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    Conquering Her Boss: Parts 1-6 
 
    A Fetish Discovered 
 
      
 
    Rain drummed on the roof of my car. 
 
    All the way to work, it had kept up a steady beat. I had peered at the road ahead, a long procession of glowing red taillights in front of me as I made my way to the office. Rivers of rain ran over the glass. It was that time of year, when summer ends in a wet procession of rainy days that are almost enough to make you forget the sun ever existed. 
 
    Still, I don't mind the rain. I didn't grow up in this coastal city. I used to live further inland, where the days are drier, but the winters were far colder. I'll take the rain that keeps everything green through the year, even if it sometimes means we might go a week or two without seeing the sun. 
 
    Pulling up in front of the office, I switched off my car's engine. The windshield wipers stopped their repetitive dance, coming to rest at the bottom of the glass. Brad's car was already there, the big black pickup truck that both he and his wife came to work in. Brad and Michelle had started the company a few years ago and had seen steady growth. So much so that they had needed to hire additional office help, which was where I came in. I'm not going to say it was my dream job or anything. But Brad and his wife were good people to work for, and the job wasn't too demanding. Answer the phone. Be pleasant to the customers. Send out invoices. About the worst thing I had to do was chase up the odd delinquent payment, and for accounts that were deep into arrears, Michelle handled those. I was the frontline of customer service for the company, which is the kind of job you can get when you are in your early twenties and don't have a ton of experience at anything else. A stepping stone to something else, maybe. But for now, I was pretty happy with where I was. 
 
    Reaching for the door handle of my car, I opened the door and grimaced as I stepped out into the rain. It was only a few steps to the door of the office, luckily. Because this kind of weather tends to wreak havoc on my hair. 
 
    Stepping inside the office, I shut the door behind me. It was a small place, but as big as it needed to be. My desk was over by the door, with Michelle's a little behind me. Brad didn't have a desk in the front office. Instead, he spent most of his day in the much larger warehouse in the back. That's where all equipment was kept, the basis of the business. We rented it out to other companies around the city, and Brad was the technical brains of the operation, while his wife ran the office. The classic small business setup you'll find in cities around the world. 
 
    "Good morning," I said as I stepped into the office, setting my bag down on the edge of my desk. Michelle was already at her desk, looking at the screen in front of her. They always beat me to work. Not that I was habitually late or anything. It was more that they tended to be early. But that never seemed to bother them. After all, they were paying me by the hour, and it wasn't my company. 
 
    "Morning," Michelle said as she lifted her eyes from the screen and smiled at me. She had recently celebrated her fortieth birthday, but she remained a striking woman. Her flaming red hair probably owed a lot to the dye bottle at this point, but judging by her skin tone, I suspected it was just a replication of her natural color. She had blue eyes that glittered like ice, set off by the warmth of her smile. I could only hope to look half as good as she did once I reached her age. For that matter, I'd be happy to look as good as she did at my age, too. Brad was a lucky guy. 
 
    Stepping past Michelle's desk, I made my way toward the small kitchen area at the back of the office. The smell of coffee was already in the air, a pot freshly brewed by Michelle when she opened the office. I poured myself a cup and inhaled the tantalizing aroma before taking a sip. My stomach growled. 
 
    I carried my mug back across the office toward my desk. Michelle leaned back in her chair as I passed, momentarily done with whatever she had been working on with her computer. 
 
    “I like your boots,” she said as I passed. 
 
    "Oh, thank you," I said. "I like yours too." 
 
    It was that kind of weather. One of the good things about fall is it lets you wear boots. Mine were black over the knee leather boots that I wore over my jeans. Thanks to the flat sole, they were surprisingly comfortable, and I loved the way they looked. Michelle, on the other hand, was wearing heeled boots. The brown leather they were made of looked expensive, and not for the first time, I found myself wondering how much money these two made. Clearly, the business was profitable and growing. Brad's truck wasn't cheap, and even though the married couple usually came to work together, I knew that Michelle had a car of her own. They had no kids. I had a feeling that Brad and Michelle had plenty of money socked away somewhere. Nothing wrong with that. They had built the business out of nothing, and I admired them for that. 
 
    "Wait until Brad sees them," Michelle said as I took a seat at my desk. "He's going to like those. He has a bit of a thing for boots." 
 
    "Oh really?" I didn't quite know what to say to that. Michelle and I were certainly friendly, but it would be a stretch to call us friends. We got on well at work. And spending so much time together all day, often just the two of us while Brad was out in a meeting somewhere, we sometimes discussed our lives a little bit. I knew that she and Brad had never wanted kids, that there was no deep tragedy behind their childlessness. We had discussed whether I was planning to have a family of my own, although any such decision lay far in the future. After all, I'd have to find a man to have it with first. Michelle had commiserated with me over the scarcity of good men, and made me laugh with a few stories from her dating days before she met her husband. We got on really well together, and even though she was technically old enough to be my mother, I felt as though the two of us could become actual friends.  
 
    But up to that point, all our interactions had been limited to work. After all, we were at very different stages of our lives. I was still a single young woman with an active social life, my job mainly a means to make money and enjoy myself in the evenings and weekends. Michelle, on the other hand, was married and a business owner, thinking about investments and retirement funds and all kinds of other issues that meant very little to me. 
 
    So Michelle volunteering this information about her husband was a little out of the ordinary. But only a little. She had always had a fairly wicked sense of humor and wasn't shy about the odd dirty joke. In fact, she had always struck me as a woman with an active sex life. Hard to say how I had got that impression exactly, but it was there. She seemed like a woman who enjoyed that aspect of life. And the way she looked was certainly part of that. The amount of effort she obviously put into her appearance had to be for something, after all. It wasn't like I had given it much thought. But I had always vaguely assumed she and Brad had a pretty fulfilling sex life. 
 
    What do you say to a statement like that? I didn't particularly want to hear about my boss's proclivities. But there's always that little bit of voyeuristic interest, isn't there? That curiosity about the sex lives of others. If only to help you know if your own is normal. I felt a faint embarrassment at Michelle's apparent overshare. But I was curious too. 
 
    “Yeah,” Michelle smiled. “Men are such funny creatures, aren’t they?” 
 
    "You can say that again," I smiled, as though I had some deep knowledge of the subject. Yet somehow, I suspected that Michelle knew far more about the labyrinth of human sexuality than I did.  
 
    "You should've seen how excited he was when I put these on today," Michelle went on, stretching out her legs and crossing her feet at the ankle as she leaned back in her chair. Her brown boots creaked as she idly moved one foot. "I think he would've jumped on me there and then if I let him, but I didn't want to be late for work." 
 
    I laughed, and Michelle laughed with me. There didn't seem to be much else of response I could make. All of this was unexpected. Then again, we all have our things. The various hangups and preferences that get us going. I'm not the type to shame anyone. I didn't think Michelle was either. She had always seemed so open-minded. 
 
    “Well, that’s not necessarily a bad thing,” I said. 
 
    "No. No, it isn't." After speaking, Michelle was silent for a moment. Her blue eyes assumed a faraway expression, as though she was pondering something. Her leather boots creaked again. 
 
    "You know he polishes these for me?" she finally said. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    "Yeah," Michelle nodded. There was a mischievous smile on her face as she spoke, and I could see that for whatever reason, she wanted to share with me. Every sparkle of her eyes told me that this was a woman with a secret she desperately wanted to confess. And for better or worse, I was the only person there to confide in. "I told him if he wants me to wear the boots he likes out in public, he has to take care of them. So he does. That's why these boots still look brand-new even though I've had them for ages. He polishes them all the time. He's gotten really good at it. My little shoeshine boy." 
 
    "That's hilarious," I giggled. There was no doubt that it was a strange mental image to have, picturing my hard-working boss spending his free time polishing his wife's boots. I was trying to walk a delicate line, not sure how I should react to this information. I didn't want Michelle to feel like I thought she and her husband were weird. But she was volunteering this information as though she found it as amusing as I did. 
 
    "It kind of is, yeah," Michelle said, nodding her head so that her red hair swayed around her pretty face. "Especially if I wear them while he's doing it. I mean, this might be a little too much information. But it feels pretty good to have a man on his knees polishing your boots. Have you ever tried it?" 
 
    “No,” I spluttered, shaking my head. 
 
    "You should," Michelle grinned at me from behind her desk. "It feels strangely powerful. And I feel like women deserve every chance of feeling powerful we can get." 
 
    Smiling, I nodded. The information Michelle had given me was filed away in my brain in some category of things I didn't need to know but found mildly interesting. I might be young, but I'm not naïve. And any woman who actively dates quickly learns all about the strange and multifaceted variety of male sexuality. There's a broad spectrum from regular guys all the way to straight-up creeps and perverts. But most guys I've been with are into something unusual of some sort. I mean, they've all been watching porn for most of their lives. Some of it's bound to stick.  
 
    As far as things go, if Brad had a little bit of a fetish for women's boots, it wasn't the worst thing in the world. Mildly embarrassing, sure, but not actively threatening. Still, I couldn't help wondering what he would think if he knew his wife was volunteering this information.  
 
    Plus, it was a surprise. I don't really know what I imagined a guy who is into shoes would be like, but it wasn't Brad. He was so confident and successful. He seemed to have everything together. As much as I considered him lucky for having such a beautiful wife, I could see the appeal from her side too. Not that I had a thing for my boss, necessarily. I could just see the qualities he had to make him attractive to a woman. That's not the same as being attracted to him myself. But certainly, this freely volunteered information cast a new light on Brad, and on their relationship. 
 
    But for the time being, Michelle seemed to have said all she wished to say on the subject. She turned her eyes back to her computer screen, straightening up in her chair as she did so. Soon, I heard the tapping of keys and the clicking of her mouse as she worked on something. Turning to my own screen, I busied myself with work. The usual pile of emails had come in overnight, and I set myself to responding to them, sending out quotes and clarifying bookings and performing all the other mundane but unchallenging tasks that made up my days at work. 
 
    For a while, silence reigned in the office. Or if not silence, the kind of workplace noise that's so familiar it may as well be silence. After nine a.m., the phone began to ring, and I was kept busy answering it. Michelle only answered the phone as overflow, when I was already on the line. But it was a busy morning, and between us, we quickly began filling up the schedule for the equipment we had, making booking after booking to keep the equipment moving and the money flowing in. 
 
    I prefer a busy day. Time passes more quickly when you're kept occupied. More than an hour and a half passed before Brad stepped into the office, entering from the back door that led to the warehouse. Probably he had been in there cleaning or repairing equipment, doing those aspects of the business that I understood very little about. He wore his usual T-shirt and jeans, a hands-on guy who was happiest when he was working on something mechanical. 
 
    “Hey, Lisa,” he said as he nodded to me. 
 
    "Hi, Brad," I smiled back. I hoped nothing was showing in my demeanor about the new side of him I had learned about. Seeing him now brought it all back into my mind. A stray image of Brad kneeling at Michelle's feet and diligently polishing her brown leather boots rose unbidden in my mind, and I did my best to push it away. 
 
    "Has D Line called?" Brad said, turning to his wife. Michelle's red hair blazed as she shook her head.  
 
    "Not yet," she said. "You want me to call them?" 
 
    “No, not yet,” Brad said. “They’re always late, but they always pay. I don’t want to hassle them. Maybe if we haven’t heard from them by the end of the day, we can give them a call. Late today or early tomorrow. Something like that.” 
 
    "No problem," Michelle said. Reaching for a pen, she scrawled something down in the notebook that lay open on her desk. She was old school in that sense. Quicker just to scrawl out a handwritten note than set a reminder in her computer. She was an organized woman, and she never seemed to forget to keep on top of all her tasks. Her system clearly worked for her. 
 
    "How's everything else?" Brad asked. 
 
    "Good," Michelle said, raising her head to smile up at her husband from where she sat. "Pretty busy morning, although it's slowing down a bit now. Oh, and units L1 and L2 are fully booked for the week."  
 
    "Awesome," Brad grinned. "Nice work, ladies." Brad turned toward me as he said that, including me in his praise. Hard to say how much I had actually contributed to getting those expensive units booked out. After all, sales wasn't my job. I just took the orders that came in and chased down the payments when necessary. Still, it's always nice to have your work recognized. And to his credit, that was always something Brad was good at. More or less from the minute I started working for him and his wife, he had made it clear that he appreciated what I did, which is more than I can say for some of the bosses I've had. 
 
    "And we do it all while looking good, too," Michelle grinned. As she spoke, she turned her head, her blue eyes flashing at me as she smiled. 
 
    "Can't argue with that," Brad said. 
 
    "Doesn't Lisa look nice today, Brad?" Michelle said, her eyes still fixed on me as she spoke. Brad smiled, but his brow furrowed in a look of confusion as he spoke. 
 
    "Why? Is this a trap?" he asked. Michelle laughed, and I laughed with her. 
 
    "Of course it's not a trap," Michelle said. "It's not being unfaithful to me to admit another woman looks good. Especially when she so clearly does. And it's not sexual harassment to give an employee a compliment." 
 
    "I guess not," Brad said, still smiling. "Yes, Lisa, you do look great yesterday. If that's not uncomfortable for me to say." 
 
    "No, that's fine," I laughed. "Thank you." After all, I'm not immune to compliments. And the way Brad delivered it made it clear that this was the furthest thing from harassment imaginable. After all, it was his wife who had put him up to it. And as I sat there at my desk, I began to wonder about something. A certain tension seemed to have entered the room, along with the bright gleam in Michelle's beautiful eyes. It was almost like the feeling you get at the top of a roller coaster, knowing the drop is about to come. I couldn't imagine what that drop might look like when it happened. But I couldn't ignore it either. 
 
    "I told her I like her boots. Do you like her boots, Brad?" Michelle spoke softly now as she looked up at her husband. She was beaming, her face lit up with some strange joy. On the other hand, Brad was no longer smiling. He still had that look of confusion on his face, but a new wariness had joined it. As though he suspected his wife's motives, and thanks to that, so did I. 
 
    "Yeah," Brad said carefully. "They're nice." He looked at me as he spoke. From where I sat, my chair turned to face them, he could see me from head to toe. His eyes moved over my boots as I sat there cross-legged, and I wondered if I was just imagining things, or whether they lingered a little longer than totally necessary. A mild surprise registered in me as I realized I was squeezing my thighs together. There was no point denying it. I couldn't explain why. But something about this situation was exciting me. Maybe just the look on Michelle's face as she skillfully manipulated her husband right in front of me. 
 
    "You should buy me a pair like that," Michelle went on. 
 
    “If you like,” Brad shrugged. 
 
    "But then you know what you would have to do, don't you? Look how tall they are. It would take you forever to polish those, wouldn't it?" 
 
    "Michelle!" Brad's voice was suddenly stern. But his wife didn't even flinch. The amusement and delight never left her voice as she teased him right in front of me. 
 
    "What?" she asked. "It would. And I'd want you to do it. You know it's your job to look after my boots. I already told her." 
 
    "You did?" A look of panic passed across Brad's face as he turned to me, then back to his wife again. For a moment, I felt pity for him in my heart. Clearly, revealing his little kink came as an even bigger surprise to him than it had to me. I could only imagine what it would feel like to have your spouse reveal something of that private nature. 
 
    "it's okay," I said, trying to pacify the situation. "It's not a big deal at all. Everyone has their own thing. I actually think it's quite sweet that you do that for your wife." 
 
    "You do?" Brad stood at the side of Michelle's desk, looking absolutely astonished by this new piece of news. As though he couldn't say anything other than simple two-word phrases, his brain otherwise occupied with confusion and doubt and nervousness. I tried to smile encouragingly at him, to let him know that I wasn't judgmental. That the mild secret his wife had revealed about their home life didn't make me think any less of him. 
 
    “That’s one way of looking at it,” Michelle said, still grinning behind her desk. “But it’s really just the tip of the iceberg, isn’t it? Be honest, Brad. How much would you love to have those boots wrapped around your head?” 
 
    "Jesus, Michelle!" Brad's cheeks burned with the crimson glow of embarrassment at his wife's words. But I couldn't help myself. Laughter burst out of me, and Michelle laughed too, her outrageous comment amusing us both. What she had said was wildly inappropriate for the workplace, of course. But I didn't mind. For whatever reason, I was caught up in this strange scene now, curious to see where it went. I had never thought about these two in that way. Even though I could see that they were a good-looking couple, it's not like I had ever imagined anything happening between us.  
 
    But as Michelle spoke, putting such an outrageous image into the air, I had to admit, I didn't hate it. Maybe because it had been a while since I last had sex. Or maybe because I was just curious about the apparently interesting mechanics of their relationship. I didn't try to overanalyze it too much. All I knew was that for whatever reason, I didn't hate what was happening. 
 
    "Come on. We're all adults. She's a beautiful girl, and you're a horny man with a boot fetish. It's okay. Lisa's open-minded. She's not judging you. And if she was, that would only turn you on more, wouldn't it?" 
 
    “I - I mean it’s not - it’s not like that,” Brad said, turning to me with an apologetic look on his face. 
 
    “It’s okay,” I said again. “I don’t mind. Everyone has their thing. And it’s nice to be appreciated.” 
 
    I don't know why I did it. All I can blame it on is the spirit of the moment, some strange impulse within me responding to Michelle's apparent desire to embarrass her husband on that particular day. Maybe it was a phase of the moon or some last throb of summer in the wet autumn air. Maybe it was a phenomenon specific to the office we all shared, a strange distant hum that none of us had noticed until that moment. 
 
    But as I spoke, I leaned forward in my chair. Reaching down with my hands, I put them against the leather of my boot and slowly drew them upwards, sliding my hands over the gleaming leather. I smiled at Brad while I did it. He stared at me, his eyes following my hands as though completely captured. He gulped, and I laughed softly at the expression of deep desire on his face. Sitting beside him, his wife laughed even more. 
 
    “He’s going to be thinking about that for weeks,” Michelle said. “That’s all it takes with him. He doesn’t need much.” Turning in her chair, Michelle directed her attention toward her husband once again. She leaned back, and above her desk, I saw her raise one foot. The heel of her boot pressed into Brad’s hip as she rested her foot there for a moment. 
 
    "Do you know Lisa's never had a man polish her boots for her?" Michelle said. "Isn't that sad? She's wearing these beautiful boots, and no one's had the decency to take care of them. Why don't you do that for her? Why don't you go get some polish and brushes and whatever else you need and come back here and shine those boots up for her real nice. I want her to know how it feels to be served by a man. I think that's something every woman should have." 
 
    Brad just looked at me in shock, his jaw hanging open. But again, his eyes moved toward my legs as though he had no control over them. He was looking at my boots again, and a thrill of excitement raced through me. 
 
    "Honestly, that sounds kind of awesome," I said. Michelle flashed me a winning smile before turning her attention back to her husband.  
 
    "See? She wants to be served. And that's what you're here for. Go ahead, Brad. Run along to the store and buy what you need, then come back here. We can close up early for lunch and have a little fun. And if you're a really good boy, I'll make it worth your while." 
 
    I couldn't miss the way Brad's head abruptly snapped around to look at his wife. For a moment, he didn't say a word. But his jaw moved as though he was trying to say something. At the same time, his eyes traveled over Michelle's face, studying her smiling expression. Then, still wordless, he turned back to me. There was a new look in his eyes, one I had no name for. There was something almost feral in his stare. As though he had been taken over by some urge too powerful to resist. 
 
    Still saying nothing, he turned. Heading for the door, he almost ran out of the office. I watched him go, and a sly smile spread across my face as I saw the obvious bulge in the front of his pants before he disappeared into the parking lot. 
 
    Michelle burst out laughing. Throwing back her head and falling back in her chair, she cackled wildly. The sound was infectious, and before long, I laughed along with her. It helped in some way to relieve the tension of the moment, the strange spell that had come over all of us. As Michelle slowly composed herself, she turned to me with a smile. 
 
    "This is going to be fun,' she said. "I'm going to tell you some things now that can't leave this room, okay?" 
 
    “Of course,” I said, nodding my head. 
 
    "Okay. Good. So I know I told Brad that you are open-minded, but are you? Do you want to help me make my husband's submissive dreams come true?" 
 
    "I mean - I'm kind of curious about it," I said. Michelle's smile only grew wider. 
 
    "That's all I need," she said. '"Just keep an open mind. And don't hesitate to let me know if you want to stop at any point. If you're in any way uncomfortable, if you're not enjoying yourself, this is over, and we'll never talk about it again. But I think you might like how this goes." 
 
    Sitting there in my chair, I could hardly believe what was happening. What had seemed like just another day at work was suddenly transforming into something far more thrilling. And even though doubts and questions swirled in my mind, I knew I had to see just how far this was going to go. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Humiliating The Boss 
 
      
 
    Brad wasn't gone long. Nevertheless, the wait for him to return seemed to take forever. Partly because of the excitement that was boiling inside me. Partly because of the nervousness I felt.  
 
    I was about to engage in some kind of kinky power-play with my employers, and my head was spinning at the mere thought of what might happen. But somehow, I wasn't worried about losing my job. I wasn't worried about things taking a turn. I was excited.  
 
    Maybe just because Michelle seemed so excited herself. Maybe because she reassured me that I had nothing to worry about. That if, at any point, this all got too much for me, I could end it all with a single word. All I had to do was say stop, and it would stop. I told myself that that made it okay. That made it safe to explore. That was the difference between a fun adventure in the workplace and an inappropriate relationship. 
 
    While Brad was gone, his wife filled me in on a little more of the details of their relationship. Still, I could tell there was a lot she was hiding. Once or twice, she'd be about to say something and then stop herself. Instead, she'd just say something cryptic about how I would see for myself soon enough, or how it would be better to show me what she meant.  
 
    Of course, all her comments only served to keep me in a state of excitement at what to happen. All I knew for certain was that her husband was going to polish my boots.  
 
    It shouldn't have been as sexy as it was. But even with her cryptic comments, Michelle had left me no doubt what they represented. It wasn't so much about what her husband was going to do as it was about why he was going to do it. And after all, I'm not some blushing babe still wet behind the ears myself. I might not have Michelle's experience of the kinky side of sex, but I've heard a few things. I know about domination and submission. It was something I'd always wanted to try myself, but never got up the courage. Maybe that's why I was going along with this so easily. Maybe that's why I was so excited at having Michelle create this unexpected situation. It took all the pressure off me, knowing I didn't have to figure it out for myself. Knowing that a more experienced woman was in control.  
 
    I guess that's why I decided to just go with it. To ignore the voices in my head that pleaded for caution and allow myself this new and wild experience. After all, chances like this don't come around too often. 
 
    Finally, Brad stepped through the door of the office. He looked breathless, as though he had rushed to do his embarrassing task. There was a shopping bag in his hand from the superstore a few blocks down the road from the office. As he looked at me and then at his wife, there was a look of disbelief on his face, as though he could barely understand why he was doing what he was doing. But it was obvious even to me, inexperienced as I was. He was doing it because in some way, for some reason, it turned him on. Because his beautiful wife seem to have a hold over him that appeared to thrill them both. 
 
    "You're back. Good," Michelle said. She leaned back in her chair again, and her brown boots shone as she crossed her legs. Just like me, she was wearing jeans tucked into her boots, paired with a black top. A perfectly normal outfit that was only charged with sexuality because of her husband's newly-revealed desires.  
 
    Then again, Michelle was a beautiful woman. And her clothing still left no doubt about the outrageously curvy body it hid. Michelle was blessed with an incredible bust and broad hips with a surprisingly narrow waist in between, and I envied her a 40-year-old body that would put many 20-year-olds to shame. No wonder Brad was so clearly entranced with her. 
 
    "Okay, you know what to do. Polish Lisa's boots for her. And while you're doing that, we'll decide what else we're going to make you do." 
 
    Brad said nothing. For a moment, he just stood there in silence, the shopping bag dangling from his fist. He was looking straight at Michelle, and she smiled back at him. Completely in control. Completely confident. I envied her that confidence and poise as my nerves trembled inside me. 
 
    But it seemed to work. Still silent, Brad seemed to suddenly wilt. Stepping toward Michelle's desk, he emptied out the shopping bag onto its surface. I saw a tin of polish, a brush, and a rag. Picking up the implements, Brad turned toward me. And I turned in my chair, placing both feet on the floor as he approached. He seemed hardly able to look me in the eyes. As he got closer, I could hear his breathing, and the faint tremor in it told me what kind of mental state he was in. And still without saying a word, my boss got down on his knees on the floor at my feet and popped the lid off the shoe polish. 
 
    "See what a good boy he is?" Michelle said from behind her desk. At my feet, Brad flinched as though from a blow. I kept my eyes on him as he ran the rag across the surface of the pungent polish, rubbing it in small circles. This was an entirely new experience for me, and one I already knew I would never forget. 
 
    "Training a man is just like training any other animal," Michelle went on. "Sometimes you use a carrot. Sometimes you use a stick. It's all about positive reinforcement. And the occasional punishment, when necessary." 
 
    “You punish your husband?” I asked, finally tearing my eyes away from Brad as he bent over my feet and began to smear polish over my boots. Again, he flinched. Again, I felt a stab of pity for him at being humiliated like this. Then again, it was obvious that this is what he wanted. Through the leather the covered my feet, I could feel the wild tremor in his hands, matching his breathlessness as he polished my tall boots. 
 
    "Only when necessary," Michelle went on, as though what she was saying was the most normal thing in the world. "Which is rarely, these days. As you can see, he's quite obedient. I have him pretty well trained. But it wasn't always like that. It took a while to teach him his place." 
 
    "So you guys are into that kinky S&M stuff?" I asked.  
 
    “You could say that,” Michelle replied thoughtfully. “I prefer to think of it as just that we know what we like. We found an arrangement that works for us, that makes us both happy. There’s no need to worry too much about labels when you manage that.” 
 
    “I bet,” I said. Probably, I was trying to act more worldly than I actually was. Trying to pretend that all this didn't seem as crazy to me as it undoubtedly was. Trying to act as though I wasn't wildly excited by all the promise this bizarre moment held.  
 
    Whether Michelle fell for that or not, I didn't know. But I was completely fascinated and eager to know where this might be heading.  
 
    And all the while, Brad stayed on his knees at my feet, slowly working polish into the black leather of my boots. It was a strange feeling to have his hands on my legs, gradually moving upward to the top of my over-the-knee boots. But not a bad one by any means.  
 
    It's not like I had some secret desire for my boss. I didn't. But this situation his wife had revealed to me was very exciting. And it didn't hurt that Brad wasn't exactly bad-looking. It didn't hurt that he was kneeling at my feet, making me feel powerful as I loomed above him. Michelle was right, I realized almost at once. Having a man serve you in such a submissive fashion does wonders for your self-esteem. Even in the depths of my uncertainty and doubt, I felt pretty fucking good about myself as I looked down at my boss. 
 
    "One thing I don't get about all this, though," I said, raising my head to talk to Michelle. She smiled at me from across her desk while her husband went on polishing my boots, as though our conversation didn't concern him at all. As though what me and his dominant wife spoke about was none of his business. "How do you get him to do what you want? I mean, why does he just do what you say?" 
 
    "Well, that's the art of it," Michelle said, the smile on her pretty face only growing deeper as she grinned at me. "I know what he wants. And he knows only I can give it to him. I mean, he wants me. But he wants this, too. He wants the embarrassment and the humiliation. He wants to submit. Most of all, he wants to cum. And he knows that in order to get what he wants, he has to make sure I get what I want first. No matter what it is. So if that means kneeling at the feet of a pretty girl and polishing her boots, that's what he'll do." 
 
    Abruptly, the phone rang. I made no move to answer it. Michelle just kept on smiling at me. We were closed for now, and any calls we didn't get to could wait for us to get back to them. The spell of this moment was too powerful to break. Finally, the phone stopped ringing. And all the while, Brad kept polishing my boots. 
 
    “So you won’t have sex with him unless he does what you say?” 
 
    "In a nutshell, yes," Michelle said. "I mean, that's one of the levers I can pull. Probably the biggest one. But there's also the fact that he loves this. That it makes him so horny he can't resist. Are you horny right now, Brad?" 
 
    "Yes," Brad said. He didn't look up from my feet as he spoke. His voice sounded choked with emotion, as though he was struggling in the depths of shame. He probably was, I reflected. I certainly would be in his position. But he answered quickly, as though there was no trace of doubt in his mind. 
 
    "Oh no, honey," Michelle said, shaking her head to make her red hair sway. "I think we're way past that, aren't we? We are all friends here. Go ahead and call me what you call me at home. I think Lisa will get a kick out of it." 
 
    Again, Brad paused. He still didn't look up, but his body seemed to stiffen as he crouched on the floor in front of me. I could sense the internal struggle going on within him, and I marveled at it. As though he was at war not with Michelle, but with himself. Torn between his desire to do what she said and his desire not to embarrass himself in front of me. As I wondered which one would win out, I felt an enormous thrill racing through me. I wondered if he noticed, close as he was, how I was squeezing my thighs together in my jeans, my hands gripping the sides of my chair as I waited for his response. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," Brad said. He spoke in a long sigh, his resistance finally breaking. I couldn't keep myself from howling in laughter. I had been expecting something like that, but that did nothing to lessen the unbelievable thrill of it all. I had only seen stuff like this in movies or TV, and even then, only for a moment here or there. I had always thought it was kind of silly, the idea of a man being bossed around like this by a woman. But somehow, now that I saw it with my own eyes happening right in front of me with a couple that I always thought were totally normal, it was starting to make more sense. After all, Michelle really was beautiful. And more than that, she was sexy. I had no interest in women, but even I could see that. To know that she used her sexuality to order her husband around wasn't all that shocking in itself. It was just the degree to which they played these games that surprised me. 
 
    “You make him call you Mistress,” I said, shaking my head. It wasn’t a question. After all, all the evidence was right in front of me. 
 
    “Of course,” Michelle said, as though it were the most obvious thing in the world. “It helps to remind him of his place. That’s one thing I’ve learned about sexually dominating a man. If you let them, they’ll always try to test your boundaries. They need to be constantly reminded of who really wears the pants in the relationship. Otherwise, they start to act out. And you can’t allow that.” 
 
    "This is unbelievable," I said. But Michelle just smiled at me, glowing with pleasure. And I parted my knees a little as Brad worked his way up my legs. His trembling hands neared the tops of my boots, the rag he held moving in small circles as he rubbed the polish into the leather. Leaning forward over her desk, Michelle watched, her blue eyes glittering as she smiled in delight at this wild entertainment. 
 
    “Just the boots, honey,” she called. “Don’t go touching Lisa’s thighs. No matter how much you want to.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I giggled again as Brad gave the inevitable reply. Just for a moment, his eyes flickered up toward me from under lowered brows. But immediately, they dropped back to my legs again. His hands were right at the top of my boots, halfway up my thighs. The crotch of my jeans was right in front of him. I didn't miss the significance of the moment as I sat above my boss, letting him finish his humiliating task. I thought about what Michelle had said, about how her husband would enjoy having these boots wrapped around his head. It was all I could do not to let out a little gasp of surprise as I felt my pussy dampen inside my jeans.  
 
    This was turning me on. There is no point denying it. This strange situation I found myself in was unbelievably sexy, and yet all three of us were fully clothed. Maybe, I thought to myself with a kind of internal shrug, I was as big a pervert as my boss was. 
 
    "I think that's enough, Brad, don't you?" Michelle finally said. "Now you can brush them. Get them nice and shiny for her. Just like you do for me at home. In fact, I think that should be part of your job now. Anytime Lisa wears boots to work, you should polish them for her." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Brad said. His voice was hollow, seeming to come from someplace deep in his chest. There was a note of resignation in it, as though he knew he couldn’t possibly stand up to his wife. It was incredible to see. Even if it made a strange kind of sense in its own way. I couldn’t say I understood it. But I would be lying if I said I didn’t get it at all. 
 
    At my feet, Brad set aside his polish covered rag with care. I watched as he reached for the brush he had just bought. Bending over my toes, he began to run the brush rapidly back and forth over the leather, making it shine. He seemed to know exactly what he was doing, and I found myself wondering how much practice he got. Just how often did Michelle make him perform this little ritual of submission? You never really know someone, I thought to myself with a sly smile. You can never really imagine what goes on behind the closed doors of others. 
 
    "So what else do you make him do?" I asked, grinning at Michelle. And she grinned back. Both of us were riding the same wave, both thrilled with the shared power we had over her submissive husband. The power granted to us by nothing more than our gender and his submissive lust. It was an entirely new feeling for me, but obviously a familiar one to her. Yet she seemed no less excited by it all than I was. More confident and in control, perhaps. But still thrilled with what was going on. 
 
    "Really, whatever I want," Michelle said. "Foot rubs. Chores around the house. Errands. And of course, sex stuff." 
 
    "What kind of sex stuff?" A throaty laugh rose from Michelle's throat, and her eyes shone as she looked at me. 
 
    "Well, let me put it this way," she said after a moment's thought. "My husband probably eats more pussy than most lesbian porn stars." 
 
    Throwing back my head, I howled with laughter. Michelle laughed too, both of us enjoying a joke at Brad's expense. As he kneeled at my feet, still working away with the brush and making my boots shine, he almost seemed to shrink. As though he were trying to withdraw into himself and escape the humiliation he was no doubt feeling. But he never stopped performing his task. Gradually, the brush moved up my legs, leaving the leather of my boots shining as though they were brand-new. Michelle hadn't been lying about his skills in that department. 
 
    “Is he good at it?” 
 
    "The best," Michelle said at once. "I mean, you know what they say. Practice makes perfect. I make sure he gets plenty of that. That's probably his main sexual outlet at this point. Pleasuring me and hoping he'll get some of his own in return. Sometimes he does, and sometimes he doesn't. It depends how I'm feeling on any given day. Slowly, I've trained him to see eating me out as its own reward. Not just something he does to get something for himself." 
 
    “It’s amazing,” I said. 
 
    "I'm telling you, every woman should do the same," Michelle said. "You know it's so much easier for them to orgasm than it is for us. So I really believe they should make sure we cum first, in any way that works best for us. Then, if they've done a good job, they get an orgasm of their own, and everyone's happy. I think every woman should try it. Having a man that you can order around, you can make sure he pleases you thoroughly and know you don't have to reciprocate. Knowing that the more selfish and demanding you are, the more he'll want you. It's a fucking rush." 
 
    “I bet,” I said. 
 
    By now, Brad had worked his way to the very tops of my boots. His job complete, he sat back on his knees, setting his brush down on the floor. Looking down at my footwear, I turned my feet this way and that, admiring the dark sheen of the leather that he had brought out. It was a simple act of service, though admittedly not one I would expect from my boss. But Michelle's dominance had infused it with sex. I would never have imagined before that day that something so simple could be so sexy. But there was no denying the truth. Sitting in my chair with my boss kneeling at my feet, awaiting further instructions, I was all but trembling with lust. Between my thighs, my pussy spasmed, and I could feel the wet warmth spreading between my legs. 
 
    Evidently, Michelle felt the same way. Because her chair creaked as she suddenly turned. She was still smiling, but her blue eyes blazed with new fire as she turned toward her humiliated husband. 
 
    “Get over here, Brad.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Finally, Brad did look at me. He raised his head, his eyes staring right into mine, and I couldn't find words to describe the expression on his face.  
 
    He didn't look like he was doing this against his will. He looked excited. He looked turned on. He looked like he couldn't believe what was happening to him. He wasn't smiling. He still looked ashamed at having his darkest secret revealed to me in this fashion. But I wondered if he felt any kind of relief at that. Knowing he no longer had to hide who he was.  
 
    I could only imagine what was running through the mind of this submissive man as his wife ordered him around like this. But my heart fluttered as I suspected he was getting at least as much out of it as I was. 
 
    Turning, Brad began to rise to his feet. But Michelle stopped him with a word. 
 
    “No,” she said sharply, her voice ringing out in a small space of the office. “I didn’t tell you to stand, did I? Crawl over here on your hands and knees. Let Lisa see how pathetic you are.” 
 
    With a sigh that could have been exasperation or desire, Brad dropped back onto the floor. I didn't try to keep myself laughing at him as he crawled toward his wife, just as she had ordered. The look of triumph on Michelle's face as she watched her husband do her bidding was unforgettable. She always seemed so poised and in control. But never more than she did in that moment.  
 
    And as I looked at her, her natural beauty enhanced by the radiance of her sexual power, I knew that was what I wanted. To feel the way she looked. To have a taste of that kind of control over someone else. To know someone wanted you so badly that they would crawl on their hands and knees to you. It was intoxicating. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    On Michelle's orders, Brad stopped on the floor in front of her. Wanting to see more, I wheeled my own chair toward her desk so that I could get a better view. Brad stayed on his hands and knees, looking up at his mistress like a well-trained puppy. 
 
    "Good boy," Michelle said. "Now, I want you to show Lisa just how much you worship your wife. Go ahead. Kiss my feet and show her you know your place." 
 
    Again, I cried out in wild laughter. And Michelle turned her head to glance in my direction, smiling at me as she shared the joke. But Brad took her at her word. Slowly, gazing up at his wife in wonder the whole time, he lowered his head down to the floor. I watched him kiss the tops of her brown leather boots, moving his head from one foot to the other as he pressed his lips reverently against them. I wasn't surprised at the way Michelle's eyes blazed. How could she not feel completely in control right now? 
 
    "See? He does whatever he is told," Michelle said to me. "And I have to say, seeing him submit to you has been a trip. I thought it would be hot, but it was even better than I thought. I think I need him to do something for me now." 
 
    I waited, barely daring to breathe, to find out what Michelle had in mind. After everything that had happened, nothing seemed off the table. And evidently, I was right about that. Michelle was reaching for the front of her jeans.  
 
    I watched as she pulled down the zipper and unhooked the button, pushing them down to her knees, as far as her tall leather boots would allow them to go. Moving quickly, seized by a spasm of desire, she pulled down her panties next. One of my bosses was naked at her desk, at least in the way that mattered most. Michelle kept the rest of her clothes on, including her boots, but her pussy was exposed to me. 
 
    And to Brad. Still kneeling on the floor at his wife's feet, he seemed almost to have forgotten I was even there. The sight of her pussy transfixed him, as though her raw femininity wove a spell over him. On Michelle's command, he lunged forward, eagerly burying his face between her legs. And Michelle moaned in satisfaction as she placed one hand on the back of his head.  
 
    "I hope you don't mind," she said, turning her face toward me. "I know this is kind of crazy. But I feel like I really need to cum right now. Besides, it's his lunch break. Seems only right he should eat pussy for lunch today." 
 
    I laughed at Michelle's coarse joke. And as I sat there watching Brad eat Michelle out, I realized I didn't mind. I had never had any desire to watch strangers have sex. I never even watched porn. But this was different. This was real. This was two people who wanted each other badly, doing what they wanted without fear or shame. In some strange way, it was empowering. Not to mention powerfully erotic. 
 
    “No, I don’t mind,” I said. “Do your thing. I think this is fucking amazing.” 
 
    "Good. I'm glad." Michelle's voice dripped with pleasure as she spoke. Her eyes were half-closed as she turned her face back toward her husband. Her long red hair hung down behind her office chair as she tipped her head backward, a long cry of passion escaping from her throat. She closed her eyes, and Brad gazed up at her, all his attention on his gorgeous wife. I simply watched, feeling the spreading wetness between my legs as I leaned forward in my chair, my elbows on my knees. This most intimate of moments was absolutely incredible to watch. And moment by moment, I pushed aside all remnants of shame and fear and doubt.  
 
    I wanted to be like Michelle, so powerful and dominant, so sexy and selfish. And I knew that if that was what I wanted, I had to get over any hangups about what was considered normal and what wasn't. As her cries of pleasure filled the office where we worked, I couldn't believe how much I could learn from this powerful woman. And just how badly I wanted to learn everything she knew about kinky pleasure. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    A Fun Day at the Office 
 
      
 
    Having a secret adds depth to your life. 
 
    Michelle had sworn me to secrecy. I wanted to honor that. I was well aware that I have become involved in the most intimate details of my boss's life. The things none of us want broadcast around the world. I've never believed that sex should be a source of shame. At the same time, it's usually considered private for a reason. I could understand why Michelle and especially Brad wouldn't necessarily want the secret getting out. Not that there was anyone I could really tell. My work life and my private life were completely separate, and no one I knew was acquainted with the people I worked for. Still, I knew I shouldn't say anything to anyone. 
 
    But it was hard. After what had happened in the office that day, I was dying to tell someone. I want to canvass my friends, to find out if anything similar had ever happened to any of them. The truth was, I didn't know how to handle what had happened. I had no idea how I should act. I hadn't had sex with them in any conventional sense. Still, I was now involved in their sex life. Even if nothing ever happened between us again, there was no way to undo what we had already done. None of us were ever going to forget it. I had watched Brad go down on his wife right there at her desk, watched Michelle moaning and shrieking in orgasm. Then I had watched her dismiss her husband with a word, his job done. And I had watched him go, allowing his wife to treat him like some kind of servant. It was outrageous. I couldn't get it off my mind. 
 
    The very next day, when I got up in the morning, I was painfully aware of how things had changed. Going to work had once been a regular chore, something I neither dreaded nor looked forward to. Just something I had to do. But now, there was this strange excitement. I found myself wondering what might happen. And it started even before I left the house. It started as I tried to decide what to wear. 
 
    The way I saw it, I had a couple of choices. It was tempting to act as though nothing had happened. To show up to work the way I always did and get on with my job and let Michelle direct events. After all, I knew she was more than capable of that. She was happy to take charge, and that was part of what made her so sexy. But I had ideas of my own. Something was fluttering inside my chest, some growing sense of excitement that urged me to throw caution to the wind. That told me I had an opportunity here to explore something truly exciting. To step into a new world.  
 
    After all, I knew what S&M was. I had always been somewhat curious about it. And Michelle was offering me a way to learn more about it with very little risk. The worst that could happen might be that things would get awkward around the office. The absolute worst-case scenario was that I would have to look for a new job. The best-case scenario? Well, I hardly dared allow myself to even think about that. The truth was, I had no idea where all this might lead. But as I stepped out of the shower that morning and made my way to my bedroom, I already knew I couldn't wait to find out. 
 
    So I mentally dismissed the jeans and sneakers I had been thinking of wearing. Not sexy enough. The look of desire I had seen the previous day on Brad's face as he kneeled at my feet hung in front of my eyes as I reached for a dress and a pair of high-heeled boots. Just the act of getting dressed was turning me on. As I zipped up the boots and took a few steps to get used to the high heels, I was bubbling with excitement. Just days before, I never would've considered wearing this outfit to work. But everything had changed since then. 
 
    Grabbing my keys, I turned and headed out the door, hurrying toward my car. I knew that if I waited any longer, I would only give myself more time to talk myself out of my clothing decision. So instead, I hurried to work. 
 
    As always, Brad's truck was there when I arrived. Parking beside it, I took a deep breath to steady my nerves. I told myself I hadn't done anything yet. All I had done was wear a slightly sexier than normal outfit to work. It wasn't outright inappropriate. The dress was modest enough in its way. With flat shoes, it wouldn't have been out of place in any but the most conservative offices. It was the boots that really took it to another level. But of course, that was the whole point. 
 
    The heels of my boots tapped on the concrete of the parking lot as I made my way toward the door. Stepping inside, I saw Michelle lift her head from her computer screen. Her blue eyes glittered as she looked me up and down, and a broad grin spread rapidly across her pretty face. My heart fluttered with gratitude at her reaction. She knew exactly what I was doing. And before she even spoke a word, the look on her face told me that she approved. 
 
    “God damn,” Michelle said, shaking her head as I moved toward my desk. “You look sexy today.” 
 
    "Thanks," I said, feeling a blush rising to my cheeks that I hoped she didn't see. "So do you." 
 
    It was a rote response, the kind of thing you say when you receive a compliment. But in this case, it was true. Michelle had her red hair tied back in a loose ponytail that tumbled in gentle waves down her back. She wore a blue top with a modest neckline that nevertheless was incapable of hiding the impressive swell of her breasts. Below that, a black pencil skirt clung to her hips and thighs, accentuating her hourglass figure as she sat in her chair. On her feet, she wore black high-heeled pumps, completing a look that was just the right mix of sexy and professional. Of course, we were both wildly overdressed for the job that we did. We only interacted with clients over the phone or via email. Even though neither of us said it, there was no denying the obvious fact that we had dressed the way we had for one reason only. For Brad. To tease him and turn him on and make him weak for us. I didn't know whether I should consider my boss the luckiest or unluckiest guy in the world at that moment. I wondered if he knew quite what he was in for. But then again, I didn't know what he was in for either. I just knew that I was ready for adventure. 
 
    “If I didn’t know better, I’d think you were trying to steal my husband away from me,” Michelle said, still grinning at me. 
 
    "Oh, no," I said, shaking my head. I had worn my hair loose, and long strands fluttered around my face as I moved my head. 
 
    "I'm just kidding," Michelle said reassuringly. "Honestly, a pretty young thing like you is out of his league. Besides, he wouldn't leave me. He wouldn't dare." She laughed, and I laughed along with her. But there was an air of menace in her words that I couldn't miss. I knew that Brad wanted this, that he got a lot out of submitting to his wife. But sometimes, I found myself wondering who enjoyed it more.  
 
    Who had started them down this road? Which one of them had first raised the subject of sexual domination? I didn't know, but questions like that fascinated me. I found myself wanting to know everything about this couple and how they had got into the position they were in. But there would be time for that later. 
 
    "He's going to love those boots," Michelle said, her eyes flitting for a moment to my legs as I sat down in my chair. "Which is good, because he's going to have to polish them. Should I get him in here now and start his day off with a little act of humiliation?" 
 
    I crossed my legs. I clasped my hands together in my lap. Again, I took a deep breath to try and calm myself. Nervousness was fluttering in the pit of my stomach like a thousand butterflies taking flight all at once. But I hadn't dressed this way for no reason. I had known that this would happen. For whatever reason, I had wanted this. And so I took a moment to compose myself before giving Michelle my answer. 
 
    “Okay,” I said. Michelle’s grin never faltered. 
 
    "Brad. Get in here." Michelle raised her voice, projecting it toward the back of the office where the door to the warehouse stood open. After a moment, I heard Brad's footsteps approaching. He appeared in the doorway and stepped into the office, a look of uncertainty on his face. He saw his wife, and then his eyes turned to me.  
 
    I felt a tremor pass through me as I watched his gaze travel over my body, from my head to my feet and back again. And I just sat there, trying to appear calm, letting my boss look at me with obvious and growing lust. It was an unbelievable trip to know this married man wanted me. And that his wife had no problem with that. In fact, she actively encouraged it. 
 
    "Doesn't Lisa look great today?" Michelle prompted. Her words seemed to jolt her husband out of some trance he was in. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “You look amazing, Lisa.” 
 
    “Thank you,” I smiled. Brad looked as though he couldn’t tear his eyes away from me, and that only added to my feelings of wild excitement as I sat there expectantly, waiting to see what was coming. 
 
    "Well, she'll look even better once those sexy boots are nice and shiny," Michelle said. "Go on, shoeshine boy. You know what to do. The polish is in that drawer. Get to work." 
 
    For a minute, Brad said nothing. He simply stood there, his attention finally wrestled away from me to look at his wife. Michelle smiled up at him, glowing with confidence, seemingly in no doubt that he would do as he was told. I waited, hardly daring to breathe, to see what would happen. But there was no contest. Brad seemed to visibly wilt all at once as his faint resistance evaporated. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I squeezed my thighs together to hear him say the words. How did it feel to be called that by your husband? How did it feel to be wanted so badly that you could make him do just about anything? Amazing, I imagined. It had to be the most amazing feeling in the world. Certainly, the look of joy on Michelle's face whenever she dominated her husband suggested that it was an incredible feeling. 
 
    Brad leaned down toward a drawer in his wife's desk. Opening it, he pulled out the tin of polish, and the rag and brush he had used yesterday. Straightening up, he carried them toward me, glancing at me from under lowered brows. I waited in silence. Brad sank to his knees in front of me, and another thrill ran through my body. Gazing down at him as he pulled the lid off the tin of polish made me feel incredibly powerful. I pressed my thighs together again as my foot bobbed in front of his face. Slowly, he began to polish my boots, and it was all I could do not to squeal with excitement. Somehow, this relatively mundane act had become the source of a sexual thrill I had never imagined. 
 
    "I like this," Michelle said. "I'm glad you wore boots today. I like having him do this. Really reminds him of his place. Not just beneath me, but beneath all women. Isn't that right, Brad?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." I couldn't help but laugh at his unquestioning submission. And Michelle laughed too, watching from behind the desk as her husband served me. Once again, I could feel sexual tension crackling in the air of the office. Wild desire sparked and flared between the three of us. Through the leather of my boots, I could feel Brad's hands caressing my feet and legs, and with every inch he rose toward my knees, I got more turned on. Sitting there with his face so close to my bare thighs, I felt somehow both vulnerable and powerful, and I loved the paradoxical feelings it was giving me. There at the desk where I did my boring job, I was feeling unbelievably horny. It wasn't a feeling I had ever expected to have. 
 
    And all the while, Michelle watched me with that wild glow in her eyes. Clearly enjoying seeing her husband serve me. Seeing a reflection of her own sexual power in his submission to me. Anything seemed possible at that moment. My head was buzzing with wild ideas, and I wondered if I would dare put them into practice. 
 
    Luckily, I didn’t need to. Michelle was ready to take charge. 
 
    "Are you getting turned on down there, honey?" she said, turning her burning eyes toward her kneeling husband as she spoke with a mocking tone. "Are you wishing you could fuck the pretty girl?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." There was that tremor of desire again, racing through my body as I listen to what my boss had just said. Michelle raised her eyes to grin at me, and I smiled back at her, momentarily speechless. Which she, of course, never was. 
 
    "Well, that's too bad," she said, looking at me even if she spoke to her husband. "Pretty girls like Lisa don't fuck guys like you. They just use them to polish their boots and do other things for them. I wonder what else she could make you do if she wanted to. Does my husband have a hard-on right now, Lisa?" 
 
    The rag paused, just for a moment, as Brad heard what his wife said. Then it began to move again, rubbing polish into the top of one of my boots. I looked down. Brad was wearing jeans, the way he usually did, and the folds of the fabric made it hard to tell. But as I looked, I felt a new heat rising through me as I recognized the bulge in his pants. 
 
    “Yeah, he does,” I giggled. And as Michelle laughed, Brad’s cheeks burned hotter and redder than mine as he cringed in embarrassment. 
 
    "I thought so," Michelle said with a note of satisfaction in her voice. "He loves being at your feet, clearly. But no one's interested in using that cock of his right now. You should apologize to Lisa for being such a horny old creep, Brad." 
 
    "Sorry, Lisa," Brad mumbled, while his wife laughed loudly. But she laughed even more at my reply. I had been thinking about this all night, after all. I might be new to all this, but I had a pretty good idea of the kind of thing a guy like Brad wanted. More importantly, I knew what I wanted. And just as I had with my choice of outfit, I decided not to give myself time to overthink it. Just do it and see what happens. 
 
    "That's Miss Lisa to you," I said, trying to sound as confident and bitchy as Michelle did when she gave her husband orders. And while Michelle howled with laughter, Brad froze at my feet. He looked up at me as though seeing me for the first time, his eyes glowing with that strange expression of desire and submission and nervousness. As I stared down at him, I felt an incredible feeling flowing through me. I had been wondering what it would be like to be like Michelle, to order a man around and treat him like a servant. Now I was getting a taste of it. And it felt every bit as fantastic as I had thought it would. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Lisa.” Just as he had when Michelle gave him his orders, Brad seemed to wilt internally. Returning to my boots, he went on polishing while I sat above him, glowing in triumph. As exciting as it was to have Michelle make him serve me, this was a new level of giddy thrill. Just that, that relatively minor submission to my will, made me feel like an absolute goddess, towering above him as though my office chair had become a throne of majesty. 
 
    "This is awesome," Michelle chuckled from behind her desk. "Now my husband has two mistresses to serve. Come on, Brad. Hurry up and finish polishing Miss Lisa's boots so we can do something more fun." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Brad had finished his work with the rag. Setting it down at my feet, he picked up the brush. It became a blur of motion as he rubbed it back and forth over the leather of my boots, starting at my toes. He buffed them to a high shine, moving over my legs, working quickly while making sure not to missa spot. 
 
    “What else should we make him do?” Michelle was asking me, and I didn’t know what to answer. 
 
    “What else can he do?” I said. 
 
    "Good point," Michelle said, leaning back in her chair. "I mean, he's just a man, and they're not the most useful creatures in the world. He's only good for a couple of things, and I had to train him in most of those. He makes a good shoeshine boy. And he has one or two other skills, but that's it. Still, we might be able to have some fun with him to liven up the day. Ever had a guy eat you out while knowing you didn't have to do anything for him in return?" 
 
    I gasped in shock at Michelle's words. Still, even as I felt my cheeks blooming red with embarrassment again, I had to admit to myself that it wasn't like the thought hadn't crossed my mind. I still remembered watching Brad go down on Michelle the day before, and how much she clearly enjoyed it. And there was something about having him in that position, on his knees in front of me, that seemed to suggest it. Under my dress, my pussy was aching with desire, and even though I knew Michelle's suggestion was absolutely outrageous, it seemed to make a strange kind of sense. If she was willing, if Brad was willing, then why should I stand in the way of something so deliciously naughty? 
 
    “No,” I said, unable to keep the laughter from my voice. 
 
    "Oh, you'll love it," Michelle said. "It's one of the few things he's good at. Go ahead. Use him. I want to see you. I think it will be fucking hot." 
 
    "Are you sure?" Over Brad's head, I looked at Michelle. In front of me, her husband had stopped working, his brush silent on the floor beside him now as he kneeled and waited to see what would happen. There wasn't a glimmer of doubt on Michelle's beautiful face. She looked as calm and confident as ever as she smiled at me. 
 
    "Of course," she said with a shrug, as though she was offering to let me borrow a pen instead of her submissive husband. "He's here to serve us. And every woman should have her pussy worshiped by a submissive boy toy at least once in her life. Go ahead and use his mouth, if you want. It will help remind him of his place." 
 
    Still, I hesitated a moment longer. Instinctively, I knew that if I did this, we would have crossed another threshold in this bizarre three-way relationship we were building together. Brad was handsome enough, but I had never thought about him that way. And yet, between my crossed legs, my pussy was streaming. It seemed to know what I wanted better than I did. I couldn't ignore the wild excitement of the moment any more than I could ignore the desperate needs of my body. Even in the heat of the moment, I knew this was strange. I didn't care. 
 
    "Do you want to… do that?" Nervously, I turned my attention to Brad. He gazed up at me, his eyes shining. His lips were slightly parted, and I could see that he was breathing quicker than he ought to be. Even before he spoke, I could see the excitement that coursed through him, matching my own. 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa," he said, while his wife spluttered with laughter at the desk behind him. "I would love to. You're very beautiful, and it would be an honor to kiss your beautiful pussy." As he spoke, I felt a wild grin spreading across my face. It was fun to give him no choice, to treat him like an inferior who had no say in anything that happened. But to know he wanted this as badly as I did made it all okay. And again, I felt my sexual confidence growing as I smiled down at him, my humbled boss kneeling at my feet and practically begging to pleasure me. 
 
    "You have him so well-trained," I said, prompting another burst of laughter from Michelle. "But how do you know my pussy is so beautiful?" I asked, turning my attention back to Brad again. 
 
    "The rest of you is so beautiful, Miss Lisa," he said without missing a beat. "I'm sure that part of you is just as gorgeous as the rest." 
 
    “So corny,” Michelle giggled. And she was right. But that didn’t mean I didn’t feel another flush of desire at his words. And as my heart raced in my chest, I felt my body moving almost as though it had got tired of waiting for me to make a decision. I uncrossed my legs, and Brad’s eyes watched carefully as I reached up under my dress. He was so close to me as I pulled my panties down, sliding them over the black leather boots that shone from the polishing he had given them. Then, lifting my dress, I slowly parted my thighs. 
 
    Now my boss was staring directly at my sex. He inched forward on his knees, as though transfixed by the sight of my womanhood. With a last glance up at me, he leaned forward, steering his head between my thighs. I spread them wider to let him in. His hands gently touched the bare skin of my legs, and I shivered as I felt his tongue slide wetly over my already dripping pussy. A low moan escaped my throat. Desire mixed with disbelief, but desire was winning. As he began to move his head between my legs, rocking it up and down as he tongued my dripping slit, my pleasure grew by the second. 
 
    And over at her desk, Michelle watched. Her glittering blue eyes took in everything. She was no longer smiling, but her face bore a look almost of wonder now. As though even she couldn't believe what she had done this time. As though she was stunned by her own creativity. And yet there was no denying the excitement in her expression. She had said it would be hot to watch her husband go down on me, and her face was proof that she was right about that. Her eyes moved from Brad to me and back again, nearly darting between us as she took in the sight in front of her. It seemed as though none of us could quite believe what was happening, even as it happened right in front of us. But I couldn't argue with the way my body responded. 
 
      
 
    Down between my legs, Brad was applying himself to his task with obvious enthusiasm. I could feel it in the way his hands gripped my thighs, the way his tongue moved over my sensitive lips. Almost immediately, I could see that Michelle had in no way exaggerated her husband's oral skills. Thanks to the wild desire I had already been feeling, I was soon completely lost in lust. Raising my arms over my head to grip the back of my chair, I slid forward, pushing my sex against his mouth. Another moan escaped from my throat, higher and wilder this time. I closed my eyes, letting the sweeping sensations of pleasure that filled my body take me away. Letting me forget that I was in the office, being watched by Brad's wife as I moaned and howled in pleasure. 
 
    Down between my legs, my boss was kissing me. He was kissing my pussy as though he was in love with it, as though it was everything he had ever wanted in life. And as he kissed, his tongue slid inside me, easily pushing apart my wet walls. His nimble tongue slid and danced, moving in and out of me, caressing my trembling lips once again before sliding back inside me to fill me up. And as my arousal grew, as the bud of my clit swelled with pleasure, Brad didn't neglect that either. He used his nose as a sex toy, rubbing it against the sensitive spot and sending shockwaves of bliss racing through me. 
 
    Soon, I was writhing and squirming in my chair, completely lost in physical pleasure. There was no more room in my head for doubts or fears or nervousness. Pleasure pushed everything else away. My body trembled, and I realized with only the faintest sensation of surprise that an orgasm was approaching. I was going to cum right there in the office, with my boss's head between my thighs and his wife watching the whole sexy display. And I didn't care. Brad's tongue danced over my womanhood, and I could feel my cheeks burning with the heat of pleasure. My thighs trembled under his hands, my whole body in extremity as I hovered on the brink of release. 
 
    The noise of my pleasure shocked even me as I threw back my head and screamed. At the same time, I pressed my pussy against Brad's eager mouth, feeling it spasming around his tongue. My juices poured forth in a torrent of bliss, and I heard him moaning with pleasure as I squirted my cum all over his face. For a moment, I trembled on a peak of pleasure so high and sharp it was almost painful. And then, with a great roar of the breath leaving my body, I slowly descended. Brad sat back. His face was shining with my juices, and the smell of sex hung in the air. 
 
    Slowly, I raised my eyes toward Michelle. Now that we had done it, now that my orgasm had come and gone, I felt more strongly the sheer outrageous strangeness of what we had done. But there was no going back. For any of us. As I basked in the afterglow of selfish pleasure, I knew I didn't want to. Every time a guy had gone down on me before, it had been part of sex. I would either blow him after or he would fuck me. I'd never been with a guy who licked my pussy so thoroughly or eagerly, who devoted himself completely to making me cum. It was the first time I had cum in a guy's mouth, and I knew I was never going to forget it. 
 
    And from the look of wild joy on Michelle’s face, I knew she wouldn’t either. 
 
    "Welcome to the club," she said as she beamed at me. "Doesn't it feel nice to get what you want and not to give anything back?" 
 
    "Yeah." I smile back at her, still naked from the waist down, still panting with the orgasm her husband given me. "Yeah, it does." 
 
    

  

 
   
    Miss Lisa 
 
      
 
    Online shopping isn't always as easy as it's supposed to be. 
 
    But when you want something specialist, it's often the only option. Besides, for all the progress I had made in the last little while, I wasn't ready to go into a store and buy what I wanted. I wouldn't even know what store to go into. And so I subjected myself to the tiresome ordeal of wrapping a measuring tape around various parts of my body and jotting down figures in a notebook, then searching online for something that matched the image I had. It was a time-consuming process. And it turned out to be an expensive one, too. After all, specialist items don't come cheap. But even as I winced at the beating my credit card was taking, I pressed on. I told myself it would be worth it. 
 
    And when I saw the look on their faces, both Brad and Michelle, I knew that it was. 
 
      
 
    True to her word, Michelle had ordered her husband back to work after he had finished eating me out in the office. Brad looked so disappointed that my heart contracted with pity for him, but at the same time, I couldn't help laughing as he slunk back to the warehouse, horny and denied. Of course, that was the whole point.  
 
    Once the two of us were alone in the office together, me and Michelle talked some more. After all, there was plenty to say. I was a part of their sex life now, another player in the kinky drama of domination and submission they both enjoyed so much. I didn't know how things would turn out or where the lines were. But Michelle helped me understand a little more. She told me that her husband couldn't resist dominant women, that his various kinks and fetishes combined to make him helpless against a pretty woman who wasn't afraid to be mean. Of course, I knew that already. But Michelle took pains to emphasize what was in it for me.  
 
    With pleasure still tingling inside my body, it wasn't a tough sell. I already knew what I could get out of this situation. If all it meant was more pussylicking like the expert one I had just had, that was fine by me. But Michelle was already talking about more. More pleasure. More domination. More humiliation for her husband. My head was spinning with the possibilities. 
 
    Needless to say, not a lot of work got done that day. I didn't know how Brad was doing in the warehouse, but up in front, Michelle and I were letting the phone ring while we plotted our next adventure. And the thought of the possibilities that lay ahead was exciting us both. 
 
    Still, eventually, we had to get on with some work. Not easy when your mind is on fire with excitement. But we did our best. Brad kept a low profile, probably scared to show his face after what we had done to him. And I tried to focus on my work even while my mind raced. 
 
    By the afternoon, it was clear Michelle had had enough. Sexual tension had been crackling in the air of the workplace all day, and she seemed as ready to explode as I was. Summoning Brad, she told me that she was closing up early. She needed to go home and be alone with her husband for a while. Of course, I understood. I had a key to the office, and I told her I would lock up. I couldn't help smiling as I watched Michelle all but drag her husband out of the door to his truck and race home to have sex with him. 
 
    My own desire was just as powerful as hers, but I didn't have a husband to take it out on. Besides, the morning's adventure had put me behind on a few tasks that I wanted to get done, so I stayed for perhaps another hour, following up with phone calls and emails to stay on top of everything.  
 
    At one point, I needed some paperclips, so I crossed the office toward Michelle's desk. What I found there froze me in my tracks. 
 
    Michelle liked to keep notes. She always had a notepad on the go, filled with various scribbled reminders of this or that. But the page she had left her latest notebook on caught my eye. She had drawn a picture. I registered a faint sense of surprise that she was such a gifted cartoonist. But that wasn't the most shocking thing. 
 
    The cartoon was obviously of me. A caricature version that was nevertheless recognizable. I wished I had the long dark eyelashes the cartoon version of me smiled out from underneath. But I recognized the long blonde hair that Michelle had drawn even longer than it really was, a ponytail snaking out behind me as though it had a mind of its own. I wished I had the body Michelle had drawn me with too, with an impossibly narrow waist beneath a stunning cleavage and thighs thicker than my torso. I was dressed in black, my boobs threatening to spill out over the top of my skimpy outfit. Fishnet stockings disappeared into the tops of thigh-high black boots. With one foot on the floor, the other was raised, my high heel on the back of a naked man on all fours that I saw immediately was supposed to be Brad. I was brandishing a bullwhip, and while he looked up at me with a cringing expression of nervous embarrassment that I recognized, I was looking straight up from the page. Looking at myself.  
 
    And even after everything that had happened between us, it felt strange to imagine Michelle thinking about me like this. Picturing me dressed up like a dominatrix and punishing her husband. But I was hardly surprised at the spasm of lust that passed through me, either. 
 
    Hurrying back to my own desk, I picked up my phone and carried it back across the room. I snapped a quick picture of Michelle's cartoon. Already, an idea was percolating in my mind. Intuitively, I knew that if I was going to pursue this, I had to make sure Michelle was enjoying what was happening. I certainly was. And I was no longer in any doubt that Brad was too. But Michelle was the architect of it all, and giving her what she wanted seemed like the best way to keep this wild game continuing. 
 
    So that’s what I did. 
 
      
 
    I was nervous as I knocked on the door of Brad and Michelle's house. Of course I was. All the way over, I had had strange thoughts about what might happen if I was pulled over by the cops for some reason. But I soon realized that that was part of the thrill. After all, I could have come to the house in regular clothes and changed there, and the effect would've been the same. But that wasn't what I wanted. I wanted to show up like the character from Michelle's fantasies, the kinky cartoon come to life. I desperately hoped everything would go the way I planned as I raised a hand to knock on the door. 
 
    Michelle answered. It was the first time I had been to their house. As soon as she saw me, that familiar smile spread across her face. If anything, she looked even more radiant than she did it work. I saw at once that she had put on more makeup than usual, her blue eyes glowing even more prominently from the glittering shadow on her eyelids. She wore her hair loose, falling in soft waves of fiery red around her shoulders and framing her beautiful face. Her shoulders were bare except for the straps of the black dress she wore, a sexy little cocktail dress paired with strappy black high heels. Michelle had clearly dressed to impress. Then again, so had I. 
 
    "Coming," Michelle said. As I stepped through the open door, Michelle closed it behind me. The house was no mansion, but it was a decent size. Certainly more than big enough for just the two of them, and far bigger than my place. As I stood in the front hallway, Michelle's eyes moved over me. I saw them light up as she glimpsed the boots I was wearing. 
 
    “Those are sexy,” Michelle said. “You’re going to drive him crazy like that.” 
 
    "That's the idea, isn't it?" I said, and Michelle laughed. 
 
    “Of course it is,” she said. “Can I take your coat?” 
 
    Michelle stepped toward me as she spoke. Nervously, I unfastened my coat. It was an old one I hadn't worn in a while, a long black wool coat that covered me up from neck to just above my knees. And as it parted, as Michelle stepped behind me to slide it off my shoulders, I waited for her reaction. 
 
    "Oh my God." My coat over her arm, Michelle stepped back around in front of me. Her eyes traveled up and down my body, studying my outfit. I struck a pose, trying to show a confidence I didn't feel as I waited for her opinion. Was it too much? Had I gone too far? 
 
    I had done my best to match what Michelle had drawn me wearing. It wasn't perfect, but it was close. The push-up bra I wore pressed my boobs together, thrusting them forward against the laces of the low-cut black top that could barely contain them. It was a kind of bodysuit, covering me between my legs but with a thong back that bared my ass. Tricky to get into and wildly impractical, but as close as I could get to the outfit she had drawn me in. I was wearing fishnet stockings too, covering my legs from my exposed hips down to my feet.  
 
    The boots were the most expensive part. Black leather thigh boots with a tall heel and laces up the front. The kind of boots that simply scream sexual domination. The kind of boots that are more or less useless for anything else. I had even tied my hair back in a ponytail the way Michelle had pictured me. As I stood there in her hallway in an outfit unlike any I had worn before, I nervously waited to see what she thought. 
 
    "You look amazing," Michelle said, her eyes never stopping their dance up and down my body. "I thought you were new to this stuff?"  
 
    "I am," I said nervously, pressing one hand against my fluttering stomach. "I bought this all for tonight." 
 
    “Well, you look fantastic,” Michelle said. She was still looking me over, as though trying to memorize the way I looked. “Now I feel underdressed. Look at you. God, even I want you dressed like that.” 
 
    I laughed, and Michelle laughed with me. But all the while, I could feel desire rising inside me. The truth was, dressed up like that, I felt sexy. Nervous and self-conscious, sure. But definitely sexy too. All the way to their house, I had felt excitement buzzing inside me, seeming to grow with every mile closer I got to them. And now I had gotten the reaction I wanted, my confidence soared. For the first time that night, I realized what a big role an outfit can play in helping you feel like a dominant goddess. It was like an actor putting on a costume to play a role. I might still be unsure of myself, but I felt more like Miss Lisa already. 
 
    "He's going to lose his shit when he sees you," Michelle said. There was no need for her to clarify who she was talking about. "I wouldn't be surprised if he cums in his pants." 
 
    I laughed again. Turning, Michelle hung my long coat in the hallway closet. Then she turned back to me. Taking my hand, she led me into the house. I followed her, brimming over with excitement and desire.  
 
    We turned the corner, and I caught sight of Brad. He was sitting on the sofa facing the TV. As I followed his wife into the room, he turned his head to look at us. His jaw literally dropped. Until that point, I had always thought that was nothing more than an expression. But Brad's mouth hung open with total shock as he looked at me. Just as with Michelle, his eyes traveled up and down my body, taking in every detail of my dominatrix outfit. 
 
    "Look at her, Brad," Michelle said superfluously. "Look at your new mistress." 
 
    "You… you look amazing, Miss Lisa." Brad's voice was hoarse as he spoke, as though it were an effort just to get the words out. His eyes never stopped that mad dance over my body, taking in everything. He had dressed up for the occasion too, wearing a blue shirt that brought out his eyes and a pair of gray dress pants that looked good on him. But my outfit ensured I was going to be the center of attention.  
 
    Brad rose to his feet, standing up from the couch to face me and get a better look. And I smiled as I saw a telltale bulge in the front of his dress pants. Already, he was turned on. That was the whole point. It was nice to be able to admit that to myself. That I had dressed specifically to entice a married man, and his wife loved it too. 
 
    “Thank you,” I said, grinning at him. “And I’m glad to see you haven’t forgotten your manners.” 
 
    Beside me, Michelle laughed. 
 
    "I think I underdressed for this," Michelle said. "I was going to suggest dinner first to get over the nervousness. But you don't look that nervous to me. You look like you came to play." 
 
    “I did,” I smiled, secretly thrilled that I looked far more confident than I felt. 
 
    "I'm going to go and change," Michelle said. "Brad, entertain our guest while I'm gone. Remember your place. Give her anything she wants. And I do mean anything." She looked at me as she spoke those last words. Then, she turned. I listened to her high heels climbing the stairs in the hallway as she headed for her bedroom. For a while, silence reigned in the living room. Brad was looking at me as though he had never seen a woman before, as though he had never even imagined anything like this. Though, of course, his wife had. And knowing that my outfit closely matched Michelle's fantasies sent another little jolt of excitement racing through me. 
 
    "Do you like my outfit?" 
 
    "I love it, Miss Lisa." 
 
    "Good. I like this. I like turning you on and knowing there's nothing you can do about it." 
 
    “Yes, Miss Lisa.” 
 
    "I can't believe you let your wife treat you like this. But then again, I kind of get it. Michelle's really sexy. Especially when she takes charge." 
 
    "I know, Miss Lisa." 
 
    “What do you think is going to happen tonight?” 
 
    "I don't know, Miss Lisa. I guess that's up to her." 
 
    "Is it always up to her?" 
 
    "Pretty much, Miss Lisa."  
 
    I laughed at that. And even in the depths of his shame and desire, Brad offered a pale smile too. He was still looking at me like he couldn't believe what he saw, like he wanted to devour me. Another shiver raced through me as I shifted my weight in my boots, making the leather creak around my legs. For a moment, I wondered what it would be like to have sex with Brad. Actual sex, I mean. To feel his cock inside me. To feel his hot breath on my neck and hear his moans of pleasure as he lay on top of me, thrusting deep inside me. Michelle had told him to do anything I asked. Would he do even that? And if he did, how would Michelle react? She was far more open-minded than I had ever imagined she would be. But surely even these wild games had limits? 
 
    But I blinked those thoughts away. For now, anyway. In the short time since she had shared their games with me, Michelle had already taught me how important it was to tease her husband. To keep him wanting and denied. My outfit was all part of that. It made me feel so powerful to know that I could give him what he so badly wanted, and yet I wasn't going to. 
 
    "Has any woman ever dominated you apart from your wife?" 
 
    “No, Miss Lisa.” 
 
    "But you've thought about it." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa." 
 
    “Did you ever think about me dominating you? Tell the truth.” 
 
    “No, Miss Lisa.” 
 
    “You’re lying.” 
 
    “No I’m not, Miss Lisa.” 
 
    "On your knees." I pointed at the floor as I spoke. And I barely knew where the words came from. All I knew was that this new dominant attitude was growing inside me, fueled by the way I looked and the way Brad was responding to my outfit. This was what he wanted, after all. And I knew that putting him in his place would only make me feel sexier and more confident in my power. 
 
    And to my delight, Brad did as he was told. He moved slowly, as though at war with himself. But he lowered himself to the floor right there in his own living room, kneeling in his nice clothes. Now I towered over him, and as I stepped toward him, my steps echoing like gunshots on the living room floor, I could feel my power growing.  
 
    I stood above him with my hands on my hips, staring down at him. And he looked up at me, his face once again showing that look of fear and desire, but I remembered the office. Inside the sexy bodysuit I wore, I could feel my pussy dampen. It would be so easy to pull it to one side, to step forward and press my pussy against his face. I had no doubt that Brad would happily eat me out again if I ordered him to, and I wanted it. I wanted it so badly that my legs trembled faintly in the fishnet stockings as I tried to balance in my slender heels. 
 
    Unable to resist reaching out, I ran my fingers through Brad's short hair. It was still brown, although patches of gray glinted like silver through my fingers as I petted him. It suited him. That salt-and-pepper look of a man in his middle years. But Brad was no longer the boss here, no longer a more mature and successful and experienced person in relation to me. Instead, he looked almost like a pet. Like a faithful lapdog that loves being stroked by his owner. His eyelids fluttered faintly as I ran my fingers through his hair, playing with it. Seized by a sudden impulse, I grabbed a fistful, and my boss winced in sudden pain. 
 
    "I can do anything I want to you, can't I?"  
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa." Again, a shiver raced through me at his assent to me dominating him. Michelle was right. It really did feel good to be in charge. 
 
    “Oh, I like where this is going,” said a voice behind me. I turned to see Michelle standing behind me, her eyes glowing at the sight of me holding her husband by the hair. 
 
    She had changed. Now, she was wearing some boots of her own. Only knee-high in her case, but with a tall heel and a pointed toe, made of some material that shone with a high gloss. Above them, inches of her toned thighs were exposed by a tight leather miniskirt wrapped around her hips. I could see at once that Michelle had incredible legs for a woman of any age, and her curvaceous body was practically stuffed into her clothing. Above the skirt, she wore a black corset that emphasized her natural hourglass figure. Her breasts swelled over the cups with every breath she took, her cleavage as deep and dramatic as mine was, if not more so. I found myself wondering how many outfits she had like this, and how long she had been dominating her husband. On his knees in front of us, Brad looked from me to his wife and back again, unable to believe the two goddesses standing in front of him. 
 
    “You look amazing,” I said. 
 
    "Thank you," Michelle grinned. "I know he loves this outfit, but I don't wear it that often. This is a nice chance to try it out again. Of course, he knows whenever I put on something like this, he's in trouble. Don't you, honey?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Brad's voice was breathless as he spoke. Standing above him, I could almost watch him slip into an ever more submissive state of mind. For once, I hardly blamed him. His wife looked absolutely amazing, the dominant goddess of a thousand wet dreams. I like guys exclusively, but the way Michelle looked in her outfit was hard to ignore. It was doing something to me, something unexpected. Inside my own kinky outfit, my pussy was getting wetter by the second. 
 
    "Well, don't just sit there," Michelle said to her husband. "Show us how badly you want us. Take off your clothes. You can serve us naked for the rest of the night." 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." At once, Brad reached for the buttons of his shirt. I released my grip on his hair, leaving a patch of it sticking up from where I had grabbed it as I stepped back. Michelle and I stood over him, grinning happily as we watched him strip for us. Pulling off his shirt, he reached without hesitation for the front of his pants. They came down, along with his boxer shorts, and his cock sprang out, already erect. Michelle laughed as it bounced in the empty air, and I laughed too. I couldn't help it. I had never thought I would see Brad's cock, and until recently, had never especially wanted to. But to see it throbbing with desire, so ready for either or both of us, was hot. As he finished undressing, pulling off his socks and sliding his pants and underwear over his feet while still kneeling in the same spot, I could feel my desire raging inside me. 
 
    "Look at that thing," Michelle said, still giggling as she stepped forward. "What are you going to do with that?" I laughed out loud as she placed her hand on her husband's shoulder for balance and raised one foot from the floor. His cock bounced as she tapped it lightly with the toe of her boot, making him groan in desperate lust. 
 
    “I… I don’t know, Mistress,” Brad moaned. Playfully, Michelle lifted his hard cock with her foot, pushing his shaft back against his stomach. 
 
    "That's right," she grinned, looking down at him. "I decide what happens to your cock. If anything. And if you want anything to happen, if you want me to even allow you to touch it, you know you need to keep me happy." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Michelle lowered her foot back to the floor. Lifting her hand off her husband's shoulder, she stepped back. She was standing beside me again, and her breasts rose even higher on her chest as she crossed her arms under them. 
 
    "You know what I don't get? Here he is, kneeling at the feet of two amazing goddesses like us, and yet he's not worshiping us. He's not licking our boots like the groveling slave boy he is. I don't understand." 
 
    “Yeah, what’s with that?” I laughed. 
 
    Brad took the hint. At once, he began to move. Placing his hands on the floor, he crawled forward. Michelle and I shared a smile as he lowered his face to the floor, pressing his lips to the top of his wife's boots. He kissed each one slowly and solemnly. Then, without raising his face from the floor, he slid over toward mine. Through the tight leather that gripped my feet and legs, I could feel his lips against my feet. A feeling like electricity raced through me at the sensation. I wondered if my boss knew that with every act of submission toward me, he only made me feel more comfortable in dominating him. I wondered, if he did know that, what he would do about it. 
 
    "Look how turned on he is," Michelle giggled as she looked down at her husband. "Maybe he didn't cum in his pants at the sight of you, but he's not far off. I bet all either of us would need to do would be just touch his cock, and he'd explode. Isn't that right, honey?" 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Whether it was true or not, Brad knew what was expected of him. When he submitted to his wife like this, his vocabulary seemed to shrink down to basically nothing. There were only two words Michelle seemed to want to hear from her husband, and that was what he gave her. 
 
    "Well, that's a bit of a problem for me," Michelle said. "I mean, how are you supposed to give a woman any pleasure at all if you cum too quickly? We can't have that. So here's what we are going to do. I want you to cum right now. Right here, on your knees. Get that first orgasm out of the way. Maybe then you'll actually be able to last long enough to pleasure a woman with that thing you call a cock." 
 
    I couldn't help it. Again, I burst out laughing at Michelle's words. And Brad looked completely humiliated as he kneeled on the floor at our feet, raising his face from my boots to stare up at his wife. 
 
    "That's right. You heard me," Michelle said, still looking down at him with her arms folded under her breasts. "Make yourself cum. You know you want to. Stroke that cock and look at us and make yourself a little love puddle on the floor at our feet. Show us how badly you want us. Show us you'll do anything for your sexy mistresses." 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Slowly, Brad straightened up. His eyes darted from me to his wife and back again. I said nothing. Internally, I could hardly believe what was happening here. But externally, I tried to remain calm. I smiled down at him, trying to show the same total confidence his wife had while she waited for him to debase himself. 
 
    Brad’s hand closed around his cock. As he began to slide his fist up and down the shaft, a low growl rose from his throat. 
 
    “That’s it. Good boy. Keep looking at us. You have my permission to jerk off to Miss Lisa as well as me. Look at us both.” 
 
    And as always, Brad did as he was told. His eyes moved from Michelle to me and back again, forever darting between us as his cock throbbed in his first. Another new experience for me, to have a man touch himself just from looking at me. Excitement and desire crackled in the air. But no matter how badly I wanted pleasure of my own, I resisted. Instead, I followed Michelle's lead, towering above her husband like a goddess while he worshiped us with his desire. 
 
    A spasm seized Brad's body. Soon, his cock exploded in his hand, and I gasped involuntarily as I watched his cum spurt out of its swollen tip. Michelle cackled with glee, clapping her hands together as her husband ejaculated at our feet, spurting his cum into the air until it landed on the floor in front of us. Breathless and red-faced, Brad released his grip on his cock, looking completely ashamed of what he had done. What his wife had made him do. 
 
    "That's better," Michelle smiled, tentatively dipping a toe into the puddle of her husband's spent semen. "Go get some kitchen towel and clean up your mess. Maybe then you can actually serve your mistresses properly." 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Using Him 
 
      
 
      
 
    "So what we do with him now?" 
 
    Brad was in the kitchen, hastily gathering up paper towels to clean up his mess. Michelle stood beside me in the living room, dressed up like the dominatrix she was, beaming with delight while every line of her body radiated sexual power. She was completely in her element, completely comfortable and happy with the way things were going. No matter how wild things got, Michelle never seemed to feel a doubt about the way she lived. A state well worth envying in my mind. 
 
    “Sexy stuff, mostly,” Michelle grinned at me. 
 
    Brad came around the corner from the kitchen into the living room. He was completely naked, and I could see his cock swinging between his legs with every step he took. Softened now, drained by his humiliating orgasm at our feet. But desire still glowed in his eyes as he glanced at me, then quickly looked away. As usual, he seemed to have difficulty meeting my eyes. I could hardly blame him for that. I had seen him perform the most unbelievably humiliating tasks, ordered around by his wife as though he had no will of his own. He had to be feeling deeply embarrassed. Then again, it was a feeling I figured he had to be used to by that point. 
 
    Moving quickly, Brad dropped to his knees on the floor at our feet once again. Both Michelle and I stood still, watching him clean up the small puddle of ejaculate he had left at our feet. Another degrading sign of his worship, of his complete powerlessness in this kinky situation. Michelle was a dark genius when it came to this stuff. She seemed to have an intuitive idea of how to keep her husband in total submission to her. 
 
    And I could barely keep from laughing as I watched him humbly do as he was told. I watched him clean up his cum, wiping it off the floor and even wiping it off the sole of his wife's boot as she casually lifted her foot to let him perform his task. He couldn't have looked more humble and defeated, more completely disgraced. It was having an interesting effect on me. It was only fueling the desire growled inside me, that jangled in my blood and made me breathless with desire. After all, I hadn't gotten dressed up like this and come to their house not to have fun. I had always known that sex was on the table. But now, it seemed to hover in the air all around us, the tension of desire crackling like electricity while we watched Brad serve. 
 
    Finally, his task was finished. Picking up the soiled paper towels, he stood and carried them toward the kitchen to dispose of them. I watched him go. It still felt strange to see my boss naked after all this time. But Brad had a good body, especially for a man his age. Lean muscle showed under his skin, his abdominals clearly visible in a nice sixpack. I had been with plenty of younger guys who ought to envy this older man's physique. And though it might be soft at the moment, his cock was nothing to be ashamed of either. I felt my cheeks prickling with unaccustomed heat, shocked at thinking these kinds of thoughts about the man I worked for. But that was the point, I reminded myself. It was our time to objectify him, to treat him like a sex object the way men so often do to women. It was a role reversal that was undeniably exciting. And Brad wasn't about to complain. 
 
    Once again, Brad emerged from the kitchen. This time, he stood in front of us. I watched his chest heaving as he breathed, his six-pack muscles becoming even more prominent. He stood in front of us, looking furtively at both of us, as he awaited further instructions. I felt again that delicious surge of power that came from knowing he would do what I said, just as he so humbly and readily obeyed his wife. I no longer had any doubt about that. 
 
    "Well, I don't know about you, but I could use an orgasm of my own. You don't mind, do you?" Michelle turned to me as she said that, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Of course she didn't ask her husband. That was all part of the game we played. The idea that Brad had no choice in any of this, that he was simply there for us to use however we felt like.  
 
    And that was true, but not the whole truth. The whole truth was that this was what he desperately wanted, and all three of us knew it. He did have a choice. And his choice was to do as he was told by sexy women.  
 
    "No, go ahead," I said with a smile. As tough as it sometimes was to admit, it turned me on to watch these two fuck. Especially when it was like this. Michelle looked like the dominant goddess of a thousand submissive dreams, and her handsome husband was only too willing to bend to her will. I could feel a need for orgasm building inside me that I doubted was any less keen than Michelle's. But I could wait. After all, even after everything that had happened between the three of us, I was still a little unsure of myself. The outfit I wore helped me get into a more dominant frame of mind, and so did Brad's urgent submission. But I was well aware that I still had a lot to learn. Watching seemed safer. 
 
    And Michelle didn't care. Right there in the living room, she took a step forward. Her feet placed far apart in her high-heeled boots, she lifted up her shining leather skirt. Instantly, Brad's wild eyes fell between his wife's legs, his face wearing an expression of helpless desire as though he had never seen his wife's pussy before. 
 
    "Get over here and make Mistress cum," Michelle said, a derisive snarl audible in her voice. And of course, Brad did exactly as he was told. Dropping to his knees without a moment's hesitation, he crawled across the floor. Rising up, he placed his hands on his wife's thighs almost reverently. And he closed his eyes as though savoring his bliss as he moved his face between her legs. 
 
    Michelle closed her eyes. Her teeth showed in her open mouth as she smiled, a faint noise of satisfaction that was half-laughter, half-desire rising from her throat. Placing her hand on the back of her husband's head, she pulled him toward her as she thrust her hips forward, crushing his face against her pussy. Lost in his task, Brad licked feverishly at his wife's sex, and I could hear the wet sound of his mouth against her filling the otherwise silent living room.  
 
    I took a deep breath, trying to calm myself while desire boiled inside me too. I envied Michelle her pleasure as my own pussy spasmed inside the bodysuit I wore, dampening between my legs as I watched the whole kinky display. I gripped my own thighs, rubbing my hands over the slick material of the fishnet stockings I wore, hungry for pleasure.  
 
    But I was also willing to wait. After all, I had quickly learned that anticipation made everything better. The more turned on I got, I knew from experience, the more explosive my orgasm would eventually be. And the thought of my coming orgasm only added to that excitement. I didn't know how or when it would happen. But I had no doubt that it was coming. Just as Michelle's was as she stood beside me, swaying in her high heels and giving in to selfish pleasure. Her passion blazed and boiled, and I watched her face, my eyes moving between her expression and her husband's head between her thighs. They both looked so happy, so completely caught up him what was going on. As though the whole world ceased to exist in that moment, and pleasure eclipsed everything. If I hadn't already understood why they played these wild games together, I did in that moment. This drama of domination and submission seemed in its way to set them both free, to take them away from the world to some place built only for the two of them. No matter how involved I got in these games, I realized in that moment, I would always be somewhat on the outside. In my own way, I was a prop this married couple was using, a way to add another element to their kinky sex. Not that I'm complaining. Being part of this crazy sex was the most thrilling thing that had ever happened to me, and I was using them just as much as they were using me. A strange arrangement that was beneficial for all of us, that kept us all crackling with excitement. No, I had very little to complain about. 
 
    Michelle's breath caught in her throat. Her eyes still closed, she threw back her head. The loud moan that bubbled out of her seemed to catch on something too, then pour forth all at once. She trembled, grabbing her husband's head with both hands now as though to steady herself. Her whole body moved, and I could almost see the waves of pleasure flowing through her as she contorted on the spot. Her sexy outfit shone in the light as she moved. Between her legs, I heard the sound of Brad's mouth changing, becoming suddenly wetter. And as Michelle shrieked wildly in ecstasy, I knew she had cum. Not for the first time, I had watched my boss bring his wife to orgasm with his mouth. And my own pussy spasmed and clenched as though I could feel some of what she was feeling. 
 
    Michelle opened her eyes. Still smiling with pleasure, she looked down at her husband. Gently but firmly, she pushed his head away from her crotch. Obediently, Brad sank back on his heels, gazing up at his mistress with a look of adoration. I saw that his cock was hard again, projecting from between his legs as it throbbed in the empty air. It might sound strange to say, but it was almost heartwarming to see a man so in lust with his wife. A man who wanted her as badly as though they were still dating, as though the years they had been together had done absolutely nothing to diminish his desire for her. It was the kind of thing, I knew, most women only dreamed of. But Michelle had found a way to make it real. I envied her that just as much as I envied her the pleasure I could still see glowing within her, the same pleasure I found myself wanting more desperately with each passing moment. 
 
    "Where are your manners, honey?" Michelle said, smiling down at Brad. "We have a guest. And a very beautiful one at that. Don't you think she should get to use your mouth too?" 
 
    "Yes, Mistress," Brad said at once. His face was shining with his wife's juices as he turned to me. His eyes were burning too, his obvious lust shining in his face as he looked me up and down for what felt like the thousandth time. I trembled under his gaze, feeling sexier than ever as he looked at me with total lust.  
 
    "Please, Miss Lisa, please may I pleasure you?" 
 
    “Oh my God,” I sighed, gripping my thighs where I stood. Beside me, Michelle laughed. 
 
    "Go ahead," she shrugged. "You know you want to. And it's really the least he could do after you've gone to so much trouble to get dressed up all sexy for him. Consider it an appetizer to what we'll do later." 
 
    I hesitated for only a moment. It still felt strange to me to have Brad eat me out, and even stranger to have his wife watching. But it's not like I'd forgotten how delightfully sexy it was when it happened in the office. And now, in their house, I could let go even further. Michelle and I were all dressed up like kinky dominatrixes, and Brad was our willing sex slave kneeling naked in front of us. There was no point fighting the inevitable. There was no point denying myself what I knew I wanted. 
 
    As I turned toward the sofa, I could feel the eyes of both Brad and Michelle following me. Sitting down, I spread my legs, my thigh boots creaking as I moved. I reached down and pulled the bodysuit I wore to one side, exposing my already wet pussy to Brad's hungry eyes. 
 
    "Okay, Brad," I said, trying to keep my voice as stern and sexy as Michelle's often was when she ordered her husband around. "Get over here and eat my pussy. Now." 
 
    "Yes, Miss Lisa." Michelle laughed in delight, clapping her hands together as her husband immediately began to crawl forward. I still felt completely self-conscious when I ordered him around. But the way he so readily obeyed me made it easier. I could already see how a girl could get used to this. How Michelle seemed to take it for granted that her husband would do as he was told. There was no denying the power she had, or how much it excited Brad to obey her. Ultimately, they wanted the same thing. And so did I. 
 
    Brad crawled toward me. My excitement grew with every inch he got closer. Finally, he was between my legs, gazing up at me as he lowered his mouth to my pussy. His eyes were locked on mine as he ran his tongue carefully over the sensitive folds, almost teasing my sex and making it pulse with desire. I stared down at him, already slightly breathless with pleasure. My boobs strained against the laces of the bodysuit that barely contained them as I breathed deeply. Primed as I was, pleasure began to course through me almost immediately.  
 
    And Brad knew what he was doing. I knew that what Michelle said about practice was true. This was a man who had been well-trained to please a woman, and he was learning more about what I liked too. As he buried his face between my thighs, rubbing his nose against my swelling clit, I moaned in pleasure. The slick feeling of his tongue sliding between my lips was incredible, and I sank back on the couch as I surrendered to bliss. Lifting one leg, I laid my boot along Brad's back as he crouched on all fours in front of me, and I felt him moan in pleasure more than I heard it. I smiled as I remembered the boot fetish that had gotten him into all this trouble in the first place. Seized by inspiration, I turned my leg and raked the heel of my boot along his back, making him moan and squirm and lick my pussy with even more enthusiasm. 
 
    "That's awesome," Michelle said above me, grinning down at us sadistically as she watched with her hands on her hips. "Don't be afraid to hurt him. Put him in his place. Don't forget he's here for us to use however we want." 
 
    "Oh fuck," I moaned. Gripping the back of Brad's head just as Michelle had done, I scraped my heel over his back again. Brad moaned even louder this time, driving his tongue deep inside me. The more I hurt him, it seemed, the more badly he wanted me. And my breath was coming faster and faster as I lay there on the couch, forcing my hips forward as I pressed my pussy against his mouth. There was no way not to feel like an absolute goddess as I sat there enjoying his worship while his wife watched. And I could feel my cruelty growing along with my pleasure as he kept looking. Again, I scraped my heel down his back, leaving a long red line of broken skin, and he moaned in submissive bliss as he continued eating my pussy. 
 
    Michelle moved. I turned my glazed eyes to her as she stepped forward, her high heels clicking on the living room floor. Swinging a leg over her husband, she sat down on top of him, straddling his back. At the same time, she gently took my leg in her hands. She smiled at me as she lifted it, propping my calf up on her shoulder. With my leg up in the air, Brad had even greater access to my pussy, and I moaned as he made use of it. His tongue ran all over my quivering lips, sliding in and out of my wet slit, moving up at times to flick my clit while his lips engulfed it and gently sucked on it. Then, he moved back down, penetrating me with his tongue again. 
 
    Meanwhile, his wife sat on top of him, riding him like a pony. Her own boot heels scraped his thighs as she lifted her feet from the floor. With my leg still propped on her shoulder, she turned and delivered a loud smack to Brad’s ass with her bare hand, then another. 
 
    "Giddy up," she said, and my laugh turned into another moan of pleasure as Brad kept tonguing my pussy. It was all so wild and weird and yet incredibly sexy, and pleasure was flowing through me now. Reaching up, I grabbed my own boobs, feeling the hardness of my prominent nipples through the bodysuit I wore as I squeezed them. I could feel Michelle watching me, and I didn't care. No; more than that. I wanted her to watch. I wanted her to see me cum, to see what her submissive husband was doing to me. And Michelle clearly wanted the same thing. Still riding her husband, still jabbing at his legs with her high heels, she kept her eyes on me, smiling with obvious delight as she watched me cum. 
 
    I closed my eyes as a powerful tremor swept through me, and my whole body stiffened as I reached the peak of pleasure. My pussy spasmed against Brad's mouth, and he gratefully gulped down every drop of my juices as I squirted them all over his face. My thighs trembled, my raised leg shaking against Michelle's shoulder. I screamed in pleasure. All trace of self-consciousness vanished as my body took over. For a few seconds that may as well have been years, I felt nothing but bliss. And then, slowly, I sighed as it subsided, the echoes of pleasure vibrating through my body as they steadily grew more faint. 
 
    I opened my eyes. Michelle was still sitting astride her husband, watching me. Brad crouched underneath her, his back and thighs scored with red lines from our high heels and his face shining with a mixture of our orgasmic juices. They looked an absolute picture of female domination and male submission, of kinky sex that I had never imagined from such an outwardly normal-seeming couple. That was part of what made it all so exciting, I knew. The fact that this successful couple in their nice but unremarkable suburban home had such a demented sex life behind closed doors. And now I was part of it. 
 
    "You look beautiful when you cum," Michelle said after a moment of silence, and I laughed a laugh that dripped with the afterglow of pleasure. Stiffly, I swung my leg off her shoulder, my hard heel cracking loudly on the floor next to Brad. I might be basking in the afterglow of orgasm, but somehow, I knew this wasn't over. If anything, I suspected we had only just begun. I couldn't wait to find out what came next. As powerful as the orgasm Brad had given me was, I already knew I wanted more. The feeling of pleasure was too intoxicating to give up, and it made me as greedy as Michelle was. After all, we had all night, and a submissive male sex slave at our disposal. We could do whatever we wanted. That knowledge filled me with a glow of sadistic glee as I slowly recovered my breath, watching Michelle sitting on top of Brad. 
 
    "Come on," Michelle abruptly said, clicking her tongue as she dug her high heels into Brad's thighs again. I saw Brad wince, and wince even more as his wife took hold of a fistful of his short hair. "Let's go to the bedroom where we can really have some fun. Giddy up." Again, she twisted at the waist and delivered a stinging slap to her husband's ass. At once, Brad turned. I couldn't keep myself from laughing as I watched him crawl across the living room floor, his wife riding him like a pony as he carried her across the room. Awkwardly, I rose to my feet, my legs still trembling as I tried to balance in my high heels. As the two of them left the room, I followed. 
 
    Michelle directed her mount across the hallway and toward the stairs. She leaned forward, gripping his flanks with her knees as he began to climb the stairs. I followed behind them. Between Brad's legs, I could see his balls swaying, his cock as rigid and hungry as ever as his wife humiliated him further. And Michelle looked unbelievably sexy as she sat astride her husband, her hourglass figure accentuated by the corset she wore, her ass peeking out from under her tiny leather skirt. My pussy trembled as I followed along, following the kinky couple to their bedroom. 
 
    Inside, Michelle guided her husband toward one side of the bed. Their bedroom was huge, big enough for a king size bed and a sofa over near the bay window. There was also an en-suite bathroom and a walk-in closet set into one of the walls. Add a kitchen, and their bedroom alone would been comparable in size to my apartment. But I didn't have much time to think about that. What was going on with Brad and Michelle was far more interesting. 
 
    At the side of the bed, Michelle dismounted. Her leather boots shone as she swung her leg over her husband, who stayed where he was. I watched just as he did as she strutted toward the walk-in closet and disappeared inside. After a moment, she returned with something in her hands. Thick black straps that I realized at once were restraints. My heart thumped in my chest, and my pussy clenched between my thighs as Michelle walked toward the bed. She knew everyone was watching her, and she welcomed it.  
 
    She bent over the bed, attaching the restraints to something on the bed frame I couldn't see, and her leather skirt slid up to expose more of her ass. Moving to the foot of the bed, she attached more restraints. There was no doubt in any of our minds who they were intended for. And with her job done, Michelle turned with a smile toward her husband, her hands on her hips again in a dominant pose as she smiled seductively at him. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” she said. “Up you get. You know the drill. On your back so Mistress can tie you down and use you the way she wants.” 
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Brad's response was as predictable as it was submissive. Rising to his feet, he climbed onto the bed. As he rolled over onto his back, I watched his cock sway, rising up from his body and rigid with wild desire. Submissively, he lifted his arms above his head. Smiling, Michelle bent over the bed again, wrapping the restraints around one wrist, then the other. While she did so, she turned to me, her red hair hanging down around her face while her blue eyes glittered malevolently. 
 
    "Can you do his legs?" she asked.  
 
    "Sure," I smiled. I had never tied a man up before. Then again, there was no end of things I had never done before that I was now doing thanks to Michelle's encouragement. Stepping toward the foot of the bed, I picked up the restraints Michelle had attached. Probably there was some hidden bolt or something that she attached them to. Probably she had made Brad add it to the bed so that she could dominate him more easily. That thought made my pussy spasm even more as I wrapped the restraints around my boss's ankles. They were simple straps with Velcro loops, and Brad didn't even try to resist as I wrapped them around his legs. In no time at all, he was immobilized, spread out in the middle of the bed with his arms pulled out to either side and his legs anchored together. Helpless. At our mercy. As I straightened up, I felt power flowing through me again as I looked down at him. 
 
    "That's better," Michelle said with a smile as she straightened up. "We can keep him here as long as we like and use him however we want. We can tease him or torture him or fuck him, and he has no say whatsoever in what we do. Isn't that right, Honey?"  
 
    "Yes, Mistress." Brad's voice sounded almost breathless as he spoke, and it wasn't from any exertion. No, what I was hearing was the raw excitement of a submissive man knowing he's powerless to prevent what's about to happen. Knowing he's been reduced to an object to be used by two beautiful women. His chest rose and fell, his stomach sinking in below his ribs to make his cock look even more prominent as it rose up from his body. Looking at him lying there, I knew exactly what I wanted. I wanted sex. And I was so turned on, I barely cared how it happened. I just needed to feel something inside me, to give in to another wild orgasm. And it felt good to be so selfish, to care only about my own pleasure. 
 
    "So, what you think we should do with him?" Michelle seemed to recognize my burgeoning dominance, as though she could tell I was getting more comfortable with the whole situation. But I barely had the mental bandwidth to process that. I could hardly think about anything else except desire at that moment. 
 
    I didn’t answer. Instead, I simply climbed onto the bed. My boots creaked as I crawled onto the mattress, moving toward Brad. He raised his head to look at me with wild desire, and beside the bed, I heard Michelle cackling. But I didn’t look in her direction. For once, my eyes were fixed on Brad, enjoying the look of helpless desire on his face as I climbed on top of him. 
 
    I straddled his hips. He groaned as the weight of my body pressed his rigid cock back against his stomach, and I sighed as I rubbed my pussy over his shaft. This was it. I was going to fuck my boss, and he had no say in it. Even though the look on his face told me exactly what he would say if he had been asked. He looked as though he wanted me even more badly than I wanted this, and that added to the wild thrill as I reached down between my legs and took hold of his cock. 
 
    Rising up on my knees, I pulled my bodysuit out of the way again. Slowly, I steered his cock between the lips of my dripping pussy. As I settled down on top of him, I let out a long sigh of pleasure as I felt his hard cock pushing my wet walls apart. And Brad sighed too, groaning as though he had been waiting for this his whole life. Immediately, my pussy spasmed around his shaft, desperate for more. And as I began to move on top of him, to slide my dripping pussy up and down, his wife laughed in encouragement. This was exactly what she had wanted to happen. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Punishing The Boss 
 
      
 
      
 
    Beside the bed, I heard Michelle move. Wrapped up in my own pleasure as I was, I had all but forgotten she was there. As I rode up and down on top of her husband, feeling his hard cock sliding in and out of my dripping pussy, I could barely think of anything except pleasure. But as Michelle raised one knee and placed it on the edge of the mattress, looking at me, I couldn't ignore her anymore. And in my state of wild arousal, Brad's wife looked sexier than ever. The black corset she wore forced her ample boobs high on her chest, giving her an unbelievable cleavage. Her tiny black leather skirt barely covered her ass, sliding even higher as she placed one knee on the bed. Her high-heeled black leather boots simply screamed sex, and my pussy throbbed around Brad's cock as I found myself wondering how many times she had made him worship those boots like the humble submissive he undoubtedly was. 
 
    “Have you ever sat on a man’s face before?” Michelle asked as she climbed onto the bed. Brad tore his wild eyes away from me to look at his wife, but she was only looking at me as she inched toward him on her knees. 
 
    “No,” I managed to say, my voice already torn and fractured by the pleasure that was making my body shake. 
 
    "Oh, you'll love it," Michelle said. "Few things make you feel more powerful than smothering him with your pussy. Knowing that your pleasure becomes his whole world in that moment. And Brad loves it too. Not that that matters." 
 
    Giggling to herself, Michelle moved closer to her husband. Lifting one leg, she pulled her skirt up around her hips as she straddled Brad’s face. She was facing me as she settled down on top of her husband, his head trapped between her legs. Her long red hair framed her gorgeous face, and the way her eyes blazed with excitement made her look sexier than ever as she kneeled above him. Then, she turned. Looking down at him over her shoulder, she raked her fiery hair back from her face as she spoke. 
 
    "You love eating your wife's pussy, don't you, slut?" she sneered. 
 
    "Yes, Mistress!" I could hear the desire burning in Brad's voice, fueled by the pleasure he was no doubt feeling while I continued to ride his cock. 
 
    "Then beg me for it," Michelle said, totally confident in her own sexual power. "Kiss my ass in front of our employee and beg me to sit on your face." 
 
    Without hesitation, Brad lifted his head from the mattress. I cried out in wild laughter as I watched him press his lips to Michelle's ass. The sound of him kissing her backside echoed through the room, audible even over my own cries of pleasure as I continue to bounce up and down on top of his cock. 
 
    "Please, Mistress," Brad humbly begged. "Please sit on my face, please! I want to taste your delicious pussy again. Please, it would be an honor to give you an orgasm with my mouth." 
 
    “Now that’s how a man should talk,” Michelle said, turning to me with a grin as her red hair tumbled over her bare shoulder. “Okay then. Since you asked so nicely.” 
 
    "Thank you, Mistress." My pussy spasmed around Brad's cock again as I listened to him thank his wife for treating him like this. And Michelle smiled at me as she parted her knees further, sinking down onto her husband's willing face. His head sank back onto the mattress as she rubbed her pussy over him, pressing it against his mouth. I saw her eyelids flutter in pleasure as he began probing her, so desperately eager to give his wife pleasure. 
 
    “Husbands are good for some things,” Michelle said to me, while I watched her breasts rising and sinking in the tight confines of her corset as she breathed heavily with pleasure. “You just have to train them properly. Honestly, I really do think every woman should do this. Not all men are as submissive as Brad, but I feel like they can all be trained. After all, we have the pussy. That means we are in charge.” 
 
    I laughed wildly as I leaned forward, pressing my hands to Brad's heaving chest for balance. My breasts bounced in the bodysuit I wore as I rocked up and down on Brad's cock, shaking my ass more forcefully. And buried between his wife's legs, I heard Brad moan in pleasure as my pussy gripped his shaft again. 
 
    "Don't cum, honey," Michelle said, still looking at me even as she spoke to her husband. "I don't care how good that young pussy feels around your cock. Don't you dare cum without permission. You know I'll make you pay if you do." 
 
    Beneath her body, Brad groaned. I cried out in pleasure as I felt his cock throbbing inside me, my pussyspasming around it in matching ecstasy. A deliciously sadistic thought entered my sex-soaked brain, and I was in the mood to give into it. 
 
    Deliberately, I clenched my pussy around his cock. Again, I heard that delicious groan of pleasure rising from underneath Michelle's body. And she groaned too, no doubt feeling her husband's desperate lust against her sex as he continued to eat her out. I grinned, and Michelle grinned back at me. She knew what I was doing. I was trying to make her husband cum, trying to make him disobey her orders. Eager to see what would happen if I did. 
 
    And so I bounced up and down on top of him more vigorously. I kept my pussy tight around his cock, feeling his manhood throbbing inside me. And for all the effect I was having on him, it was having a powerful effect on me, too.  
 
    Soon, I could feel an orgasm rising dizzyingly inside me. Closing my eyes, I gripped Brad's chest, my mouth open as I gasped and screamed. I slammed my pussy down on his cock over and over, my movements getting more aggressive and frantic as my pleasure blossomed. Finally, it swept over me in a great wave, and I howled and gasped as I came. My pussy squirted my hot juices all over Brad's helpless body, coating his balls and thighs in the flood of my pleasure. Gasping, I hovered for a while at the peak of bliss, barely able to think of anything except pleasure.  
 
    Then, slowly, I returned to the world. With Brad's cock still inside me, I open my eyes to see Michelle grinning at me, her eyes moving up and down over my body with undisguised approval. 
 
    Then, it happened. Brad moaned underneath his wife, and his body thrashed helplessly in the bonds that held him to the bed. I cried out in surprise and delight as I felt his cock throb inside me, growing harder and bigger than ever. Right there with his wife watching, my boss spurted his seed deep inside me, unable to hold back any longer. And I moaned in deep pleasure at the hot explosion of his bliss inside me, filling me up with the orgasm I felt I had stolen from him against his will. It made me feel incredible to have such power over his body. No matter how he tried, this man could not resist me. It was another glimpse into the sexual power Michelle so obviously enjoyed, the sense of being completely in charge thanks to her beauty and her husband's desire for her. It felt incredible. 
 
    "Oh no. Did he just cum?" Michelle asked me. Her sculpted eyebrows rose up her smooth brow, and even though her voice was choked with pleasure from her husband eating her out, I could hear the danger in her words. I nodded, grinning at her as I sat back. 
 
    “Yep,” I said. “He just spurted his load inside me.” 
 
    "Without permission," Michelle said. "You little slut. You're going to pay for that. Now, finish making me cum before I decide how I'll punish you." As she spoke, Michelle reached down between her legs, and I saw her take her husband's throat in her hand. At the same time, she slammed her pussy down on his face, crushing his head against the mattress. Beneath her, Brad thrashed desperately. But there was no getting out of his predicament, even if he had wanted to. And I could see his throat moving under her hand as he tongued her even more desperately, more able to focus on his wife's pleasure now that I was no longer riding his cock. 
 
    Slowly, I climbed off him. His wet manhood slid easily out of my sex as I swung my leg over him. Sitting on the bed beside him, I took a moment to gather my breath. All this kinky sex had tired me out. But desire seemed to triumph over fatigue. After all, the night was young. And everything about what had happened so far filled me with indescribable joy. I wanted to see what happened next. And knowing it wasn't his fault, that it was my actions that got him into such trouble with his dominant wife, only made the whole thing more delicious. Because after all, Brad was the submissive in our strange new relationship. No matter what, everything would always be his fault. 
 
    But for now, I was content to wait. Michelle was bouncing up and down on her husband's face, her eyes closed now as her pleasure grew. Her breasts bounced rhythmically inside her corset, her head tilted back and her beautiful red hair trailing over her slender shoulders. She looked magnificent. I could only hope I looked half as good in the throes of sexual pleasure as she did. And while I watched, enjoying once again the sight of my employers having sex in front of me, I felt that old desire stirring inside me once again. Our wild pleasure seemed to feed off one another's bliss, and even though I was beginning to feel tired, I almost felt that this could go on all night. That just as one of us started to tire, the other would get turned on, and the whole situation would start up all over again. Not that I was complaining. In fact, in my lustful state, that sounded absolutely delightful to me. 
 
    Michelle cried out. Her body stiffened. Her tight corset creaked as she moved, throwing back her head and pressing her pussy more urgently against Brad's face. Her moans of pleasure turned into a long cry of ecstasy, and I watched her cum on Brad's face. He spluttered and gasped beneath her as she still held him by the throat, spurting her hot juices all over his captive face. Then, Michelle opened her eyes. There was a dangerous look in them as she gazed at me. 
 
    "I apologize, Lisa," Michelle said in a voice that was thick with pleasure. "I apologize for my useless husband spurting his unworthy cum inside your beautiful body without permission. I'll make him pay for that." 
 
    "I'm sure you will," I grinned. While Michelle climbed off Brad's face, I moved toward the edge of the bed and swung my feet down onto the floor. Standing, I made my way to the en suite bathroom. Inside, I cleaned myself up as best as I could. It was a strange feeling to be cleaning my boss's cum out of my pussy, but not an unwelcome one. Before this all started, I had never really thought about fucking Brad, even though he was a good-looking man. It just wasn't something that occurred to me. Certainly, it would never have occurred to me that it would happen like this. But I had no complaints. As I cleaned myself up, I realized I was humming happily under my breath. This whole experience had been absolutely incredible, and I knew it was still far from over. 
 
    When I returned to the bedroom, Michelle had climbed off of Brad's face. He was still lying there on the bed, his arms stretched out on either side and his legs pinned together. She was standing at the side of the bed with her hands on her hips, looking him over. No doubt pondering how best to punish her submissive husband. As I walked toward them, I felt a familiar twinge between my legs. Nothing made me hotter than witnessing the outrageous control Michelle had over Brad. And the way he so meekly accepted it. The way he so desperately needed it. Michelle could talk all she wanted about how all men should submit like this, but I was starting to understand just how lucky she was to find a man like this. Just as he was incredibly lucky to find a woman whose dominant nature so neatly fit his own submissive desires. 
 
    But in that moment, Brad didn’t exactly look grateful. Instead, as he gazed up at his wife standing above him and deciding his fate, he looked afraid. And yet the expression of desire never left his face. Even though his cock was now flaccid, drained by the orgasm he had had inside me, there was no disguising the look of desperate want in his expression as he looked up at his wife. 
 
    “What are you going to do to him?” I asked as I stood beside Michelle. She turned to me, her red hair tumbling over her shoulder. 
 
    "I'm not sure," she said thoughtfully. "He needs to learn that this isn't about his pleasure. That it's only about ours. But I've taught him that again and again, and he still doesn't seem to get it. He still has unauthorized orgasms and embarrasses me in front of guests. It's not acceptable. At all." 
 
    "It was pretty fun, though," I said. Despite her stern demeanor, a faint smile showed on Michelle's face. 
 
    "Well, that's not really the point," she said, struggling to regain her dominatrix persona. "I know what. For the rest of the night, that cock is not getting anywhere near either of us. Since he can't be trusted with it, we're not going to use it. Don't worry," Michelle added, laying a hand on my arm as she spoke. "There's plenty of other ways he can please us." 
 
    Turning, Michelle strode once again toward her walk-in closet. My stomach fluttered as I found myself wondering what other delights she had inside it. How long had these two been living this lifestyle? How far had they gone down the rabbit hole of female domination? They were both clearly kinky as hell, and they certainly had the money to spend on whatever toys they wanted. I found myself brimming over with excitement as I waited for Michelle to return. 
 
    It didn't take long. In under a minute, Michelle stepped out of the closet and back into the bedroom with an intriguing collection of objects in her hands. I watched her carry them toward the bed, my heart thumping inside my chest as I waited to see what was happening. She lay them on the mattress beside Brad's bound feet, and I gazed in astonishment at what she had produced. A pair of handcuffs, a huge vibrator with a power cord attached, a serious piece of machinery unlike any I had ever owned. A short metal chain with a couple of padlocks. And a dildo with some straps attached to the bottom. 
 
    But I didn't have time to ponder what this all might mean. Smiling, Michelle turned to me and spoke.  
 
    "Can you help me get his hands cuffed?" she asked.  
 
    "Of course," I replied. 
 
    Picking up the handcuffs, Michelle made her way to the head of the bed. Brad watched, his eyes moving from his wife to me and back again in that frantic dance they did, as though he couldn't decide who was turning him on more. At the same time, I moved up the other side of the bed so that we were on either side of her submissive husband. Carefully, Michelle locked one bracelet of the cuffs around the wrist nearest to her. Then she unfastened the Velcro strap that held his arm. Climbing onto the bed, she used the handcuffs to bring his arm across his head toward me. Brad didn't even try to resist, but I noticed that Michelle handled him as though she thought he might. Kneeling beside him now, she pushed his arm toward me. At the same time, I unfastened the other Velcro strap. I pushed the arm I held closer to the one Michelle did, until finally she could lock the cuffs around his other wrist. He hadn't tried to free himself at any point, and now his hands were locked together in what looked like fairly inescapable restraints. 
 
    Turning on the bed, Michelle crawled down toward the foot to pick up another object. I watched Brad's eyes follow her, drawn toward the way her shapely ass peeked out from the bottom of the leather skirt. Picking up the dildo, Michelle turned and crawled back toward Brad's head. The expression on his face when he saw the toy she held told me he recognized it, and my pussy spasmed again as I imagined the games these two had played together over the years. Michelle smiled in triumph as she rose up on her knees, holding the straps of the dildo above her husband. 
 
    "Open up, honey," she said with an evil little smile. "Nobody here cares what you have to say. And this is a cock that won't disappoint us. Maybe with the gag in place, you can finally please a woman properly." 
 
    I couldn't keep myself from laughing as I watched Michelle lean over her husband. As reluctant as he seemed, he still did as he was told. He opened his mouth, and Michelle pushed the dildo down on top of him. I realized that the bottom had a small projection that served as a gag. Once that was inside her husband's mouth, Michelle buckled the straps around his head. The fake cock rose up from his face, at once silencing him and turning him into an object of sexual pleasure. I threw back my head and laughed, not even trying to restrain my amusement and disbelief. And as Brad's cheeks colored in shame on either side of the dildo gag, I knew I was helping add to his erotic humiliation. 
 
    "Sit up," Michelle ordered. Brad's stomach muscles tightened as he sat up in the bed. His cuffed hands were in front of him, and I supposed if he wanted to, he could've reached up and removed the gag. But of course, he didn't. Instead, he sat there looking utterly defeated, silenced and bound. But Michelle wasn't finished yet. 
 
    Moving toward the foot of the bed again, she picked up more items. A couple of padlocks and a short length of chain. The chain swung between her hands as she carried it over to her husband. Brad watched, seemingly as uncertain as I was. But Michelle knew exactly what she was doing. Reaching between Brad's legs, she opened the padlock and carefully manipulated his genitals. Brad grunted at the feel of his wife's hand on his manhood, and I leaned over the bed to get a better view. I gasped as I saw her slide the padlock through a link of the chain and then lock it around his balls. Taking the other end of the chain in her hand, Michelle moved toward the foot of the bed. Brad had no choice but to follow, sliding along as best as he could as Michelle led him by the balls. At the foot of the bed, she wrapped the chain around the footboard and locked it in place. Brad gazed at her in astonishment, his cuffed hands in front of him, a look of total surprise on his face. 
 
    "They should keep you focused on us," Michelle grinned, tugging gently at the chain to make her husband grunt again. "It will keep you where you should be. In bed, pleasuring us. Now, you only have one job, so you should be able to focus on it. That's making both me and Miss Lisa cum as many times as we like." 
 
    Climbing off the bed, Michelle picked up the vibrator. Plugging it into a wall socket, she handed it to her husband. He took it in his cuffed hands, gazing silently up at her with the fake cock projecting from his mouth. Without any further explanation, Michelle turned back to me. 
 
    "Can you help me take this corset off?" she said. 
 
    "Sure," I replied. I stepped toward her, and Michelle turned her back on me so I could begin to loosen the laces of the corset It was a strangely intimate thing to be doing with my boss, but after everything that had passed between us, it seemed silly to think that way. We had done things far more intimate than undress each other, and even though I had never seen this woman completely naked, I had seen everything that mattered. 
 
    Michelle sighed in relief as I loosened the corset and unfastened it. Her full breasts sank only slightly on her chest as I lifted the garment away. Turning to face me, she pulled her skirt down and off, letting it drop to the floor and slipping out of it. Now she was wearing nothing but her boots. I didn't try to keep myself from looking her up and down, admiring that beautiful body. Even through the clothes she usually wore, I could tell that she was in great shape for her age, or any age. But now, seeing her standing naked in front of me, I found myself wishing even more that I would look half as good as she did at her age. 
 
    "Why don't you take this off too?" Michelle smiled as she took a step toward me. On the bed, Brad watched in silence as his wife slid her fingers under the shoulder straps of my bodysuit. Carefully, she slid it down my arms. I didn't protest. In fact, I felt a strange new energy had entered the room, and I wanted to see where it went. Smiling at me all the while, Michelle slid the bodysuit down, my breasts bouncing free as she pulled it toward my hips. Finally, she pulled it off, letting it slide down my tall boots. Now, I was naked except for boots and stockings, just like her. And Brad's eyes locked on us both as he gazed at us, his hidden fetish brought fully to life. 
 
    Stepping past me, Michelle climbed onto the bed.She sat up against the headboard, slowly spreading her legs. The heels of her boots caught in the bedsheet as she exposed herself to her watching husband. 
 
    "Get over here, slut," she ordered, her eyes shining with glee as her red hair pooled like fire around her face. "Get over here and fuck me with that dildo." 
 
    Brad turned. As he crawled across the bed, his movements hindered by his cuffed hands, I saw how well Michelle had planned everything out. Her husband grunted as the chain locked onto his genitals grew tight. But she had left just enough slack so that he could reach her at full stretch. He lay down on his stomach, and Michelle smiled as he steered the dildo gag toward her pussy. Reaching down, she grabbed the shaft and held it for a moment, looking down at her husband. 
 
    “Make sure you do a good job, honey,” she said, and it was impossible not to notice the note of warning in her voice. “Don’t embarrass me again.” 
 
    Brad nodded, and Michelle smiled as the dildo bounced in her hand. Then, she guided it into herself. Brad leaned further forward, his balls pulled back behind him by the chain, and the toy slid deep inside his wife's waiting pussy. Michelle moaned in pleasure, and I had no doubt that the pure sadism and humiliation of the scene she had created was pleasing her just as much as the physical sensations he was giving her. 
 
    Meanwhile, I had ideas of my own. For once, I didn't need Michelle to direct everything. I wanted pleasure of my own, and that was what Brad was there for. I climbed onto the bed, and I saw his eyes roll toward me over his wife's thigh as he continued bobbing his head back and forth, fucking her with the toy in his mouth. Turning sideways on the bed, I spread my own legs, watching him staring at my exposed pussy. I draped my legs over his back, letting him feel the leather of the boots he loved so much. 
 
    "That's right," Michelle said in a voice that once again dripped with pleasure and delight. "Don't forget about our guest. You can please two women at a time, can't you, honey? If not, I might have to think about trading you in for a better model." 
 
    I laughed at that, and Michelle laughed too. Meanwhile, Brad twisted slightly on the mattress. The vibrator he held in his cuffed hands clicked and buzzed as he turned it on. Sweeping my hair back from my face, I slid closer toward him. And Brad guided the bulbous head of the vibrator between my legs until it was pressing against my pussy. 
 
    I cried out immediately. Powerful waves of pleasure shot through my body, spreading out from between my thighs. I had used toys before, but never one like this. Never one with this kind of power. Never one that delivered such pleasure so instantaneously. Holding back nothing, I threw back my head and gave voice to my bliss, letting a deep moan rise out of my body. And I heard Michelle moaning too, less frantically than me but no less excited. 
 
    “That’s it, honey,” she panted breathlessly. “Fuck me. Keep fucking me. That’s a good boy. Make your mistress happy.” 
 
    Between us, Brad was working hard. Lying on his side, his head rested on his wife's shaking thigh while he slipped the dildo in and out of her body. At the same time, he held the vibrator in his hands, moving it slowly up and down my dripping snatch. I realized that he was using the same rhythm for both toys, and I moaned in pleasure as I sat beside him, my legs draped over his body, my pussy already spasming with wild lust. 
 
    As I leaned back, supporting myself on my arms, I felt my body beginning to shake. I knew what was coming. And there was no need to resist it. I screamed and gasped. I panted and moaned. I left Brad and Michelle in no doubt about how I was feeling as the vibrator did its work. The intense buzzing between my legs soon pushed me to the limits of pleasure, and I cried out as an orgasm swept over me. My pussy spasmed, and the vibrators rounded head shone with my juices as Brad kept it pressed against me, guiding me through yet another powerful orgasm that left me trembling and shaking. 
 
    I flopped backward on the bed. Brad switched the vibrator off and set it aside. I lay there, gasping as I tried to recover my breath and savoring the sensations of pleasure that flowed through me. Meanwhile, Michelle's submissive husband continued fucking her with the toy that projected obscenely from his face while I listened to her moans and cries of pleasure. Who would ever have suspected, that first day I wore boots to the office, that we would end up here? 
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