, just talking to him, activated reflexes inside me. What can I say? He brought out the dominant side of my nature. He brought out the Lady Ashley in me. His need to submit brought out my desire for control, and vice versa. Our kinks played off one another perfectly. In that sense, I guessed we had been incredibly lucky to find him. If only he didn’t live so far away. 
 
    “Are you alone?” I asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Eric said. Almost at once, I heard his voice change. It seemed to drop, becoming both lower and softer, almost secretive despite his insistence that there was no one around. He had a hard time admitting the truth of his desires even to himself. And in its own way, that made it even more exciting to force him to submit to them, and to me. It wasn’t me he was fighting, not really. It was his own needs and appetites that he struggled to admit to himself. I understood that, too. I was still struggling to come to terms with my own taste for dominance and my sadistic desire to see men reduced to sexual playthings for my amusement. Like Sandra said, like Kayla demonstrated, it was all in good fun, so why should either of us feel weird about it? 
 
    “Then why aren’t you addressing me properly?” I said with a sneer. Eric’s face fell, dropping at once into that wide-eyed expression of submission I knew so well. I felt a familiar growl deep inside me, the growl of Lady Ashley awaking from her uneasy slumber once again. 
 
    “Sorry, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    “Not good enough. Get on your knees so you can apologize to your mistress properly.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    There was always a moment, I was finding. Always a time, at the beginning of a session like this, when it all seemed vaguely unreal. Always a trace of doubt in my art that maybe this would be the time that he drew the line. That he refused to do what he was told. That he would just laugh at me and tell me where to get off. But he never did. And that was part of the thrill, too. At the start of every session, we both had a choice to make. To do this, or not. And even though I kept waiting with baited breath for that time Eric would finally say no, it hadn’t happened yet. With any luck, it never would. 
 
    On the screen in front of me, Eric moved. He repositioned his phone so that he stayed in the shot as he dropped to his knees on the floor of his own apartment. A warm thrill raised through my entire body as I watched. I wasn’t in the same room as him, not even in the same state. And yet there he was, submitting to my will again, doing as he was told as though I had some right to order him around like this. The privileges of beauty and the calculus of desire. It made me powerful in a way I had never imagined being. It made this man want me so badly that he would abandon all semblance of dignity for the hope of having me. 
 
    “You may as well take your clothes off while you’re down there,” I said, as though it were a matter of indifference to me whether he did or not. “Let me see that cock my sister gets to play with. Let me see how badly you want your mistress.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” came the predictable reply. On his knees in front of the camera, Eric quickly removed his clothes. I sat back on my sofa thousands of miles away, enjoying the show and the feeling of power it gave me to know it was all happening because of me. Eric’s lean young body was soon exposed, the muscles moving in his shoulders and chest and stomach as he cast his shirt aside. Shifting his weight from one knee to the other, he removed his pants and his underwear, struggling momentarily with the fabric before he was able to free himself. It pleased me to see that his cock was already halfway to hardness, already fat and swollen between his legs just at the thought of being bossed around by me. What an absolute thrill it is to be in charge. 
 
    “That thing doesn’t look very hard,” I said critically, making it clear that I was staring right at Eric’s manhood. “Get it hard for me. Now. That cock should never be soft in the presence of a goddess like me, should it?” 
 
    “No, Lady Ashley,” Eric said meekly. I almost squealed with delight as he reached immediately for his member. Taking it in his hand, he began to stroke. At the same time, he stared right at me through the screens that separated us, a quiet moan escaping from his parted lips as his pleasure grew. The spectacle was simultaneously ridiculously humiliating and incredibly erotic, and my body couldn’t help responding just as if I was there. There was a spreading wetness between my thighs that told me what I already knew: that my arousal was soaring at the possibility of playing with this man, and that in that moment, there was nothing I wanted to do more. A mistress needs to be in control at all times, of herself as well as of her submissive slave boy. But in that moment, not for the first time, I was finding it very challenging not to give in to my own deep desires. The only thing that help me maintain some semblance of control was knowing that I would get what I wanted. If not everything I wanted, then at least the wild release my body craved. 
 
    “Stop,” I suddenly ordered, my voice ringing out in my empty room and clearly echoing from the speakers of Eric’s phone. He stared at me with wide eyes that studied my every move, waiting breathlessly on my next instruction. And to my delight, his hands stop moving on his cock. I saw the look of strain on his face, the look of frustration that sent sparks shooting all along my spine. But my boy toy did as he was told. Once again, I had him completely under control. 
 
    “If I was there right now, you’d be on your knees, just like you are,” I said slowly in a voice that dripped with scorn and sexual tension. “You’re be kissing my feet and worshiping me like the goddess I am, apologizing for being a lowly male with a worthless penis that isn’t worthy to be in my presence. Maybe if you degraded yourself enough, if you convinced me you truly understood your inferiority, I’d let you kiss something more exciting.” 
 
    “Like what, Lady Ashley?” 
 
    Eric virtually whispered the question, his voice tight with desire. And I grinned, knowing I had him completely at my mercy. Knowing that he would say and do just about anything. Knowing that even though I was on the other side of the country, only I could give him the release he clearly needed so badly. I didn’t even need to be in the same state as him have this control over his body, more control than he did. My heart pounded in my chest as I contemplated the possibilities. 
 
    “Like this pussy,” I said. As I spoke, I rose to my feet, positioning myself carefully so that my lower body was still in the frame of the camera pointed at the sofa. I ran my hand up my thigh, over my hip, reaching slowly and teasingly between my legs to press my palm and fingers against my mound. The tight yoga pants I was wearing let me feel everything, and in my state of heightened arousal, my nerves seemed to crackle at my own touch as I teased my long-distance boyfriend with my body. “If you were a really good boy, if you really begged me for it, I might let you lick this pussy and give me an orgasm. After all, girls cum first. I’m sure my sister taught you that by now.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley.” 
 
    By now, Eric was mumbling my dominatrix title like a mantra, like the fervent prayer of a desperate sinner. It never failed to turn me on to hear it. And I had anticipated something like this. Bending toward one end of the sofa I was sitting on, I picked up the vibrator I had set aside in case things got kinky between us, the way they so often did. And slowly, teasingly, swinging my hips from side to side in front of the camera of my laptop, I pulled down my tight pants and my panties to reveal my dripping pussy to my long-distance boyfriend. 
 
    “Look at that, slave,” I snarled, tracing the fingers of my free hand over my swollen lips. I was getting as breathless as Eric was with excitement, my body was screaming for release just as I knew his was. “Look at that pussy you can’t have. Tell me how much you love making me scream with pleasure as you lick me.” 
 
    “God, Lady Ashley, I love that so much,” Eric groaned, his eyelids fluttering as he closed his eyes for a moment, the tension of it all becoming more unbearable by the second. “Please, please, can I touch myself, Lady Ashley?” 
 
    “Such a horny boy, aren’t you? Okay, you can touch yourself. Stroke that cock for me. But don’t you dare cum. Not until I say so. Slave boys don’t get orgasms until their Mistress gives permission.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Lady Ashley,” Eric moaned, his eyes open just a sliver to fix on the screen so he could watch me while he wrapped his fingers around his shaft. Immediately, he began to pull rapidly on his cock, the shaft hard and throbbing now as he looked at me. And my vibrator buzzed as I ran it up and down the trembling lips of my pussy, biting my lip and trying not to moan out loud at the pleasure that roared inside me immediately. Already, we were both at such a fever pitch of excitement that I knew it couldn’t last long. Already, I could feel a powerful orgasm building inside me, and I didn’t try to resist it. Instead, I let my slave watch as I ran the buzzing vibrator up and down the dripping lips of my pussy, moaning ever louder with the onset of pleasure as I taunted him. 
 
    “Don’t cum,” I gasped, my own eyes almost closed, open just enough so I could look at the expression of pure frustration and desire on his handsome face while he stroked his cock in front of me. “Don’t you dare cum before I do, you little slut!” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley!” Eric groaned, his voice quivering with the strain of trying to hold back the most natural impulse in the world. And that was all I needed. That and the vibrations of my toy against my most sensitive area pushed me over the edge. I cried out in a wild orgasm, dropping back onto the sofa with my legs spread as waves of pleasure swept over me. Eric gasped and groaned as he watched, transfixed by the action on screen, his hand still pumping away on his cock and his whole body tense with his efforts to do as he was told. 
 
    As my climax slowly faded, I switched the vibrator off. Opening my eyes fully, I stared at the stricken man on the screen in front of me, every line of his body speaking of his monstrous lust for me. The intoxication of power flowed through me once again, making me feel every inch the commanding goddess he wanted me to be. Loved me to be. Needed me to be. Nothing beats being Lady Ashley. 
 
    “Go ahead, slave,” I said with a long sigh. “You can cum now.” 
 
    “Thank you, Lady Ashley.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    23. Taking Him 
 
      
 
    Take a few days off work. Around the 14th. 
 
    I was at work when I received Eric’s cryptic text. Lately, we talked more than ever, whether it was through text or in our regular video chats. Of course, often, those chats didn’t involve a lot of talking. More often than not, they became a wild sex game were I teased Eric mercilessly and humiliated him while I masturbated at the unbelievable spectacle of it all. But somehow in there, we found time to talk. This time, though, Eric wasn’t giving much away. I frowned down at my phone, wondering what was going on. But I was busy at the office, and didn’t have much time to think about it. So I slid my phone back into my bag and tried to focus on work. 
 
    January had turned into February. Between my regular calls with Kayla and those I had with Eric, I was keeping in touch with the whole kinky gang. But those regular phone sex sessions were as much of a problem in themselves as they were a solution. It might scratch a physical itch for a while, giving me a release I so badly craved. But afterward, I was felt a faint sense of loss. After all, all the dirty talk and all the video in the world couldn’t replace the sensation of being there. Kayla, Charlie, and Eric all lived in the same town, and more than once now, I had watched my sister fuck Eric while poor Charlie was forced to watch. As erotic as it was to see on the screen of my laptop, I knew it couldn’t compare to actually being there. And as good a job as my favorite vibrator did in this period of absence and loneliness, it wasn’t the same as feeling a man’s fingers or tongue or cock against my hungry sex. 
 
    So to say Eric’s text intrigued me would be an understatement. As much as I tried to ignore it, I felt hope soaring in my heart. It wasn’t like him to take charge like this. After all, I had to admit, I kind of liked it. And it didn’t escape my notice the date he had chosen. Valentine’s Day. 
 
    When I got home that night, I texted Eric back. 
 
    Why? 
 
    The reply came fast, as though my lover was waiting with bated breath to see how I would respond. 
 
    I want to see you, Eric texted. Can I stay at your place? 
 
    Of course, I replied. You planning a romantic Valentine’s Day for me? 
 
    Yes, came the answer, accompanied by a winking face emoji. I was glad that the medium of text hid the color that rose to my face and the flutter in my heart as I contemplated his words. Very undominatrix-like. But what can I say? I was excited to see the man who I was still having trouble thinking of as my boyfriend, even after everything that had happened between us. In some ways, strange as it was, it almost felt easier to think of him merely as my slave. 
 
    But whatever Eric was to me, he was coming. And the thought of his arrival filled me with excitement. And that excitement soon brought other thoughts to mind, ones far more appropriate for Lady Ashley than a silly girl blushing over a boy I barely knew. I had been expecting this. But immediately, my brain kicked into high gear, and the possibilities this visit represented expanded in front of me. What would Kayla do? I knew for a fact my dominant sister wouldn’t let an opportunity like this slip through her fingers. And I was determined not to, either. 
 
    So in front of the TV that night, I pulled out my laptop and did a little online shopping. Okay, a lot. I would’ve winced at the charges I was quickly running up my credit card, but somehow, I couldn’t bring myself to care. I already knew it would be worth every penny. I didn’t want to hold myself back. I knew that if I hesitated, if I let myself think too carefully about what I was buying, I would’ve talked myself out of it. I didn’t want that. I wanted to be the demanding dominant mistress of Eric’s wildest dreams, just like my sister was for her husband. And a dominant mistress like Kayla, like me, does whatever she wants and doesn’t worry about the consequences. As I added another item to my online shopping carts, I smiled to myself. What Eric had planned was very sweet. But now, I had plans of my own. And as my long-distance boyfriend probably suspected, they were a million miles away from being sweet. 
 
    **** 
 
    I met Eric at the airport. The moment I saw him, I felt my heart rising in my chest. I couldn’t help it. I ran toward him. And he hurried toward me, taking me in his arms and sweeping me off my feet. It was like some moment from a cheesy movie, some clichéd facsimile of love and romance. But it was real. It was undeniably real, as real as the feelings of happiness that almost surprised me as they swelled inside my chest. I knew I would be glad to see him, but the strength of those feelings surprised me. 
 
    And the next few days were pure bliss. My boss had been hesitant to give me time off with such short notice, but I had holiday banked, and there wasn’t much she could say. So Eric and I spent the next few days barely leaving the house, barely leaving the bedroom. My kitchen slowly filled up with containers for takeout food as we ordered them, unwilling to venture into the outside world when we felt we had everything we needed already. And Eric soon got to experience the online purchases I had made. I kept him bound to my bed for almost one entire day, only letting him up for supervised bathroom breaks between sessions of wild sex. I used him for my pleasure, verbally degrading and humiliating him while I rode his stiff cock or sat on his submissive face, and he loved every moment of it just as much as I did. Maybe more. Again and again, I caught a look on his face that I had seen before, but never with such intensity. Eric was entranced by me. He wanted me badly, of course; I already knew that. But he felt that way about my sister too. This was different. This was something deeper than that. Something more emotional. And it thrilled me just as much as his obvious desire thrilled me whenever I saw it reflected in his expression. Eric couldn’t help himself. He was mine, completely. And I intended to take full advantage of this incredible situation we were in. 
 
    Our time together passed all too quickly. Almost before I could believe it, the date of Eric’s return arrived. Our last night together had an air of sadness about it that I was embarrassed even to admit to. I didn’t want to go. And judging by his strained silences in the moments when we weren’t fucking each other’s brains out, I knew he felt the same way. 
 
    In his way, Eric was more romantic than me. On our last night together, he insisted we go out to dinner again, like we had once before. I agreed, even though a big part of me only want to stay home and indulge in more kinky sex. After all, the body has its limits. Besides, our last dinner date had been so much fun, it wasn’t hard to imagine this one might be the same way. 
 
    So I got ready. We showered together, and that led to another sex session. Then, I got ready. I bought myself a new dress when Eric proposed his visit, half expecting he might want to go out at some point. A stretchy black number that I hoped would look as sexy as it felt. I paired it with fishnet stockings and black ankle boots with a sharp heel that I knew would catch my submissive boy toy’s attention. When I emerged from the bedroom to see Eric already dressed and waiting for me, I was gratified to see his reaction. He looked me up and down, his eyes traveling over my body as though he had no choice in the matter. He was compelled to look at me, with no more choice about it than a cat has about chasing a mouse. Only in our situation, if anyone was prey, it was him. 
 
    And I hoped I was doing an adequate job of hiding my nerves as he complimented my appearance and we got ready to leave. Probably he didn’t even notice the simple silver chain around my neck, revealed by the plunging neckline of the sexy dress. Even if he did, I doubted he would guess what it meant. And if he had, how would he have reacted? The thoughts buzzed inside my mind as we took a taxi to an expensive restaurant for our second meal out as a couple. 
 
    All through dinner, sexual tension crackled between us. In a way, it was nice to be outside the bedroom with him. To be reminded that beyond the awesome sex we had, we got on so well on a personal level. But after the last few days, it was impossible not to think about what we had been up to. Not to feel deliciously naughty as we sat there giggling, all dressed up like respectable people instead of the kinky sexual deviants that we were. And now and then, one or the other of us make some joke, some halfway risqué comment, that would start both our motors running again. Maybe that was the point, I reflected at some point during our dinner. The whole elaborate dance of courtship, from a certain perspective, was like the appetizer before the meal. A form of public foreplay, its own way. Sitting there eating delicious food and drinking expensive wine that Eric willingly paid for made me feel special. It made me feel wanted in a very different but no less real way than the expression on his face when I made him grovel at my feet did. A different, more socially acceptable, but just as real form of the game we loved to play so much. 
 
    This time, there was no footsie under the table. No kinky sex games in the restaurant bathroom. If Eric had been hoping that there would be, like last time we had gone out to dinner together, he didn’t say anything. Probably he was looking forward to what came next. So was I. The difference was, I knew what was coming. And the sheer thrill of it was enough to make me feel breathless as I sat across the table from the sweet, sexy, submissive boy. 
 
    We lingered over dinner. As usual, Eric followed my lead. And I took my time. I was virtually teasing myself, and him at the same time. We knew what was waiting for us back at my place, and we both wanted it even more than we wanted more wine or dessert or anything else the restaurant had to offer. But denial, I was realizing, was its own brand of delicious fun. And there would be plenty of time for other delights later. 
 
    When the bill finally came, Eric paid it without question. I let him. One of the perks of being a dominatrix, I told myself with a sly smile. One of many. And in the taxi on the way home, the feel of Eric’s warm hand resting on my thigh through the stockings I wore was enough by itself to make me tremble. I was so worked up for what was coming, I could barely believe it. You’d think it was the first time we had been together, the first time we had indulged in kinky games instead of one of many. But somehow, this felt like something more. A new level in our strange relationship was first about to be reached. A new boundary crossed. I hoped Eric was ready for it. I hoped I was. 
 
    The taxi pulled up outside my home. Smiling, I let Eric inside. And the minute the doors closed behind us, I didn’t waste any time. I snapped straight into mistress mode, knowing the course of the night depended on it. 
 
    “On your knees, bitch boy,” I said, turning to Eric with a smile. He smiled back at me as he did as he was told. Immediately, he dropped to his knees on the floor at my front door, gazing up at me with that same look of adoration that never failed to make me feel weak at the knees. 
 
    “I suppose you’re hoping I’ll fuck you now?” I said, staring down at my boyfriend with all the aloofness I could muster while my heart felt ready to explode in my chest. 
 
    “I’m hoping you’ll do whatever you want to do, Lady Ashley,” Eric grinned up at me. 
 
    “Good answer,” I smiled. “But you should be careful what you wish for. There are things I’d like to do to you I’m really not sure you would enjoy at all.” 
 
    “I bet I would, Lady Ashley,” Eric said. 
 
    “Well, I guess we’ll see. Stay there, on your knees where you belong. Take your clothes off. We’re going to see just how obedient and submissive you really are.” 
 
    Without waiting for an answer from Eric, I stepped past him. My high heels echoed like gunshots on the floor as I made my way toward my bedroom. I smiled as I heard behind me the rustle of movement as Eric hurriedly pulled off the nice clothes he had put on for dinner. The part of the evening where we behaved like a regular couple was over. Now it was Lady Ashley’s time to take control. And Eric was about to learn just how far I intended to take things. 
 
    Inside the bedroom, I pulled the box out from under my bed. Just looking at the items inside was enough to make my heart flutter. A selection of kinky toys, brand-new and unused, just waiting for Eric to become their victim. Grabbing a few items, I strode back to the hallway where my submissive slave was waiting anxiously for me to return. 
 
    “Hands behind your back,” I ordered. I expected Eric to do exactly as he was told, and he did. But still, I felt the thrill of being in charge, of being so readily obeyed, as I crouched behind him and handcuffed his wrists in the small of his back. Once he was bound, I stood and circled around in front of him. Picking up another item from the floor, I kneeled in front of Eric. He groaned as I took hold of his cock, feeling the wild throbbing of arousal in the dense veins of his rigid manhood. Slipping a leather strap over his cock, I tightened it around the base until it was firmly fixed in place. His veins stood out more prominently than ever, the skin of his cock darkening slightly with the tightness of the strap. Eric watched wordlessly as I picked up a chain and clipped one end to a metal ring attached the strap. Holding the other end of the chain, I tugged on it lightly, and Eric grunted as his cock bounced, leashed like an animal under my control. 
 
    “Walkies,” I said, laughing as I spoke. “Since you let this thing lead you around anyway, I figured I might as well take control of it. Go on, slave boy. Tell me who really owns this cock.” 
 
    “You do, Lady Ashley,” Eric said in a breathy voice once again, and a feeling of triumph flashed through me as I stood above him, his manhood leashed and ready for me to use however I saw fit. 
 
    “Glad to hear it,” I said. “Come on, get on your feet. Let’s go to bed.” 
 
    At once, Eric rose to his feet. Turning, I used the leash to lead him down the short hall toward my bedroom. He followed readily, his footsteps hurrying along behind mine in his eagerness to be used by me. Once again, I felt like an absolute goddess as I led him through the house, my humble sex pet who was ready to give me absolutely anything I demanded of him. It was too good a feeling not to share. 
 
    I ordered Eric onto the bed. Obediently, he climbed onto my mattress and lay down on his back as directed. His face was shining with hope and excitement. No doubt he figured he had another night of kinky sex ahead. Well, he wasn’t wrong about that. But I wanted to keep waiting a little longer. Besides, I had other plans. 
 
    The chain on the leash around his cock was long enough to reach my foot board, and I tied it in place. Then, taking a length of rope from my closet, I tied one end to the headboard of the bed and the other carefully around Eric’s neck, using a knot I knew wouldn’t tighten even if he struggled. Not that I anticipated much resistance from him. True to form, Eric just lay there, passive and delighted with what was happening as I rendered him totally helpless. His leashed cock rose up from his body, rock hard and ready for me to put to any use I desired. It was the most incredible feeling to know the power I held over this desperate young man. And his words echoed in my mind as he acknowledged my ownership of his prized possession, his manhood itself. It was mine. All mine. And so was he. 
 
    And now that he was tied down, there was no hurry. Leaving him where he was, I moved back out the hallway to find my purse. Pulling out my cell phone, I pressed the button to dial my sister. Soon, Kayla answered. 
 
    “Hi,” she said in a voice thick with sleep. In the depths of my excitement, I hadn’t considered the time difference between us. 
 
    “Oh, are you sleeping?” I said. “Never mind. I was just going to tell you something, but it can wait until tomorrow.” 
 
    “No, it’s okay,” Kayla said, sitting up in bed and turning on a light beside her. “I wasn’t asleep yet anyway. You look great.” 
 
    “Thanks,” I said automatically. “Take a look at this.” 
 
    Bringing my phone with me, I returned to the bedroom where Eric was tied up. As I turned the phone to show my sister where my boyfriend was tied down, Kayla exploded with laughter. Eric cringed slightly. But after all, it was hardly the most embarrassing position Kayla had seen him in. 
 
    “Looks like you guys are having quite some Valentine’s Day,” Kayla smirked. 
 
    “We are,” I agreed. “You haven’t seen the best part yet. For that matter, neither has he. So you’re both going to see what comes next together.” 
 
    As I made my way toward my closet again, Eric’s eyes followed me across the room. He looked nervous. As well he should, I reflected to myself. And on the screen of my phone, Kayla seemed fascinated. Maybe I had woken her up, or maybe what she said was true and she had only just closed her eyes. But either way, she seemed totally awake now. Totally awake, and totally drawn to the drama I was creating. Which was exactly what I wanted. 
 
    Theatrically, I reached into my closet and found a small item. As I pulled it out into the light, I heard Kayla gasp. And then, a moment later, Eric groaned. The look on his face was absolutely priceless as I advanced toward him, the phone held in one hand, the other outstretched, palm up, with a brand-new stainless steel chastity device sitting in my hand. 
 
    “That’s right, bitch boy,” I said with a smile while Kayla continued spluttering with laughter on the phone. “I’ve decided I’m sick of my sister using your cock when I’m not around. Actually, I mean my cock, since that’s what it is. She’s always taking my things without asking. So now, I’m going to lock it away like she locked away her husband’s. You’ll still be able to serve her, of course. I still expect you to do everything Kayla says. But you won’t be fucking her anymore. You won’t be fucking anybody unless I decide otherwise.” 
 
    “Oh my God, Ash,” Kayla spluttered with laughter down the phone. “I love it! What an awesome Valentine’s Day gift! Oh, you should totally do it! I promise you’ll never look back. It’s a different life once you have a man’s cock locked away, trust me.” 
 
    “I bet,” I said, still smirking. But my eye was on Eric as I spoke, not on the phone where my sister’s smiling face showed. Eric was looking at me with a wild expression on his face, a more intense blend of the intoxicating mixture of fear and desire I so often saw there. It sent shockwaves of sadistic glee through me to see him like that. I watched terrified and turned on, scared to give in to me so completely and yet wanting nothing more than to submit. A total mindfuck for my humble slave boy, and an absolute thrill for me. 
 
    Slowly, carefully, I climbed onto the mattress. Inching across its surface, I approached Eric where he lay looking up at me, his chest rising and falling steadily as he breathed. I could only imagine how he was feeling as he looked up at me in that moment, what wild mix of emotions were echoing inside his brain. But I knew what I was feeling. I was feeling the unbelievable joy of total sexual power. 
 
    “Of course, you have a choice,” I said, basking in a sense of my own control. I set the cold steel of the chastity device carefully down on Eric’s chest, and his eyes dropped to it, watching it rise and fall with his breathing while I gloated above him. “You know what it will do to you once I have you locked away. Look at Kayla’s husband. He’s totally his wife’s bitch. You know how she makes him watch while you fuck her. Well, those days are over once this goes on. Maybe you’ll end up being the one tied to a chair watching me have sex with someone else.” 
 
    “Yes!” Kayla shrieked from the speakers of my phone, making me smile even more as I continue talking to Eric. 
 
    “Once this goes on, you’ll have no choice,” I said carefully. “You won’t be able to touch yourself. You won’t even be able to get an erection without permission. And you’ll do absolutely anything to please me in the hope I’ll unlock you. So this is the last choice I’m going to let you make. How badly do you want me, Eric? Because if you really want me, you’ll do this for me. You’ll give me your cock for Valentine’s Day. And I’ll give you the best orgasm of your life before I lock you away. But if you’re not ready for that, let me know. I’ll untie you, and you can go back home, and we can call it a day.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Eric’s answer was instant and firm. In a split second as he opened his mouth, I felt fear washing over me. I knew the risk I was taking. I knew I might be going too far, that this might finally be the line drawn in the sand he wasn’t willing to cross. That was part of what made it so exciting. But deep down, I was terrified of bringing this unusual relationship to an end. Still, I had the thrill seeker’s need to take things to the ultimate level. To see just how far I could go. I wanted what my sister had. I wanted that total control over a man, total ownership of his sexuality. I hoped Eric would go along with it. But I never dared to let myself dream he would agree so readily. 
 
    “No?” I teased, smirking down at Eric. “You don’t want to lose Lady Ashley?” 
 
    “No, Lady Ashley, I don’t,” Eric said firmly. I could still hear Kayla gasping from the speakers of my phone as she watched everything that was going on, but again, I ignored her. The drama playing out between us was purely for me and Eric now. 
 
    “So you’ll give me your cock for the privilege of being my slave boy?” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Eric said. His lips trembled as he spoke, as though his body was trying to stop him speaking the fateful words. But his eyes shone with wild desire, with the deep release of surrender that I could only experience from the outside. 
 
    “On my God, that’s awesome,” I said, as a great wave of emotion stirred in my heart. Once again, I told myself not to overthink things. Once again, I told myself not to talk myself out of anything. The words rose by themselves to my lips, and I blurted them out, making my sister gasp in surprise again as I confessed myself to Eric. 
 
    “I love you,” I said. 
 
    “I love you too, Lady Ashley,” came the instant reply. 
 
    “Awww,” Kayla cooed from my cell phone. But I hardly noticed. Overcome with passion, I leaned over my captive, pressing my lips to his. I kissed him with that same passion, and he kissed me back, our tongues sliding over one another, our lips embracing each other as though they never wanted to let go. I barely knew the man, some frightened part of my brain whispered while we made out. But a much larger part insisted I knew everything I needed to know. He was sweet and funny and romantic, and our sexual chemistry was off the charts. There wasn’t a day that went by that I didn’t think of him, and not always in a sexual way. There was no point denying the truth. Maybe things were moving fast, faster than they ever had for me before. But that didn’t mean they weren’t real. 
 
    And I remembered my promise. Slowly, I lifted my lips from Eric’s. Smiling down at him, I kissed his shoulder, moving along his chest. He watched, panting with desire as my mouth travel past the steel chastity device still shining on his chest, over the concave expense of his stomach. And still lower. Shifting my position on the bed, still fully dressed in my outfit from dinner, I lowered my head down toward Eric’s lap and took his cock in my mouth. He groaned as I wrapped my lips around it, making a tight seal and starting to suck. He bucked on the bed, testing the strength of the restraints that held them in place. But there was no escape for him, either from pleasure or from humiliation. He was mine to do with as I liked. And in that moment, what I wanted above all was to give him the most incredible pleasure I could before taking possession of his sex. 
 
    “Enjoy it, slave boy,” I heard Kayla say from the front speakers as she watched me blow my boyfriend. “That might be the last blowjob you ever have in your life.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    24. Sister Goddesses 
 
      
 
    “I like your necklace.” 
 
    “Oh, thanks.” 
 
    Looking up from my computer work, I hoped the heat I could feel immediately rising to my cheeks didn’t show on my face. Kelly stood above me, on her way to the break room when she stopped by to compliment the simple silver chain I wore around my neck. Of course, there was nothing simple about it. Far from it. What Kelly couldn’t know, and what I couldn’t forget, was what that chain represented. Or more specifically, what the silver key dangling from it represented. All the wild desire of a man who wanted me precisely because he couldn’t have me. All the insane power it gave me to have full control over a man’s sexuality. The way it made me feel like a goddess, each and every day, just to wear that tiny piece of metal. To know that I was in total control. To know that Eric willingly gave me that power, just because he wanted me so badly. It was a daily dose of glory, a tiny injection of intoxication whenever I put the necklace on. And lately, I had taken to wearing it every day, feeling my heart glowing inside my chest every time I thought about what it meant. As my coworker Kelly stood next to my desk, I slipped my thumb under the chain, running my fingers over it the way I often found myself doing. This constant reminder of my raw sexual power was rapidly becoming one of my favorite things in the world. 
 
    “But, isn’t it meant to be an old key? Like antique or something?” 
 
    Kelly narrowed her eyes as she spoke, squinting at my key. I knew what she meant. I had seen that style of jewelry on other girls. Antique keys look great, and mine was anything but. A regular metal key, still shiny and new, barely used. Certainly, I thought with an inner smile of sadistic delight, it didn’t get nearly as much use as Eric would like it to. 
 
    “I like this one,” I said with a shrug. Kelly smiled, and moved on. And I sat back in my chair, trying to stay calm. Trying to control my breathing. After all, this was all part of it. Part of why I wore the key to Eric’s cock out in public. I wanted people to notice. Or at least, I wanted the possibility of people noticing. All part of the wild thrill of what we were doing, to play with the idea of our secret being found out. Far more embarrassing, of course, for Eric than it would be for me. After all, he was the one who had surrendered his sexuality completely. He was the one being mercilessly controlled. And honestly, it’s not like I wanted my coworkers to know that I was a keen dominatrix in my spare time. But I wasn’t exactly ashamed of the fact either. Sometimes I fantasized about telling people. About being completely out in the open about it. Sometimes, I had visions of leading Eric down the street on a leash like a dog, letting the world know what he was and what I was. Letting everyone know the power I had to control a sexy young man by using his own desire against him. 
 
    Of course, I would never do it. At least, that’s what I told myself. Then again, how many things had I done recently that I never thought I would do? 
 
    Unable to concentrate on my work any longer, caught up in thoughts of deviant sex, I sat back in my chair, staring right through my computer screen and waiting a few moments. Then, I snatched up my purse and rose to my feet. As I made my way across the office, barely anyone looked my way. After all, why should they? They had no idea of the thoughts that were burning inside my brain. Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that somehow they did. That my entire inner life was on display, ready to be judged by others. And it gave me a strange thrill that needed to find expression somehow. 
 
    My footsteps echoed on the floor as I stepped into the office bathroom. The coast was clear. No one around. Making my way to a stall, I swung the door shut behind me and took a seat on the toilet. Then, I slid my phone out of my purse. Turning on the camera, I positioned myself carefully, plucking at the front of my shirt. I unfastened a button and spread it a little wider, showing some cleavage. I took a few photos of the key around my necklace and the deep cleft of my boobs, finally settling on the best one. Then, with a mischievous grin, I sent it to Eric. 
 
    After only a few minutes, he replied. No words. Just an emoji of a cartoon cat with its eyes popping out of its head. I smiled, satisfied with his response. But still, I wanted more. 
 
    How’s that cock of mine? 
 
    It hurts, Lady Ashley. 
 
    Good. It’s supposed to. Helps to remind you of your place. Which is? 
 
    Kneeling at your feet, Lady Ashley. 
 
    A tremor raced through me as I read the words. He would be at work too, I knew. And he would have a secret of his own, a far more embarrassing one than mine. One he physically couldn’t forget. Kayla had told me how every time a man in chastity tried to get an erection, he would be painfully reminded of his confinement. And as my sadistic impulses rose to the fore once again, I delighted in that fact. That over a distance of thousands of miles, I could make my boyfriend feel the pain and humiliation of being locked in chastity by me. Unable to get an erection. Unable to masturbate. Unable to engage in any sexual activity whatsoever unless I gave my permission. And short of mailing him the key, even I couldn’t let him go free. It was an absolute thrill that made my whole body tremble with deviant desire, and as I squeezed my thighs together where sat on the toilet, I could feel my juices begin to flow. 
 
    That’s right, I typed. A coworker asked me about this key today. 
 
    There was a long pause before Eric answered. Maybe he had got caught up in something at work. But I liked to imagine him sitting at his desk, tormented by doubt and fear and sexual frustration. Tormented and delighted by what I was doing to him. 
 
    What did you tell them? 
 
    I smiled again as I read Eric’s reply. He gave nothing away. But I imagined all too easily the swirling cocktail of doubt and fear that would be sloshing around in his heart. Mixed, of course, with outrageous sexual desire. My boyfriend hadn’t had an orgasm since that unforgettable night when I took ownership of his cock. After draining his balls again and again with both my mouth and my pussy, I had locked his cock away. The look on his face as I closed the lock floated again in my mind as I thought of it, just as it had so many times since then. And I had sent him back home still locked, his manhood completely owned by me. Kayla assured me there was no escape. 
 
    I told them it’s the key to a cock I own, that I took off some pathetic bitch boy who worships the ground I walk on. 
 
    Did you really?? 
 
    Through the typed words, I could almost feel Eric’s deep frustration and fear. By now, I knew so well that look of conflicting emotions on his face, when he wanted something he feared at the same time. I wondered if this was how he felt right now. If some part of him wanted me to do what I said I had done, to expose his secret to the world. After all, I knew he got off on being humiliated by me. And what greater humiliation could there be than telling strangers about the power I had over him? Still holding the phone in one hand, my other strayed slowly down between my legs. I was barely conscious of what it was doing, but I made no attempt to stop it, either. Instead, I reached for the zipper of my pants and pulled it slowly down.  
 
    Still one-handed, I pulled them down around my knees, along with my panties. I trembled, stifling a moan of pleasure as I traced my fingers over the sensitive folds of my pussy. As far as I knew, there was no one in the bathroom with me. But I couldn’t risk a repeat of that night me and Eric’s activities had been discovered by a stranger. After all, this was where I worked. I didn’t want to get caught masturbating in the office bathroom. But I couldn’t fight the feeling that were rising inside me.  
 
    Power is the greatest aphrodisiac, and I couldn’t imagine a greater sexual power than the one I had now. To dominate and control a submissive boy toy from across the country, to make him squirm and suffer in deep sexual arousal and know there was nothing he could do about it. Nothing anyone could do about it. In those circumstances, enjoying my own selfish orgasm would only add to the scene we were suddenly embroiled in. 
 
    What if I did? Sometimes I think I should tell people that I own your cock. I mean, obviously my sister already knows. Maybe I should tell everyone. You’re not embarrassed to be owned by me, are you? 
 
    Yes I am. 
 
    LOL 
 
    I was typing one-handed now, my other hand busy between my legs. With every stroke of my streaming pussy, I could feel my arousal growing. And this chat with Eric was helping. I was vibrating with desire now, an orgasm building undeniably inside me. My hand moved faster and faster, my heart beating inside my chest, and my eyes were half-closed with the onset of bliss. But I kept them open as I scrolled through the photos on my phone, looking for some favorites. Photos of Eric, kneeling on the floor of a restaurant bathroom with my panties stuffed in his mouth. Photos of Eric, chained to my bed. Photos of Eric being sexually humiliated over and over again from mine and Kayla’s pleasure. And his own, of course. A moan escaped my mouth before I could stop it, clamping my lips shut as I struggled against the expression of my own pleasure. 
 
    Seized by sudden inspiration, I pressed the button on my screen and switched the camera to video mode. Propping it up on the toilet roll holder, I positioned the phone so that it was recording me. Then, closing my eyes, I surrendered to the wild thoughts racing through my mind. I indulge myself in memory and fantasy, replaying all the kinky things I had done with my boyfriend, all the times I had made him kneel and worship me. All the times I had taken him and used him as a sex object with his enthusiastic consent. Soon, there was no stopping what was happening inside me. Soon, I was giving in completely to orgasm, crying out as a rising wave of passion raced through me. Right there in the office bathroom, I came, my juices smeared by my busy fingers as I played with myself. Then, as my climax came and went, I opened my eyes. Turning my face toward the camera, I smiled. Lifting my hand, my fingers shining with the residue of my orgasm, I waved to Eric. Then I picked up the phone and stopped recording. Without giving myself a chance to second-guess my actions, I sent the video to Eric. Then, slipping my phone back into my purse, I cleaned myself off as best as I could. Pulling up my pants, I stepped out of the bathroom stall and made my way to the sink to wash my hands. I was still alone in the bathroom, thankfully. And now that the moment had come and gone, I felt more than a little shame at what I had done. Not that I regretted it. Not even a little. The sexual tension within me needed to be released somehow, and it was hard to imagine a better way to do it under the circumstances. Of course, my boyfriend’s sexual tension, all the way across the country, was going to have to go unrelieved. And again, that thought sent a little jolt of sadistic glee through me. 
 
    Splashing cold water on my face and trying to compose myself, I returned to my desk. Now, more than ever, I felt that everyone was looking at me. That everyone knew my secret and exactly what I had been up to in the bathroom, even though I knew it was impossible. No one so much as looked in my direction. Still, I felt my cheeks burning with embarrassment as I hurried back to my desk and set down, harboring my little secret inside myself like a glowing ember that never went out. 
 
    Once I sat back down, I set my purse on the floor beside my desk and fished my phone out again. Eric had sent a response to my video, and I squirmed in my seat with deep delight to know that he had taken time out of his working day to watch me masturbate. 
 
    You’re killing me, Lady Ashley, his text read. 
 
    Good, I responded. I don’t want you to ever forget who owns your cock now. 
 
    **** 
 
    There was nothing easy about it. After all, some things aren’t meant to be easy. Pain and suffering had become part of our sex life in a way I never would’ve imagined possible, and certainly never would have imagined enjoying the way that I did. But there’s fun, kinky suffering, and then there’s just the regular kind. I knew that I was driving Eric crazy, and that was so much fun for both of us. But I was driving myself crazy too. And not just sexually. 
 
    Eric was only the third romantic partner that I had told I loved him. And compared to those previous two, this one couldn’t have felt more different. It felt so much more real, so much more powerful. And even if the circumstances of our saying it had been downright bizarre, that only served to make it seem more real and more true. This was who we were. This kinky sex play was what brought us together in the first place, and it remained central to our relationship. But it wasn’t everything. Our hearts were involved too. And being so far away from a man that I now knew I loved, without doubt, was its own special form of suffering. Not the fun kind. The bad kind. The fact that he was sexually frustrated and permanently horny for me filled me with delight. The fact that we couldn’t be together, that our relationship was limited to video calls and saucy texts, was its own kind of prison that kept us both locked up. 
 
    “I mean, I would love it. But it’s a big decision.” 
 
    Kayla’s pretty face shone out from the laptop screen in front of me. It was our regular video call that let us keep in touch with one another, but that mostly turned into an exercise in kinky sex. Only this time, it wasn’t. This time, I had something serious to talk to my sister about. And Kayla, to her credit, was treating it with the gravity it deserved. 
 
    “I know,” I said with a sigh. “I mean, I don’t want to be that girl. You know, the one who moves across the country for the sake of a boy she barely knows. But that’s not why I’d be doing this. Not completely, anyway. I mean, Eric is a factor. It sucks being so far away. But it sucks being this far away from you, too. And lately, I’m wondering why I even do it. I mean, it’s not like my job’s really going anywhere. It’s not like I really have anything holding me here. I don’t even have that many friends. I guess I just figured it’s what you do. You get out of college, and then you go find a job in the city you went to school in and build a life. It always looks so glamorous and exciting in those movies. But it really isn’t.” 
 
    “I get it,” Kayla said. “I do. And I mean, if you’re not happy where you are, then by all means, move. Like I say, I would love it if you lived closer. And you know Charlie would too. Besides, we can help you. We have plenty of space you where you could stay until you found a place of your own. Or not. I mean, if you want to do this, Ash, you totally can. Just be sure you’re doing it for the right reasons.” 
 
    Ever the big sister, even after everything that had passed between us. I had to smile at Kayla’s words, even as my heart expanded at the same time. My sister loves me, and I knew she meant what she said. That she and her husband would do everything in their power to help me settle into new life on the other side of the country. She only had my best interests at heart, and it was touching to know that at least there was somebody out there who did. But all the more reason, then, to be as close to that person as possible. At least, that was the way I saw it. 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” I said again. “Don’t worry. I’m not doing it just for the kinky sex we’d get to have. But let’s not pretend that’s not a factor.” 
 
    I smiled as I spoke, and my sister laughed out loud. Her eyes shone, her face framed by her black hair. Kayla was a natural dominatrix. It just took her a while to figure that out. And maybe I was too. Maybe it was genetic, a trait we shared along with the color of our eyes. But the reasons didn’t matter.  
 
    “Yeah, it would be pretty great,” Kayla said. “I mean, imagine if you were living with us. Poor Charlie would never get a moment’s peace. He’d always be serving one or both of us, pretty much twenty-four seven.” 
 
    “Sounds good to me,” I said, making Kayla laugh again. But there was something more serious behind our laughter. After all, we both knew what we were saying, as insane as it might sound, was a very real possibility. We both knew that if I lived in the same house as them, even temporarily, it would be basically impossible to resist the temptation to play more of these sexy games. Charlie’s life would become one drawn-out BDSM fantasy - as though it wasn’t already. 
 
    “Actually, that gives me an idea,” Kayla said. And from the sly smile that crept across her beautiful face, I had no doubt what kind of idea we were talking about. A sexy one. Excitement rose inside me, knowing my sister had come up with another of her crazy ideas, and knowing what they almost invariably lead to, I couldn’t wait to find out. 
 
    “What now?” I asked. There on my laptop screen, I saw Kayla’s smile deepen. 
 
    And that’s how I found myself flying once again across the country to where my sister lived. Only this time, the ticket was one-way. I had looked into the job market in Kayla’s town, and had a couple of interviews lined up for when I arrived. Nothing great. Nothing to get excited about. But something to start bringing some money in. Still, I could barely bring myself to think about that as I sat in my seat, the hours between my old home and my new shoes 24 life seeming endless. My few possessions were packed up and on their way to Kayla’s house by road, and I would beat them there by several days. Honestly, I couldn’t wait my new life to begin. 
 
    And I was starting off right. I could say I didn’t know what possessed me to dress the way I did, but that would be a lie. I felt sexy, and I wanted to look sexy. After all, this cross-country move felt like a triumph to me. As though I were coming into my own as a dominant goddess, as an irresistible woman who demanded obedience from submissive men. A short red skirt and high-heeled boots didn’t make for practical travel clothing, and they certainly drew attention to me at the airport. But in a way, that was what I wanted. 
 
    And what I wanted even more was the look on Charlie’s face as I stepped out of the arrivals hall to find him and Kayla waiting for me. I wanted to see that look of attraction, of deep sexual desire, his eyes traveling up and down my body as he greeted the arrival of his other mistress. His sister-in-law, the woman who, along with his wife, controlled him like no other. I wasn’t disappointed. 
 
    Kayla embraced me as soon as she saw me, and then Charlie did too. Through the front of his pants, I felt the hardness of his steel chastity cage, and a tremor of lust rippled through my body. They drove me home, my new home, at least for the time being. The comfortable house that was too big for just the two of them, where I moved back into the guestroom I had spent the Christmas holidays in, the scene of so many wild adventures. And as I settled down on the living room sofa beside my sister, Charlie hurried to bring us drinks and snacks. If anything, he seemed even more well-trained and obedient and submissive than he had been at Christmas. And in a way, I supposed, that made sense. Kayla wore the key to her husband’s chastity device around her neck on a silver chain, and I wore Eric’s key in its accustomed place, too. Both of us basking in the power these devices gave us, in our total sexual authority to be the evil bitches we wanted to be. 
 
    “Okay, there’s no need for you to have clothes on anymore,” Kayla said as Charlie handed both a drink. “Strip off and show Lady Ashley how honored you are to have her move in with us.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie didn’t waste any time. Kayla and I both laughed as he stripped off his clothes, shedding everything except the steel chastity device locked onto his cock. At once, he dropped to the floor at our feet, and I felt again the delicious sensation of a man’s lips pressed against my foot through the leather of my boot. I watched his bare back move as he submissively kissed my feet, worshiping me with frantic desire at his wife’s command. If I hadn’t felt like a goddess already, I certainly would after that kind of welcome. And while he groveled at my feet, Kayla and I sipped our drinks and ignored him, as though there were nothing special about what was going on. In a way, I supposed, there wasn’t. Something told me that Charlie would be spending a huge amount of time naked and on his knees in the future. And knowing I had the power to order my sister’s husband around, that I could make him please me sexually in any way I saw fit while giving him nothing in return, sent another jolt of pleasure through me. It all helped to confirm the decision I had made to move here and be with them. It was the start of a wild new adventure. 
 
    But that wasn’t the surprise Kayla had planned. Setting aside her drink for a moment, she reached for her phone. Smiling at me, she pressed the screen and held it between us on speakerphone. Looking at me, she pressed a finger to her lips. The phone rang, and then I heard an answer. 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla?” 
 
    It was Eric. At the sound of his voice, I gripped my thighs over my short skirt, squeezing them together while Charlie went on kissing my feet. My boyfriend, a man I was more sure every day that I loved, addressing my sister by her dominatrix title. After all, he was Kayla’s sex toy, too. Just because his cock was locked away in chastity didn’t change that. If anything, it enhanced it. 
 
    “I want your tongue on my pussy, slave boy,” Kayla said, while I pressed a hand to my mouth to stifle the laughter that rose up inside me. “I want you to drop what you’re doing and get over here to please me. Otherwise, I might have to tell your owner you didn’t do what my sister said. And then who knows when she would let your pathetic cock out again?” 
 
    “Okay, Queen Kayla,” Eric said. I could hear the strain in his voice as he spoke, the humiliation and desire complementing one another. I thought of his cock trying and failing to harden inside the tight steel prison that only I could free him from, and a fresh wave of excitement flowed over me. “I’ll be right there.” 
 
    “Hurry up,” Kayla snarled. “You know better than to keep a mistress waiting.” 
 
    With that, she hung up the phone, not waiting for any reply. She was so good at that, so good at being the snarling mistress of every submissive’s fantasies. She seemed to feel so comfortable ordering men around, and I only hoped I sounded half as authoritative as she did when I issued my commands to our submissives. 
 
    “He’s going to freak out when he sees you here,” Kayla said as she set her phone aside. 
 
    “I know,” I giggled. “I can’t wait. This is going to be amazing, K. Both of us living together, having our slave boys serve us anyway we like.” 
 
    As I spoke, I uncrossed my legs and recrossed them, teasing Charlie with the view up my skirt. He shifted his attention from the boot he had been kissing to the other, gazing up at me with obvious longing in his eyes while I deliberately ignored him. 
 
    For the next twenty minutes, my sister and I chatted. We kept the conversation light, but I knew that she could feel the same wild excitement boiling inside her that I could. And when the doorbell rang, we both knew what was about to happen. 
 
    “Go let him in, Charlie,” Kayla ordered. “Bring my other slave boy here to me.” 
 
    “Yes, Queen Kayla.” 
 
    Charlie rose to his feet. The metal device locked onto his cock bounced hilariously as he walked across the room, heading for the front door. Inwardly, I knew he had to be cringing with embarrassment at the thought of being seen like this, even by someone who had seen him in this position many times before. Plus, opening the front door risked exposure in front of the neighbors, if only for a minute. Kayla was a genius in her own dark way. 
 
    And while my sister and I sat in silence, sexual tension crackling in the air of the living room now, I listened to Charlie curtly greet my boyfriend, a man he had been forced to watch fuck his wife several times. Charlie stepped back into the living room, with Eric following him. When my boyfriend saw me sitting there on the sofa, his eyes almost popped out of his head. His face wore a look of utter astonishment, and he looked me up and down as though he didn’t believe I was real. As though he thought he had imagined me out of the depths of his loneliness and desperate need. He rushed toward me, and my heart contracted like a fist. I wanted to jump to my feet, to hug him, to kiss him, to tell him I loved him. But there were other things I wanted to do, too. Dark of things. And with my sadistic sister sat beside me, it was my dominant side that came to the fore. 
 
    Eric hurried toward me, bending over the sofa where I sat. I raised my foot high in the air, straightening my leg and pressing the sole of my boot against his chest, holding him at bay. While Kayla laughed beside me, I smiled up at my boyfriend. 
 
    “That’s not how you greet your mistress, chastity boy,” I said, doing my best impression of the way Kayla spoke when she ordered her husband around. “Get your clothes off, get down on your knees, and start kissing my feet like the worm you are.” 
 
    “Yes, Lady Ashley,” Eric said, unable to hide the sly grin on his face as he began tugging at his clothes. And as he dropped to his knees on the living room floor, lowering his face to my feet, Kayla ordered her husband do the same for her. There we sat, two sister goddesses, our submissive male slaves worshiping our feet while we sipped our drinks and basked in their adoration. 
 
    “It’s going to be so much fun having you living here,” Kayla said as she turned to me with a smile. “I’m really glad you decided to move.” 
 
    “Me too, K,” I said, squeezing my thighs together as sexual tension rose inside me, knowing it would soon be released. Knowing that I could have either or both of these men kneeling naked on the floor in front of us please me whenever and however I saw fit. Knowing that they wanted nothing more than to serve and to be owned by my sister and I. “Me too.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Want a free story? Sign up for my newsletter at kattfordwrites.wixsite.com! 
 
    [image: The Lioness] 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 coverall.jpg





images/cover1.jpg





images/cover2.jpg





images/00001.jpeg





images/cover4.jpg





images/cover3.jpg





