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 Cuckolded By The Boss 
 
      
 
      
 
    My Boss Takes My Wife 
 
      
 
    “Honey? What’s wrong?” 
 
    I’d fallen silent. It’s a bad habit, I suppose, to check your texts in the middle of a conversation. We just get used to it, though, the electronic leashes that keep us tethered to the world outside. We’re never really home, never really away from work. All the technology that was supposed to set us free has instead conspired to enmesh us in a cage of radio waves. When self-driving cars become ubiquitous, don’t go thinking that you’ll get to take a nap on the way to work. You’ll be on the laptop, bashing out emails. Even your commute will become part of the work day. And your wages aren’t going up to reflect that. 
 
    Silently, I turned to my wife. She was sat on the couch beside me. The TV played quietly in the background, a tennis match beamed from the other side of the world that neither of us were paying much attention to. It was a lazy Saturday. We’d done those things we had to do. Grocery shopping, cleaning, the thousand mundane tasks that make up the stuff of everyday life. This is how years pass without us noticing, the way that fish don’t see the water they swim in. People say you should seize the day, and they’re right, I suppose. But - every day? How do you seize every single day? You have to do the laundry. You have to buy food. It’s all very well saying that we should live every day like it’s our last, but that path leads to anarchy. If I thought I would die tomorrow, I’d drain my bank account and get wasted. Not a recipe for a happy future.  
 
    Alice took the phone from my hand. I watched her deep mahogany eyes move from side to side as she read the brief text. You could call my wife’s eyes brown, in the same way you could call the sea blue. That is, if you cared nothing for accuracy. They were just that changeable, just that capricious. Amber one minute, dark chocolate the next, and the light of the world outside was only one part of what made them shift their shade. They were dark, just now, barely brighter than her deep black pupils. The eyes don’t change. She had the same eyes as the young girl I dated all those years ago. Not that time has been excessively cruel to my beautiful Alice. I mean, time changes us all. In my case, it’s added a few wobbling pounds to my midsection, and flung handfuls of gray like a fistful of snow across my formerly black hair. All it’s really done to Alice is add a delicate network of fine lines around her eyes and mouth, most noticeable when she smiles. She has the same eyes, the same smile, the same voluptuous body as the girl I married. I’ve been very lucky. And it hasn’t gone unnoticed. 
 
    Alice smiled. There were those fine lines again, like the thin tracery on delicate china. I could see the change in her eyes, the deep dark lit from within by a tiny yellow flame.  
 
    “Well,” she said, “I guess you have your orders then, don’t you?” She handed the phone back to me, beaming as she studied my face to see my reaction. I looked down at the email open on my phone again, my boss’s profile picture grinning out as though in mockery. There was no mistake. I knew it, and yet I hoped. But the words were unchanged. 
 
    Put your wife in a corset, leather skirt, collar and cuffs and bring her to my house. 
 
    Alice was right. I had my orders. 
 
    * 
 
    Something like this doesn’t happen overnight. The pressures build for years. But then suddenly, it seems as though everything’s happening at once. Sometimes, I think it’s like a landslide. Rocks shift and crack over millennia, and nobody notices. Until one day the whole mountainside comes tumbling down, and in seconds, a town that took hundreds of years to grow is wiped off the map. Or maybe it’s not like that at all. They’re digging up the sidewalk outside, and the vibration of the jackhammer is setting my teeth on edge. You’ll have to excuse my ramblings. 
 
    Esme has been my boss for six years now. She was at the company before I started. She interviewed me for the position, her and Steve Wells, who’s since moved on. It must have been my second day there, in the break room making a cup of coffee. Esme was just leaving, heading back to her own office, and her gray skirt was hugging her hips just right, the fabric stretching slightly around her thighs with every step she took, her waist so narrow above the round swell of her ass. 
 
    “Don’t even think about it,” Scott said. It was the first thing he said to me.  
 
    “What?” I protested dumbly. Scott shook his head slowly. 
 
    “Esme,” he said. “She’s super hot. But you’d be barking up the wrong tree.” 
 
    “I’m not barking up any tree,” I said. “I’m married.” 
 
    “Alright,” said Scott. His smirk told me he didn’t believe a word I was saying. We all know the truth about guys, don’t we? Being married doesn’t shut off our libido. I had no desire to cheat on Alice, not then, not now. But you can’t blame a guy for looking, can you? “I’m just saying,” Scott went on. “Esme looks great. But she plays for the other team.” 
 
    “You mean- “ 
 
    “Yep,” Scott nodded. “She’s into girls.” I shrugged. It made no difference to me either way. It’s not like I was going to do anything. And her sexual orientation didn’t change the way that she looked. If anything, it made her more attractive. In a new job, it wouldn’t do to be daydreaming about my boss, and the thought of her beautiful body entwined with another woman was not going to help my performance at work. But I’d be lying if I said it didn’t cross my mind. 
 
    The years went by. I mean, they didn’t, obviously. Years don’t just go by, thankfully. But for the sake of this story, let’s ignore the years in between. I didn’t become friends with Esme, exactly. But we became friendly, in the way that you do with someone you work with for years. I like to think I’m good at my job, and she wasn’t a bad manager, all things considered, and we established a pretty good rapport over the years. But it never tipped over the line into friendship. It was hard to imagine Esme coming over for a barbecue on the weekend or something like that. She liked to keep her work life and her personal life separate. At least, back then she did.  
 
    I’d been working for Esme for three years before she and Alice met. It wasn’t intentional; it just worked out that way. As luck would have it, our work Christmas parties, which was the only time my boss was likely to meet my wife, were on the same night for the first three years. I was secretly glad. I’m not the most social guy at the best of times, and the work Christmas party is like the nexus of awkward socializing. Forced fun. No one has a good time. No one wants to be there. But everyone has to be there. And then someone drinks too much and makes an ass of themselves, and then things are weird at work. At least I could get away with only going to my own, and not Alice’s. Going as the spouse, if anything, is even worse. You don’t know any of these people, and you don’t want to. You just want to get out of there. I do, anyway. 
 
    My luck ran out in year four. Our companies were having their Christmas parties one week apart, and so Alice could come to mine, which was fine, and I could go to hers, which was an absolute nightmare. But I endured. That’s what a husband does. Alice and Esme met for the first time, and for whatever reason, they got on like a house on fire. I have no idea why. Alice is warm, friendly, outgoing, adventurous. Full of life. Esme is - well, it turns out I didn’t really know what Esme was like. But she’d always struck me as sort of cold, distant, professional. Straight-laced. Honestly, at that first Christmas party, there were times when I felt like the third wheel, as the two women chatted and laughed like old school friends. 
 
    Jesus. Are they ripping up every road in the world outside my window? That jackhammer will not stop, and it’s giving me a headache. 
 
    “You never told me your boss looked like that.” We were watching TV. It was the depths of winter. December was hurling itself at the windows outside in flurries of rain that had ambitions towards becoming snow, and the sun barely seemed interested in hauling itself above the horizon. The tree was up in our house, the tiny lights twinkling from its designated corner. I don’t know why we bother, personally. We don’t have kids, so Christmas is something of a non-event for us. But Alice would give me the sad puppy dog eyes if I ever suggested we skip the tree, so there it was. 
 
    “Like what?” I said. 
 
    “Like Esme. She’s smoking hot,” Alice said. I kept my eyes glued to the TV screen. Conversations like this test the tact of any man. 
 
    “Yeah, I guess,” I said. Every game has its rules. If I denied it, she’d know I was lying. If I was enthusiastic in my agreement, she’d be jealous. Calm. Nonchalant. That’s how you play these situations. 
 
    “You never mentioned it,” Alice said. 
 
    “Why would I?” I shrugged. “It doesn’t affect anything. My boss is good-looking; so what? It’s not like you talk about the beefcakes in your office.” 
 
    “Beefcakes?” Alice snorted. “I like my coworkers, but beefcakes? No. They are not the best looking bunch in the world.” I’d seen this movie before. I don’t want to spoil it for anyone, but in the end, the guy with the six pack and the chiseled good lucks kills the vaguely European bad guy and rescues the girl. Still, I kept my eyes on the TV, as though engrossed. Foolishly, I thought I’d handled that quite well. 
 
    “She seems nice, though,” Alice said. I blinked. 
 
    “Who, Esme? Yeah, she’s alright.”  
 
    “You don’t talk about her much,” Alice persisted. 
 
    “Well, I’m clearly not as fascinated by her as you are,” I said. I watched Alice scowl prettily from the corner of her eye. 
 
    “I just thought she seemed like an interesting person,” she said. 
 
    “I guess. I don’t know her that well. We don’t really talk about anything outside of work.” 
 
    “Did you know she lived in Asia for a while?” 
 
    “Nope. No idea.” 
 
    “She went backpacking. You know, years ago. And then she ended up living in Vietnam for like, a year.” 
 
    “Ok. Good for her.” It was starting to annoy me. As I’ve said, I’m not the most social person. I’m not an asshole, either. I don’t wish people any harm. I only want the best for everyone I meet. But I’d rather they live over there somewhere, where I don’t have to interact with them. Alice, as you can probably tell, is the opposite. She’d met Esme once and already knew her better than I did after three or four years.  
 
    Long story short, they became friends. Blame social media for that. Esme, who didn’t have the slightest interest in talking to me outside of work, loved hanging out with my wife. But then, everyone did. She really is my better half. Did I find it weird, as I was sometimes asked, that my wife was friends with a lesbian? Not really. One of my best friends left his wife and kids to get married to a dude he met at CrossFit, and it didn’t affect our friendship. It was weirder that she was hanging out with my boss. But I figured, what’s the harm? Maybe it might even make Esme look on me a little more favorably, if she liked my wife so much. Alice knew better than to invite me to any but the most essential social occasions, so I counted my blessings and didn’t pay too much attention. 
 
    Husbands, pay attention to your wives. I know they’re annoying. I know they have a tendency to blather on and on about nothing, telling stories that just seem to end without any kind of resolution. But they’re always saying something. You just have to listen to the words she’s not saying. 
 
    One day, Alice came home from Esme’s house, and there was this cheeky little smile on her face. We’ve established by now that I’m a bit of an idiot, but even I could see that she had something she was just bursting to say. But it was the type of thing she wanted drawn out of her. Why do women play these games? Why do dogs chase cars? It’s just in their nature. Sometimes you just have to play along. 
 
    “Come on, what is it?” 
 
    Alice smiled as she hung up her coat. 
 
    “What’s what?” Her usually full lips were pressed tightly together, trying and failing to hold back the smirk that lifted the corners of her mouth. 
 
    “That smile,” I said. “You’ve got a little secret.” 
 
    “Me? What little secret could I possibly have?” Alice crossed the floor towards me, from the hallway to the living room. The springs in the sofa bounced beneath her as she sat, drawing one leg up beneath her. 
 
    “I don’t know,” I said, “unless you tell me. What is it?” 
 
    “Well.” Alice’s eyes shone as she turned to face me, no longer trying to hide her excitement. Her ever-changing eyes glowed like amber in the beam of a flashlight. “Your boss, Esme.” 
 
    “Yes, Esme,” I said slowly. Alice was sitting on her secret like a hen on an egg, desperate to reveal it but savoring the moment. I waited. 
 
    “She kissed me,” Alice finally said. 
 
    “Oh really?” 
 
    “Yep.” Alice sat bolt upright, her glowing eyes moving over my face. Slight wrinkles formed in her forehead as she watched me, and I got the inescapable feeling that my reaction was letting her down somehow. “Aren’t you surprised?” she asked. 
 
    “A little, I guess,” I said. “Not really. What did you do?” 
 
    “Well, nothing,” she said. “I just sort of stood there. And then she apologized, and I said it was ok, and then that was it.” 
 
    “Ok,” I shrugged. 
 
    “Don’t you mind?” Alice said. 
 
    “Not really,” I replied. “She misread the moment. It happens. Whatever.” 
 
    “You’re not mad?” 
 
    “Why would I be mad? You didn’t do anything.” 
 
    “At her, I mean.” I considered. 
 
    “No,” I said. “You’re a beautiful woman. If anything, I’m surprised it’s taken her this long.” Alice blushed adorably. Despite the way she looks, my wife never quite learned how to take a compliment. She’s one of those women who doesn’t believe in her own beauty, despite the evidence all around her. She thinks people are just nice to her because people are generally nice, and no amount of argument from me can convince her that she’s at least an eight or a nine in anyone’s book. I shouldn’t complain. Perhaps if she had a better idea of her value, she might wonder, just as I do sometimes, why she married a guy like me. Don’t get me wrong, I’m not the Toad Man Of The Tri-State Area or anything. But I’m not holding my breath for a modeling contract any time soon, either. If I were ever cast in a small role in a movie, my name would probably show up in the credits as Generic Middle-Aged White Guy. Whereas you could put Alice’s face on the poster and be sure it would sell some tickets.  
 
    The furrows in her brow deepened. She was thinking. I could see the wheels turning, see her eyes dimming as she mulled something over. 
 
    “If my boss tried to kiss me,” she said finally, “how would you feel about that?” 
 
    “Who, David? I’d knock his teeth out.” 
 
    “See!” Alice’s cry was half genuine outrage, half joke. She smiled as she spoke. “That’s a double standard! Just because Esme’s a woman, that makes it ok?” 
 
    “Exactly,” I said. “They call them double standards because they’re twice as true.” 
 
    “What is it with men and lesbians?” Alice mused. “I don’t get it.” 
 
    “Well, I think I can speak for all men here,” I said, shifting in my seat as I assumed a deliberately pompous tone. “At the last union meeting, we discussed the issue and came to the conclusion that lesbians are hot.” 
 
    “Why?” Alice pressed. “They’re not into you.” 
 
    “Forbidden fruit,” I said. “We know they’re not, but there’s that little part of our brains that says, maybe they are. Maybe this one is. And maybe, just maybe, she’ll let me watch.” 
 
    “Riiiiight,” Alice smirked. “Dream on, pal.” 
 
    “I’m not saying it’s rational,” I said. “I’m just saying, that’s the way that it is. I’m not threatened by other women. You’re straight, so it’s never going to go anywhere. And even if it did….” I left the sentenced unfinished. Behind the jokes, there was a fair amount of truth. I found myself wondering what Esme was wearing when she made a pass at my wife, and I tried to push the thought away as my cock began to harden in my jeans.  
 
    “No, it’s not going to go anywhere,” Alice said with a smile. “It’s just…interesting.” 
 
    I wasn’t paying attention. If I had been, maybe I would have realized what was really going on in Alice’s pretty head. Not that it would have changed anything anyway. 
 
    * 
 
    Alice stepped out of the shower and padded on bare feet into the bedroom. My breath caught in my throat. Her skin was rosy from the warm water, and the smell of her various beauty products swelled around her as she stepped into the room and cast her towel aside, standing before me in all her naked glory. She never used to do that, I remembered. She never used to have the confidence that she does now, the lascivious swagger, that extra little spring in her step that she has now. Esme did that. I don’t know why my obvious desire for my wife didn’t give her the confidence she got from being desired by my boss. I don’t know if she could have explained it, either. It was just different somehow. 
 
    I was hard as a rock, even before she came in. I’d been assigned the task of laying out her clothes for her, and it got me going. Esme knew exactly what she was doing. I had to admire her taste. Alice was going to look super sexy in the outfit my boss had chosen for her, and I was going to enjoy seeing her in it for as long as I was able. I’d paid for these clothes, of course. That was part of the deal, and I didn’t complain. Esme had very specific tastes, but I couldn’t argue with the results. The corset was the most expensive piece. Esme had insisted on the real thing, not some cheap knock-off fit only for a Halloween costume. No, this was the real deal, handmade by a specialist to fit my wife’s body beautifully. Real steel boning, strong metal clasps, royal blue satin - the thing cost hundreds of dollars and six weeks to make, and Alice looked absolutely incredible in it.  
 
    I stood. My hands shook as I picked up the garment. Smiling, Alice turned her back to me, and my eyes were drawn down the supple curve of her spine to the shining skin of her firm round buttocks and the deep cleft between. She was going to drive me crazy, her and Esme both. As always, part of my brain screamed at me to ignore my boss’s instructions, throw her onto the bed and have my way with her. As always, I ignored it. These games were only fun when everyone played by the rules, me included. Getting my wife ready for her dates got her incredibly turned on, and that’s how Esme wanted her. What it was doing to me was largely immaterial. And yet Alice chuckled as she felt my erection pressing against her. 
 
    “Down, boy,” she said quietly. Her eyes were a coppery color as she watched me in the mirror above the dresser, her face shining with anticipation as I stood close behind her. She cupped her bare breasts in her hands, and I wrapped the corset around her, hugging her body against mine as I fastened the clasps in front. Alice released her breasts into the corset’s cups, and already her cleavage was deep and dramatic above the sweetheart neckline. Her wet hair trailed in thin strands down her bare shoulders as she stood, her hands on her hips now, accentuating her hourglass figure as she admired herself in the mirror. I took the broad laces in my hands, and pulled. Slowly, inch by inch, the corset drew inwards. Alice sucked in a deep breath, and I stifled a groan of desire as her breasts swelled over the top of the tightening garment. Her waist, already naturally narrow, shrank before my eyes, and her normally C cup breasts swelled erotically in the silky blue cups. 
 
    “Tighter,” Alice urged, and I pulled on the laces. She’d had to teach me, when we first got the corset, how to properly lace her into it. But I was an eager student. Simple enough, once you got the hang of it. Alice could put it on herself, if she had to. But where was the fun in that? This was what Esme wanted, too. She wanted me involved in Alice’s preparations for their dates. She wanted me to know who was in charge. As my cock throbbed wildly in my pants, I knew there was little doubt of that.  
 
    “Ok,” Alice said. “That’ll do. Tie it off.” I drew out all the slack and tied a neat bow in the small of my wife’s incurved back before tucking the laces up under the corset’s hem. She looked like a Christmas present, her body gift-wrapped for her lover. Her Mistress. My body ached with desire. Alice smiled as she studied herself in the mirror, her breath coming in small, rapid gasps that made her already exaggerated cleavage swell and bounce. “Good,” she said, the reflection of her eyes catching mine. “What’s next?” 
 
    Esme had said nothing about shoes. But I wasn’t having my wife go out there barefoot. Besides, the outfit required a certain type of footwear to finish it off. Of course, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t have my own motives in reaching for a pair of shoes I had chosen from Alice’s extensive collection. Breathing as deeply as the corset allowed, my wife tentatively took a seat on the edge of the bed, and I kneeled before her, shoes in hand. The neat slit of her pussy was right in front of me as she parted her thighs, and my mouth watered as the clean smell of her sex wafted towards me. I was inches away. Beneath a neat strip of pubic hair that she had carefully trimmed for the occasion, I could see stray flecks of moisture on her already swelling labia, and it wasn’t the smell of bathwater that filled my nostrils. Alice was turned on, of course she was. She was every bit as horny as I was as the two of us collaborated to carry out Esme’s instructions. The difference was, my wife would actually get laid tonight. Eventually. Whereas I would be spending the evening alone. 
 
    The shoes were black strappy things, and my thick fingers struggled to fit them to her feet. Then again, I was in no rush. I was happy where I was, on the floor between my wife’s legs. There were other places I’d be happier, sure. Inside her, for one. But we both knew that this was the closest I was going to get. 
 
    “Ok,” Alice sighed, as I finally manged to get the shoes on just right. The heels were tall and slender, easily six inches high, but I knew my wife could handle them. I knew what they’d do to her walk, especially in her provocative outfit, and my heart burned with jealousy for what Esme would get to enjoy. “Skirt now,” she said, standing gracefully. She wobbled, once, in the tall heels, then adjusted. I stood more stiffly, and plucked the leather skirt from the bed behind her. It was a knee length pencil skirt. I’d seen it on Alice once before, and it did wonders for her figure. Pulling open the zipper, I crouched, and Alice laid a hand on my shoulder to support herself as she stepped into it. The smooth fabric whispered over her legs as I pulled it up, sliding the leather tube up over her thighs. The skirt was tight, and it took some effort form both of us to get it over the swell of her hips. I almost groaned as her damp pussy disappeared from my view, hidden beneath the sexy clothing as I pulled up the zipper behind her. Alice posed and preened. She looked like sex on two legs with the leather shining on the clear shape of her thighs, her boobs juddering and wobbling with every breath, thrusting her shapely ass out to compensate for the tall heels. My cock lurched inside my pants. How many men get to say that there’s no woman on earth they’d rather fuck than their wives? Because I can. When she looks like this, there’s no competition. And yet it wasn’t for me. 
 
    “Collar and cuffs next,” Alice smiled. She could see the desire in my face, plain as day. It thrilled her. Why wouldn’t it? She knew, at a word from her, I’d pounce, and remove in seconds the outfit I had spent long, adoring minutes putting on her. But then Esme would be angry. And we couldn’t have that. Alice loves to tease, and Esme gave her the perfect opportunity to drive me crazy with desire. “There, in my bedside,” she instructed. I inhaled her perfume as I stepped past her, pulling open the drawer. Alice had bought these, ordering them online somewhere. Pink, as per Esme’s instructions. My lesbian boss liked girly girls. Staring straight ahead of her, away from me, Alice put her hands behind her back. I stepped forward. As gently as I was able, I buckled one pink leather cuff around her wrist, then repeated the procedure with the other. 
 
    “Clip them together,” Alice said in a low voice, without turning round. I attached the spring-loaded clip on one cuff to the D ring on the other. Now her hands were trapped behind her back. Anyone with two free hands could release her, with no key required. But she couldn’t reach the clip herself. I felt her slim body shudder as the clip snapped shut. “Oh my God,” she sighed, wobbling slightly on her tall heels. I knew exactly what she meant. This was unbelievably hot. The thought occurred to me that she was at my mercy now. If I wanted to do something to her, she couldn’t stop me. The long lines of hunger rose in my body, but I pushed them away. I wasn’t going to do that. That would ruin everything. Instead, I took up the collar, pink leather to match the cuffs. The smell of Alice’s shampoo swelled around me as I pushed her nearly-dry hair aside and wrapped the collar around her neck. The small buckle at the back was tricky, but I got it fastened eventually. Then, I returned to the drawer and took out the pink leash that went with the rest of the gear. As I walked around to face her, I saw Alice’s eyes glowing like coals as she watched me. I could practically feel the excitement pouring off her, and I couldn’t help but think about her pussy, bare and uncovered beneath the tight leather skirt, getting wetter by the minute as I prepared her for Esme like a gift-wrapped parcel. A thin tin name tag dangled from the collar. I knew what it said without looking. SLUT. Thank God for those machines at the pet store that you operate yourself. I clipped the end of the leash to the ring in the front of the collar, and Alice’s breasts wobbled deliciously as she sighed. 
 
    “Alright,” she said brightly, flashing me that dazzling smile of hers. “Let’s go, shall we?” 
 
    It’s weird, I know. Here I was, with my beautiful wife in a sexy outfit, her heels rapping on the floor as she walked on a leash behind me, her hands cuffed behind her back. Anyone would think that I was in charge. But that was far from the truth. Esme was the real power in our relationship, and she wasn’t even there. But Alice came next. I was most definitely at the bottom of the pecking order, no matter which end of the leash I held. 
 
    Our garage is attached to the house, so I was able to lead Alice to the car without anyone seeing. Leading her around the car, I opened her door for her and heard the leather skirt creak as she bent her bound body into the seat. Then I walked back around to the driver’s side. The conversation was minimal on the way to Esme’s house. Alice, no doubt, was lost in thoughts of the dark pleasures that awaited her. I, for my part, was asking myself for the millionth time why I put up with this. And just like all those times before, the cock in my pants, hard as granite if granite could throb, was my answer. I drove slowly. I didn’t want to get pulled over with Alice dressed like this. 
 
    “Don’t take too long,” Alice said softly, breaking the silence of the drive. “Esme’s waiting for her sex pet.” A silent growl shook my body. That’s exactly what she was, I conceded. My wife was my lesbian boss’s sexual plaything, and she loved it. I stepped on the gas. 
 
    Esme lived in a nice neighborhood. Brick houses with long driveways and imposing gates that swung open silently like the lair of some sorceress. She had certainly cast a spell on us, I reflected, as gravel crunched under my slowing tires. I pulled up in front of the grand doorway. I had been here before. I knew the rules. Killing the engine, I stepped out of the car, then opened Alice’s door for her and helped her to her feet. A path of flagstones led to the door, and Alice picked her way carefully in her heels. For my part, I kept one hand on her arm to steady her while the other held the leash. I didn’t want her to fall with her hands tied, after all. 
 
    We reached the top step in front of the door, and I pressed the button. A deep bell clanged inside the house. We waited. We waited a while. Finally, the door opened, and there was Esme. She always looked so different outside of the workplace. Her teeth showed white between red lips as she smiled wickedly. 
 
    “Ah, there you are,” she grinned as she took the leash from my hand. One of the many things she insisted on. Esme is big on symbolism. I gulped, and my heart burned as I studied the rapturous look on my wife’s face as she gazed at my boss. Did she ever look at me that way? Another thought I did my best to push away. 
 
    “Hi, Mistress,” Alice breathed, and her boobs bounced in the tight corset. 
 
    “Hi, slut,” Esme purred. “We have some plans for you, my dear.” She tugged on the leash, and Alice’s heels clacked loudly as she stepped over the threshold into Esme’s cavernous front hall. Her eyes were glowing as she turned to smile at me, and I shuddered under the gaze of the two beautiful woman, the powerful dominatrix and her humble slave. My wife. 
 
    “You are dismissed,” Esme said to me. “I will call you to pick her up tomorrow. It may be late. I’m having friends over.” Alice’s eyes went wide with a kind of nervous delight, even as my heart throbbed with fear in my chest. My dry lips moved, but no sound came out. As the heavy door closed in my face, my last parting vision was the bright light of Esme’s eyes as she took my wife away from me. Again. 
 
      
 
    My Boss Trains My Wife 
 
      
 
    The shadows of trees cast dark bars across the car as I drove home, like bars of a cage we couldn’t escape, no matter how far or how fast we drove. We’re all trapped, one way or another. Alice calls me a gloom merchant, and I suppose she’s right. I’ve always been a bit of a pessimist. I probably don’t have as bleak a worldview as I’m making it sound, though. These things don’t necessarily depress me. It’s just how I see things. We’re trapped on this planet together, and locked into our lives as much by the things we love as by the things we fear. I go to work like a good little worker drone, like the rest of you, because the alternative is a lot less pleasant. We’re trapped by our desires, by the instincts we can’t escape. We all like to pretend that we’re rational beings, that we lead our own lives with purpose and direction rather than slavishly following our base instincts the way the other animals do. But sometimes I wonder if all this choice is just an illusion, a comforting lie we tell ourselves. The best meal in the world is just food. We make it into an art form, and chefs into celebrities, but the only reason we enjoy eating is because we have to. Sex is a great pleasure, but only because our instincts are making us dance to their tune like marionettes. If you had no sex drive, all of this would seem completely bizarre. I’ve read about people who are asexual, who simply have no interest in sex. They’re missing out on a great pleasure, sure. But they’re missing out on a lot of crazy, irrational behavior. 
 
    Of course, I see these things through a different lens than most. There’s no way I’d live the life I do if sex wasn’t such a powerful need. There’s no way I’d be here, driving my wife home in a heavy silence while she slumps against the passenger seat, her eyes closed against the early light. She looked exhausted. As well she might. I could only imagine what depraved carnal delights she had been a part of last night. Even just the thought of it was enough to make my cock twitch expectantly in my pants as I drove. 
 
    Of course, the way Alice looked was part of that, too. I had to hand it to Esme, she had taste. Alice’s heavy makeup was smeared and smudged in comparison to the way it had looked when I had dropped her off at Esme’s house the day before, but her clothes had been replaced just the way I had put them on her. The blue corset was tight around her narrow waist, pushing the wobbling flesh of her breasts high on her chest and giving her a deep cleavage that was making it excruciatingly difficult to keep my eyes on the road. The broad expanse of her creamy boobs seemed to glow in the bright sunlight. Her leather skirt shone, too, hugging her hips and thighs jealously, so tight she could barely cross her legs when she sat. It was almost knee length, but the tightness of the glossy fabric seemed to reveal more of her form than it hid, while also constricting the movement of her legs when she wore it. Her pink leather cuffs were still on her wrists, although they were not buckled together any more. And the matching pink collar was still around her neck, the leash Esme had handed to me hanging down in front of Alice as she sat back, the small name tag swaying from her collar with the rocking motion of the car. SLUT. That’s what the tag said. That’s what Esme had named her, and it was hard to disagree. When it came to Esme, my wife, my darling sweet Alice, was a total slut. There was seemingly no limit to what she would do. If I’d suggested leading her around on a leash like some kind of sex pet, she would have laughed at the idea, if she didn’t bite my head off. Esme, somehow, was different. 
 
    “Fuck,” Alice said, her tired voice a pin drop in the tense silence as she spoke over the dull growl of the engine, her eyes still closed. “That was amazing.” 
 
    “Really?” I said. The roads were quiet. It was still relatively early, on a Sunday. Just as well. My cock surged in my pants as I stole glances at my beautiful wife, and my mind was filling up with wild imaginings of what might have gone on behind the heavy oak door of Esme’s stately house. Alice looked incredible in the outfit Esme had instructed me to dress her in, like a gift-wrapped package hand-delivered to her for her enjoyment. But she didn’t exactly look morning appropriate. The less people who saw her like this, the better. 
 
    “It was so…naughty,” Alice gasped. “I mean, that woman…I don’t know what it is, but she just does something to me.” I clenched my teeth. That much was obvious. Alice was straight, or so I thought. In the years of our marriage, she had never expressed any interest in women, beyond the casual observation that this one or that one was attractive. More a statement of fact than of desire. That had changed when Esme came along. But Alice was no lesbian. It was as though it was only Esme who turned her on in that way, an attraction so powerful that it transcended gender. If Esme had been a man, I sometimes wondered, things might be just the same as they were now. Although I couldn’t imagine myself tolerating this relationship if it was with another man. 
 
    “I’m so tired,” Alice went on. From the corner of my eye, I saw her heavy eyelids flicker open. “But just thinking about it….” I gasped, and flinched in surprise as I felt her hand on my swollen cock. My wife smiled up at me as she casually stroked the scepter of my passion, and I tried in vain to keep my attention on the empty road.  
 
    “God, I’m such a slut, aren’t I?” Alice giggled. I gulped as her hand roamed over the tented front of my pants. 
 
    “I - I guess so,” I stammered. My heart was thumping in my chest, my body responding in a predictable series of linked reactions as Alice toyed with me. 
 
    “Lee,” she said, her voice quiet as her mouth hovered close to my ear, deep red lips glistening in the light of day, “you like this outfit, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes,” I croaked. “You look insanely hot.” 
 
    “You’d like to fuck your slutty wife now, wouldn’t you? Now that Esme’s done with me.” 
 
    “Yes,” I growled. We’re both prisoners, Alice and I. She of her desire for Esme, and me of my desire for her. But some prisons are sweeter than any freedom. If the door swung wide open, the guards asleep at their posts, I’d stay right where I was. And Alice knew that. She counted on it. 
 
    “When we get home,” she said, “I think you should fuck me. Then I need a nap, and a shower. Then I’ll tell you all about my night. Sound good?” She gently squeezed my cock as she spoke, and I whimpered in frustrated desire. The rising growl of the car’s engine as I stepped on the gas was all the answer she needed. 
 
    * 
 
    The door shut on the outside world. Heavy locks clicked into place. It wasn’t cold, but Alice shivered in the dim, cavernous hallway as Esme shut them both in. Outside, she heard the car pull away. She was trapped, now. A delicious thrill raced through her body, like the feeling of exhilaration you get when you leap from a tall cliff towards an emerald sea. Esme’s eyes swirled and surged as she regarded Alice, some fearful mystery shimmering in their aquamarine depths. Irresistible. Something about Esme made Alice’s knees go weak, her stomach fluttering like a schoolgirl gazing at her first crush. Just the way she looked at her made Alice’s skin prickle, some mystical charge entering the room whenever they met. She’d never felt this way about anyone, and it had come as a great surprise to Alice when she realized, long ago, that she was infatuated with a woman. But that was then. She no longer questioned it. Esme had a hold over her, and Alice didn’t care how, or why. Part of what Esme offered was the opportunity not to think, to simply be in the moment. She gave instructions. She demanded obedience. All Alice had to do was show up, and do as she was told. Her captivity was utterly liberating. 
 
    “Come, slut,” said Esme finally. Her high heels echoed on the stone floor of the cavernous hallway as she turned, tugging on the leash lightly as Alice struggled to follow. Esme’s long legs crossed the floor at a rapid pace, and Alice heard her own tall heels clattering as she scrambled to keep up, forced by the tightness of the unyielding leather skirt around her thighs to take tiny, mincing steps. Already, her breath was coming in rapid gasps, her boobs swelling outrageously against the tight corset that forced her to stand straight with her exaggerated chest thrust forward. Her outfit was uncomfortable, impractical, humiliating. Just wearing it made her wet. She was a little sex doll for Esme now, she reminded herself. Her only purpose was to provide pleasure. Esme wanted her dressed like a slut, shackled and restrained, and here she was. Esme’s world was a place of sharp edges, of black and white. Dominance, and submission. It was beautifully simple. 
 
    Alice scrambled at the end of Esme’s leash as the dominant woman led her into a large sitting room. Esme’s house was gorgeous. She had classic tastes, and everything she owned dripped with understated luxury. Her huge house was all dark wood panels, hardwood floors and sweeping staircases. The furniture was old fashioned, yet sturdy and comfortable. Not for the first time, Alice found herself wondering what exactly Esme was paid. Certainly far more than her husband earned, that much was clear. The house alone had to be worth a couple of million. 
 
    “Down.” Esme stopped in front of a plushy sofa, her finger pointing to the floor at her feet. Doing her best to keep her balance with her hands cuffed behind her, Alice stopped. Her tight leather skirt creaked and groaned around her shifting thighs as she struggled to lower herself to her knees while Esme coolly watched. Her knees hit the floor with a heavy thud. A slight smile played on Esme’s red lips as she took a seat on the sofa in front of Alice. Her tight black pants hugged the lean muscle of her legs as she crossed them, leaning back as she toyed with the end of Alice’s leash. Alice suppressed a shudder as she stared up at her mistress. So beautiful. So powerful. The spreading wetness between Alice’s legs was a reminder she didn’t need of just why she was so compliant with this woman’s orders. 
 
    “Now,” said Esme, “as I told your pathetic husband, I’m having friends over. We’re having a little get together, and you’re going to be the party whore. You’re going to serve me and my guests in any way we desire. I expect you to obey my friend’s orders just as you would mine. If you’re a good little slut, you may be allowed to cum too.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” Alice gasped. This was new. Esme’s dominance of her had grown gradually, and she had never done anything like this. In the past, they had always been alone. But Alice would be lying if she said she had never thought about this, never fantasized about it. Even before she ever met Esme, back when she would have considered the idea of sexually submitting to another woman unthinkable, she had imagined what it might be like to experience something like what Esme was offering. The ability Esme had to see into Alice’s most secret unspoken desires was truly incredible. The pink leash swayed slightly between them as Alice shuddered in nervous desire. She knew she would never have had the guts to do something like this. But now, Esme was removing her choice. 
 
    “Now, before everyone gets here, why don’t you prove to me you know your place by kissing my boots? Let’s see you grovel for your mistress.” Alice grinned as she leaned forward, and her painted lips made a loud smacking noise against the leather of Esme’s boot. The first time she had been made to do this, Alice remembered, she had almost refused. Now it had become as natural as kissing her husband. A thrill of humiliation still climbed the ladder of her spine as she debased herself in front of Esme, but the growing wetness beneath her skirt overpowered her sense of shame. Esme looked like a goddess, reclining regally on the antique sofa above her, and it seemed only proper that Alice should worship her. Esme’s low chuckle made Alice’s boobs wobble in the tight corset as she shuddered, pressing her lips repeatedly to the smooth leather of Esme’s shoes. She noticed the red sole of the stiletto boots as she kissed them again and again, from the pointed toe to the ankle, where the rest of the boot disappeared under Esme’s pants. The smell of the leather filled her senses, and Alice raised her head briefly as Esme uncrossed and recrossed her legs, offering Alice her other foot. A tug on the leash told her to begin again, and Alice happily complied. 
 
    “Don’t get your slut lipstick on my shoes,” Esme warned. “I want them nice and clean for the party.” Alice slid her tongue over the leather of Esme’s boots, her body thrilling to the slick feel of the boots and the utter humiliation that made her cheeks burn red. And there were just the two of them here now. Alice knew that Esme would take great pleasure in humiliating her in front of her friends, and she could feel an errant drop of moisture rolling down the inside of her thigh. The pink leather cuffs creaked quietly on her wrists as she shuffled forward on her knees. Esme turned her foot this way and that. And Alice showered her boots with attention as though there was nothing more important in the world than her mistress’s footwear. 
 
    “Alright, that’s enough,” said Esme. Alice raised her head as Esme uncrossed her legs, and stood. There was a fresh light in her blue-green eyes, and Alice knew what that look meant, and it made her own pussy clench and spasm in arousal to know that Esme was turned on, too. “Up,” Esme said harshly, tugging at the leash as Alice struggled to rise to her feet. “Get over here.” Alice barely had time to balance on her own tall heels before Esme was yanking her along, seizing a fistful of her hair as she roughly forced her into position. Alice cried out as she stumbled forward, falling against the back of the sofa Esme had just vacated as she fell to her knees on the cushions. When she was kneeling with her breasts hanging over the back of the sofa, her chestnut hair dangling down the back of the couch along with her discarded leash and the leather skirt straining over her rump as it was raised in the air, Esme seemed satisfied. Standing beside the sofa, she reached out, and Alice felt her left hand in the small of her back, pressing against the laces of her corset right beside where her own hands were tied. Without warning, a sharp crack echoed in the air, and Alice felt the bright bloom of pain on her upturned cheek as Esme spanked her. 
 
    “Are you going to be a good girl?” Esme demanded as she spanked Alice again. Pain and arousal mingled together, flooding Alice’s pussy with fragrant juices, and she wiggled her hips greedily as Esme laid into her.  
 
    “Yes Mistress,” Alice gasped, feeling her face redden along with her ass as Esme slapped her again and again. The leather skirt took some of the sting out of the blows, but Esme kept going, her arm seemingly tireless as she punished her slave for seemingly no other reason than the mere fact that she could. 
 
    “Are you going to do what my guests say?” Esme asked over the cacophony of hard slaps. 
 
    “Yes Mistress!” 
 
    “Are you going to be our little cunt slut, our party favor, and be passed around like the whore you are?” 
 
    “Oh, God, yes Mistress!” Alice screwed her eyes shut as a prickly heat overwhelmed her. She felt it swell up through her body, from her abused ass to her quivering pussy to the pit of her fluttering stomach, and on up, finally reddening her face right to the roots of her trailing hair. Once, she would never have thought it possible that a woman could cum from being spanked. But as her breath caught in ragged gasps, her thighs damp with her juices, she realized that she was breathlessly close to orgasm. Despite the growing pain in her backside, she had to suppress a groan of disappointment as her punishment abruptly stopped. 
 
    “Get up,” said Esme coldly. “On your feet.” As Alice slid back on the sofa and awkwardly stood, Esme reached forward and took up the leash again. Barely giving Alice a second to adjust herself, she led her captive back towards the entrance hall, the pink leash taut between them as Alice hurried along in Esme’s wake, struggling to keep up in her slutty outfit.  
 
    “There,” said Esme as she stopped just inside the front door, “kneel down there.” The tight skirt kept Alice’s knees together as she lowered herself to the floor, the gray stone cold against her skin. A large wrought iron ring was fixed in the middle of the sturdy door, in keeping with the old-fashioned hinges and fittings, and Alice watched as Esme looped the leash through the ring, tying it in place. “You’re going to stay there for now,” Esme said. “When my guests arrive, you will kiss their feet as they enter to show them your place. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” Alice humbly replied. Humiliation swirled like liquor in her guts, but there was no thought in her mind of disobeying Esme. Her pussy trembled, hungry for her mistress’s touch. The only way to get it, Alice knew, was to be a model of subissive obedience. 
 
    “You little slut,” Esme sneered. She stood tall above humbled Alice, her eyes glowing like sapphires as she watched Alice’s breasts swell and bounce with her rapid breath. Abruptly she turned. Alice listened to the rapid beat of her stilettos against the stone floor as she strode through the house, retreating then returning. When she re-entered the hallway, she was carrying a simple wooden stool in her hands. The legs cracked against the floor in front of Alice’s kneeling form, loud enough to make her jump. Esme’s burning eyes never left the cowering slave as she reached for her belt and drew the thin leather, hissing like a snake, from the loops in her pants. Next, she reached behind her to unfasten the zipper and wriggled her hips as she tugged the tight pants down, exposing the pale ski of her soft thighs. Alice saw the dark patch of moisture at the front of Esme’s panties, and her own pussy released a fresh flood of moisture at the sight. Esme pulled her panties down past her knees. 
 
    “Look what you’ve done, you little slut,” Esme growled as she climbed onto the stool in front of Alice. She pushed her pants and underwear down past her knees, the fabric bunching around the ankles of her boots as she spread her thighs. The smell of her arousal wafted towards Alice in a rolling wave, and the kneeling woman felt her mouth begin to water. There was once a time when the thought of licking another woman’s sex would have seemed utterly alien to her. Not disgusting, exactly, but certainly not something she was eager to try. That time seemed very long ago to her now. Whether it was deliberate on Esme’s part or not, she had trained Alice’s body to respond to the sight and smell and taste of her pussy. Without her consciously realizing it, Alice had come to associate the taste of her mistress’s sex with her own orgasms, to the point where the sight of Esme’s pussy was enough to make Alice’s thighs tremble in helpless need. Esme grabbed the dangling leash with her left hand and pulled, and Alice shuffled forward on her knees. “You got me all wet,” Esme sneered from high above, “and now you need to take care of me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Of course, Mistress!” Alice said happily. She plunged forward, her lips meeting Esme’s cunt in a passionate kiss, and her body thrilled to the happy sounds her mistress made as she slipped her tongue between Esme’s velvet folds.  
 
    “That’s right,” Esme growled as Alice’s tongue slid along her wet and puffy lips, “that’s a good little cunt eater. You love my pussy, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” Esme groaned as the sound waves traveled from Alice’s busy mouth to vibrate against her soft flesh.  
 
    “Slutty little straight girl,” Esme mocked, “eating my pussy like a little whore. That’s all you’re good for. You’re going to be my little oral pleasure slut tonight.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” Alice moaned as she sucked and lapped. “Thank you, Mistress. Ow!” Esme’s thin belt whistled through the air and cracked loudly against Alice’s leather-clad ass. She writhed in sudden pain, but Esme kept a firm grip on the leash with her other hand, low down near where it joined the collar, holding her prisoner in place. 
 
    “Keep licking, slut,” she demanded. “My guests will be here soon, and you better make me cum before they get here. This is some extra encouragement.” Alice shrieked in pain as the tip on the belt, blurred by the speed of Esme’s swing, lashed her upturned backside again. Her frantic lips fund the hard bud of Esme’s swollen clitoris, and the dominant woman moaned in pleasure, her damp thighs trembling around her slave’s head. 
 
    “That’s right, suck it,” she moaned. “My own personal cunt slut.That’s right. Worship my pussy.” Esme cried out, and shuddered. The wet sound of Alice’s licking echoed in the large hallway. The belt fell from Esme’s suddenly numb hand. A wave of juices erupted from Esme’s pussy, and Alice slurped and gulped, drinking down the other woman’s cum as fast as she could while it poured over her cheeks and chin and shining red lips.  
 
    “Good girl,” Esme panted, “good girl.” Her legs trembled as she lowered herself from the stool to stand in front of Alice. Seizing a handful of the kneeling woman’s hair, she pulled, and Alice winced as she struggled forward on her knees while Esme wiped her wetness on Alice’s just-washed hair. 
 
    “Now stay there and do your job,” Esme said as she pulled her pants back up and fastened them in place again. “I want my guests to be impressed when they walk in the door.” Without another word, she turned. The taste of her lingered in Alice’s wet mouth as she listened to the sound of Esme’s boots slowly receding. Finally she was alone. Dimly, she could hear water running from the far-off kitchen as Esme prepared to receive her guests. Alice’s heart thumped. Her nervousness, suppressed by the arousal that had swept through her like a brush fire as she served Esme, had returned full force. She had never bowed before anyone other than Esme. The thought terrified her. But what choice did she have? Her ass burned from the vicious blows of Esme’s belt. Alice knew what would happen if she failed to keep her mistress happy. And more than belts and whips and canes, what scared Alice the most was the thought of disappointing her mistress. She gulped, as though physically swallowing what remained of her pride along with the residue of Esme’s bliss. She would be a good girl. 
 
    The minutes passed like hours while Alice’s knees slowly turned numb on the cold stone floor. She was uncomfortable. She was nervous. When the front door slowly opened, she jumped. Esme must have told her friends to come right in, because there was no knock to warn her. The sun outside cast a hot rectangle on the stone floor, and Alice trembled on her knees as two women stepped inside. Their happy chatter stopped as first one, then the other, saw her kneeling there, her hands behind her back, makeup smeared with Esme’s juices, her hair stained with her mistress’s pleasure. Alice’s breasts rose up provocatively in the corset as she drew a deep breath. 
 
    “Welcome to Mistress Esme’s home,” she said, forcing a smile onto her lips as she tried to hide the cracking of her voice. The women gazed down at her, their eyes wide in surprise. One was tall, with the lean body and angular good looks of a model, her blonde hair swept back in a severe pony tail. The other was shorter, her black hair boyish in a short pixie cut, dressed down in sneakers and jeans. The women exchanged a look of utter shock. Alice watched a smile form of the short-haired woman’s thin lips as she gazed up at her tall companion. Alice’s ass throbbed where Esme had beaten her. There was nothing for it. Her orders were clear. Bending at the waist, she felt her breasts press against the cold ground as she put her lips to the grubby trainers of one woman, and the strappy high heels of the other. As she straightened up again, Alice was engulfed by a gale of feminine laughter that made her cheeks prickle with the heat of shame. She’d never kissed anyone’s feet except Esme’s. A year ago, she’d have thought even that impossible. Now she was grovelling before strangers while her mistress was elsewhere.  
 
    “Oh my God,” breathed the shorter woman. “Where does she find these girls? I knew she had a new pet, but - wow.” The taller woman’s smile was cold, a mere pressing together of her carefully lipsticked lips. 
 
    “Where is she?” the tall woman asked. Alice gazed up at her, and felt about six inches tall under the gaze of this regal beauty. She could feel the eyes of the shorter woman on her body, so provocatively displayed in the sexy outfit Esme had demanded she wear. She wondered if the women were a couple. She wondered what they thought of her, and what they might do to her, a captive, ostensibly straight woman in the company of kinky lesbians. Her breasts jiggled in the corset as she tried to keep her back straight. The wetness beneath her skirt had not gone away. 
 
    “Mistress Esme is in the kitchen,” Alice said in the most respectful tone she could muster. The tall woman swept away, as though there was nothing more normal to her than getting directions from a captive slut on a leash. Her companion followed, her lingering stares over her shoulder making Alice blush again as she dropped her eyes to the floor. Fear and humiliation vied with her arousal, and she struggled against her bonds without any real conviction. She wasn’t going anywhere. From the kitchen near the back of the house, she heard more laughter. No doubt Esme was explaining her presence to her friends. Alone in the hallway, Alice let out a deep sigh. There was nothing she could do, except wait. 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh fuck,” I gasped. Sweat plastered my hair to my scalp, and my arms shook beneath my weight. My body seized up as though someone had passed an electrical current through me. I could feel my balls tighten against my body, and my cock throbbed while I gritted my teeth. I seemed to hang in that moment forever, that blissful eternity of almost unbearable pleasure, my body suddenly frozen while my wife thrashed and moaned beneath me. With a long, shuddering moan, I released. My cock swelled as a hot load of cum gushed out of me, erupting into Alice’s well-fucked pussy as my orgasm tore through me. Suddenly exhausted, I fell on top of her, burying my face in the pillow as I emptied myself. 
 
    “Yes,” Alice hissed quietly, her red lips beside my ear. “Oh, that feels good. That feels so good.” Her breath fluttered, catching in her throat as she savored the moment, my cock twitching wildly inside her filled pussy while our sweat cooled on our skin. She gasped again as I withdrew, the fat head of my cock pushing her lips apart as I pulled out, leaving a trail of our mingled orgasms like the tail of a comet on the sheets as I flopped messily onto my back to lie beside her. My wife. My hot, sexy, slutty wife, who had spent the night at the mercy of my lesbian boss and her friends. I closed my eyes. Even after all this time, it was hard to believe that this was my life, and not some twisted fantasy in a pixellated video on some shady website. But this was real, as real as the heat that rose from my wife’s body as she lay beside me, her eyes closed now, utterly spent. The story she had told me beggared belief. And yet I knew her. I knew Esme. I knew it was all too real.  
 
    “Ok, honey,” Alice breathed softly. “I need to sleep now. Can you wake me up in a couple of hours?” She looked so vulnerable, so tired, lying with her eyes closed in a nest of pillows soaked in sweat, too tired to even move. A great sea wave swelled beneath my heart as I looked at her, a feeling of love so strong it almost made me dizzy. Her lips made only the slightest movement as I bent over her and tenderly kissed her while she lay spent beneath me. 
 
    “Of course,” I said as I sat up, leaving the bed to her. I saw her smile sleepily as I pulled the sheet over her nakedness.  
 
    “Can you run me a bath later?” she whispered. 
 
    “No problem,” I said. 
 
    “Thanks.” She smiled as she burrowed her head further into the pillows, her face hidden by a sweep of her warm brown hair. “Then I’ll tell you the rest of the story.” 
 
      
 
    My Boss Dominates My Wife 
 
      
 
    The morning wore on interminably. The elastic nature of time always amazes me. A minute in the line at the bank is longer than an hour of lying in bed on a weekend morning. Alice had earned her sleep, I was sure of that. What she had already told me of her adventures proved that. So I let her nap, and tried to keep myself busy around the house. There’s always something to do. I tossed a load of laundry into the machine, and tried to watch some sports highlights on TV. But nothing could hold my attention for long. The hand on the kitchen clock crawled over the dark numbers, hardly moving at all. I resisted the urge to tap on the glass and make sure it was still working. After all, my phone agreed. Somehow, it was still not time to wake my wife. 
 
    Outside, the sun was shining. It probably wasn’t time to mow the lawn yet. It could wait another week. But for want of anything better to do, I pulled the mower out of the shed anyway, leaving clumps of last week’s dry grass in my wake as I hauled the trusty old machine over the garden path. The motor spluttered into life on the second pull of the starter, and off I went circling around the broadly rectangular grass of our yard, working from the outside in. It barely helped. The repetitive nature of the task left my mind free to wander, and there was only one place for it to wander to. My wife, asleep in our bed, recovering from a night of lesbian debauchery. My cock throbbed in time with the humming of the engine as I pushed the mower around the lawn, barely conscious of what I was doing. The thought of Alice with her head between my boss’s legs shone before me, more vivid and real than the world around me as I went about my task on autopilot. It haunted me, a vision of heaven denied to me, a kind of wonderland shared only by the two women. My shy, conservative little wife was the sex slave of a powerful, dominant lesbian. And that dominant lesbian was my boss. And the fact that Esme so easily controlled and dominated Alice, and what that said about me, only made the whole messed-up situation more erotic, more forbidden, more outrageous. My cock stood out straight in front of me, tenting my pants as though I were following it around the yard, trying and failing to think of anything else.  
 
    The mower spluttered to a stop as it drank up the last of the gasoline in its tank. I checked my phone. My heart convulsed. It was almost time. Fuck the lawn, I thought to myself. The mower clattered as I manhandled it over the concrete path, the grass-covered wheels squeaking as I shoved it roughly back through the open door of the shed. I could put it away later. I was glad for the height of our wooden fences as I followed my erection back into the house. 
 
    Water chattered and splashed its way into the tub as I turned on the taps, carefully mixing hot and cold water and testing the temperature with my hand to make sure it was comfortable for Alice. After what she had been through, I thought to myself, it was the least I could do. I added thick lotion from a plastic bottle, watching the bubbles rise beneath the turbulent water as a sweet smell filled the air. She deserved to be pampered. I wanted her to know I cared. It was as though the crueler Esme treated her, the more I wanted to be kind. Even though I knew all too well that it was her cruelty that Alice was drawn to in the first place. I couldn’t compete with Esme there. What I could do, better than Esme ever could, was love her, and care for her, and look after her. 
 
    I heard Alice stir as I entered the dark bedroom. I could tell from her breathing that she was no longer asleep. A long moan rose from her huddled shape on the bed as she rolled over, her dark hair trailing behind her like the mane of a horse. I could see the dim glow of her eyes as she slowly opened her eyelids. 
 
    “Time to get up,” I said in a quiet voice. Alice moaned again, her arm flopping onto the mattress beside her as she let out a long sigh. I couldn’t help myself. I climbed onto the bed, denting the mattress with my knees as I crawled towards her. I could feel her lips smiling against mine as I lowered my face to her, kissing her warmly. Our tongues met wetly, and my erection brushed her thigh. 
 
    “Ok,” Alice sighed as the kiss broke, her hand on her shoulder to push me away. Even without my throbbing cock on her leg, she knew what I wanted. She sat up. 
 
    “Is my bath ready?” she asked. 
 
    “Just about,” I said. Smiling, she raised her hand, and I took it in my own as I climbed off the bed. Swinging her legs down to the floor, she pulled on my hand, and I helped her to her feet. As the blanket slid away from her, I saw that she was completely naked, and my cock lurched like a drunk in a cell. My stomach fluttered as I led her towards the bathroom, her hand still in mine. Leaning against me like a child, she raised one foot and dipped it into the water, letting out a long and happy sigh as she felt the warmth of the carefully blended water. Holding my hand for support, she lowered herself beneath the bubbles, and I stifled a groan of my own as her skin shone through the gauzy barrier of bubbles. Her pink nipples showed just above the water line as she closed her eyes and lay her head back on the side of the tub, breathing slowly. My cock throbbed. I wondered if she had fallen asleep again, she lay there so long in silence. 
 
    “So I suppose you want to hear what happened next, at Esme’s,” she said without opening her eyes. I gulped. 
 
    “Yes,” I said in a voice that cracked and broke. Alice smiled. The water splashed as she lifted one leg from beneath the covering of bubbles, draping it along the side of the tub elegantly. 
 
    “Rub my feet while I tell you the rest,” she said. “They’re so sore.” Without questioning her, I took her foot carefully in both my hands. Alice said as I pressed my thumbs against her crinkled sole, pushing the tension out of her tired feet. Her tongue showed pink as she moistened her lips. 
 
    “Now, where were we?” she said. 
 
    * 
 
    “Get up, slut.”  
 
    Esme’s boots filled Alice’s vision. The same smooth leather she had kissed and licked and groveled at like a submissive puppy, standing now in front of her on the stone floor of the hallway. Alice kept her eyes down. Her cheeks burned with shame. Esme’s guests had arrived, and Alice had bowed and kissed the feet of each and every one of them, just as she had been told. The sting of Esme’s belt could still be felt, dimly, on Alice’s ass beneath the tight leather skirt she wore. Disobedience was not an option. After the guests had arrived and disappeared into the living room, Alice had been left alone for a while. She knew better than to call out. Her mistress would summon her when she was needed, she had no doubt of that. But in the silence of the hallway, punctuated by the occasional bursts of laughter that drifted through the house like caterpillar silk on a summer’s day, Alice’s embarrassment had strengthened as her arousal lessened. Desire has an amazing way of breaking down inhibitions, almost like being drunk,  and in the heat of the moment, it was easy to find yourself saying and doing things you might otherwise balk at. Like kissing the shoes of total strangers, for instance. Esme had left her here for this purpose, Alice realized. She wanted her to feel this way. She wanted her to sit and stew in her shame for a while, before her demanding mistress decided to push her even further.  
 
    Alice raised her head. Esme stood above her, tall in her expensive boots, her tight pants clinging to her hips as her turquoise eyes glittered in the hallway’s dim light. The pink leash dangled from her hand, untied now from the ring on the door she had previously tied it to. The look of utter triumph on her face was shilling, and desire smoldered in the depths of her sea-colored eyes. Alice felt her own body respond. She could still taste Esme’s juices in her mouth, could still hear the ghostly echo of the other woman’s cries and moans as Alice diligently licked her pussy in that very hallway before the guests arrived. Her pussy trembled as her juices began to flow once again. Shifting her weight, Alice rocked back onto her heels, and carefully stood. Her cuffed hands made seemingly simple movements difficult, and the tight, revealing clothing Esme had demanded didn’t help. But what Esme wanted, Esme got. Alice walked alongside her mistress, the pink leash slack between them as Esme led her towards her friends. 
 
    “Not like that,” Esme snapped. Alice yelped as Esme’s hand cracked against her already sore backside. “Walk properly. Walk like the slut you are.” Alice adjusted her posture, swaying from side to side on the thin high heels she wore and letting her hips roll provocatively as she crossed one foot in front of the other with every step. She held her back straight, the tight corset putting her deep cleavage on prominent display. “Better,” said Esme. “Don’t embarrass me.” 
 
    “Yes Mistress,” Alice whispered. Her body was on fire with lust again, as though her moment of sober reflection in the solitary hallway had never happened. Being treated this way by Esme, like a piece of meat whose sole purpose was to please others, was a huge turn-on. Alice resolved to put aside her ego as far as she was able and commit herself to being the perfect little slut Esme wanted her to be. 
 
    Every head turned to wards her as Esme led Alice into her well-appointed living room. Alice blushed deeply as she felt the eyes of four women on her. Every one of these women had been greeted at the door by the sight of Alice, bound and on display as she had debased herself in front of them, and their eyes shone as they watched her enter on her mistress’s leash. 
 
    “This is Carol,” said Esme, indicating the tall, slender blonde, “and that’s CJ.” The blonde’s companion, the tomboyish woman with the pixie cut and the startlingly beautiful eyes. “This is Vanessa,” Esme went on, indicating an older woman whose voluptuous body looked as though it might at any minute burst the seams of the tight white dress she wore, “and that’s Hope.” Hope sat on the arm of the sofa, her face lit by a devilish smile as she looked Alice up and down. Her blonde hair showed its black roots as it cascaded around her shoulders in thick curls, and she held a wine glass in her hands as she leaned forward, knees apart. Alice remembered the feel of the detailing on her cowboy boots against her lips, and a thrill of desire rippled through her as she intuited that Hope was thinking about exactly the same thing. 
 
    “Everybody, this is Slut,” said Esme. A ripple of laughter swept around the room as Alice blushed, lowering her head as though attempting to hide from the bold gazes of the smirking women. Esme led her forwards with a tug on her leash, and Alice followed her mistress over to a well-padded armchair in the far corner. Esme lowered her long body into the seat, elegantly crossing her legs. Unsure of what do do with herself while Esme still held the end of her leash, Alice stood beside her mistress’s chair, staring straight ahead like a palace guard and trying to ignore the alternately mocking and lustful stares directed at her. Beneath her leather pencil skirt, she could feel her pussy dampen. She had never felt so exposed, even in she was clothed. The predatory women undressed her with their eyes.  
 
    “Where do you find these girls, Esme?” CJ laughed. Her eyes never left Alice’s body, and Alice was almost painfully aware of the soft juddering of her breasts in the corset with every breath she took.  
 
    “Tell her, slut,” said Esme. Alice’s stomach fluttered. Without looking, she could hear the smile in Esme’s voice. Her mistress was not going to make this easy for her. CJ’s eyes widened as Alice drew a deep breath. 
 
    “Mistress is my husband’s boss,” she said, staring at the far wall of the room. A low murmur swept through the watching women. 
 
    “She’s married?” said Hope. 
 
    “She is,” said Esme. The smile in her voice was unmissable. She was positively gloating. “Her husband dressed her up for me and dropped her off here for us to play with.” Alice’s cheeks burned in humiliation as the women hooted with derisive laughter. 
 
    “So you’re bisexual?” CJ asked. Her boyish looks only made her large, feminine eyes prettier, Alice thought to herself, her lashes enviably dark and thick as they framed her gray iris. Her slight frame looked even slighter in the mannish clothes she wore, and the juxtaposition between her delicate prettiness and her androgynous appearance was striking. Esme tugged lightly on Alice’s leash, wordlessly urging her to reply. 
 
    “No,” said Alice slowly, finally meeting CJ’s eyes and watching a smile spread across her bare lips, “I - I’m straight.” Laughter echoed in the large room, causing red wires of shame to flare in Alice’s veins.  
 
    “Damn, Esme,” said CJ. “What is it with you and straight girls?” The leash swayed between them as Esme shrugged. 
 
    “I like the challenge,” she said. “Turning a straight wife into my personal fucktoy. It’s fun. And it’s usually easier than you would think. This slut’s pathetic husband can’t make her cum like I do. Can he, slut?” Esme tugged on Alice’s leash to emphasize her demand. Alice hesitated. Her teeth showed as she bit her lip. Guilt mingled with shame inside her, but lust overwhelmed everything else. 
 
    “No,” Alice admitted to gales of laughter. Her chestnut hair hung in waves around her bowed head as she shivered at her own admission. “No. No one makes me cum like Mistress Esme.” 
 
    “Wow,” said CJ. “Just…wow.” 
 
    “Wanna see?” Alice shot a look of panic at Esme, but Esme wasn’t looking at her. She was grinning broadly as she addressed the room. Alice tried to choke back the rising fear in her guts. She had known, of course, that it would come to this. She had known that Esme would never be content to have her simply stand around and look slutty. But the thought of these women, total and utter strangers, seeing her and her mistress play together was equal parts titillating and terrifying. 
 
    “Yeah,” CJ nodded. With no further ceremony, Esme leaned back in her chair, reaching for the zipper at the back of Alice’s skirt. The warm leather pooled around her feet, her wet pussy instantly displayed before the room as the light glistened in her wetness. Esme pulled on the leash, and Alice stepped forward, out of the skirt that no longer concealed anything. She could feel the eyes of every woman in the room on her exposed vagina now, and she was powerless to do anything about it. Her breasts heaved as she gulped down air and tried unsuccessfully to calm her fluttering heart.  
 
    Esme stood. In a few short steps, she led Alice to the coffee table. Her hand on Alice’s bare shoulder guided the submissive woman as she moved her into place, pushing her down to sit on the edge of the table. As Alice gazed up at her with pleading eyes, Esme raised one foot. With striking grace, she placed the sole of her boot on Alice’s shoulder and gently but firmly pushed her backwards. Alice fell, sprawling backwards on the coffee table with her useless hands pinned behind her, and all dignity was abandoned as she was forced to spread her legs to keep her balance, her high heels scrabbling on the floor. As casually as though she was passing a set of car keys, Esme tossed her end of the leash into CJ’s lap. 
 
    “Hold her down,” she said. Alice’s eyes followed her mistress as she stalked out of the room. 
 
    The guests all seemed to lean forwards in their chairs. CJ rose from her seat on the couch, and Alice stared up at her apprehensively as she wrapped the leash around her hand. CJ kneeled on the floor beside the coffee table, her pretty gray eyes searching Alice’s face while she loomed above her, and Alice shuddered as the other woman’s hands found her shoulders. She could feel CJ’s skin, warm and dry, could feel her breath on her face as the woman hovered almost close enough to kiss, and her hands moved down Alice’s chest, as though she might try to sit up. But Alice knew better. As nervous as she was, she didn’t so much as try to escape whatever fate Esme had in mind for her. One of the other women chuckled as CJ’s hands brushed the quivering flesh of Alice’s swollen boobs.  
 
    “Oooohhh…” Alice couldn’t help it. CJ’s eyes shone smilingly above her as a groan of helpless desire rose in Alice’s throat. 
 
    “I think she likes you, Ceej,” Hope giggled. “Silly straight slut. Can you believe her husband allows this?” 
 
    “I guess he knows when he’s outmatched,” said another voice. Carol, this time. “No man can make a woman feel the way another woman can.” More laughter. Alice could feel her juices shining on her thighs for all to see as CJ slowly caressed her boobs through the corset. She couldn’t help herself. Esme had her so turned on that the slightest touch made her moan like a bitch in heat. And CJ was doing interesting things to Alice’s prone body. Despite her overwhelming attraction to Esme, Alice still thought of herself as very much straight. But CJ was touching her so tenderly, so passionately, and she couldn’t help but respond. And she was so pretty, her boyish looks only making her more attractive to Alice. The hornier she got, the better all of these women looked.  
 
    Alice looked to the doorway as Esme entered the room. A wry smile showed on her lipsticked lips as she watched her slave moaning in pleasure as one of her lesbian friends played with her boobs. Stepping forward, Esme loomed over the table, her hands full of an assortment of ropes and scarves. Esme stood on the far side of the table from CJ, and Alice grunted as her mistress bluntly rolled Alice over onto her side.  
 
    “Help me with this,” Esme said, and Alice heard a chair creak as someone rose from their seat behind her. Her cuffs were unhooked, but her wrists were held tight by Esme and another woman as they moved her arms apart. Esme was taking no chances, as though she thought Alice might put up a fight. But there was no fight left in Alice’s body. Just need, a raw, quivering need that pushed every other thought out of her addled mind. Whatever these women had planned, Alice’s only hope now was that she’d be allowed to cum. She was rolled onto her back again, her wide eyes staring at the ceiling, more comfortable now that her hands were no longer trapped in the small of her back. Women on either side of her pinned her arms down onto the table’s wooden surface while Esme threaded lengths of rope through metal D rings on the pink leather cuffs. More rope was flung over her stomach and pulled tight, and soon Alice was tied down to the table with her arms at her sides. While other women began to work on her legs, CJ smiled down at her, gently stroking her hair. Alice felt like a frightened horse or some other animal, being soothed while others bound her hand and foot. But she didn’t want CJ to stop. 
 
    “Alright,” said Esme finally, standing up straight. Alice felt the women’s hot hands lift off of her. Her lower body was invisible to her, blocked by the corset-enhanced swell of her boobs. She twitched her legs experimentally. She could barely move them. Her knees were bent, her feet in her sexy high heels on the floor, and a scarf was tied around each ankle, fixing her feet in place to the legs of the table. Her thighs were spread wide, wantonly on display to the entire room.  
 
    “Now let’s get set up here,” Esme said. “I don’t need to tell you girls what this is.” The watching women laughed. Alice craned her neck, but she couldn’t see what Esme held in her hand. But she heard the low hum of a motor as Esme switched it on, and as the hard plastic touched the swollen lips of her pussy, she gasped. Almost instantly, waves of pleasure began to flow out from between her shaking legs, sweeping over her body in concentric ripples as the vibrator did its job. Alice let out a loud moan, and another, as her pleasure overwhelmed her. 
 
    “Can someone gag this slut?” Esme called out while Alice’s skin reddened in lust and shame. Her staring eyes saw Vanessa’s face appear above her, faint lines showing at the corners of her eyes as she grinned down evilly at Alice. Her long dark hair showed streak of auburn as the light shone behind her, and she placed a hand on CJ’s shoulder for balance as she reached up under the hem of her tight dress. A chorus of jeers and laughter greeted her actions as she pulled her panties out from under her dress, and Alice could hardly believe what was happening as the sexy mature woman bent over her, forced her trembling lips apart and stuffed her underwear into Alice’s mouth. Her pussy pulsed, and a fresh flood of her juices coated the head of the vibrator as the taste of a complete stranger’s sex danced on her tongue. Her moans of desire were muffled by Vanessa’s panties as she writhed in her bonds. One by one, the women disappeared from Alice’s view as they sat back down, forming a loose circle around her as they returned to their seats. Alice stared up at the blank white expanse of the ceiling. Unable to move, unable to speak, unable to think with the dull drone of the vibrator driving every non-sexual thought from her addled mind, she felt utterly alone in the center of the party. Closing her eyes, she moaned into the makeshift gag, and the ropes that held her in place bit into her skin as she struggled uselessly. She felt a slight weight on one shaking thigh, and she realized with a flush of disgrace that Hope was resting her cowboy boots on her leg, as though she were a groaning piece of furniture. Moments later, she felt a similar weight on her compressed stomach as Carol propped her high heels on her. The women were idly chatting around her while her whole body pulsed in desire, and as the vibrator droned on, Alice realized the deviousness of her cruel mistress. The vibrator was turned down low, and it was resting lightly against her pussy. The faint vibrations, though arousing, would never be enough to push her over the edge into orgasm. Instead, she would lie there, a helpless ball of rampant desire, until someone took pity on her. Knowing Esme, it could be a while. The women were certainly making themselves comfortable. As Alice’s groan of despair rose from her gagged mouth, the women watching her laughed cruelly at her merciless plight. Had her mouth not been stuffed with Vanessa’s panties, Alice would have begged for relief, uncaring how humiliating it would be. But as it was, all she could do was moan. 
 
    “Who wants to try her first?” asked Esme. When CJ bounced up from her seat, Alice almost shrieked with desire. The tomboyish woman dropped to the floor beside the coffee table, and Alice’s eyelids fluttered at the blissful sensation of CJ’s tongue against the skin of her breasts. She squinted against the light as she watched CJ’s head move up and down, sliding her tongue over Alice’s cleavage, pressing her lips against the wobbling flesh. CJ had hardly been able to keep her eyes off Alice’s boobs from the moment she came in the door, and Alice could feel her desire in the sensuous movements of her mouth and hands. The vibrator hummed, and Alice’s juices flowed freely, but her body remained in the hungry halls of arousal, with no orgasm in sight. By the time CJ stood up, Alice was almost out of her mind with desire. The tomboy looked deep into her eyes, smiling happily as she unfastened her jeans. Alice gasped as Vanessa’s panties were plucked from her mouth, and as CJ cast her own underwear aside, Alice knew what to do. CJ’s pussy hovered above her face, and Alice opened her mouth as the lesbian settled her wet sex on top of Alice’s parted lips. The only pussy she’d tasted up until that moment was Esme’s, and Alice was surprised how differently CJ tasted. Not unpleasant, by any means. But different. CJ moaned above her as Alice extended her tongue and slipped it between the other woman’s slippery lips. 
 
    “That’s right, slut.” Alice yelped and CJ moaned as Esme leaned over and slapped Alice’s breasts, making them bounce in the corset as she quivered on the table. “Eat that pussy like the whore you are.” Alice could feel CJ’s increasing wetness as she licked and kissed, her lips pressed against the other woman’s sex as she desperately fed on CJ’s pussy. If her husband could see her now, she thought to herself, and the thought sent a fresh wave of wet juices dripping from her pussy as the vibrator tormented her with unrelenting pleasure. Nothing mattered now but that. Nothing mattered but the orgasm that shone before her, so close and yet so brutally far away, and Alice gulped down CJ’s free-flowing wetness in the knowledge that the path to her own pleasure lay in pleasing this virtual stranger. As CJ seized a fistful of Alice’s hair, grinding her pussy against the captive woman’s face, Alice slipped her tongue free of CJ’s silky folds to find the hard bud of her clitoris. CJ yelled out in pleasure as Alice teased and probed the sensitive mound of flesh. Her only guide was what she knew she’d enjoy herself, but if CJ’s blissful cries were anything to go by, Alice’s instincts seemed to be correct. Another hand slapped one of Alice’s shaking thighs this time, and she moaned into CJ’s dripping pussy, her head spinning with pleasure and pain and shame and lust. CJ pulled her hair painfully, pressing Alice’s face deep into her cleft as she gasped and shuddered, and Alice knew what was coming next. She screwed her eyes tight shut, and a warm jet of CJ’s cum filled her open mouth. CJ thrashed and moaned above her, spewing out her cum in a steady torrent as Alice submissively gulped it all down. And all the while, the vibrator hummed and moaned between her legs, keeping her hovering on a tightrope high above the roaring crowd, the thin, barely visible line between annihilation and bliss.  
 
    Releasing Alice’s hair, CJ rose. Her slim thighs shook as she stumbled forward, flopping onto her seat on the sofa without bothering to find her pants. Alice could feel the cum cooling on her shining face, and her hair clung to her damp skin as she turned her head. CJ sprawled back on the sofa, her pretty eyes glowing with the relief that Alice had herself been denied. Their eyes met. CJ smiled slowly, wearily, every lone of her face radiating the blissed-out contentment that follows orgasm. Alice let out a low moan of frustration and desire as the buzzing vibrator kept her pussy spewing juices while the other women watched. 
 
    “Fuck,” CJ panted, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she struggled to regain her breath, “that was good.” Her eyes never left Alice’s as she spoke. 
 
    “Not bad for a straight girl,” Esme chuckled. “Now, who’s next? Let’s make this slut earn her orgasm.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Mmmmm,” Alice sighed in pleasure. She lay her wet head on my shoulder, her eyes closed. I kneeled beside the tub, uncaring of the damp patch that spread over my shirt from her wet hair as the cotton soaked up the water. My left arm was buried in bubbles up to the elbow, and the water rippled as the tendons in my forearm shifted and moved. Beneath the bubbles, my fingers were sliding in and out of Alice’s puffy pussy, and words seemed to escape her as her pleasure mounted. Her story had got both of us going. My cock pressed aginst the side of the tub, ignored for now but eager for what might follow. I tasted soap and didn’t care as I lowered my face to the water, taking her wet nipple between my lips. Alice gasped.  
 
    “Oh God, Lee,” she whispered, her eyes still closed. “I’m such a slut. Look at me.” 
 
    “Maybe,” I smiled, my fingers continuing to slide easily in and out of her submerged sex, “but you’re my slut.” Her eyes snapped open. The water rolled and splashed as she sat up, and I withdrew my hand. “I’ve got an idea,” she said. A devious smile played on her lips, and her eyes glowed like beaten copper as she gazed at me. “Do you have your phone?” 
 
    “Yes,” I said uncertainly as I produced the plastic rectangle from my pocket. Alice grinned devilishly. 
 
    “Take a picture,” she said. The water roared as she placed her hands on the sides and lifted herself out of the tub, turning her graceful back to me as she sat on the side of the bath, facing the tiled wall. The shape of her body called to me, my cock throbbing in anticipation as I studied my wife’s narrow waist and round ass, and my eye caught on something. Beneath the glistening soap suds that slowly made their way down Alice’s firm cheeks, I could see the dark marks of a felt pen, faded from her time spent soaking in the water. 
 
    “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    “Take a picture,” Alice urged. So I did. The phone clicked as I photographed the strange markings on my wife’s ass. “They’re signatures,” she explained. “A signature from every woman I made cum last night.” I leaned forward. My heart tripped over itself as my blood began to throb. CJ. Carol. Vanessa. Hope. And of course, Esme. Every one of them was there, scrawled in permanent marker on my wife’s ass, proclaiming their victory over me even here, in my own home. 
 
    “Give me the phone,” said Alice. Her wet fingers struggled with the touchscreen as she craned her neck, focusing the camera awkwardly down her back. 
 
    “Kiss them,” she said. 
 
    “What?” I spluttered. 
 
    “You heard me,” Alice smiled. “You want to fuck me, don’t you? I want you to kiss every signature on my ass before you wash them off. Then I want you to fuck my brains out.” 
 
    I hesitated. My cock throbbed. There was never really a choice. Desire had become a need in my body, like a drowning man’s struggle for land. Her outrageous request, I realized, was a small price to pay. The dark lens of the camera followed my every movement as I bowed my head. She was recording me, I realized. As I pressed my lips to the first of the faded signatures, Alice laughed. 
 
    “Good,” she said, “that’s good. Make sure you get them all. These women own us both now.” 
 
      
 
    My Boss Humiliates My Wife 
 
      
 
      
 
    Alice’s body hummed. As though the vibrator lodged between her legs was making her whole body vibrate in time with its powerful motor, she could feel the low buzzing in every part of herself. She had long ago stopped struggling in her bonds. Her muscles were tired from her useless exertions in that direction, and from being held on the edge of pleasure so long without being allowed over it. She had no more say in what happened next than the vibrator that tormented her did, or the table she was tied to. Her jaw ached from servicing Esme’s friends, but she dared not complain. One by one, inspired by CJ, they climbed on top of her and straddled her waiting mouth, and Alice lapped eagerly at the pussies of these strangers while the others watched and cheered. Vanessa, then Carol, then Hope, and finally Esme. Each woman had her own smell, her own taste, her own unique chorus of cries and a dizzying array of responses to Alice’s efforts. She was the straight oral slut of a group of lesbians, and she devoted herself to pleasing her new mistresses, to learning their preferences and responses while her own body burned with need. By the time Esme climbed onto her face, Alice’s cheeks shone with the mingled juices of four women as their hot pleasure ran in thin rivers down the sides of her face to the floor. Her hair was matted with sweat and cum, her heavy makeup smeared all over her face, mascara running down. Without being able to see herself, she could imagine all too well how she looked. The perfect party slut, fit only to be used and abused. Between her own legs, her thighs were every bit as wet as her own face, her own teased juices flowing freely from her pussy as the vibrator buzzed remorselessly. 
 
    The other women cheered when Esme sat on Alice’s face. This was a pussy she knew. Until today, the only pussy Alice had ever licked had been Esme’s. Her husband’s beautiful boss exerted some strange power over her, able to make her do things she’d never before contemplated. The fact that it was a woman who had turned her into a wanton sex toy only added to the delicious thrill of it all. Alice wasn’t attracted to women, usually. But Esme didn’t care. And with the vibrator buzzing between her shaking thighs, nor did Alice. Quickly, she used her tired tongue and lips to bring her mistress to orgasm. Her mouth was tired, but Alice knew this was not the time to slack off. Esme had already punished her once today, and wouldn’t hesitate to do so again in front of her friends. Alice’s ass still burned in memory of the blows from Esme’s belt she had taken before the guests arrived. Failing to give Esme everything she wanted was to invite further pain, and so Alice licked and sucked and swallowed Esme’s free flowing juices, and she sighed with relief through her nose as she heard the dominant woman cry out in orgasm. Esme had already cum today, of course, but the woman was insatiable. Alice couldn't blame her. What was taking place here, in the grand living room of Esme’s luxurious house, was the hottest thing Alice had ever indulged in. She wasn’t a woman much given to pornography, and the scene she was involved in now was the kind of thing she had only ever seen in her darkest fantasies. No, scratch that. Alice had fantasized before about being passed around at a party, at being reduced to a toy for the sexual pleasure of strangers. But she had never pictured it like this.  
 
    As Esme rose from her face, Alice gulped a lungful of air, feeling her breasts rise in the corset she wore. They ached too, her nipples hard as pebbles inside the cups that barely restrained her heaving boobs. The other women had taken the opportunity to squeeze and slap her boobs while she had her face buried in the dripping cunts of one or another of the gang, and her cries of mingled arousal and pain only seemed to spur them on. Alice could feel the juices cooling on her face as she tried to catch her breath, her body trussed up helplessly while the satisfied women sat back in their seats, grinning at one another. 
 
    “What do you think, ladies?” asked Esme. She stood in the middle of the room, towering over her slave. She had discarded her tight black pants, but still wore her shirt, and Alice’s pussy quivered in delight as she saw that her mistress still wore her expensive high-heeled boots. Unable to help herself, Alice’s eyes climbed Esme’s shapely legs as she turned her head to the side, seeking out the pussy the glistened wetly beneath the strip of dark fur that crowned it. At first, Alice had been a reluctant pussy licker. That seemed a very long time ago now. Not for the first time, she got the feeling that her husband’s boss was training her to associate her own pleasure with the act of eating pussy. And it was working. Just the thought of it now was enough to get her own juices flowing. Not just Esme’s anymore, either. For a brief moment, Alice found herself wondering what her husband would think if he could see her now. Would he be outraged? Would he free her from the clutches of these cruel and dominant women? Or would he enjoy her total humiliation? Would he watch? Would he join in? Alice’s desperate pussy trembled as she imagined Lee there, stiff-pricked and horny, ready to use and abuse her along with the other women. But the thought was quickly driven out of her head. 
 
    “Is my straight slut a good little cunt eater?” Esme asked. A murmur of approval rose from the watching women. Alice’s pussy clenched. 
 
    “Did everyone cum in her slut mouth?” More affirmative replies, more laughter. Inexplicably, Alice felt something like pride swelling in her heaving chest, mixing in with the powerful sense of shame that filled her like oil and vinegar reluctantly combining. She had never wanted to be a good pussy eater. Now, she realized, there wasn’t much she wanted more. Except to cum. Esme bent at the waist, and Alice stared greedily at the long muscle of her thighs, enhanced by the thin heels she stood in as she took up the pink leather leash that dangled from Alice’s collar. Winding it around her fist, she stared down at Alice, a cruel smile shining on her lips as she studied her slave’s lust-wracked features. The look of triumph in her aquamarine eyes sent a fugitive shudder down Alice’s spine as she stared up in awe at her mistress.  
 
    “Do you want to cum, slut?” she said, her quiet voice dripping with cool menace. 
 
    “Yes please, Mistress,” Alice gasped, all pride gone, dissolved in the corrosive surge of desire that churned in her desperate guts. “Please let me cum, Mistress!” Her wet cheeks reddened as a chorus of laughter rose from the watching women. In answer, Esme reached down and began to untie the ropes that held Alice to the table. Alice sighed as she felt herself freed, drawing a deep breath and stretching out her tired muscles. A tug on her leash made her sit up on the table. Esme held her leash tightly as she pulled Alice in and kissed her hungrily. The watching women cheered as Alice passionately returned the kiss, her mistress devouring her lips and tongue as they shared the mixed juices of all the women’s pleasure. The kiss broke, and the glow in Esme’s eyes made Alice at once afraid and turned on. It was a feeling she was getting used to. 
 
    “Get down,” Esme ordered. The vibrator was removed from between Alice’s legs, and a tug on her leash emphasized Esme’s commands. Alice slid her tired body forwards, sinking from the coffee table smeared with sweat and cum to drop to her knees on the floor. Esme let the leash play out a little as she stepped across the room, and Alice’s heart contracted with fear as she saw her mistress pick up a thin riding crop. The weapon slashed the air menacingly as Esme brandished it above her terrified slave. 
 
    “First, you’re going to go around the room and thank every woman here for cumming in your slut mouth,” Alice said, her voice slow and even, comfortable with command. “If they think you’re sincere enough, they might let you cum. Come on.” And so Alice, cheeks burning with shame once again as the cum of these women slowly dried on her face, crawled on her hands and knees at Esme’s feet, a beaten puppy on a leash as she circled the table she had just been released from. First, Esme led her to Hope. Alice cowered on the floor at the woman’s feet, and she yelped in sudden pain as Esme brought the crop’s whistling leather tip down on Alice’s raised back side. 
 
    “Thank her, slut,” Esme commanded. Alice’s messy hair brushed the floor in front of Hope. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Hope,” she said in a quiet voice, “for letting me lick you. Thank you for cumming in my slut mouth.” Alice couldn’t bring herself to look up. Instead, she bowed her head and, unbidden, pressed her lips to the detailed leather of Hope’s cowboy boots. She heard Hope’s bright laughter, seeming to come from miles above her as she debased herself, smothering the woman’s feet with submissive kisses.  
 
    “Who’s cum tastes better, slut?” Hope sneered down at her. “Mine or your husband’s?” Alice’s collar pulled against her neck in an unnecessary reminder of her lowly status, and as she humbly licked and worshiped the dominant woman’s boots, she felt the bright bloom of pain explode on the skin of her bare ass again as Esme whipped her. She cried out in pain, and the audience laughed at her suffering. 
 
    “Yours, Miss Hope,” she panted as she struggled against the pain that flooded her already overworked nerves, and yet it wasn’t enough to keep Esme from lashing her again. The sense of her own powerlessness swept over Alice as she groveled pathetically at Hope’s feet. She had no choice but to submit, to thoroughly debase herself, and yet even that wouldn’t save her from punishment. Her fate was entirely in the hands of others, and a sick thrill raced though her body, culminating in a fresh flood of wetness between her shaking thighs. Esme knew what Alice wanted better than Alice did. She wanted to have control taken from her, her dignity stripped away, to be tamed and trained like an animal. Somehow, Esme had known that, and used it, and Alice knew she would always be grateful to her cruel mistress for that. 
 
    “Your cum tastes much better than my husband’s,” Alice cried, and she shivered at  Hope’s feet as a great cheer went up from the women. There was no doubt in her mind that that was the only answer that could save her from worse punishment. She had to tell these women what they wanted to hear. But what really made her skin prickle with shame was the knowledge deep down inside her that what she was saying was true. Alice sucked Lee’s cock from time to time like a good wife should, and in the heat of the moment, she was happy enough to do it. But she had never enjoyed it the way she had enjoyed being made to lick these women’s pussies. As the women basked in their total victory over her, Alice pressed her lips to the shiny toes of Hope’s boots and shuddered with shame. 
 
    “Come on, slut,” Esme ordered, tugging on Alice’s leash again and making her crawl across the room. Alice stared up through the curtains of her trailing hair as she followed Esme’s clacking boots towards Vanessa. The older woman sat in an overstuffed armchair, her voluptuous body straining the stretchy white dress she wore. Alice guessed that Vanessa was in her forties, but time had been kind to her. The network of fine lines at the corner of her eyes only accentuated the devilish glow between her dark lashes, and the creases beside her mouth as she smiled drew attention to the plushy fullness of her lips. Her legs crossed demurely, showing the toned shape of her thick thigh through the translucent material of her dress, she smiled down at Alice as she awaited the younger woman’s homage. 
 
    “Thank you, Miss Vanessa,” Alice croaked as she pressed her lips to Vanessa’s toes, the skin showing through the intricate network of black leather straps that held her high heels to her feet. “Thank you for your cum.” Vanessa was gorgeous, and Alice envied her seductive style. She realized with a dull sense of surprise, no longer capable of any real shock, that she was becoming attracted to these woman. Not just capable of appreciating feminine beauty - she had always been able to do that. But this was different. Looking at Esme, just looking at her, was enough to make Alice’s pussy dampen expectantly. And now, she could feel it start to happen with these other women, who had shared so happily in her disgrace. Even if Alice had wanted to resist this new feeling, she no longer had the desire. It only made what she had to do easier. Vanessa giggled youthfully above her at the feel of Alice’s trembling lips on her skin, and laughed out loud when Alice sobbed under the sudden pain of Esme’s riding crop.  
 
    “Come on,” Esme ordered, leading her onward. Alice crawled obediently around the room on Esme’s leash, grovelling at CJ’s trainers while the slender lesbian’s beautiful eyes beamed down at her. Maybe it was her boyish prettiness, but Alice was attracted to her most of all - except for Esme, of course - and she kissed the woman’s grubby trainers eagerly while she thanked her profusely for her cum. Esme’s crop stung her again, and Alice crawled over to debase herself at Carol’s tall heels. Her ass burned, the pain of her earlier beating reawoken and amplified by the blows from Esme’s cruel crop. And yet the burning sensation her mistress’s weapon awoke on her skin seemed to have a direct line to her pussy, making it tremble and quiver as the pain tore through her. Esme led her to the center of the room, and her hold on the leash brought Alice up on her knees, her hands on her shaking thighs, legs parted to reveal her dripping pussy as directed by the light taps of Esme’s crop. Alice was completely on display, her wet pussy shining and her quivering boobs swelling with her rapid breath in the corset that pushed them high on her chest as Esme force her to straighten her back and thrust her chest forward. 
 
    “What do you think, girls? Should we let this slut cum?” 
 
    “Please!” Alice cried out, her fingernails digging into her own thighs as she gritted her teeth. Her need for sex was like a presence, like some demonic force that clutched her heart in its iron-hard claws and slowly squeezed until there was no thought left in her other than that of relief. “Please let me cum!”  
 
    “As long as she doesn’t get lazy afterwards,” said Vanessa. Her dark eyes bored into Alice as she spoke. 
 
    “No, Miss Vanessa,” Alice gasped, her held held high on her neck by Esme’s relentless upward pressure on the leash. “I won’t, I promise. I’ll do whatever you say.” 
 
    “Have you ever begged your husband for sex like this?” Alice turned her head as far as the leash allowed to gaze at Hope.  
 
    “No, Miss Hope, never,” Alice answered truthfully. “I’ve never needed to cum this badly. Please let me cum!” 
 
    “So you want us more than your husband?” Hope pressed. 
 
    “Oh, yes, Miss Hope,” Alice babbled, her cheeks burning in shame as the women laughed. “He’s never turned me on like this. Please, please let me cum!” Alice’s heart pulsed as she watched Hope produce a cellphone and train its camera on her.  
 
    “Say that again,” Hope smiled, her eyes on the screen as she recorded Alice debasing herself. Alice paused. Esme’s crop stung her backside again, and the women laughed as she cried out. Her skin burned, and her whole body prickled with raw heat as she trembled on the end of Esme’s leash. 
 
    “My husband has never turned me on like this,” Alice gasped, her eyes staring directly into the camera as strands of her brown hair clung to her flushed face. “Please let me cum. I’m a slut, and I need to be fucked, please!” The women howled with laughter, and Alice hung her head. It didn’t matter, she told herself. It didn’t matter what these women made her say and do. Lee would forgive her. This turned him on as much as it did her. All that mattered in that moment was that she be allowed to cum. 
 
    “Alright,” Esme chuckled. “Who wants to fuck this slut first?” Alice gasped as CJ sprang to her feet. She smiled despite herself at the naked desire in CJ’s disarmingly gorgeous eyes. No matter what, it was nice to be wanted. CJ’s toned stomach showed as she pulled her T shirt over her head, her small breasts contained in a nondescript sports bra while she fumbled with the button of her jeans and kicked off her sneakers. Alice’s heart swelled with hope. 
 
    “There’s some toys in the top dresser drawer in my bedroom,” Esme said, the smile audible in her voice. “Help yourself.” Alice waited, shaking with lust as a nearly naked CJ stepped out of her crumpled jeans and strode across the living room towards the rest of the sprawling house. The women shared devious smiles with one another while they waited in a silence that seemed to buzz with expectation. Alice’s fingers made ten tiny dents in the soft skin of her thighs. CJ returned, holding a cardboard box, and dumped it on a chair behind Alice. When she stepped back into the submissive woman’s view, Alice gasped. CJ had fastened a harness around her slender hips, and a large black cock sprouted from her boyish pelvis. The realistic dildo swelled with veins, and two large balls hung between the woman’s thighs. CJ caressed it as though it was really part of her as she stepped forward, and Alice found herself wishing that it was. An electric thrill ran through her kneeling body as Esme handed her leash over to CJ. The pink leather creaked as CJ wrapped the leash around her fist, pulling Alice in close. She knew what she had to do. Keeping her hands on her thighs, she opened her mouth and took the thick head between her lips, staring up at CJ the way she knew her husband liked her to do while she sucked the fake cock. CJ smiled down at her, her pretty eyes glowing between her dark lashes, and Alice moaned deep in her throat while CJ pushed the dildo deeper inside. Hope’s phone was raised again, but Alice no longer cared. She sucked and licked as though CJ could feel the movements of her lips and tongue against the fake penis, and CJ beamed down at her approvingly, rocking her hips back and forth as she gently but firmly fucked Alice’s face. When she pulled the strap-on free with a satisfied grunt, the black silicon shone with saliva, and Alice’s smeared lips were as wet as her dripping pussy. 
 
    “Come here,” said CJ in a soft voice, but her grip on the leash left no doubt as to who was in charge. Alice followed obediently, her heart swelling with hope as CJ directed her to the coffee table. She rose to her feet as directed, and shuddered at the feel of CJ’s hand against the tight laces of the corset in the small of her back as the tomboy positioned her the way she wanted. CJ was gentle, far more gentle than Esme, and Alice happily complied. Her boobs hung heavily from her chest, trembling above the corset’s cups as she bent herself over the table. She didn’t need to be told to spread her legs, wobbling on her tall heels as she braced herself with her hands on the wooden surface. She couldn’t keep the smile from her face as she closed her eyes, raising her head as CJ pulled on her leash, keeping it taut while Alice arched her back like a bitch in heat. She groaned loudly as she felt the head of the cock pressing against her wet lips. 
 
    “Please,” she whispered as the strap-on pressed teasingly against her dripping pussy, “please fuck me!” Alice cried out in long-denied pleasure as CJ pressed the strap-on dildo home. Despite its substantial girth, the dildo slid in easily to her well-lubricated pussy, and a delightful feeling of fullness swelled within her as she gasped and cried. It felt like she had been waiting for this forever, and as CJ began to slowly thrust in and out of her, she felt she might orgasm any second.  
 
    “You like that, slut?” Alice opened her eyes to see Hope standing in front of her, her strong thighs showing beneath the hem of her denim skirt as she bent in front of Alice, phone in hand. 
 
    “Mmmm, yes,” Alice moaned, gazing at the camera from beneath heavy lids. “That feels so good. Oh, that cock is filling me up. Fuck me, please, CJ, I need it!” The women laughed as Alice cried out, more in surprise and delight than pain, as CJ smacked her bare ass with her hand. Alice arched her back further as the leash pulled tight against her neck, pushing her ass backwards while CJ fucked her vigorously. Alice’s eyes closed momentarily as pleasure swept over her, but they sprang open again as she felt Hope’s fingers rake her wet hair back from her face before grabbing a fistful of her messy locks, holding her head in place while her body shook under CJ’s increasingly aggressive thrusts. 
 
    “Does your husband fuck you like this?” Hope demanded, camera at the ready. Alice knew what she wanted. Overwhelmed with pleasure, she was happy to give it to her. 
 
    “Oh, no,” she groaned. “My husband’s cock is much smaller than CJ’s.” The women howled with laughter, and Alice smiled as she felt CJ bury the dildo in her quivering pussy, holding Alice’s hips tightly as she pounded her with the fake cock. “My husband can’t fuck me like CJ can,” Alice gasped to a chorus of approval from the watching women. “No man has ever fucked me like this. Oh, fuck. Oh my God! Oh, fuck!” The women cheered as Alice wailed and trembled, her long awaited orgasm sweeping through her and making her see stars. The leash slackened slightly, and Alice slumped forward, lowering her head to the table as her body thrashed uncontrollably. Her pussy clenched, grabbing CJ’s cock as it slammed in and out of her remorselessly, the other woman continuing to pound Alice while she came in a flood of hot juice from between her shaking thighs.  
 
    “Why is no one using the slut’s mouth?” That was Esme. Alice looked up from the table with eyes clouded with bliss, and saw a wooden chair placed in front of her. A fresh wave of desire rolled over her as she watched Vanessa approach while Hope continued to film. The older woman didn’t bother to remove her dress, simply hiking the tight white fabric up past her broad hips. She sat down in the chair, spreading her legs wide, her high heels hooking the edge of the coffee table The pink leash strained as Alice leaned forward, almost choking herself as she eagerly lunged for Vanessa’s bare pussy like a dog trying to chase a squirrel. Vanessa moaned as she felt Alice’s tongue tracing the shape of her swollen lips, and she held the slave’s brown hair back from her face with one hand while the other reached for her own breasts, her nipples swelling through the dress’s tight fabric. Alice gazed up at Vanessa, maintaining eye contact as she serviced the demanding woman, and Hope circled around, capturing every moment of the slut’s degradation with her phone. 
 
    Vanessa yelped as Alice cried out against her trembling pussy, and a sharp smack echoed through the room that was loud with pleasure. Esme stood to one side of the table, and reaching under Alice’s bent body, she gave a slave’s bulging breasts another sharp slap. CJ spanked her again, too, and Alice was overwhelmed with pain that mingled and merged with pleasure until she could no longer tell the difference while every nerve crackled with desire. Esme straightened, raising the riding crop she still held, and Alice cried out louder, her breath coming in sudden gasps as pain flowed through her from her vulnerable ass.  
 
    “We’re going to fuck you senseless, slut,” Esme growled. “Whatever we put in front of you, you’re going to lick. You’re going to be our little fuck toy until we’re all completely satisfied.” 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” Alice said, her mouth pressed against Vanessa’s pussy by the older woman’s hand in her hair as she submitted to her mistress. As another orgasm loomed on the near horizon, she was in no mood to argue. She wanted this, more than she had ever wanted anything in her life. She was the straight married sex slave of a group of dominant lesbians, and she’d never been more excited in her life. 
 
    * 
 
    “It was so fucking hot.” My wife’s voice had that tone it takes on, that kind of throaty growl behind her words that sends a shiver of lust racing along my jangling spine. There was a hush in the air between us, like a spell we dared not break. Neither of us could quite believe, I don’t think, what was happening here. As though if we talked about it in voices that were too loud, the spell might shatter like glass. I couldn’t believe she was so turned on by this. I couldn’t believe I was. And as she told me how the women had mocked me, how they had forced my wife to tell them about my inadequacies, I had felt my face flush red with shame, even while the same hot blood filled my raging erection. We used to be so…normal. And then Esme came along. She had turned my wife, my sweet sexy Alice, into a cunt licking slut. There was no going back. Neither of us wanted that. 
 
    “I know it was wrong,” Alice went on, talking slowly, making every word count as I lay beneath her, breathing steadily, “but I couldn’t help it. It was so naughty. So hot.” My breath shuddered in my flared nostrils. Alice’s hand slid along my cock, slowly, from base to tip and back again, moving easily over the hot skin with the help of the hand cream her skin glistened with. She was playing with me expertly, keeping me on edge without letting me go over, just the way her cruel mistress had done to her in the story she had been relating. The mattress shifted beneath us as Alice moved. Her naked breasts swayed from side to side as she turned, rose up on her knees, threw one leg over my reclining form. Eagerly I craned my neck as she straddled my face, facing my feet, still stroking my cock with agonizing slowness while I pressed my face to her wet pussy.  
 
    “Mmmm,” she sighed, and as I tasted her familiar wetness on my tongue, I couldn’t hide from the images that danced before my eyes. In the sex-reeking darkness that enveloped me between my wife’s legs, all I could see was Esme, cruel Esme, thoroughly humiliating my wife, and me as well, with the help of her sexy friends. Alice gasped as I plunged my tongue inside her, straining upwards like a plant that thirsts for the light, and I sucked in air as she rose off my face slightly before sinking back down, settling herself with an adorable wiggle of her hips. Her delicious juices were running freely down my face already, and I knew that the memory of her evening of outrageous carnal delights was shining before her as we played, just as it shone before me. I thrust my hips upwards, and heard Alice giggle as my hard cock lurched skywards, sliding easily through her glistening hands. I wanted nothing more than to slide my member into her velvet depths, to press my hips against hers, to fuck her like CJ had fucked her and remind her why she had married a man. A man with a real cock, even if it was smaller than CJ’s strap on. That was one thing I could give her that no woman could. By God, I hoped it was enough. 
 
    “Look how hard you are,” Alice cooed, my cock throbbing in her hand like some tame but wary creature that longed for her touch. She must feel powerful, I thought to myself, the key to my relief in her hand while she sat on my face. One more thing I could give her, I reflected, that those dominant lesbians never would. I could give her control. I could let her feel like what it was like to be in charge, to serve the women while she ruled over me. With my throbbing cock in her hand, it made sense. Alice was teasing me. She knew what I wanted, and she wanted it too. But not yet. After a long night of being teased herself, she was taking her sexy revenge on me. 
 
    “You like your wife being a little lesbian slut, don’t you?” she giggled. Unable to speak, I struggled to nod beneath her, never once taking my tongue and lips from her dripping gash as I licked and slurped. Alice giggled again. “Good,” she said, “because I can’t stop it now. Just think: Hope has that video of me being such a little slut, saying all those mean things. Just imagine if it got out somehow? We’d both be humiliated.” Alice sighed as I groaned into her quivering pussy, shifting her legs on either side of my head as she adjusted her position. My snaking tongue found the hard bud of her clitoris, and she moaned out loud as I gently flicked her little bean with the tip of my tongue before holding it between my lips. I know what my wife like. At least, I hope to God I do. 
 
    “I think the best thing we can do now is just to do what Esme says,” Alice went on. There was fear in her voice, but I could tell it was an act. We were only in this position because Alice already did everything my boss said. We both did. At work and at home. Alice had never been happier since she started serving Esme sexually, and I had to say, as messed up as our situation undoubtedly was, I found it incredibly hot myself. But Alice liked to play the role of the blushing, naive submissive. She liked to be forced to do what she wanted more than anything, as though she was thereby freed of responsibility for her own twisted desires. And I wasn’t in any position to question her, with my face buried between her legs and my leaping cock in her hand, balls full and ready with what felt like a monster load of cum just waiting to be released. “That way, maybe she won’t expose us.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” I grunted. I agreed. I agreed with everything. I’d agree to hand her over to Esme again tonight, if that was what it took for my wife to let me cum. My balls ached to the sound of my wife’s happy little chuckle.  
 
    “Good,” she said. “Now make your slutty wife cum in your mouth. And make it good, if you want me to let you fuck me.” 
 
      
 
    My Boss Claims My Wife 
 
      
 
    Alice’s arms ached. In no position to decide how she would rest, or how long she’d have to endure, she tried to steel herself. It was a good workout, she told herself. Beneath the tight corset she wore, she could feel the muscles of her stomach clenching. From time to time, as the leash allowed, she might lower her head onto her folded arms to give her trembling triceps a brief break. But these moments of respite never lasted long. Esme had made it clear that Alice was here for one reason, and one reason alone. She was a fuck toy for a group of dominant lesbians, and her only purpose in life right now was to serve them in any way they wished. Life was so simple when Esme was in charge. It was one of the many attractions of this kinky lifestyle for Alice. The moment she stepped through the heavy, old fashioned door of Esme’s sprawling house, the only choice she had was to say yes, or no. Esme made every decision after that. Alice was discovering the essential paradox of power exchange. Submission to Esme’s whims freed her. The thousand decisions and choices she made each day in her mundane life were a prison, a network of very fine bars that seemed like nothing individually, yet together formed a trap from which she could not escape. Esme freed her of all that.  
 
    A tug on the leash made Alice raise her head again, and there was no hint of resistance in her as she watched another woman approach. Hope, her ever-present phone in her hand, filming the whole event, stepped forward. Her denim skirt had been discarded, and she stood before Alice in nothing but her T shirt and cowboy boots, her dyed blonde hair tumbling around her shoulders as she grinned down at Alice. A large purple dildo protruded from the harness she wore. Alice had watched the women put on their fake cocks, one after the other, and she had come to realize that these almost frightening appendages served a purpose beyond her own humiliation. The dildos had another end that slipped inside the wearer’s pussy, so that by fucking her with them, they were bringing themselves pleasure as well.  
 
    “That’s right,” Hope cooed, as her strap-on cock slid easily into Alice’s mouth. “Suck it, slut.” Alice’s jaw ached. But her ass ached more, from the encouraging lashes of Esme’s riding crop every time her mistress suspected that she was slacking off. Alice had learned a trick or two over the course of the evening, learning to adapt her technique. Sucking a strap-on cock might be superficially similar to the real thing, but there were fundamental differences. The dildos required more pressure, since the cocks themselves were insensate lumps of silicon, impervious to hurt. Apart from the psychological aspects, the pleasure the women got from making Alice blow them relied upon the sliding motion of the other end of the dildo, in and out of their dripping pussies. With that in mind, Alice gripped the fake cock between her lips like a vice, moving her head back and forth as much as the leash around her neck would allow in an attempt to please her cruel masters. Hope swept the hair back from Alice’s face, much the same as the other women had done when it was their turn. They all, it seemed, like to watch her debase herself. She stared up at Hope, maintaining eye contact as she took the bright purple phallus in and out between her lips, and Hope’s camera captured the whole degrading spectacle. Alice’s stomach fluttered as she wondered what would become of that video. She had no bargaining chips here. Leashed, on her hands and knees on the coffee table in Esme’s living room, a fake cock buried in either end of her while she gripped the wooden surface beneath her, she couldn’t be more at the mercy of these women. And some of them, at least, seemed to be remarkably free of that quality. 
 
    Alice groaned around the cock that filled her mouth. As hard as she tried to concentrate on giving Hope what she wanted, it wasn’t easy. Her body rocked to the rhythmic thrusts of the woman behind her, Carol’s own strap-on plunging in and out of her quivering pussy while the juices ran like water down her legs. Alice had long ago lost track of how many orgasms she had had. Any kind of rational thought was difficult now. Each orgasm seemed to feed the next, the waves of bliss getting both more frequent and more intense, and Alice found herself wondering how much more she could take, even as she craved it. She had been blessed to have multiple orgasms before, with her husband. But it was a rare occurrence, and it had never been anything like this intense. How could it be? She loved Lee, but he was just one man. There was no way he could do to her what she was experiencing at the hands of five kinky, dominant lesbians. The fact that it was women doing this to her only made the whole night that much more naughty, that much more delicious. There was once a time Alice considered herself one hundred per cent straight. There was once a time she’d never even seriously thought about being with another woman. Now she was - how did Esme put it? - the cunt slut of all these women, and she loved it. She still called herself straight. Esme seemed to like it that way. 
 
    “Oh, yeah, bitch,” Carol hissed behind her. The tall blonde with the angular beauty of a model was quieter than most of the others, but Alice could hear the strain in her voice as the pleasure from the slippery dildo took over. Her manicured hands gripped Alice’s hips, and Alice ignored the protest of her shaking thighs as she attempted to move her body in time with Carol’s motions. Pleasing these women was not only the key to Alice’s own pleasure. It was the best way to avoid further suffering. Alice moaned again as Carol panted and huffed behind her, knowing she was bringing yet another woman to orgasm enhancing her own pleasure. She cried out as Carol slapped her raised ass, a habit CJ had started but the other women had wholeheartedly adopted. The flesh of her buttocks burned with the constantly renewed sting of hands and belts and riding crops, and Alice wondered how much it would show when she went home. To her husband. The thought of Lee sitting at home, only able to imagine what she was experiencing, made her pussy pulse as it spasmed around Carol’s cock, and the tall woman slapped her again. 
 
    “Oh, you fucking slut!” she snarled. She held Alice’s pink leash tightly in her free hand, and Alice struggled to keep Hope’s cock in her mouth as Carol yanked back cruelly on the leash. Alice coughed and spluttered as the collar squeezed her throat. Hope chuckled, keeping her camera trained on Alice’s make-up smeared face as hot tears formed in her eyes. 
 
    “Choke on my cock, you whore,” she sneered. As the leash slackened slightly, Alice drew a deep breath and took Hope’s dildo deeper inside her ravaged mouth. Hope smiled triumphantly as she gazed around the living room. “I’m starting to see why men like this so much,” she smirked, and the watching women laughed at her observation. Alice’s body shone with sweat. In the heat of the moment, the pain of her weary muscles was suppressed by the throb of pleasure that raced through her addled mind.And these women had done an unbelievable job of keeping her on the peak of pleasure, never letting her relax for a moment as they worked as a team to fuck her for what seemed like hours. But in the shattered fragments of her rational mind, Alice knew she’d be sore tomorrow. She didn’t care, any more than her beautiful tormentors did. She would take what they wanted to give her until they were all thoroughly satisfied. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Alice cried out as she felt Carol’s sharp nails rake the skin at her sides, and her body was flung forward against Hope as the other woman buried her cock deep inside Alice’s pulsing pussy. Carol held Alice’s ass tightly, buried up to her fake balls in Alice’s pussy while the submissive woman spasmed and gasped, doing her best to maintain her sucking of Hope’s cock while her own body danced on the edge of another powerful orgasm. Carol shuddered, and a long moan escaped her throat. Alice couldn’t see the woman behind her, but the image shone clear as day in her mind. Carol’s long body standing ramrod straight, eyes closed and head thrown back to expose her swan-like neck as she cried her pleasure at the ceiling, wetness running down her toned thighs just the way it was running down Alice’s shaking legs. Alice convulsed with pleasure as she listened to Carol cum. 
 
    The leash went suddenly slack, trailing down Alice’s arched back. She groaned as she felt Carol withdraw her silicon cock. Her own body was hovering on the edge of yet another incapacitating orgasm, but Esme and her crop had been more than clear on this point. Alice’s pleasure was a side effect, not a goal of any kind. She was here to serve. Carol stepped back, and Alice saw her from the corner of her eye as the tall woman walked slowly around her. Alice stared up glassy-eyed at the camera as Hope withdrew, her lips making a wet popping sound as the purple dildo withdrew. 
 
    “Switch?” Hope smiled at Carol. 
 
    “Ok,” said Carol. Hope disappeared from view as Carol stood in front of Alice, and Alice braced herself for another round as the women used her sore body as their sexual plaything. 
 
    “Roll over,” Hope ordered from behind Alice, a quick slap punctuating her words as Alice began to move. Awkwardly, betrayed by her stiff limbs, Alice turned. With a grateful sigh, she sat back on the coffee table and lay down on her back, hindered by the tight corset she wore as much as by her own fatigue. Her hands and knees cried out in relief at the welcome change of position. Hope and Carol both loomed above her now, and Alice’s eyes jumped from one to another, half-afraid, half-elated as they grinned down at her. She felt the head of Hope’s cock pressing against the slick lips of her well-used pussy, and she didn’t even try to restrain her moan of pleasure as the woman slipped her strap on inside. 
 
    “You like that, slut?” Hope sneered, fixing Alice’s flushed face in the camera’s dark lens. 
 
    “Oh, yes,” Alice whimpered, “yes, Miss Hope!” The cock began to slide in and out of her swollen lips with ease, and Alice’s eyelids fluttered as the sensations overwhelmed her. Dimly, she noticed Esme rise from her seat on the couch and approach the table for a better look. 
 
    “Is this how your husband fucks you?” Hope demanded. Alice spread her legs wide as Hope plunged into her, her hands gripping Alice’s shuddering thighs as she gasped and shook on the table. Alice knew what Hope wanted to hear, what she wanted to get on video. More than any other woman here, she seemed to revel in the fact that Alice was a married and ostensibly straight woman, performing like a whore for a group of lesbians. 
 
    “No, Miss Hope,” Alice said, opening her eyes to stare directly into the phone Hope held above her. “My husband can’t fuck me like this. He can’t fuck like you do, Miss Hope.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Hope growled, and Alice yelped as she drove her cock deep into Alice’s trembling sex. A hand in her tangled hair pulled her head back down to the wooden table top, and Alice looked up at the coldly beautiful face of Carol towering above her.  
 
    “You want this cock, don’t you?” Carol sneered. 
 
    “Oh, yes please, Miss Carol,” Alice begged. The truth was, her mouth could use a rest. But Esme was hovering menacingly nearby, and Alice’s instructions were clear. She was to be the perfect empty-headed little slut for these women. And so she begged and simpered, and Carol smiled a chilly little smile as Alice raised her head from the table as far as she could crane her neck, her straining tongue gliding over the realistic fake balls that hung from Carol’s harness. Beneath the silicone, Alice felt sure she could detect the faint trace of Carol’s juices, and the thought made her pussy twitch and stream as Hope aggressively fucked it. 
 
    “Clean me up,” Carol ordered, her fist in Alice’s hair forcing her head back to the table as her glistening cock pressed against Alice’s lips. Alice opened wide, tasting herself on the dildo as she submissively licked the false veins bristling on its shaft. She had never tasted herself before. Strange, she thought, that her own pussy should be the sixth one she had tasted, and all in the space of one night. The variety of flavors produced by the same organ impressed her. Her own cum was weak and watery, though that might have something to do with the copious amounts of juices she had been shedding since her husband received an email ordering her to present herself at Esme’s house. Carol pressed forward, and Alice draped her head over the table’s edge, opening up her throat as Carol forced her cock inside. Alice breathed through her nose, inhaling the rich scent of female arousal, and forced herself to keep calm. She lay back on the table and felt her body expanding and contracting as two women fucked her from both ends, tossing her passive body about between them while she lay there and took it. She was nothing but a few holes to be used by these superior women, and they had every intention of reminding her of that fact. Her own helplessness aroused her, and her hands caressed her breasts as they bobbed frantically in the corset under the assault of the two women. 
 
    “Stop that.” Alice almost choked on Carol’s cock buried in her throat as a sharp pain bloomed in her chest. “Hands at your sides, slut,” Esme ordered, the riding crop’s tip twitching in her hand as she stood menacingly beside the table. Alice dropped her hands at once, gripping the table’s edge as Carol and Hope fucked her. But Esme’s cruelty had been awakened now. Another blow landed on Alice’s cleavage, edged in fire as she cried out piteously. Three more quick, sharp strikes reddened her spread thighs, making her twitch and dance as Hope continued to fuck her as hard as she could. 
 
    “You are not here to enjoy yourself, slut,” Esme said. “You are here to serve me and my friends. The mere fact that you are getting turned on by this just confirms what we already knew. You’re a born cunt slut, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Mmm-hmm,” Alice grunted. With Carol’s cock buried in her throat, it was all she could manage.  
 
    “Sluts like you need to learn their place,” Esme said. Alice gasped as more blows landed on her cleavage, but they lacked the fiery sting of the riding crop. Alice guessed Esme was using her hand now, making Alice’s fat corseted breasts bob and shudder with every blow. The humiliation hurt worse than the blows themselves, though as Esme continued to lay into her, Alice could feel her skin beginning to redden and burn beneath the angry slaps.  
 
    “Silly little straight girl,” Esme chuckled, and Alice heard Hope laugh along with her. No doubt the camera was rolling, capturing her humiliation forever as she writhed and mewed in a heady mix of pleasure and pain. “Just can’t help yourself, can you? Now you know how it feels to really be fucked. Not like that pathetic husband of yours.” Alice groaned again. Her heart blazed in shame and pity for Lee, stuck at home, his cock no doubt throbbing with desire as he tried and failed to imagine what she was going through. But after all, he had brought her here. He had followed Esme’s orders just as readily as she did, dressing his wife like a slutty sex slave then leaving her to the kinky devices of his lesbian boss. He wasn’t blameless here. Alice groaned and gagged, and the pain in her slapped boobs mingled with the torrent of pleasure radiating out from her well-fucked pussy until she could feel another orgasm approaching. She gripped the table and sucked in air through her nose while her body thrashed and flailed, the two women at either end continuing to fuck her mercilessly while Esme tortured her heaving boobs. More blows from the crop to her thighs made her hiss in pain, struggling to suck in enough air through her nostrils while Carol’s cock filled her mouth, and Alice squeezed her eyes tight shut between Carol’s thighs as the world whirled around her. 
 
    The pressure in her throat withdrew. Alice opened her eyes to see Carol stepping back, her obscene cock shining now with long strings of Alice’s saliva. Alice sucked down air into her sore throat as her orgasm slowly faded, her pussy still clenching and spasming around the invading cock that Hope continued to thrust into her. Her body slid on the table with the force of Hope’s thrusts, and her excited cries filled the air as her own orgasm approached. She had handed off her phone to someone else now, both hands gripping Alice’s thighs tightly as she devoted herself to fucking their humble slave with all she had. Esme smiled down on Alice like a sun appearing through menacing clouds as she strode slowly in her tall boots to the head of the table, her riding crop held across her shoulder. Alice’s sore boobs juddered in the restrictive corset as her body shifted.  
 
    “Ok, slut,” Esme smiled. Her turquoise eyes shone with arousal and malice. Impossible to name the exact shade of her bright iris, now blue, now green, like a shallow sea under a shifting sun. Alice still had that feeling in the pit of her stomach, the mushy kind of feeling she got whenever she looked at her husband’s boss, like a silly little girl lusting after her crush. Esme didn’t need whips and handcuffs. Alice was trapped by Esme’s ethereal beauty more than by any locks and chains. She trembled on the table beneath Hope as Esme removed her shirt and unhooked her bra, naked now but for the glossy boots her slave had willingly worshiped at the start of the evening. Alice watched in breathless anticipation as Esme reached for the plain wooden chair that Carol had thrust aside and pulled it back to the end of the table beside Alice’s head. Alice licked her lips, working the stiffness out of her aching jaw. Her mistress, she had no doubt, wished to use her mouth. 
 
    With impressive flexibility, Esme stood on one leg, abruptly raising the other foot above the table. Her shining boot came down on Alice’s shoulder, the slender heel making her gasp as it dug lightly into her skin. Esme’s eyes glowed as she trailed the tip of the crop down her slave’s prone body, tracing the provocative bulge of her breasts, the tight narrowness of her stomach, her shaking hips, wet with sweat and cum. Esme surveyed Alice like a conquered land, increasing the pressure of her heel on Alice’s shoulder as she leaned forward, almost absent-mindedly, her smiling eyes making their leisurely way back along Alice’s body to finally settle on her slave’s wide eyes.  
 
    “So, slut,” she said, “have you learned your place in life now?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Alice gasped, as Esme’s thin heel dug just a little deeper. 
 
    “And what is it?” Esme said. “Say it loud, so everyone can hear you.” 
 
    “My place in life is to serve my mistress,” Alice said in a ringing voice, “and her friends, in any way they see fit. I am a cunt slut and a fuck toy. I am your little straight slut, Mistress.” Esme smiled as faint gasps rose from the watching women. She basked in her moment of ultimate and very public triumph, and Alice fearfully watched the tip of the riding crop as it hovered dangerously above her. 
 
    “What about your husband?” Esme asked quietly. Hope cried out, and Alice shuddered as the fake cock plowed into her. She gulped. 
 
    “He can’t fuck me like you and your friends, Mistress,” Alice panted as her cheeks reddened. “Please. I need it. I need pussy. You’ve turned me into a pussy-craving slut, Mistress. Pussy is far better than cock. I know that now.” Cheers erupted from the other women as Esme raised her arms in triumph. Over Hope’s pants and groans, Alice heard glasses clink as the lesbians celebrated their victory. Esme lifted her foot from Alice’s shoulder and climbed onto the table. Alice could feel the wetness of the other woman’s pussy as she straddled her, her bent knees on either side of Alice’s head and the cold leather of her boots pressing against her shoulders, pinning her down. 
 
    “This pussy is your world now,” Esme said. Alice gazed up into the wet depths of her mistress’s sex, and licked her lips. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” she breathed. 
 
    “Your only goal in life is to serve me and worship this pussy, isn’t that right?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress.” 
 
    “I bet you’d like to lick it, wouldn’t you, you slut?” 
 
    “Yes Mistress, please,” Alice whimpered. Her jaw ached from hours of grovelling worship and oral serviced, but all pain seemed to vanish as she stared at the pussy of the woman who owned her, inhaling her sweet scent as her drooling sex hovered a few tantalizing inches in front of Alice’s face. As Hope’s constant thrusts drew new heights of pleasure from Alice’s ravaged body, she abandoned herself to sweet submission. “Please let me worship your pussy, Mistress,” she groaned. “It is my only goal. I need it, Mistress. Please let me serve you, please!” 
 
    “No,” smiled Esme. The gasps that rose from the onlookers mingled with Alice’s own cry of surprise. “You don’t deserve this pussy,” Esme sneered. “Pussy is for real women, not married straight sluts like you.” Alice stared up at her mistress in confusion as Esme began to move. Reaching forward, she grabbed the back of the wooden chair and used it to shuffle over Alice’s face, her wet pussy hovering just above her slave’s mouth before moving on. Esme kneeled on the chair now, facing away from Alice, the soft globes of her ass hovering above the submissive woman. She turned her head, staring down at the confused woman below her. 
 
    “But you can serve me, slut,” she grinned. “You can eat my asshole instead.” A chorus of cheers rang out in the room. Alice barely had time to draw a breath before Esme lowered herself into position, her puckered asshole settling on top of Alice’s trapped mouth. She had never done anything like this before. But she had meant what she had said. Esme owned her now. If this was what she wanted, Alice had to comply. 
 
    Esme moaned as she felt Alice’s tongue slip past the tight ring of her hole. Blissfully, she closed her eyes. “That’s right, slut,” she purred. “Get that tongue all the way in there.” Esme’s nipples hardened as she basked in her power, the crop slanted across her naked shoulder while her slave debased herself utterly. Hope cried out, and Esme felt the constant rocking as she fucked Alice hard. A sharp slap against Alice’s thigh made her yelp, and Esme moaned in pleasure as she felt her slave’s tongue vibrate in her asshole. Hope reached her orgasm in a cacophony of curses and screams, and Alice’s body vibrated with shared pleasure as she serviced her mistress.  
 
    Hope withdrew, and stumbled backwards. She flopped bonelessly into a vacant chair, the jutting, permanently hard cock glistening with feminine cum as it rose into the air between her legs. Esme looked around her living room from her seat on Alice’s face. The place was in disarray, bearing the signs of their wild bacchanal. Over on the sofa, CJ and Carol were passionately making out, excited by the orgy they had indulged in. The other women looked tired. Esme was tired, too. She could only imagine the weariness Alice must feel. But she wasn’t quite done yet. Grabbing the back of the wooden chair, she lifted herself off Alice’s mouth, and heard her slave gulp in air frantically. Esme’s boots rapped against the floor as she stood. Her eyes met Alice’s. 
 
    “Turn over,” she said. “On your stomach.” Alice struggled to comply. Her boobs were squashed beneath her as she lay face down on the coffee table, encouraged by playful blows on her exposed skin from Esme’s riding crop. “Grab the legs of the table,” Esme ordered. Alice complied, and Esme crouched at her side, using short lengths of rope to tie Alice’s wrists in place. Alice was bent at the waist, her knees on the floor and her raised ass completely exposed. Esme stood, and chuckled at Alice’s adorable little yelp as she struck her raised cheek with the crop again. Esme made her way slowly towards the box of toys, and slowly back again. Alice’s hair clung to her face as she craned her neck, trying to keep her mistress in sight. When Esme stood in front of her again, Alice watched as she fastened a strap-on harness tightly in place. Her fake cock was black, too, and it shone like a weapon in front of Alice’s tired face as Esme stroked it. Slowly, she lowered herself to her knees, and her fake cock hovered in front of Alice’s face. 
 
    “Get this nice and wet, slut,” she ordered as she stroked Alice’s chestnut hair. “It’ll be easier that way.” Alice’s tongue snaked out as she ran it over the hard cock, her head bobbing up and down while she stared up submissively at her mistress. Soon, the dildo was shining with saliva. Esme stood. Alice shuddered as Esme traced the riding crop down her spine, teasing her with it. Alice tried to look back over her shoulder as Esme stood behind her. A sharp blow from the crop made the skin on her ass sting, and she stared straight ahead again. When she felt something wet against her skin, she gasped.  
 
    “Tell me, slut,” Esme said, “has your bitch husband even been here?” Alice gasped again, and the rope grew tight around her wrists as she struggled uselessly. Esme’s fingers were in her asshole, first one, then two, gliding in and out as she massaged lube into Alice’s crack. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” Alice gasped in a voice that cracked with fear and need. 
 
    “Has any man?” 
 
    “No,” Alice croaked. 
 
    “Good,” said Esme. She withdrew her fingers, and Alice bit her lip as she felt the head of Esme’s dildo pressing against her tight pucker. “I get to be the first. And the only. You tell your husband what happened here, when you get home. You tell him I own your asshole now. It’s mine, alone.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistr - oh!” Alice cried out, and her eyes rolled back in her head as Esme slowly, slowly pushed her way inside. The discomfort was intense, but as her mistress continued to press, Alice felt herself relaxing. She had never felt so full. Her empty pussy tingled. As Esme began to very slowly, very gently slide her cock in and out, Alice gasped and shuddered, her head on the tabletop. She was enjoying this. 
 
    Esme was slow, but thorough. Alice completely lost track of time while her mistress fucked her expanding asshole. When she heard Esme finally cum, her own pussy pulsed, spewing hot juices down her trembling legs. When Esme withdrew, Alice felt empty, almost lonely.  
 
    “There,” said Esme, panting as her orgasm subsided. “I’d say she’s learned her place, wouldn’t you ladies?” A murmur of agreement rose from the group. Vanessa stood, and walked back behind Alice with something small in her hand. She jumped at the feel of something new and unknown against her skin. As she felt it move, Esme laughed. 
 
    “There,” said Vanessa. “I’ve signed this slut’s ass. She belongs to us.” Laughter broke out around the room. Esme took the pen from Vanessa and added her own signature. One by one, the women came and signed Alice’s ass while she lay bent helplessly over the coffee table. After a group photo was taken, the women returned to their seats. Esme walked around to the side of the table, crouching as she undid the ropes that bound Alice’s wrists. Alice straightened up. 
 
    “Tired?” asked Esme. Her swirling eyes shone with delight, but Alice’s stomach fluttered as she saw some genuine concern reflected in Esme’s beautiful orbs. She nodded. 
 
    “Ok,” said Esme. Rising, she took Alice’s hand and helped the submissive woman to her feet. “I have a room ready for you,” she said. “You can stay here tonight, and Lee can come and get you in the morning. This way.” Alice followed Esme in a kind of trance of tiredness, every muscle in her body singing with pain now that her arousal was beginning to fade. Their high heels echoed on the stone floor as they left the living room and crossed the empty hallway. Esme took Alice’s arm as they climbed the broad stairs together. In a small room at the top of the stairs, Alice sat heavily on the bed. Smiling, Esme kneeled on the mattress behind her, skilfully undoing the laces of the corset and peeling it from Alice’s body. Alice drew a deep breath, and sighed. 
 
    “You were wonderful,” Esme said. Still kneeling behind Alice, she brushed the woman’s hair aside. Alice closed her eyes and smiled as she felt Esme kiss her neck, the faint ghost of desire raising its shadowy head in her blood despite her weariness. The mattress shifted as Esme stood. 
 
    “Ok,” she said, her bare breasts bobbing as she made her way to the door, “sleep tight. I’ll see you in the morning.” The door closed, and Alice listened to her mistress’s heels recede through the high-ceilinged halls of her massive house. She flopped back onto the bed. In seconds, she had fallen into a deep and dreamless sleep. 
 
    * 
 
    “Oh fuck! Oh fuck!” 
 
    Alice lay beneath me, her hair flung across the pillow as she writhed and thrashed. I drove myself against her, thrusting my cock into her up to the hilt, my feet scrabbling in the sheets as I tried to reclaim her while the cries of pleasure were torn from my throat. My orgasm seemed to rise up from the soles of my feet, gathering speed and power as it flowed through me, and Alice moaned loudly as I exploded inside her. My cock jumped as I pumped my seed deep into her, snarling with pleasure against the damp pillow as I buried my face next to hers. With a shudder that rippled though my whole body, I relaxed. Alice sighed as I rolled off her. For a moment, we lay side by side on the bed, the warm air in the bedroom heavy with the smell of pleasure, the walls seeming to still ring from our cries. 
 
    “Fuck,” she whispered breathily, “that was good.” 
 
    “I can’t believe you did that,” I panted. The visions of debauchery she had conjured still danced before my tired eyes, even as the last ember of my orgasm was crushed out. 
 
    “Me neither,” Alice grinned. “But it was so hot. So dirty. And I think you liked hearing about it.” 
 
    “I did,” I panted ruefully as our mingled cum dried on my cock, “I did.” 
 
    “Good,” smiled Alice. “Because something tells me Esme has more plans for me. Maybe for you too. And we’d better do what she says. She’s my mistress, after all.” Alice turned her head to grin at me. Her eyes shone like gold, lit from withing by some alchemical fire that transformed their usual brown tone. My cock twitched against my leg. Esme. My wife’s mistress. Impossible to believe that this was our life now. 
 
    Alice laughed out loud as I climbed back on top of her, my cock hardening again like a miracle. She wrapped her arms around my neck, and we kissed. My slutty, sexy, beautiful wife. What more could a guy want? 
 
      
 
    My Boss Owns My Wife 
 
      
 
    When the blood is up, things seem to make more sense. Desire can block out everything else, the same way your inhibitions so easily dissolve in a flood of alcohol. I once read that there’s a scientific explanation for this, the way that our sex drive can make us do things we’d never normally contemplate once we’re turned on. But I’m not a scientist. All I know is that I woke up Monday morning with a sick feeling of fear in my guts.  
 
    Esme’s seduction of my wife wasn’t quick. They became friends first, and as weird as I found it that my wife was friends with my boss, I didn’t interfere. Nor did I particularly want to hang out with the two of them, though. Maybe if I had, things might have turned out differently. Attraction grows in the dark, and secrets can bind people together. Maybe none of this would have happened if I’d paid more attention. And overall, I’m glad it did happen. My life has never been this satisfying, this exciting. But there are times when I long for normality. And the Monday morning following Alice’s utter degradation at the hands of Esme and her friends was definitely one of those times. 
 
    I put on my clothes slowly, deliberately, like a man facing a death sentence. Alice watched. She normally goes to work later than me, and on that morning, she sat up in our bed, propped against the headboard, her eyes glowing like amber as a smile crept across her face. She knew what was racing through my mind. She knew the feelings that were churning in my guts. And she was reveling in it. Don’t get me wrong, my wife’s not a cruel person. We’re very deeply in love. But I think she was getting a certain satisfaction from the prospect of my imminent humiliation at the hands of Esme. And that was only fair. The tale of Alice’s recent and much more extensive humiliation had been keeping me hard all weekend. If I got to enjoy hers, she was only being fair in savoring mine. The fact that my cock was starting to throb in my pants didn’t exactly help my composure as I prepared myself for the day ahead. Finally ready, I leaned over the bed towards Alice, and she seized my dangling tie, pulling my mouth towards hers as she kissed me aggressively. This wasn’t my usual, sweet little Alice. Perhaps she was learning sexual aggression from her new girlfriends. There was no better teacher than Esme. 
 
    “Say hi to Esme for me,” Alice smiled as the kiss broke, still holding tightly to my tie as I tried to pull away. “Mistress Esme, I mean.” My cock bloomed as it hardened in my pants, and my eyes sought out the red numbers on the display of the bedside clock. Was there time? No. I didn’t want to be late, not today. My pulsing body cried out for release, but I gritted my teeth as Alice released my tie and pulled away. My pleasure would have to wait for tonight, I told myself. Alice was going to pay for winding me up like this.  
 
    The drive to work is always slow, especially on a Monday. This time, it took forever. I felt I would step out of the car and trip over a long white beard by the time I got to work, it took so long to push my way carefully through the crawling convoys of traffic. But then, every minute spent in the car was another minute I didn’t have to face my boss. Maybe she wouldn’t come in today, I told myself. Maybe she’d be sick. But that would only delay the inevitable, I realized. I couldn’t avoid my boss forever. I had handed my wife over to her, handcuffed and leashed, and neither of us were ever going to forget that fact, or what happened after. I tried desperately to think of something else as my cock began to harden again. The last thing I wanted was for Esme to notice my erection. Just the thought of it was enough to make my cheeks burn with shame as I stared sightlessly at the glowing brake lights of the car that sat unmoving in front of me. Come on, Lee, I feebly tried to tell myself. It’s not going to be that bad. It’s not like she’s going to call you out in front of everyone there. She shouldn’t be doing this either. Getting involved with the wife of a direct subordinate - how would that look to upper management? She has more to lose than you. Maybe she won’t say anything? Maybe she’ll want to keep work and private life completely separate? I sucked in air and tried to calm myself, and all the while, the towers of the downtown core crept nearer and nearer. Finally, suddenly, horribly, I was at work. 
 
    The door of my car made a loud boom that echoed through the underground parking lot. My knees felt loose and weirdly elastic as I made my way to the elevator. I rode alone in the car, my stomach churning. I didn’t know what I wanted. Was it better if Esme was there, to get it over with right away? Should I try to force some interaction between us, just to test the waters? Or was it better to hang back and follow her lead?The elevator doors slid open, and the coffee scented air of the office surrounded me as I stepped forward like a martyr thrown to the lions. The office was quiet. In the distance, a phone rang, unanswered. I was a few minutes early, despite the traffic. Many of the staff hadn’t arrived yet. 
 
    “What’s up, man.” Scott had arrived. He was standing by the coffee machine, leaning against the small counter with a steaming mug in his fist. His sandy blonde hair was swept back from his face, his faint stubble sharp-edged and deliberate. He looked exactly like what he was - a salesman. He was good at it, too. Sales was like another language to me, one that I could learn the basics of with a lot of time and study, perhaps. But I would never be fluent. Whereas Scott was a native. Many people can learn to sell, but I still believe that some are born for it. Scott was. You couldn’t bring him down, couldn’t diminish his palpable confidence. Everything was an opportunity, like that old chestnut people say about the Chinese character for crisis. Scott had adopted those kind of mantras wholesale. I found myself wondering, if something like what had happened to me had happened to him, how he would react. He probably wouldn’t be afraid to face Esme, the way I was. He’d probably brag about it. Scott wasn’t a man given to self-effacement. 
 
    “Good weekend?” he asked, his gray eyes shining over the mug of coffee as he lifted it to his lips. 
 
    “Not bad,” I shrugged noncommittally. I didn’t want to think about the weekend. Even if there was no way to think of anything else.  
 
    “Get up to anything exciting?” I studied his face as I stirred a generous portion of sugar into my drink. Did he know? Fear works in funny ways. When you feel something so strongly, it becomes nearly impossible to believe that not everyone can see it. There was no way. Esme wouldn’t tell him, would she? Of course not. And when would she have been able to? I brushed the thought away. Scott didn’t know anything, of course he didn’t. 
 
    “Not really,” I said. “Just hanging out around the house, spending time with the wife.” 
 
    “Nothing wrong with that,” Scott said. “Just chilling.” 
 
    “Yeah, basically,” I said. “You?” 
 
    “Yeah, not bad,” Scott said. “An old college buddy was in town, so we hit the casino, then a couple of clubs. Here, check this out.” As Scott reached for his phone, I breathed a silent sigh of relief. He didn’t know anything. The whole reason he had asked about my weekend was so that he could tell me about his. For once, I was glad to hear about it. Scott’s only a couple of years younger than me, but he’s single. As any guy with single friends will tell you, that makes all the difference. Scott made decent money, but more than that, he had that confidence, that swagger. He was the type of guy that could walk into a club and know that he didn’t have to leave alone if he didn’t want to. I was never that guy. But in my younger years, I did ok. I don’t miss it. What I have now, with Alice, is far better. But men are men, married or single. There’s always going to be that part of the most placid husband that sees the girls go by and thinks about what it might be like to be single again. Of course, I didn’t have to wonder. I had Scott to tell me. 
 
    “What do you think?” He held his phone at arm’s length in front of me. A dark-haired girl filled the small screen. She was smiling for the camera, cute dimples showing in her cheeks as she sucked on the thin black straw that disappeared into the depths of her drink. She had a vaguely Hispanic look about her, dark hair, dark eyes. 
 
    “Nice,” I said. “She’s hot.” 
 
    “Yep,” said Scott, his eyes on the phone as he scrolled through the pictures. The next was of her and him, faces pressed together, Scott’s arm visible on one side of the frame as he led the phone out and above them, trying to catch that flattering angle people use for selfies. Next, the two of them were kissing. A couple of confused photos followed. It looked like Scott had tried to take a couple of pictures while the two of them danced together, and while they hadn’t exactly come out right, the overall message was clear. Glimpses of the girl’s hot body showed at off angles: the swell of a breast here, the curve of a hip there. Scott was grinning, his eyes on the phone, no doubt reliving the moment mentally as he shared it with me.  
 
    “And there we go,” he said proudly. The final photo was of a black lacy bra on the floor of what I took to be his bedroom. 
 
    “Come on, man,” I said as I turned my head away. 
 
    “What?” Scott asked. 
 
    “I don’t need to see that,” I said. 
 
    “There’s more,” Scott grinned. “But I know how you get, so I spared you those. Unless you wanna see?” 
 
    “No,” I said, “no I don’t.” Looking at some sexy young Latina was not going to help my own predicament, beyond the slight distraction it provided. Scott chuckled as he slipped the phone back into his pocket. 
 
    “I don’t know what bothers you so much,” he said. “I have to go out and meet these girls. I don’t have some hot wife at home like you do.” If only you knew, I thought to myself. It’s true. Alice is hot, and everyone knows it. That’s the trouble. 
 
    “Is Esme in?” I asked, my eyes scanning the office. The elevator was busy now, opening regularly to disgorge small groups of tired-eyed workers. I didn’t have much interaction with the call center staff, except on the odd occasions when they needed something technical. The call center pretty much did its own thing, under the watchful eyes of Patricia, their manager. She, Scott, Esme and me were almost our own team within the workplace, our offices separated from the rest of them by an angle of the corridor and heavy glass doors. We even had our own break room back there. About the only thing we shared was the bathrooms and the elevator. It’s an arrangement that suits me fine. I’m not an asshole. It’s not like I hate people. I just like to minimize the amount I have to deal with them. Small groups suit me far better, generally.  
 
    “Haven’t seen her yet,” Scott said as he took another sip of coffee. Without a word being said, we both began to move, back towards our own offices as the call center began to fill up and the noise increased. Most of the workers here were in their early twenties, some even younger. They were all busy catching up with each other about their weekends, and I wanted no part of it. “You need to see her?” 
 
    “No,” I said, pushing aside the door of my own office. “No, not really.” Stepping inside, I let the glass door swing shut behind me and sighed. Setting my coffee down on the desk, I took a seat. The idea of getting much work done today seemed laughable. I opened my emails, sent a few easy replies. But my mind was elsewhere. I wasn’t waiting long. I heard Esme before I saw her, her high heels thumping dully on the short office carpet as she approached. No one else wore shoes like that. Her office was at the end of the hallway, with mine and Scott’s on either side. As I listened to her approach, I tried to keep my eyes on my screen. Engrossed in work. But it was impossible. As she passed in front of the glass door, she peered in, caught me looking, and smiled. I gulped. 
 
    She looked gorgeous. Esme always does. There’s a stereotype of lesbians, that they dress mannishly or are otherwise butch. Then there’s the other stereotype, promulgated by Hollywood and the fantasies of straight men like me, that they’re all supermodels. Well, Esme was far closer to the latter than the former. I’d never seen her wear the same outfit twice, and I’d never once seen her in clothes that were in the least bit casual. She always dressed to impress, and there was always that whiff of sex about the way she looked, that sex appeal she flaunted as though to torment us men who could never hope to possess her. Knowing what I knew now, it wouldn’t surprise me if that was at least part of why she looked the way she did. Esme, my wife informed me, was big on teasing. 
 
    Her black silk shirt shone in the overhead light, and her knee-length skirt clung tightly to her legs, showing the shape of her thighs with every step. The skirt was a kind of yellowish-green, with an intricate pattern of black lace overlaid on it. The tall heels she wore made her walk with an almost eerie grace, practiced as she was in wearing such shoes. Her blonde hair, normally tied back in a ponytail for work, hung free around her slender shoulders, making the bold red of her lips seem almost to glow. Her sparkling eyes met mine, and she smiled.  
 
    In an instant, she was gone. The encounter lasted barely a second, and yet I slumped back in my chair as though I had just run a marathon, breathing hard. My heart thumped in my chest. My head was spinning. All she had done was smile, I told myself. But it was the way she had smiled. The knowledge in those glittering eyes, as though I could see the memories they held of what she and her friends had done to my wife. There was a challenge in her gaze. And as I flopped back in my chair, I knew it was a challenge I could never hope to meet. 
 
    Slowly, I waited for the pounding in my chest to subside. Slowly, I regained my breath. My computer screen swam before me, somehow unintelligible. The emails I studied quizzically may as well have been written in hieroglyphics. I realized with a dawning sense of dread that there was nothing for it. I was going to have to talk to her, just to see how she wanted to play this thing. If I wanted to be able to focus on anything else, I had to try. I waited for twenty minutes to pass. Then, figuring my nerves were as calm as they were going to get, I stood and made my way to Esme’s office, pulling aside the heavy door. 
 
    She was on the phone. Her chair pivoted silently as she turned to face me, and she smiled as she extended one delicate finger, telling me to wait. The breath steamed in my flared nostrils as I shifted uncomfortably on my feet. Already, this encounter was going differently to how I had imagined it, and that alone was enough to throw me off the precarious balance I had struggled to achieve. 
 
    “Ok. Ok. Alright then,” Esme spoke into the receiver of the phone. She’d always had a somewhat clipped way of talking, a manner of speech that made her seem a little pushy at times. Which, I supposed, she was. She hadn’t gotten to where she was in the firm by being timid, that was for sure. She was used to power, both in the office and outside of it. Oh, please no, I silently begged as my cock twitched in the prison of my pants. Trying not to look at her, I gazed out of the large window behind her and watched the traffic move in the streets below. 
 
    “Ok, will do,” said Esme. “Alright. Sounds good. Ok. Bye.” The phone clicked back into its cradle as she set it down. My heart convulsed as she turned her attention fully on me, and I felt myself falling into those glowing sea-colored eyes, like a bird hypnotized by the weaving of a cobra. 
 
    “What can I do for you, Lee?” she asked. Her skirt sighed softly as she crossed her legs, her smooth and flawless skin visible through the glass top of her desk. My tongue froze to the roof of my mouth. I hadn’t thought of what I was actually going to say. I opened my mouth, and closed it again, a landed fish sucking thin air, and she watched in silent amusement. In the room between us, there was my wife, bent over a coffee table and screaming in sluttish ecstasy, and I knew we both could see it. I folded my hands at my waist, hoping to cover myself.  
 
    “I - er - I - was thinking,” I stammered. “I’ve been looking into the system architecture, and I think there’s some places were I can eliminate some redundancies. When we migrated from the old system, some of the old procedures were kept in place, just because we needed a stop-gap that would work for the time being. But that was a year ago. I think - some of the ways we’re doing things - they can be done better.” 
 
    “Ok,” said Esme. “The smile slowly faded from her red lips, and she was all business. My heart leaped. “What kind of disruption are we talking about?” 
 
    “Minimal,” I said. “At least, I think it can be minimal. I’d need to try a few things out, but I could have something ready by the end of the week.” 
 
    “Great,” said Esme, leaning back in her chair. “Let me know what you find.” 
 
    “Yeah, ok. Sure,” I babbled. Esme watched, turning slowly in her chair, as the silence returned to her office. 
 
    “Was there something else?” she said finally. 
 
    “Oh - no. No, nothing. I’ll, er - I’ll get on that - thing…we just discussed…” 
 
    “Ok then.” Esme was smiling again. My discomfort was obvious, and I could feel the blood rising to my cheeks as she calmly watched me. Turning abruptly, I yanked open her door and scuttled back to my own office, sighing with relief. It was work, just work. It was weird between us, and it probably always would be. After all, the woman was sleeping with my wife. But I could keep it professional between us if she could. I was sure of that. Settling back into my own chair, I opened a system map of the office programs. All that talk about architecture had been utter bullshit, made up on the spur of the moment. Now I had to at least make it look like I had tried to look into it. 
 
    * 
 
    “Here you go, boss.” The shawarma guy doesn’t know my name. He probably should; I go to his cart often enough. But as we’ve established, I’m not the friendly type. I don’t know his name either, and I don’t particularly want to. Shawarma Guy works for me.  
 
    I know, I know. It’s cheaper to bring food from home. Healthier, too. We’re all supposed to brown bag it now, then head to the gym after work. But I like my shawarma. It’s a little indulgence that helps get me through my more trying days. I don’t smoke, and I rarely drink. I like junk food. Sue me.  
 
    I rode the elevator back up to the office, the foil-wrapped treat like a small club in my hand. Inside the small break room we had for ourselves, Scott was munching on a sandwich. Wheat bread. I bet he makes his own lunches every day. I know for a fact he goes to the gym. But he’s single. I’m not saying getting married is an excuse to let yourself go. But it does remove one of the bigger incentives to stay in shape. Alice still finds me attractive, and that’s what matters. Though not, of course, as attractive as my boss. 
 
    “Pete?” Scott asked as I entered, arching his brows over his sandwich. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Did you go to Pete?” he asked. His eyes indicated the wrap in my hand, and I lifted it slightly. 
 
    “The guy outside? Yeah.” Pete. Of course Scott would know his name. Scott was a talker. It just seemed to come naturally to him. 
 
    “Right on,” Scott said as I sat across the table from him and peeled the tin foil from my lunch. How many times had Scott even been to the shawarma cart? I’d never seen him eat one. I’d seen him get takeout exactly once, and that was sushi. Sometimes it feels like I live in a different world to most people, following rules that I thought were the same ones everyone else was taught, only to find out that they got a completely different set of instructions on how to live. Scott finished up his sandwich and dusted the crumbs from his hands. “Well,” he said, and then the door opened, and Esme walked in. 
 
    She smiled in greeting at the two of us, her heels rapping loudly on the tiled floor as she made her way to the small fridge. I could hardly look at her. Instead, I watched Scott’s eyes following her as she turned away from us. I didn’t need to see her tight skirt straining against her round ass as she bent over the fridge’s open door, fishing for her lunch. I could see it in Scott’s reaction, the slight widening of his eyes, the flare of his nostrils. As Esme straightened and turned, he hurriedly looked away. I kept my eyes on my own lunch, starting to drip through the foil onto the pile of napkins I had prudently placed beneath it while Esme sat beside me, far too close for comfort, peeling the lid from her salad. 
 
    “Hey Esme, check this out,” said Scott. I watched from beneath lowered brows as he produced his phone and handed it across the table, suppressing a sigh. Esme’s fork hovered halfway to her lips as she looked at Scott’s latest conquest. 
 
    “Oh, she’s cute,” Esme smiled. “What’s she doing with you?” 
 
    “It’s all in how you talk to them,” Scott said, preening and strutting like a rooster. “I had her eating out of my hand.” Esme snorted. 
 
    “Just your hand?” she said. Scott’s raucous laughter drowned out the sound as I choked on a piece of shawarma. 
 
    “Among other places,” he said. “She’s not your type, Esme. Some women just need a man’s touch, that’s all.” 
 
    “Yeah, I wouldn’t be so sure,” smiled Esme. Her eyes glittered as she scrolled through the photos on Scott’s phone. “She looks like exactly my type. Pretty, straight and unfulfilled.” 
 
    “So what did you do with your weekend?” Scott asked as Esme handed back his phone. “Get any action?”  
 
    “Oh yeah,” she grinned. “Like you wouldn’t believe.” 
 
    “So? What was she like? Where did you meet her? Come on, details!” Esme shook her head, her blonde hair trailing over her silk-clad shoulders. 
 
    “Why, so you can go jerk off in your office thinking about it?” she said. “I don’t think so.” Scott’s chair scraped along the floor as he stood up. Spreading his hands wide, he smiled at Esme. 
 
    “Can’t blame a guy for trying, Es,” he said. 
 
    “I can, and I do,” she replied. Chuckling, Scott headed back to his office, closing the break room door behind him. Now it was just me, and her. I studied my half-eaten shawarma furiously. 
 
    “Yes, it was quite the weekend,” she said. “I’m sure you heard all about it.” My stomach clenched. She had just been waiting for her moment. I wasn’t going to get away without discussing this. My skin prickled as the blood rushed to my face.  
 
    “Yeah,” I grunted. I could hear lettuce crunching as Esme chewed thoughtfully. She swallowed. 
 
    “Seeing is believing, though,” she said. “Would you like to see the video?” 
 
    My head shot up, my eyes burning as they met the cool green glow of hers. I knew one of Esme’s friends had filmed some of the action, according to Alice. My cock throbbed at the thought of this group of dominant lesbians sharing footage of my wife’s disgrace. Of course I wanted to see the video. Just hearing about it secondhand had tormented me with lust all weekend. 
 
    “Y-yes,” I stammered. Esme smiled. Her skirt whispered again as she uncrossed her legs and stood, straightening her amazing body slowly as she rose to her feet. She picked up her salad, and the smell of her perfume filled my nostrils, her golden hair brushing against my chest as she lowered her red lips to my ear. 
 
    “Come by my office at five,” she said. “Once everyone’s gone. We’ll have a little viewing party.” My head was reeling. Two different universes - my work, and my sex life - were crashing into one another, and I struggled to draw my breath. 
 
    “I just - I’ll let Alice know I’ll be late,” I stammered. 
 
    “Oh, don’t worry about that,” Esme said. She stood up, looming above me as I sat in a cheap plastic chair, the remains of the shawarma dripping sadly into a puddle on the table, completely forgotten. “She already knows.” 
 
    * 
 
    “Sit down.”  
 
    It was five minutes past five. The office cleared out quick. Most of the kids in the call center showed up ten minutes late and left ten minutes early. Scott had a little more leeway to set his own hours, and he’d left around three for a meeting with a potential client. He wouldn’t be back. We were alone. 
 
    Esme sat in her chair as I entered, regal as a queen. The dying light outside shone in her trailing hair, making the blonde strands glow in a halo around her pretty face. It was no mystery what my wife saw in her. Esme was undeniably beautiful. But it wasn’t that alone that attracted Alice. It was Esme’s dominant nature and her devious mind. My stomach churned as I stepped into her office and closed the door behind me. She had drawn the blinds to cover the glass door. I didn’t know if that was a relief, or something else to worry about. Her long legs were crossed, her black patent pump dangling from one foot as she watched me approach. My wife had kissed those feet. I blinked the thought away. 
 
    A single chair sat squarely in front of her desk, chrome arms shining against the black leather in the twilight. Like everything in Esme’s office, herself included, it looked expensive. High end. Luxury. I settled nervously into the chair, and Esme reached across her glass desk, turning her monitor to face me. Standing, she began to roll her own chair out from behind the desk to rest beside me. She wasn’t joking when she said we would be watching this together. This, I already knew, was going to be the most awkward encounter of my life. Esme’s chair sighed softly as she bent her body into it. Watching the swell of her hips beneath her pencil skirt, I was almost jealous of it. 
 
    “Obviously, Hope wasn’t there at the start of the night, when you dropped your slut wife off with me,” Esme said. “She didn’t start filming until a lot had already happened. But I’m sure you can use your imagination.” Esme pressed a button on a tiny remote control she held, and the dark screen burst into life. Hidden speakers broadcast the moans of women into the room, and as I watched with wide airs, Esme swiveled in her chair. Sitting side-on to me, she draped her legs across my lap, as though I were a piece of furniture. Yet, as my cock swelled urgently, I didn’t protest. On the screen, my wife was moaning in a mixture of pleasure and pain as a gang of beautiful vultures surrounded her, making her say and do things that simultaneously made my heart ache and my cock throb. I shifted in my seat. 
 
    “No. Leave it there,” said Esme sharply. Her eyes stayed on the screen, but there was no question that her instruction was aimed at me. I shifted back. My cock, now fully erect in my pants, brushed against her silky calf. Esme smiled. 
 
    “I want to feel it,” she said quietly, still watching the video. “I want to feel how hard you get when you watch me fuck your wife.” Being in contact with her only made my erection harder. My hands gripped the chrome arms of the chair, leaving tiny fingerprints that quickly evaporated when I moved my hands. My scrotum tightened against my body as desire overwhelmed me, just as it overwhelmed my wife as Esme and her friends toyed with her on the screen 
 
    “Do you want to take it out?” Esme said, her voice barely more than a whisper. She was looking at me now, her blue-green eyes sparkling like a summer sea as she smiled deviously. “It’s ok if you do. You can jerk it if you want. Just don’t cum.” I stared at her in disbelief. My beautiful boss smiling at me, her sexy legs draped over my lap, telling me to get my cock out. Despite the outrageousness of the situation, despite the deep shame I felt, I couldn’t help myself. Esme’s smile deepened as I undid my zipper and wrestled my erection out through the front of my pants. She chuckled as she felt the hot throb of my blood against her leg. 
 
    “Now stroke it,” she giggled. “But don’t cum. If you do, you know I can make life very hard for both you and your wife.” I nodded, dumbly. I was beyond rational thought. As my wife screamed and wailed and submitted on screen, I took my cock in my hand and began to stroke it. Beads of sweat stood out on my forehead. I gritted my teeth, unable to look away from the screen. The sight of my wife combined with the smooth feel of Esme’s legs as I stroked her bare shins with my free hand and tugged furiously on my cock.  
 
    “Please,” I panted, my balls boiling with hot cum on the edge of release, “please, Esme. I need to cum.” 
 
    “Not yet,” said Esme. Her eyes were on the screen once more, the kinky debauchery reflected in the beautiful orbs. “This is my favorite bit.” 
 
    On screen, Esme was naked but for her tall boots, just as Alice had described. Another blonde - Hope, I guessed - was vigorously fucking my wife, making her scream and yelp. But Esme wanted more. A shiver ran down my spine as I heard Alice speak the words Esme had made her say: “Please. I need it. I need pussy. You’ve turned me into a pussy-craving slut, Mistress. Pussy is far better than cock. I know that now.” 
 
    “Oh, God,” I groaned in despair as I threw back my head. “Please, Esme!” 
 
    “Ok, now,” she ordered, her voice cracking with excitement. “You can cum right now. Quickly. You have ten seconds.” I only needed five. I heard my boss cry out in delight as I moaned, and a jet of cum spurted from the tip of my leaping cock to splash on the carpet in front of us. More cum poured from my dark head, flowing like lava over my fist and Esme’s legs as they lay in my lap, and I shuddered as my orgasm tore through me, closing my eyes against the madly spinning world. 
 
    When I opened my eyes again, Esme was staring straight at me. 
 
    “Good boy,” she purred. “Wait til the girls hear about this.” I hung my head in shame. This is what she had reduced me to, both of us, me and my wife. A pussy-craving slut and a humiliated masturbating cuckold. “Now, clean it up,” Esme ordered. All the defiance had gone out of me. Esme was right. She had tremendous power over me now, and arguing seemed impossible in the light of what just happened. I looked around for something to use. Esme’s legs lay heavy in my lap. Finally, I grabbed the end of my tie. Esme smiled as she watched my wipe my own cum from her legs, the light blue fabric of the tie darkening as it soaked up my ejected seed. When it was thoroughly soaked, she lifted her legs from my lap. 
 
    “Good,” she said briskly, as though I had just given her a satisfactory report. She leaned forward in her chair, and I gasped again as she took my now-soft cock in her hand. Gently, she placed it back into my stained pants and closed the zipper over it before patting it possessively, like a favored pet. 
 
    “Now run along home to your slut wife,” Esme grinned. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” 
 
      
 
    My Boss Seduces My Wife 
 
      
 
    “So what do you think?”  
 
    Alice’s words hung in the still air between us. It felt weird to be sitting at the kitchen table in the evening, with the lamps on and the curtains drawn. I’m almost embarrassed to admit it, but we usually take our meals in front of the TV. I know you’re not supposed to do that. But if I were to start listing all the things you’re not supposed to do that Alice and I have done recently, we’d be here until next year. But this was serious. Relationship Talk stuff. I don’t like Relationship Talks. I like things to just be simple and easy, for things to just kind of trundle along, the way they always have. Blame my upbringing, but I’m the type that will let things fester under the surface. I’ll just put up with things being wrong forever. Alice isn’t like that, and it’s probably a good thing. Her parents are hippies, and they talk about everything, often at excruciating length. My father in law tells me he loves me. My father would never say that to Alice. He doesn’t even say it to me. I think once, when I was kid and my grandmother died. It just sounded weird, coming from him. It was an experience neither of us were eager to repeat. I have to force myself to tell Alice how I feel. Not because I don’t feel it. Just because in my family, we don’t talk about stuff like that. 
 
    But if ever something needed talking about, it was this. Our lives had changed dramatically already, ever since Esme had come between us. Now we had a choice to make. That’s why Alice truly is my better half. She makes me do those things I naturally avoid, but which need to be done. She makes me better.  
 
    Nervous, I chewed my lower lip. This decision had the sense of a great weight attached to it. I was terrified of getting it wrong. The stakes couldn’t be higher. Not just my job, but my marriage could be on the line here. I hoped that Alice and I were strong enough to survive whatever came our way. But people change. I have friends whose marriages disintegrated under far less pressure than this.  
 
    But then again…if our ancestors had been content with what they had, we’d all still be living in tents on the savanna. It’s not human nature to stay In one place, doing the same thing forever. We always hope for something else, something better, or at least something different. Happiness, I sometimes think in my more philosophical moments, lies not in achieving some goal, but in the pursuit of it. What was on the table here was strange and wild and uncharted. But it shone before us like some distant mirage, a promise of a hard-edged world where everything was light or dark, hot or cold, with no dull middle ground in between. It was exciting. 
 
    “What do you think?” I asked. A cheap shot, I know, throwing the question back on her. But I was in turmoil. I genuinely didn’t know what to decide. If Alice had a strong preference one way or the other, that might at least give us somewhere to start from. Her smooth brow wrinkled as she considered, sitting up straight in the wooden chair. Her eyes were a deep, rich chocolate brown in the dim light as she stared at the table top. 
 
    “I don’t want to risk what we have,” she said finally, her eyes still cast down. “I love you, and I don’t want anything to come between us.” Seized by a spasm of affection, I reached my hand to her across the table. Her fingers caressed the skin on the back of my hand. “And I definitely don’t want to make things weird for you at work.” 
 
    “I think that ship has sailed,” I smiled ruefully. The memory of Esme’s face, glowing with sexual triumph, floated like a vision before my eyes. My cock throbbed beneath the table as the scene in her office played itself out before me, the wild video of my wife getting gang-banged playing in front of me while I stroked myself to orgasm, my cum pooling on Esme’s legs. Alice’s smile didn’t reach her turbulent eyes. 
 
    “But I don’t now if I can resist her,” she said quietly. “I don’t know how to explain it. It’s just - different. I’ve never felt this way Before. It’s like a need, like air, or food. I need her to dominate me. I don’t know why. And I don’t know why it has to be her. It was fun, playing with those other women. But it was all because of Esme. I never would have done it otherwise. She has this hold on me, and I can’t explain it.” That was the understatement of the year. My boss had a grip on my wife that went beyond anything I’d ever seen. It was sexual attraction, but in intensity and scope, it went far beyond that. It was the force that draws moths to a candle, heedless of fiery destruction. The force that pulls planets together and tears galaxies apart. It was on a par with those kind of forces. Even if I’d wanted to, I had a feeling there was nothing I could do about it. If I wanted to. 
 
    “Could you ever be happy without it? Now that you’ve experienced it?” I kept my voice quiet, my thumb rubbing the back of Alice’s hand in what I hoped was a soothing motion. Alice raised her head. Her eyes shone wetly as she looked directly at me, and pity surged in my abdomen like a wave that lifts a swimmer in a sudden swell. 
 
    “I - I don’t think so,” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper as her voice cracked. “For a while, maybe. But I think I’d always miss it. I think I need it. I need to lose control sometimes. And so do you. It’s the one thing we can’t do for each other. We can play around, but we both know at the end of the day that it would be just that. Roleplay. Some silly game. With Esme, it’s the real thing.” 
 
    “Ok,” I said with a sigh. The chair creaked beneath me as I sat back, exhaling slowly. “That’s what I thought.” 
 
    “Are you mad?” she asked, looking up at me from under worried brows. 
 
    “No,” I said, and I was almost surprised to find that I was telling the truth. I wasn’t mad. I was nervous, definitely. Maybe even outright scared. The road that lay ahead of us looked nothing like the paths we had traveled to get there, and I was out of my element. This world that Esme offered was completely different to anything that I’d imagined for myself. But it was exciting. And as much as I loved my life with Alice, even paradise gets old as the years go by. The vision of Esme’s cruel beauty hovered before me. A large part of me wanted this too. 
 
    * 
 
    I drove home in a kind of daze. I barely noticed the heavy traffic that swirled around my car, the horns that blared as drivers squabbled like dogs over a few inches of road. I didn’t care. I drove on autopilot, the inside of the car streaked with alternate red and green light, finding my way home by some ancient function of my basal brain while my conscious thought circled around the same idea like a tethered horse. Esme. Adept at crossing lines, she had crossed another one today. Her involvement with my wife had been going on for a while now, although it had recently gotten much more intense. I tolerated that, because it made Alice happy. And, let’s face it, because I thought it was hot. My beautiful wife and my sexy boss, having a lesbian affair out in the open, right in front of me. My involvement was limited to hearing about it second-hand from Alice, and there’s no doubt that that added an extra thrill to our own married love-making. But now Esme had involved me, in a much more direct way. Esme was a confirmed lesbian, and there was no way she would actually have sex with me, much as I might have wanted it. But sitting in my lap while I masturbated was a sex act. No doubt about that. And in the workplace, too. I drifted home like a disembodied ghost, scarcely able to believe what had just happened. It felt like a dream, like some depraved fantasy cooked up in the hinterland between sleeping and waking. But it was real. 
 
    The lights were on in the house as I pulled into the garage. Normally I was home before Alice. But normally, I wasn’t summoned to Esme’s office at the end of the day to watch pornography starring my wife. I was late. Esme’s words whispered through my skull as I switched off the car. I told Alice you’ll be home late. The two of them were talking behind my back, deciding things in discussions I wasn’t party to. The idea sent a chill down my spine, even as it made my cock throb with a warm glow of arousal. My tie still hung around my neck, the broad tip still dark with the cum I had wiped from Esme legs. Leave it on, she had ordered. I want your wife to see it. And I’ll know If you lie to me. I didn’t doubt that she would. Alice had never been a very good liar, and something told me Esme could get whatever she wanted from her. The video alone was proof of that. 
 
    I stepped into the house and climbed the few stairs up to the living room. Alice sat on the couch, already undressed from work in a tank top and sweat pants. Her legs were folded on the cushion beneath her, and her brown hair hung in a loose pony tail down her neck. She turned her head as I entered, and the smile that lit her face raised a shy sort of grin on my own lips. 
 
    “Hi!” she said. “Where have you been?” Like she didn’t already know. With a sigh, I sat down on the sofa beside her. 
 
    “With Esme,” I said. 
 
    “Mistress Esme,” she corrected. I could feel my cock swelling in my pants. 
 
    “To you, maybe,” I said. “To me, she’s just Esme.” Alice, still smiling, lowered her eyes to my chest, and her fingers slid along my tie. 
 
    “You’re still wearing it,” she said softly. My cheeks burned as she lifted it slightly, her eyes fixed on the dark stain at the bottom. So Esme had told her about that, too. She was good.  
 
    “Yeah,” I said. Abruptly, Alice took a firm hold on my neckwear and pulled my face close to hers. Her lips met mine, and my cock throbbed as I slipped my tongue between her wet lips, exploring her warm mouth as me passionately kissed. Still holding my tie, she pressed her body against me, and I placed a hand on her hip as we kissed. As though Esme hadn’t already gotten me worked up, now Alice was playing the same game, and in no time at all, my cock was fully erect, tenting the front of my black dress pants as we made out on the couch like teenagers. It was like that, I thought to myself. Ever since Esme had become my wife’s sexual partner, Alice’s desire for me seemed to grow rather than shrink. One of the reasons I was relatively ok with my wife cuckolding me. When our long kiss finally broke, Alice’s eyes looked up at me, shining with desire. 
 
    “She said to show you something,” Alice said, grinning mischievously. 
 
    “Who?” I asked, momentarily lost. Alice’s grin deepened, and realization dawned. Esme.  
 
    “Stay there,” Alice said. She sprang easily to her feet, her socks soundless on the floor as she made her way towards the kitchen. The throbbing in my cock marked the seconds of her absence as I waited. Even in sweatpants, hair tied back, no makeup, I wanted her. Even after an orgasm maybe half an hour ago, in Esme’s office, I wanted her. It wasn’t just the make-out sessions, the can’t-keep-our-hands-off-each-other passion that was making me feel young since Esme came along. It was the constant and rock-hard erections I was experiencing, in a way I hadn’t since high school. Some men get bored of their wives. Partly thanks to her affair with Esme, I was more attracted to mine than ever.  
 
    Alice padded back into the living room, a laptop tucked under her arm. The couch sank beneath her as she sat beside me again, opening the computer and placing it on the coffee table in front of us as she opened up a window. I watched her face from the side, a stray strand of her dark hair waving above her temple as she concentrated on the screen. 
 
    “There,” she said finally. She tapped the trackpad emphatically and a video began to play. 
 
    “What is this?” I asked. I lay back against the corner of the sofa as Alice pressed her body against me, lying on top of me as she lay her brown head on my shoulder.  
 
    “Just watch,” she said quietly, her lips close to my ear. 
 
    It was porn. That was obvious immediately. I’m old enough to remember watching scrambled premium cable channels late at night, after my parents had gone to bed, hoping for a glimpse of boob. I remember when porn was something you had to buy or rent from a physical store, and you had to rewind the tape before you watched it, and the top of the frame was always blurry. There used to be these long story line segments with terrible acting that you had to fast forward through while your boner slowly softened. Back then, there was nothing like this. Free, abundant pornography, streaming on demand, catering to every fetish and kink imaginable. It soon became clear to me why Esme wanted us to watch this particular video. She had some bold plans in mind.  
 
    The young woman sat on a sofa, her sandy blonde hair, cut into a long bob, shining in the light. Her latex waist cincher shone too, emphasizing her slender frame while baring her breasts above it. Stockings clung to her long legs, ending in a pair of wicked black heels. She seemed pleased with herself, as well she might. On the floor at her feet, a muscular and tattooed young man lay bound with heavy rope in a hog-tie. As the woman posed and preened above him, the door bell rang. I watched the woman’s body swaying on her tall heels towards the door, and the breath caught in my throat as I felt Alice’s hand reaching for the front of my pants. My cock sprang free, bursting with desire, and Alice took it in her hand, slowly sliding her fingers up and down my boiling shaft. I gazed down at her, and she smiled wickedly. 
 
    “Keep watching,” she said. 
 
    The blonde woman in the video had clearly been expecting her guest. This woman was taller, more robustly built, with short hair died a lurid red. She stepped inside the house, and a chorus of feminine laughter rose from the laptop’s speakers as the women enjoyed the plight of the helpless male. He groaned in frustration as the women began to kiss. Moving to the couch, the redhead pulled off her light dress, and soon the women’s naked bodies writhed over one another, lean muscle shining beneath soft skin, their bare breasts pressed together as they nibbled one another’s necks and fondled each other. The man watched from his knees, groaning from time to time at the erotic spectacle taking place in front of him. I let out a few groans of my own, my cock throbbing in Alice’s fist as she expertly toyed with my manhood. The blonde cast a smirking look at the poor man as the redhead kissed her way down her slender body, and the blonde’s eyes closed as she moaned ecstatically as the redhead began to lick her neat little lips. I watched her high heels scrabble for purchase on the couch she lay on, her bare breasts heaving as her breath quickened, and her long-nailed fingers gripped the back of her lover’s head as she shrieked in delight. The camera closed in on the redhead’s busy mouth, her tongue a blur as she enthusiastically licked the other women, and the definition was high enough to see the glistening trails of her juices as they made faint trails down her shaking thighs. Alice’s hand was moving faster now, up and down my straining cock, and my arm squeezed her shoulder as I wrapped it around her while my other hand gripped the cushion beneath me. I was close. I could feel my scrotum tightening, my pulsing cock thickening as my orgasm approached. The blonde came, her pussy quivering as her juices flowed freely like ripe fruit, and the camera pulled back. The blonde lay back, her face glowing as the redhead lifted her own head from between the other woman’s legs. The bound man wriggled helplessly on the floor, his thick cock hard and erect and utterly ignored by the two women. He let out a long moan, half desire, half despair, as he and I both watched the redhead lie back and the blonde crawl forward, looking back at the man over her shoulder as she pressed her own lips to her lover’s waiting pussy. 
 
    “Fuck!” I groaned. Tendons rose all along my straining body as I screwed my eyes tight shut. Dimly, I heard Alice chuckle as my cum erupted from my cock, jetting up into the air like a fountain. It was my second orgasm in an hour or so, but the cum that flowed from my spasming balls was thick and copious, shining in the light as it poured over Alice’s hand. She continue to move it, slowly now, as though milking my pulsing cock of every last drop of cum. I lay back, panting, staring up at the ceiling with glassy eyes.  
 
    * 
 
    “So we’re really going to do this?” Alice eyes were shining. She held my hand in both of hers, her arms extended towards me across the kitchen table. The look of excitement on her face couldn’t help but make me smile as I gazed at my beautiful wife. 
 
    “I think so,” I managed. 
 
    “Because I get the feeling that once we go down this road, there’ll be no turning back,” Alice said. “Esme - well, you know what Esme’s like. She loves being in charge. She already dominates me, but I think she wants to dominate you, too. And she’s gay. She’s never going to have sex with you.” 
 
    “I know,” I said. “But you’re right. It’s so hot. I mean, I get it. Esme’s sexy as hell, and it’s kind of nice to give up control to someone else. Especially when we’re doing it together.” Her eyes still shone, the color of falling leaves now as she studied my face. Her hands held mine tightly across the table between us. 
 
    “God, I love you,” she said. I smiled back at her. 
 
    “I love you too,” I said. We paused like that, for a moment, simply smiling at one another. Neither of us felt the need to say anything more. We simply sat, holding hands, savoring the moment. Finally, Alice let go of my hands. A broad grin spread across her face as she rose from her chair. 
 
    “I’m going to tell Esme right now,” she said, almost bouncing on the spot with excitement. 
 
    “You mean Mistress Esme,” I said with a smile, the words sounding strange and unfamiliar in my mouth. Better get used to it, I told myself. Alice was glowing. 
 
    “That’s right,” she giggled. “Mistress Esme.” 
 
    * 
 
    I stiffened as I heard footsteps outside. High heels, beating out an authoritative drumbeat on the concrete of our driveway. It was Esme. It could only be Esme. Something was about to happen, and it was completely out of my hands. 
 
    Esme hadn’t hesitated. When Alice called to say that we were both willing to serve her, just the way she wanted, she had decided to come right over. She just couldn’t wait to make my wife officially hers, it seemed. And Alice didn’t have one ounce of backbone when it came to Esme. She had no problem telling me what she would and wouldn’t do in our ordinary lives, but Esme got whatever she wanted. She was Alice’s release valve in that sense, her way to escape all the pressures of her normal existence. And, so far, I got the impression that Esme had never once given Alice an order that, deep down in that hidden part of herself, she didn’t want to follow. Including this. 
 
    Alice’s eyes had sparkled mischievously as I carried the chair into the bedroom and set it down on the floor beside the dresser. Already, my heart was thumping steadily, and we had barely begun. It was anticipation that made my mouth turn dry and my knees feel weak, and when I saw the glow in Alice’s copper-colored eyes and the nervous energy that seemed to vibrate in every rapid movement she made, I knew she felt the same way. Our eyes met, and skittered away from each other like frightened animals, only to meet hesitantly again. It was as though neither of us could fully believe that we were actually going through with this, and we both expected the other to back out at any minute. Well, I wasn’t backing out if she wasn’t. At this point, there wasn’t much left of my pride, I’ll admit. But I was determined not to tap out before she did. 
 
    I had sat down in the chair as instructed, and Alice had fetched a couple of scarves from her closet. I’d never been tied down before. Until Esme came along, those kind of games were foreign to me and Alice. I never thought I needed extras. A regular suck and fuck always got the job done, and still does. But kinky sex is like driving a really nice car, in a way. Once you’ve experienced it, it’s really hard to go back. I don’t have a Ferrari sitting in the garage, but it’s nice to drive one when you get the chance. Alice kneeled down beside my chair, shining eyes smiling up at me as she bound the scarves around my arms, anchoring them to the arms of the chair. When she was done, I moved my wrists experimentally. There wasn’t much give. I could move my hands a little, but with my arms fastened in place, there wasn’t much I could do. Then Alice stood. I watched, feeling my cock rise in my pants as she stripped off her comfortable clothes and tossed aside her practical underwear. The light seemed to bounce back from her naked body as she sifted through the drawers of her dresser right next to me, as though I wasn’t even there. I could see, already, the faint wetness shining at the junction of her legs, corresponding with my own arousal. I knew right away what underwear she had picked. A black lacy set I’d always been fond of, with padded cups to enhance her round breasts and a peephole in the front to show off even more of her cleavage. The panties were skimpy little things of little practical use. I could clearly see the shape of her swollen lips in the triangle of fabric in the front of the underwear. I had the distinct feeling she wouldn’t be wearing them for long. All gift-wrapped for her mistress, she sat down on the edge of the bed to wait. And wait. 
 
    It seemed like forever, but was probably no more than half an hour. Alice heard Esme’s heels in the driveway just as I did, and her breasts bounced in her bra as she sprang to her feet. I grunted in surprise and desire as she stepped up to me and reached for the front of my pants. Deftly she reached inside and pulled out my cock, standing hard and straight in anticipation of the night’s debauchery. 
 
    “Just something to look at,” she grinned down at me. “Like an ornament. We won’t be needing it.” Just then the doorbell rang, and Alice scampered on bare feet to answer it. I wondered if any of the neighbors would see as she stood in her underwear in the lighted rectangle of the open door, facing the street. At least Alice had told her to wear lingerie, rather than come to the door completely naked. There was no doubt in my mind that my wife would have done it, if Esme asked. But Esme seemed to like to see Alice dressed for sex. As did I. My boss and I had similar taste when it came to women. That was clear. 
 
    “Hello, slut,” I heard Esme say. Her voice had a throaty quality that I’d heard on the video she made me watch, but that was entirely absent at work. 
 
    “Hi, Mistress!” said Alice brightly. Her voice changed too, I noticed. It became slightly higher, more girlish, coquettish, in a way. These women were playing roles, feeding off one another’s performance. Sex allowed them to be who they were in their deepest souls, away from the judgment of the outside world. My wife needed this in her life, I knew. But I found myself wondering if it filled a similar role for Esme. The icy dominatrix grew more human in my mind as I listened to the front door close.  
 
    “Take me to the bedroom,” Esme curtly ordered. “I want to fuck you. Now.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Alice said happily. I listened to their footsteps approaching, Alice’s bare feet and Esme’s high heels, and my cock throbbed, even as my stomach writhed in nervousness. Alice fixed me with an ecstatic grin as she stepped into the bedroom. Her hand held Esme’s as she led my boss, who had never been in our house before, into the bedroom. 
 
    Esme looked stunning. She always did. She had changed out of her work clothes, but if anything, what she wore now looked even less comfortable than what she had worn earlier. Her black dress clung to her gorgeous body, the ruching on the tight skirt moving with her steps as she strode into the room. The dress bared her lovely shoulders with a neckline that dropped to the swell of her generous breasts. Black patent leather ankle boots with laces up the front and a slender five-inch heel completed the outfit. She looked as though she was going out to a fancy dinner or a night at the opera, rather than a booty call with my wife. It was almost a waste. But then, I knew from experience that Esme had a seemingly endless supply of such exquisite clothes. As my cock throbbed hungrily, I couldn’t complain about the effort she had put in. For all the good it would do me. 
 
    “Look at this thing,” said Esme, a sneer curling her beautiful lip as she glanced down at me. Her sweeping gaze took in my exposed and throbbing cock, and I blushed, despite the fact that it was the second time she had seen it today. “Just can’t get enough, can he? I think your husband’s like you. I think he’s a little slut, too.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” My cheeks prickled with shame. For all that I had mentally prepared myself, it was still a shock to the system to hear Alice so compliantly agree with Esme’s insulting me. Although, as things stood, it would have been difficult to dispute her judgment. 
 
    “Kneel,” Esme ordered. She stood in front of the bed now, dress drawn tight around her with one foot thrust forward, a hand on her cocked hip while the other pointed emphatically to the floor at her feet. Unquestioningly, Alice dropped to her knees, her hands held meekly behind her back while she gazed up at Esme with an expression close to wonder. Esme’s smile was chilling as she gazed down haughtily at my wife.  
 
    “So you’ve both realized your place,” she said. “You’ve realized that the two of you are only fit to serve me.” She was gloating like a supervillain, and I remembered the old Batman cartoons I used to watch in my youth. Though I didn’t feel like any kind of hero. There was no defiance in me, no ready witticism. Only fear, and shame, and speechless desire that seemed to glue my tongue to the roof of my mouth as I gazed in wonder at the unbelievable scene in front of me. Esme’s eyes latched on to mine, and I almost froze from the look of cold conquest that glowed in the icy green depths.  
 
    “I don’t have much use for you and that…thing…of yours,” she said, her glance taking in my erection in a dismissive sweep that only made it throb harder, as though trying to impress her. “But I do enjoy your wife. And I’m sure I can find the odd task for you here and there while I enjoy this slut’s charms.” Alice beamed up happily as Esme tousled her hair like a favorite pet. Esme still stared at me, her pretty face impassive as a marble statue. The silence in the room was building. I resisted the urge to look away. Finally, Alice turned her head to me, her brown eyes blazing. The look she gave me couldn’t be more different than the rapt adoration she had been directing at my boss. 
 
    “Say ‘Yes, Mistress’!” she snapped, as though I was embarrassing her. A tiny smile plucked at the corners of Esme’s mouth. Her eyes never left mine. 
 
    “Y - yes, Mistress,” I stammered. My eyes dropped to the floor as Esme’s smile deepened. Some words, you can never unsay. This, I knew, was one of them. 
 
    “That’s better,” she said. “Come, slut. Take this dress off.” Alice leaped to her feet, all smiles again, and Esme pivoted gracefully on the spot as she turned her back to my wife. I could see Alice’s hands shaking as she reached for the zipper and drew it down her mistress’s long spine, careful to be gentle as she parted the soft fabric. The dress slid away with a whisper, and Esme stepped out of it gracefully, her shoes sparkling brightly as she kicked it aside. Alice scooped it up hurriedly, and I saw Esme smile again as she watched her slave carefully hang up the dress in her own closet like it was a holy relic. 
 
    “Now. Panties,” Esme ordered. Alice dropped back to her knees and reverently reached for the thin string at the sides of Esme’s rounded hips. Slowly, she drew down the fabric, and for the first time, I saw Esme’s pussy, the innermost sanctum of the woman I had molested with my eyes so often at work. A neat strip of dark pubic hair pointed the way to her pussy with its delicate lips like a flower just opening to the first rays of the sun. I watched as Alice slid the underwear down Esme’s long legs, finally plucking it over the dominant woman’s shoes as Esme stood first on one foot, then the other. Casting the barest of glances over her shoulder at me, Alice dared to toss Esme’s underwear at me, and the delicate fabric hit my chest before tumbling down to rest in my lap, right next to my bursting cock. 
 
    Alice straightened up. Her fingers showed through the dark tangles of my wife’s hair as she placed her hand on the back of Alice’s head. Alice leaned forward. A ripple of defeat and desire flowed through me, making me strain against the scarves that held me tight as I listened to the wet sounds of my wife’s mouth on my boss’s pussy. Esme’s eyelids flickered, and a soft moan of pleasure escaped her long throat as she stood in front of me, receiving my wife’s worship. But her eyes, those beautiful sea-colored eyes of Esme’s, stayed locked on mine.  
 
      
 
      
 
    To read more adventures of Lee, Alice and Esme, click here! 
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