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Cuckquean Birthday: Parts 1-9

Birthday Surprise

My blood buzzed as I waited. Alone in the dark. Cut off from everything, a lonely yet teeming universe revolving slowly on its own axis. Nothing. Nothing to focus on besides the feelings of fear and anticipation and desire that flowed through me like water. Nothing to alleviate the flat blackness behind the blindfold I wore. No sound, besides that of my own breathing and the dull hum of my blood.

Metal rattled as I moved. There wasn't much I could do to adjust my position; just a slight squirm here and there. My arms were stretched out on either side of my body, as far as they would reach. The soft leather cuffs wrapped around my wrists caused no pain, but they held me securely no matter how I struggled. Solid steel eyebolts had been driven into the wood of the bed frame, completely impossible to dislodge without tools. And the thick metal carabiners of the cuffs were clipped to those immovable bolts. I was going nowhere. My arms at full stretch, I couldn't even touch myself. If I had an itch, I had to endure it. The blindfold, a simple eye mask of the sort you see people wearing on planes, might as well have been locked to my head for all my ability to remove it.

I felt completely vulnerable. Completely exposed. He had undressed me first. He had lain me down naked on the bed, the weight of his body pressing me down against the mattress as he stripped away my clothes, one garment at a time. And with each layer I shed, I felt my excitement growing. I smiled up at him, my eyes shining as our lips met. The feel of his hands on my body drew sparks from my skin. I reached out for him, but he was stronger. Once he had me naked, the cuffs came out. And I didn't try to fight, knowing it would be useless. Knowing that I wanted this. He buckled the heavy cuffs on to my wrists and stretched out first one arm, then the other. It was only at that moment that I saw the modifications he had made to our bed, the wood still splintered slightly around the threads of the bolts he had screwed in. On another day, another situation, I might have been mad. After all, the heavy hardware didn't enhance the look of our bed. But as my husband tied me down, I was too excited to care.

With my arms immobilized, Luke kneeled on the bed above me. I smiled up at him with teeth bared, my dark hair pooling around my head as I tested the bonds he had put me in. My stomach fluttered. It wasn't the first time my husband had done something like this to me, but as far as I was concerned, he didn't do it nearly enough. The look of desire on his face as he stared down at me lit the powder trail that led straight to my heart. To be so wanted that he would just take me, not even asking, made selfish by his own desire – it was hot. And as I watched his eyes wander over my naked body, taking in the sight of me as though for the first time, I felt at one and the same time horribly exposed and endlessly desired. There was nowhere to hide from his gaze, with my arms spread out and locked in position. All the parts of my body that I'm not exactly thrilled with, all the sources of my insecurities laid bare before him. And he studied my body like a scientist, as if trying to commit it to memory. As though he hadn't seen me naked countless times before. It was different, now. There was nowhere to hide.

Luke shifted on the bed, and I felt the mattress move under his weight. He stood, and I watched him make his way to a drawer of our dresser. The same drawer that held the cuffs before he put them on me. I felt my skin flush with excitement as I watched.

"What are you going to do to me?" I said coquettishly. Luke was all smiles as he turned to face me again from the foot of the bed, and I saw a couple of lengths of black rope in his hands.

"You'll see," he grinned. He stepped towards the bed again, and I watched him bend over the end of the bed. Reaching out, he gripped one of my ankles. More in a spirit of play than any real resistance, I snatched it back from him, keeping my legs closed in a futile attempt to preserve the last shred of my dignity. Luke smiled. Reaching forward again, he took hold of my leg for the second time and pulled it toward him. I felt him wrap the soft rope around my ankle and tie it tight. I struggled and squirmed, but he was too strong. Crouching at the foot of the bed, he tied the other end of the rope to one of the bed frame's legs. Then he stood and reached for my other ankle. Slowly and gently, but firmly, irresistibly, he pulled my legs apart. The other rope he held was soon tied around my other ankle, and that, too, was tied to the other leg of the bed. I lay on my back spread eagle, both arms and legs fastened far apart and leaving me completely exposed. I couldn't move much besides my head, which I raised to stare at Luke challengingly. He looked down at me with a boyish grin on his handsome face. Evidently proud of his handiwork. I tried to look defiant, but there was no place to hide from his searching eyes. My husband knew me, and the responses of my body. He wouldn't miss the way my nipples hardened, the wrinkled flesh pointing up at the ceiling as I squirmed helplessly in my bondage. He would notice, without a doubt, the moisture that I could feel growing between my parted legs. He would see the flush on my cheeks that had nothing to do with my struggles against the bondage. Luke knew I was turned on. There was no way for him to miss it.

"Now what?" I wanted this, and Luke knew it. But some perverse defiance in my soul made me want to resist. It made me want to goad him, to make things as hard for him as I could. He just looked so pleased with himself, having me at his mercy. Delighted as I was, I wasn't ready to give in completely. Not yet.

"Be quiet," Luke ordered. I smiled as I squirmed on the mattress again. Luke didn't give me orders. Not ordinarily, anyway. I don't like to think of myself as some kind of ball buster, one of those women who rules the house with an iron fist. But every woman knows that we do rule the house, really. One way or another. Luke was normally an easy-going guy, and while I knew he could be commanding when he needed to, I never saw that side of him. Hardly ever, anyway. With me, he was so tender, so gentle and loving, always. It made this new development so much more striking. So much more exciting. As though it were a different man that I was seeing towering above me as I lay naked and exposed our bed.

"You gonna make me?" There it was again, that wild spirit of defiance that rose within me. I was taunting him. I couldn't help it. The thought of pissing him off, of goading my normally mild-mannered husband to the point where he lost his temper and did – what? What would he do to me? We had played these games before. He would climb on top of my bound body and thrust himself inside me, making me scream as he plunged his hard cock into my dripping pussy. He would fuck me passionately, animalistically, furiously, burying his rage in my body while I howled underneath them. And I would cum; I was sure of that. The position I was in already had me frothing and foaming with desire. Seeing him like this, taking control of my body, got me going. Just as Luke knew it would.

"Maybe," Luke smiled. "If I have to." Again, he stepped toward the still-open dresser drawer. My heart swelled as I wondered what else he might produce. When I saw the sleep mask in his hands as he returned to the side of the bed, I struggled again with the cuffs, and again lost. Luke bent over me, holding my head as I thrashed ineffectually. He smoothed my hair down before sliding the band of the sleep mask over my head and pulling it down to cover my eyes. I was plunged at once into total darkness. I felt his hands lift from my body, and I wondered what he was doing. The feelings of vulnerability and exposure were magnified now that I couldn't see what was going on. Not that I could have stopped anything he wanted to do. But now I was painfully aware that I wouldn't even see it coming.

My chest rose and fell as I breathed deeply, and I wondered if my husband was watching my boobs. Battling against the bondage had made me short of breath. But it wasn't the only factor. My whole body, stretched out on the bed in front of Luke, felt like one single taut string, ready to be plucked. Vibrating to the frequency of abject desire.

"I think you might have to," I said. Up above me, in the artificial darkness, I heard Luke chuckle. Chained naked to the bed or not, I was still his wife. I couldn't keep myself from giving him a little bit of shit. And I wondered in the privacy of my own blind head whether Luke realized that I was trying to get a reaction from him. All I wanted was to be touched, to be taken, to be fucked. But I didn't want this game to end. The paradox of desire. There was a rustling sound, and I felt the mattress sink underneath me as Luke climbed on top.

I gasped in surprise as I felt something touch my lips. But it didn't take a genius to figure out what it was. Sighing with gratitude, reveling in the feeling of being used so selfishly, I parted my lips as Luke slid his cock into my mouth. I heard him groan as I teased the swollen head of his member with my tongue, squeezing my lips tightly around his shaft. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked, and Luke moaned with pleasure. I know what my husband likes. There was a time, back when we first started dating, when I couldn't wait to blow him. Those days are gone, but I tried not to be one of those wives who stops giving oral sex the moment the ring is on her finger. Besides, sucking his cock now was as pleasurable for me as it was for him. Unable to see him, I listened to the noises of satisfaction he made, feeling him begin to slide in and out of my mouth as he fucked my face. I raised my head from the pillow, trying not to gag as his manhood probed deeper toward my throat. My cheeks burned with delicious humiliation. To be tied down and used in such a degrading way, to be treated like nothing more than an object of my husband's pleasure – it was thrilling. I didn't care how much my jaw ached as I sucked and teased Luke's cock to the best of my abilities. The cuffs might rattle against the headboard as I reflexively struggled, but there was nowhere else I wanted to be.

I felt a new urgency creep into Luke's movements. I stopped moving my tongue, simply allowing him to plunge in and out of my mouth. I felt the headboard behind me shake as he gripped it for balance, the whole bed rocking to his exertions. It had been a long, long time since my husband last came in my mouth. These days, when I blew him at all, it was only a prelude to some other act. But I no longer had a choice. With another giddy thrill of excitement, I reminded myself that I couldn't stop him. I couldn't move. I couldn't see. I couldn't speak. All I could do was lie there like some flesh and blood sex toy while my husband used me to get off in whatever way he saw fit.

Luke's body stiffened. I heard him cry out, the bed frame creaking as he all but tore the headboard from its moorings. I felt his cock swell in my mouth, bulging between my lips as he moaned. And I knew what it meant. Luke erupted with a long sigh, and I felt the sudden warmth of his cum in my mouth. Frantically, I tried to swallow, while his twitching cock deposited more and more of his seed onto my tongue. Holding my breath, I gulped down spurt after spurt of his semen, while more of it poured out of my used mouth to drip from my chin and onto my chest. Luke's orgasm seemed to go on and on, as though his whole being was draining itself into my mouth. And I took it all. I had almost forgotten the taste of my husband's cum, the salty stickiness that clung to my throat as I swallowed. But I was there to do what he wanted.

With a loud sigh, Luke withdrew. I gasped for air as his cock slid out of my mouth. I could feel his cum cooling on my chin and chest, and I could imagine all too clearly how I must look to him. Like a slut. Used and abused, tied to our marital bed for his pleasure. Between my spread legs, my pussy convulsed. I could feel the dampness that had soaked into the sheets beneath me, and I inwardly cringed in shame at the spectacle I was making of myself. For a while, all was quiet.

The mattress creaked again as Luke climbed off it. I couldn't see him, and I could no longer feel him. All I could do was hear him, listening to the steady sound of his breath as he tried to regain his composure. But I could feel his eyes on me. I could feel him looking at me, looking at the wanton slut his wife had become. I squirmed as much as the bondage would allow, uselessly trying to press my spread thighs together to feel the slight pressure between my legs that I knew I needed. Luke, I felt sure, was watching it all.

"Fuck, that was good," Luke groaned at last. I smiled, able to hear the raw pleasure in his deep voice as he spoke.

“Glad I could be of service, Sir,” I said playfully while the breath fluttered in his nostrils. “But now I think I need you to fuck me.”

"Oh really?" I could hear the smile in Luke's voice, and a faint stab of annoyance pierced through the fog of my lust. I was enjoying this little game of his, but it seemed to me that Luke was also enjoying it, and maybe a little too much. A husband who knows how to take charge occasionally is one thing. A husband who actually thinks he is in charge is something else. As much as I loved seeing this more dominant side to Luke, I didn't want him getting too full of himself.

But the cuffs around my wrists and the ropes around my ankles were all the reminder I needed that I didn’t have a lot of choice in the matter. Not yet, anyway. I’d have to play his game for a little while longer.

"Yes, really," I said, my own breath short with desire. "It's my birthday, not yours."

"Oh, don't worry," Luke said, and the tone of his voice told me he still had that maddening smile on his face. "I've got a present for you that I think you're going to like. But you aren't going to get it unless you're a good girl." Good girl. The words sent a tremor of lust racing down my spine. I wondered if Luke could see what it did to me, try as I did to repress the telltale shudder. A huge part of me wanted nothing more than to give myself to him completely, to submit utterly, to beg if I had to. But the whole fun of the game was in trying to resist. As much as my helpless position allowed, anyway.

“I think I’ve been pretty good,” I smiled, trying to make my voice as seductive as possible.

“Not a bad start,” Luke grudgingly admitted.

“Start? What else do you have in mind?” Luke paused for a moment before answering.

"I'm gonna go take a break," he said at last. "When I feel like doing something to you again, I'll come back. But in the meantime, I don't want to hear anything from you. Not a word. Not a sigh. Nothing. Understand?" His audacity made me gasp. Who did Luke think he was, talking to me like that? I might be lying naked and tied to the bed, with a puddle of his cum on my chest. But that didn't mean he could hand out orders. Still, as I lay there absorbing his words, I realized that my defiance was little more than skin deep. I didn't want to give into him. But that was also exactly what I wanted to do.

“Who made you the boss?” I tried.

"Not a sound. Or you don't get your present. We'll stop right now." Luke let his threat hang in the air between us. My cheeks burned. He had seen right through me. He knew I wanted this, whatever it was. I needed him to fuck me, and my desperate lust gave him all the power he needed. I had partly hoped he might not figure that out, but clearly, he had. I opened my mouth to say something, to be defiant and tell him I didn't care if that was the end of his stupid little game. But I stopped myself in time. While Luke waited in the silence of our bedroom, I couldn't bring myself to say anything at all.

“Good girl,” he said at last. And again, a shiver of lust raced through my treacherous body at the words. I listened to Luke move, heading out of the bedroom and closing the door behind him. Blindly, I tracked his footsteps through the house as he made his way to the living room.

And that's how I came to be lying naked in my own bed, bound and blindfolded. And on my birthday, no less. Waiting in the sweet torment of anticipation to see what Luke had planned for me next.

Closed off in the bedroom by myself, noises from outside reached me indistinctly. I groaned quietly to myself as I heard the dull murmur of the TV. How long did Luke intend to keep me waiting? After his recent orgasm, he could afford to be patient. But my body was on fire with lust. And the fact that he was keeping me waiting, reinforcing my helplessness with every passing second, only made it worse. I couldn't touch myself. I couldn't even see. And my husband had forbidden me from speaking, on pain of canceling this sexy little game. I had no way to keep track of time as it passed, but my helplessness made hours out of seconds while I wondered what was going on.

The front door opened and closed. Panic gripped me as I wondered if Luke had left me alone in the house. In the position I was in, I couldn’t even go to the bathroom. And what if… I blushed invisibly as all kinds of strange thoughts swelled in my sight-deprived brain. What if he left the door open? What if someone came in and found me here, naked and helpless? The sheer naughtiness of the thought both terrified and excited me, until I hardly knew what I wanted anymore.

But I heard heavy footsteps on the living room floor, and I sighed as I realized that Luke hadn't gone anywhere. Probably he was just messing with me. Probably he had wanted me to feel that momentary terror, to remind me how dependent I was upon him. Jerk. I couldn't deny, even to myself, that I would've done the exact same thing if our roles were reversed. And there was another thought to make my stomach flutter. What would I do to my husband if I had him at my mercy the way he had me at his? Kinky thoughts kept me occupied until I heard the bedroom door open again.

"Took you long enough," I said. But Luke didn't respond. I heard his footsteps approaching the bed rapidly, moving lightly across the floor toward me. Then I felt the mattress sink underneath him. I moaned, twisting in my bonds as I felt his breath against my skin. Luke was between my legs, his face mere inches from my streaming pussy. And I cried out in long-denied bliss as I felt his tongue slide gently over my wet lips.

“Oh fuck, that’s it,” I moaned. “Oh my God, Luke, that’s it! That’s it!” I felt a faint chuckle against my skin, but I was too far gone to care. All that mattered was the growing pleasure that seemed to radiate out from between my spread legs, slowly advancing to engulf my entire body in heat and light.

Luke took his time. Tenderly, he licked and kissed and nibbled at my swollen lips, driving me crazy as he worshiped my pussy. Moaning like an animal, I arched my back as I tried to press myself against his mouth, only to feel him retreat just a little, kissing the inside of my thighs while I howled for more. My husband was playing me like an instrument, and I felt as though he had a direct line to my deepest desires as he skillfully ate me. I'll admit that it had been a while since Luke had gone down on me, though he had never been reluctant to do so. Still, I couldn't remember a time it had felt so good. I shook and moaned as the cuffs rattled against the headboard, my body overcome with powerful sensations that threatened to overwhelm me.

“Oh my God,” I moaned again, barely able to form coherent words as my lips trembled and my whole body shook on the mattress. “Oh my God, you lick my pussy so well.” I heard him chuckle again, and he pressed his tongue hard against my body, drawing a long cry of bliss from my throat. The pleasure was almost unbearable, the pressure of orgasm swelling inside me until I could think of nothing else. But all I could do was lie back and endure it. Nothing I did could hasten the explosion I could feel building inside me. My body was no longer my own. It was his, and he would decide when and how I would finally get what I so desperately wanted.

"I'm gonna cum," I gasped as Luke wrapped his lips around my swollen clitoris. "Oh my God, I'm gonna fucking cum!" My words rose in a loud scream that split the air of the bedroom as I felt his tongue teasing my clit. He sucked and licked, and the ropes around my ankles bit into my skin as I thrashed in helpless pleasure. Throwing back my blind head, I screamed at the ceiling, abandoning myself completely to physical bliss. A hot flood of my juices spewed out from between my convulsing lips, soaking my shaking thighs and the bedsheets below me. As the spasm passed, I lay back on the bed again, my throat sore from my cries and my body glowing with pleasure. I couldn't remember the last time I had had an orgasm from my husband's mouth. I certainly couldn't remember one like this. It must've been the position I was in, the bondage and the kinky game we were playing, I told myself. Luke had masterfully built up the anticipation until I hovered on the very brink of orgasm.

Dimly, I felt the mattress spring up as he climbed off it. For a while, all I could hear was my panting breath and the rushing of the blood in my veins. I wondered if he was standing over me, watching the afterglow of my orgasm slowly fade. I moaned again, no longer holding anything back as pleasure tugged at my heart. Luke had won. He had beaten me in this little battle of wills, and I no longer cared. If this was what losing felt like, I was happy never to win another day in my life.

"Was that the best pussy eating you ever had in your life?" I no longer cared that Luke sounded endlessly full of himself. I no longer cared that I was feeding his ego. I no longer cared what I had to say. My body was buzzing with desire, and I would have said anything, anything to feel more of the pleasure that was seeming to take forever to fade from my body. Even if it hadn't been true.

"Oh my God, yes, Luke!" I moaned. "Fuck, that was so fucking good! I forgot how good you are at that." Luke laughed. But a sudden cold fist gripped my stomach as I listened. Luke wasn't the only one laughing.

“I told you,” said a woman’s voice.

“What the fuck?” I gasped. The bed creaked as somebody climbed onto it again. I flinched as I felt someone smooth a few strands of my hair back from my face. Smooth skin. Soft hands. The faint smell of perfume. My pussy convulsed again at the thought that some unknown woman had seen me at my most vulnerable.

“I had a little bet with your husband,” the woman said, her voice little more than a whisper as she hovered above me. “I told him I could eat your pussy better than he ever could. And I did, didn’t I? Here. I want you to taste what I did to you.” I felt her hair brushing against my skin as she lowered her mouth to mine. Our lips touched, and she kissed me. And I kissed her back. She hadn’t been lying; I could taste the unfamiliar taste of my own juices on her lips and tongue. I should’ve known. All the years since the last time we had met seemed to collapse as I returned her kiss passionately, hungrily, desperately, my bound body straining up toward her like a plant reaching for the sun. I should have known. It was Alex.


Cucked

“Oh fuck!”

Oh fuck was right. If there are words that can accurately convey what I was feeling, I don't know them. I'm not naïve enough to think that I was the first woman to find herself in the position I was in. But I guess I'm worldly enough to know that it's not exactly common. Men cheat. We all know that. Not all men, I hasten to add. But way too many guys are more than willing to go chasing pussy the minute their wives' backs are turned.

But that wasn’t what was happening here. Quite the opposite.

The bed rocked and bounced underneath me, taking my bound body with it. I lay spreadeagled in the center of the mattress, my hands cuffed to the headboard and my feet bound to the legs at the bottom of the bed. I could hardly move, except to toss my head from side to side and squirm my body ineffectually. Not that there was any point. The sleep mask Luke had put over my head blocked out all light. I couldn't see a thing. But I didn't need to see to know what was happening. I could hear every moan, every gasp, every indrawn breath. I could feel the way the bed shook and swayed, just the way it did when Luke let himself go completely and fucked me the way I like to be fucked. But Luke wasn't fucking me now. My pussy dripped with a steady flow of my juices, convulsing around empty air as though it could hardly believe what was happening. My body bounced to the rhythm of his thrusts, but I was denied the bliss that came with it. That was for someone else. And the spreading puddle on the bed sheets beneath me showed just how badly this bizarre situation was turning me on.

"Oh my God! Oh, that cock feels so good! Fuck me, Luke! Fuck me like you fuck your wife!" I could hear the strain in Alex's voice as she talked dirty to my husband. I let out an involuntary moan of frustrated desire, and her laughter stung like a hornet as she reveled in my despair. As near as I could guess without being able to see, she was on her hands and knees above me. I could feel her naked breasts bouncing against my side as her body rocked back and forth. I could hear her, her head to my right as she crouched over me, sideways on the bed that I lay in. And that left Luke. My husband must be behind her, either standing or kneeling on the bed. His strong hands on her hips, pulling her back toward him as he fucked her with everything he had. I like to look at my husband when we make love. I like to see his handsome face, whether he's on top or I am. I had never been a big fan of doggy style. But Luke loved it. And clearly, Alex intended to give my husband exactly what he wanted.

"Oh fuck, that's right! Fuck me!" Alex's filthy litany went on, her voice rising at times until her words were lost in shrieks and moans of pleasure. She was doing it to torment me, I knew. She wanted me to hear just how good it felt to fuck my husband, to experience the pleasure that I  was being cruelly denied. But that didn't mean it wasn't real. Luke's stamina and energy impressed me and tortured me in equal measure. When was the last time I had seen him like this? When was the last time I had got him this excited? Feelings of inadequacy tugged at my shrinking soul as I listened to my husband fuck another woman on top of me. And yet nothing could stop my pussy from spasming in helpless desire.

I had no idea how it happened. I didn’t even know that Alex and Luke were in contact. He must have planned this whole thing, my devious husband. How long had it taken to set this all up? What had gotten into him? He had never done anything like this before. Sure, we played a little bondage games from time to time, but not nearly often enough for my liking. But he had never even hinted at anything quite this extreme. And yet, for all the torment it was putting me through, there was no part of me that was mad at him. I was just stunned. Stunned, and impressed. Of the two of us, I had always thought that I had the dirty mind. But what Luke had done was far beyond anything I would have imagined.

"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Alex yelled the words so that they rang back from the walls of our bedroom. Trapped underneath her, I groaned in lust and horror. I heard Luke moaning as he drilled his cock in and out of her spasming pussy, feeling every contraction of the body of the first woman he had been with since we started dating years ago. He sounded like he was in ecstasy. I wondered if he always sounded like this, and this was the first time I had been detached enough from the action to hear it. Or whether these were new sounds that Alex was drawing from him, new pleasures with which I could never hope to compete. After all, I knew her. I knew Alex far better than my husband did. I knew what she could do in bed.

"Oooooo!!!" Alex cried out, and I felt her collapse on top of me. Her body shook and trembled as a massive orgasm raced through her. For all her theatrics, there was no faking that. I could feel it in her as though it were my own, a ghostly echo of her bright burning pleasure that set my own body humming. My pussy clenched hungrily as I sobbed in frustration, desperately wishing it was me that my husband was fucking and not her. And Alex sobbed too, gasping and moaning in pleasure as she writhed on top of me, her hips still in Luke's hands, his cock still buried in her sex. I heard my husband moan, his breath short as he felt Alex's pussy spasming around him. He was trying not to cum, trying to prolong his pleasure and my agony. At that moment, I hated and loved him for it.

Alex pushed herself back up onto all fours. I felt her long hair trail over my bare skin as she moved. I wondered what she looked like. I hadn't seen her in years. Did she still look the way I remembered her, or would a different woman smile at me when my blindfold was finally removed? And how could I face those bright burning eyes after what she had done to me? But Alex knew me so well. There were certain parts of me, dark and hidden recesses of my heart, that to this day I think she knew better than anyone. Better even than Luke. There was a part of her that vibrated to the same struck chord that hummed in me, even if it manifested itself in different ways. Alex understood my deepest, darkest desires. Better than I even did myself.

"We should have done this a long time ago," Alex said. I could feel her breath on my face as she spoke. She was panting, and her body still rocked as Luke continued to fuck her from behind. I felt her smoothing my hair back from my face as she gloated over me. "You never told me that your husband's such a good ride. Were you trying to keep him all to yourself? That's greedy, Liz."

"No," I gasped. I didn't know what I was saying. It was just knee-jerk defiance, without any thought behind it. But I felt the movement of Alex's breath as I heard her laugh again. Her lips brushed mine, and I tasted my orgasm again as she kissed me. The orgasm she had torn from my body, the one she had stolen while I thought it was my husband going down on me. Not that I could bring myself to regret the experience. I hadn't cum so hard in a long time. And all three of us knew it.

“No?” Alex gently mocked. “So you don’t want to keep him to yourself? That’s good. Because I’m enjoying having his cock inside me. And I think your husband likes it too. Don’t you, Luke?”

“Fuck, yes,” Luke barked from the side of the bed while Alex laughed again. I cringed at his breathlessness, the obvious joy in his voice as he continued to pound her.

“That’s what I thought,” Alex panted. I felt her fingertips tracing the shape of my lips as she hovered above me. “Maybe I’ll take him from you.”

“No!” I yelled. I heard Luke groan as his own pleasure swelled, and I wondered how long he could hold out. But as he fucked Alex from behind, she seemed to devote all her attention to me.

“Poor little Liz,” Alex mocked. “You know I could if I wanted to. You know how much guys love my tight little pussy. You didn’t think you were going to get away from me so easily, did you? Once you’ve been my bitch, you’re always going to be my bitch.”

"Please, Alex!" I gasped.

“Please what?” And as she said it, I realized I didn’t know myself. I was begging Alex just to beg. Did I want the torment to stop? My lips trembled, unable to say the words. I felt as though I was going insane from denied desire, but the agony was too sweet to let go of.

"Please let me cum," I finally whimpered, to a withering gale of ecstatic laughter from the woman above me. "Please let my husband fuck me."

"Did you hear that, Luke?" I felt Alex's hair trail over my skin as she turned her head toward my husband. The laughter in her voice stung me as she spoke. But not nearly as much as my husband's did.

“Yeah,” he growled. I could still feel the bed shaking to his thrusts. His focus on fucking Alex had reduced him to single syllables. But as I knew all too well, women are able to focus on more than one thing at the time.

“It’s cute that you already know that it’s up to me,” Alex gloated as she turned back to me. “So I guess if you ever want to cum again, you need to keep me happy. Don’t you?”

"Yes, Alex," I panted. Dimly, I felt the certainty of two worlds colliding. Luke knew my past. He knew I had been with women as well as men. He knew about Alex – or at least, he knew that we had been together for a while. One of the things I loved about Luke was his lack of jealousy. He didn't mind that I was still friends with a girl I used to date before I met him. He had enough confidence in himself not to be threatened by Alex. And now, in a twist I would never have seen coming, it was me that was threatened by the return of my former lover to our lives. Because I knew her better than Luke did. I knew that dark streak in her, the twisted desire that made her at once so sexy and so dangerous. To Luke, she was just some former girlfriend of mine. And she lived in another state;  they had only met a handful of times in the past. Sure, he made a predictable joke about a three-way between us the first time they met, and I was sure that it was less of a joke than he pretended. But that goes with the territory when you're bisexual.

But I had spared my husband the details. I had never told him the true nature of mine and Alex's relationship. I had never told him the way she had trained me, the things she had made me do. The way she had made me submit to her. Luke knew that I liked to be tied up, but he had no idea just how deep my fetishes went. At least, I didn't think he did. But if he had been talking to Alex behind my back, who knew what the two of them had shared?

"That's right," Alex sniggered triumphantly. I could hear her excitement growing again in her voice as my husband continued to fuck her from behind. I felt the soft flesh of her boobs sliding over my face, and I lapped at them hungrily. Chuckling to herself, Alex guided my blind mouth to her nipple, and I gratefully licked and sucked at the puckered flesh while she moaned in pleasure above me.

"That's right," Alex moaned. "Suck my tits while your husband fucks me." And that's what I did. Unable to do anything else, I licked and sucked at Alex's tender breasts, feeling with my lips and tongue how kind the years had been to the body I once knew so well. My pussy spasmed desperately, completely ignored while my husband and my ex indulged their carnal desires. Alex moaned. Luke moaned. I moaned, my lips vibrating around Alex's nipple as she shrieked in pleasure. The whole room was filled with the sounds of bliss, the air dripping with poisonous lust as we copulated.

Alex's moans rose to a higher pitch, a long scream erupting from her throat. I gasped as she lifted her boobs from my mouth, arching her back in pleasure. I howled in frustration as I heard the catch in Luke's throat, the sudden silence of his held breath that I knew immediately preceded orgasm. With a long shuddering sigh, he came, and I tasted the bitterness of defeat mixed with the taste of Alex's skin as my husband ejaculated inside another woman. Just as she had before, Alex flopped down on top of me, her hot body draped over my stomach as her breasts pressed against my side. I heard her moan as Luke withdrew, and felt the mattress sink even lower as he flopped down onto the bed. There was barely room for the three of us, especially with me chained down in the middle of the mattress. But I could feel the heat rising from their sated bodies, the room still ringing with their cries and dripping with the scent of their pleasure. Only I remained unsatisfied, bound and blind, waiting on them.

I felt Alex move. Slowly, her movements made awkward by fatigue, she crawled over my body to lie down beside me. I felt her fingers lift the sleep mask from my eyes, and I blinked in the sudden light. Alex beamed down at me, like a vision of the past made flesh in front of me. Her cheeks were flushed with orgasm, but her smile was the same. The same full lips that I had so often kissed. The same wicked glint in her green eyes that sparkled as they caught the light. The same high forehead and sculpted brows, the same flawless skin on her doll-like face. Yes, the years had been kind to Alex. She looked even more beautiful than I remembered. Only her hair had changed. It was dyed a deep and vibrant red that had no equal in nature. It hung long and straight over her bare shoulders, dangling above me as I gazed up at her in a species of disbelief. After all these years, Alex was back. And what a way to reenter my life, and my husband's.

"Happy birthday, Liz," Alex smiled. Pinning her long hair back behind one ear, she leaned over me and kissed me again. I kissed her too. Enthusiastically, for all she had put me through. I felt my heart swelling to see her again, my incredulity turning into joy as her lips enveloped mine. I felt her reach up with one hand and unclip the cuff that held my wrist to the eyebolt driven into the headboard. On the other side of the bed, I felt Luke do the same. I lowered my arms to my sides, feeling the muscles stretch as I finally got to move them. Alex lifted her lips from mine, still smiling as she propped her head up her arm, lying on her side with her body pressed against mine. Clumsily, I wrapped my numb arms around her and embraced her. It might sound strange to say, after what had just happened. But I was glad to see my former lover and friend. No matter what it meant for my relationship with my husband.

The smell of coffee and fried food hung in the air. I sat up in bed as Luke reentered the bedroom, carrying a plate in each hand. Alex lay on the other side of the bed, her naked body hidden by the sheet she had pulled over herself. I had done the same. There was something so familiar and yet so strange about the situation we found ourselves in. Nothing more normal than having breakfast with my husband on the weekend. But sharing the bed with my former lover as we did so was something entirely new. And for all the joy of catching up with an old friend, the relentless buzzing of my desire had not gone away. Unlike my husband, unlike Alex, I had not been allowed to cum. I hadn't forgotten it for a second. The desperate desire in my body wouldn't allow me to do so.

“I still can’t believe you did this.” Taking a plate from Luke, I smiled at him as I set it in my lap on top of the bedsheet. Fluffy yellow scrambled eggs and three strips of crispy bacon lay on the plate, and my stomach growled as I looked at the food. It was long past breakfast time, but I didn’t care. It dawned on me that in all the excitement of that morning, I hadn’t eaten a thing.

"Well, I'm full of surprises," Luke smiled as he handed the other plate to Alex. "It's not every day you turn 30, is it? I wanted to do something special."

“You definitely did that,” I said, shaking my head slowly. Luke chuckled. Relieved of the plates, he returned to the kitchen to fetch his own meal.

"How did you guys even start talking?" I asked, turning to Alex. She lay on her side in the parts of the bed I usually occupied. Her red hair fell around her face as she propped herself up on one arm. Beneath the sheet that covered her, I could see the soft curves of her body, and a hunger rose in me that had nothing to do with the plate full of food in front of me. I had thought all of that was in the past. I love my husband, and when I spoke our marriage vows, I meant them. Luke was enough for me. But in one stroke, he had reopened a chapter of the past that I had never been able to forget. I would never tell my husband this, but I couldn't deny that there were times when I looked back on my relationship with Alex fondly. What I felt for Luke was stronger than anything I had ever felt for Alex. But no one, my husband included, had ever sexually excited me the way this woman did. And now, unbelievably, she was back.

"Online, obviously," Alex grinned, rolling her eyes. "Luke messaged me a couple of months back. It was totally out of the blue. But when he mentioned that you had a birthday coming up, I started thinking."

"So this was your idea?"

"Maybe sixty-forty," Alex shrugged, her slender shoulders moving above the sheet that covered her. "You know what guys are like. They all have dirty minds. He just needed a little encouragement to let his freak flag fly."

"I'd say that was more than a little encouragement," I said. Alex laughed, throwing back her head and letting her hair pool on the pillow behind her. Luke smiled as he stepped inside the bedroom again, holding his own plate.

"What's so funny?" he asked. I watched him take his seat at the foot of the bed, balancing his plate on his thigh. Luke had donned a pair of shorts and a T-shirt to cook breakfast, and I watched the way the muscle of his leg bunched as he sat down.

"I was just saying, I can't believe you guys planned this behind my back," I said.

“Yeah, well,” Luke shrugged. “I know you like the kinky stuff. I just thought I could use a little help.”

"I should be so mad at you two," I said. I tried my best to sound stern, but my giddy smile gave me away.  Luke's eyes sparkled as he smiled at me while trailing his fork through a pile of scrambled eggs. He was still the handsome man that I had fallen for, the first real relationship I had had after Alex and I went our separate ways so many years ago. After her, I had thought I was ruined for men for life. No man could ever know my woman's body the way Alex did. But Luke was sexy to me in a completely different way than Alex had been. So handsome, so confident, and yet so easy-going. As though he didn't even know how attractive he was to me. Alex's beauty was a weapon, something she had learned how to use to get people to do what she wanted. It was a high wire act, a masterpiece of feminine artifice, and while she had been blessed with fantastic genes, a lot of work went into making her the bombshell that she was. Luke was the complete opposite. He didn't even work out. The sports he played kept him in great shape, and he was handsome without even trying. He was such a goofball, in many ways. If Alex was a femme fatale, my husband was more like comic relief. But I had fallen headfirst for his easy-going charms. And here we were.

"Are you?" Luke asked. Stubble shone on his chin like a dusting of gold as he chewed a mouthful of food.

“No,” I scowled. “But I don’t think it’s fair that my birthday present is for you to have sex with a beautiful woman.” Alex and Luke both laughed.

“Well, if I remember right, his birthday isn’t for a couple of months,” Alex smiled. “I’m sure we can come up with something equally fun by then.”

"Oh my God, look at your face!" Alex and I shrieked with laughter at the wide-eyed expression Luke wore. Ruefully, he smiled. Alex was only joking. But then, with my lust still buzzing and burning inside me, I found myself wondering just how much of what she said was a joke. After all, the three of us lying here together sharing breakfast was proof that the unlikeliest things can come to pass.

“It was a bit of a risk,” Alex said after swallowing some of her breakfast. “But I knew you’d like it. I haven’t forgotten how much you love being treated like a bitch.” Another shiver of lust raced through me as I chewed my own food. Alex was right. And the way she said it, so casually, right in front of my husband while he watched the two of us. It was too strange and exciting to be believed. For a while, I said nothing. The only sound was that of cutlery against plates as the three of us ate in silence.

“That was good,” Alex said at last. Her plate was still half full as she rolled over and set it aside on the bedside table. Rolling back towards me, her hand moved idly above the rumpled sheet. Her fingernails were painted a deep red, a couple of shades darker than her dyed hair. The young woman I had so fallen for had matured without losing any of her innate sexiness, instead adding the dark allure of experience to her natural beauty. It’s just not fair, the way some women age. Or refuse to. “We have a lot of catching up to do,” she smiled up at me.

"I know," I said as I swallowed the last mouthful of my breakfast. "It's been way too long."

"But we can do all that later," Alex said. The sheet wrinkled over her body as she sat up. The fabric fell away from her chest, and her naked breasts bounced as she breathed, drawing my eyes to her just as surely as they drew my husbands. Alex smiled, well aware of the effect she was having on both of us. Right before my eyes, I saw her nipples harden in excitement.

“Right now, it’s still your birthday,” Alex went on. “And I bet you’re still horny, aren’t you?” Again the color rose to my cheeks as I felt my husband’s eyes darting from me to Alex and back again.

“Well, yeah,” I said, blushing as I spoke.

“Good.” Alex’s green eyes locked onto me as she smiled wolfishly. “That’s how I like you. You’re more obedient that way.” Luke’s loud laughter made me cringe, but I couldn’t find the words to argue. After all, Alex was right. She knew the twists and turns of my submissive heart better than anyone.

“I have another surprise,” she said. Rising from the bed, Alex stood. Completely naked and unashamed, she placed her hands on her hips as she stood at the side of the bed, letting my eyes and Luke’s drink in the sight of her beautiful body. “I’m moving here,” she said.

“Seriously?” I gasped.

"Seriously," Alex confirmed. "I bought a house here a couple months ago. I was looking to move anyway, and then Luke reached out to me online. Pretty perfect timing, if you ask me." The shudder that passed through me felt like a momentary cloud passing in front of the hot summer sun as I watched Alex's eyes harden. She didn't need to say anything. She didn't even need to move a muscle on her face. I could see at once that her dominant nature was coming to the fore again.

“So I think as well as your birthday, we can make this a little housewarming for me,” Alex smiled. “Come on. Get up. We’re going to continue this at my place.”


On Display

"Nope. Not that. No jeans."

For a moment, I froze in disbelief. Alex sat on the edge of my bed, looking so comfortable you would have thought we were already at her place, instead of her being a guest in mine and my husband's bedroom. I was halfway through getting dressed, bent over with one of my legs already inside my jeans and my hands on the waistband to pull them up. Alex's stern command stopped me in my tracks.

"What do you mean?" Part of me wished that my voice didn't sound so feeble, so unsure of myself. But that was the effect Alex had on me. No matter how many years had passed since we were together, that didn't seem to have changed at all. As though she had a cheat code to my psyche. She seemed able to exert control over me with nothing more than a word.

"You heard me. Wear something sexier." My stomach fluttered as Alex spoke. And a hushed chuckle rose from my husband. Because Luke was watching too, of course. Which made the whole thing so much tougher. I couldn't forget the past that I shared with Alex, and the nature of the relationship that we had had. But it was all new to Luke. And while we had played our little bondage games from time to time, he had never seen me submit to someone like this. It made me want to defy her. It made me want to be strong, to tell her where to shove her orders and her ideas. But there was that other side to my soul that wanted the opposite. That wanted nothing more than to obey. Because I knew the rewards that Alex offered. Sex unlike any I had ever known. I had thought I had given all of that up when I married Luke. Not that my husband didn't satisfy me, because he most definitely did. But it wasn't the same. It could never be the same. And I had resigned myself to that, knowing that I had made the right choice. Only now, it seemed like I didn't have to choose at all. Just thinking about it was enough to make me breathless.

“Like what?” I asked, playing for time while I tried to get my stuttering heart under control. Alex shrugged.

"I don't know," she said. "Something that will make me want to fuck you." She said it so calmly, as though there were nothing more normal in the world. As though she wasn't sitting right in front of my husband as she spoke. Luke's eyes darted from me to Alex and back again. He couldn't believe what he was seeing. But it excited him; I knew that. Though not nearly, I suspected, as much as it excited me.

Stepping out of my jeans again, I turned back to my bedroom closet. I could feel two sets of eyes on me as I moved, Luke's and Alex's. They were watching me, and my cheeks burned at the thought as I picked through the clothes that hung in my closet. It had been a long time since we last went out. It had been a long time since I had felt the need to dress up. Even the best marriages sometimes sink into a kind of familiar routine. Besides, if I ever wanted to get Luke's motor running, it wasn't hard. I just put on some of my nicer underwear. Any more than that seemed like overkill. But if I was going to have to leave the house, I would need something more.

No jeans, Alex had said. The breath caught slightly in the back of my throat as I reached for a dress I hadn't worn in a long time. Lifting the hanger from the closet rod, I turned, holding the dress in front of my body between Alex and me. I hoped it still fit.

"How about this?" I asked. Alex's beautiful eyes moved down my body and back up, and I could see her picturing me in the garment.

"Try it on," she said. Glancing in the direction of my husband, I saw the smile on his handsome face. Clearly, he wasn't going to save me. Not that I wanted to be saved, exactly. But the way he was going along with Alex's plan infuriated and excited me in equal measure. He had brought her into this, and my former girlfriend had used the opportunity to inject herself into our marriage. And my husband was allowing it. Just as I was.

I pulled the dress on over my head. The royal blue fabric fit close around my torso, but I was relieved to see that I could still get it on. It had been years since I wore this outfit, and I found myself wondering why. It was so cute. But was it sexy enough? Luke liked it, I knew that. The flared skirt of the dress stopped several inches north of my knees. But the neckline was relatively modest, even if it did bare my arms. Once I had the dress on, I smoothed it nervously over my hips as I waited for Alex to speak.

"That's a cute dress," Alex finally said. I felt as though I might as well be naked again as her eyes moved over my body, examining every inch as I stood nervously in front of her. "But I  told you to pick something sexy, not cute. Try again." Luke laughed out loud, and my cheeks burned a deeper red. Reaching behind my back to pull down the zipper, I shed the dress and returned it to the closet. Along with my mounting desire, a kind of irritation was rising within me. How long was Alex going to make me play this game for? Where was it all going to end? With Luke and me at her place, I knew. Hopefully fucking as though we just been released from prison. And that thought, tingling in the base of my spine and sending warm waves of pleasure through my body, spurred me onward. She wanted sexy? I could do sexy. It had been a while, but I was confident I could give Alex what she wanted. And what I wanted. Because that had always been Alex's secret weapon to get me to do what she said. What she asked me for, almost all of the time, was what I wanted myself.

Sexy. Sexy. Hangers rattled along the closet rod as I looked through my clothes. This skirt had always got a reaction out of Luke. I had retired it a few years back, not because it didn't fit but because a denim miniskirt is only an appropriate thing for a woman to wear for so long. I removed it and a halter neck top from the closet and turned back to Alex.

"Better," she said with a slight nod. "Put it on." My giddy smile accentuated the blush on my face as I did as I was told. I didn't know how she did it, but Alex had always had such a gift for coming up with scenes that I would never have expected much from, but nevertheless learned to like. Maybe it was just because she was making me do it. But I found myself starting to enjoy this little fashion show. Under the watchful eyes of my ex-lover and my current husband, I pulled the short skirt over my legs. The thin material of the halter top clung to my body as I pulled it on. There was no question that I was showing plenty of skin in this summery outfit. Alex smiled as she turned to my husband.

"What do you think?" she asked.

“You look great,” Luke said to me, and my smile deepened. Even in this new situation we found ourselves in, my husband knew how to make me feel good about myself. And these were no empty words. I could see the look on his face that spoke of his attraction to me. I couldn’t miss the way his eyes danced over my body as I stood awkwardly in front of them both.

Which made me in the perfect position to watch as Alex leaned slightly toward Luke, her hand sliding quickly up his thigh toward his crotch.

I gasped. Luke's eyes opened wide. Even after what had already happened this morning, I wasn't used to seeing another woman touch my husband. There was something so wrong, so possessive in her posture as she reached between his legs. I saw Luke's whole body stiffen, and he looked right at me. But I noticed that he didn't resist. He didn't make a single move to stop Alex as she fondled him through the shorts he was wearing, smiling wickedly as she touched his cock. And I stood still as though rooted to the spot, watching the whole thing. Somehow, it never even occurred to me to try and stop what was happening.

"I think your husband likes this one," Alex grinned. "You're getting him hard." Still frozen, I watched as Alex placed her other hand on the waistband of his shorts. Luke sat back, balancing with his hands behind him on the mattress as he lifted his hips slightly and Alex pulled his shorts down. My husband's cock rose into the air, springing out from his abandoned shorts right in front of Alex and I. I heard him moan slightly as she wrapped one hand around his shaft. Though it was a wonder I could hear anything over the throbbing of my blood in my ears.

“But I don’t know,” Alex went on. “I think we can get him harder than this, don’t you?” I watched silently as Alex slowly teased my husband’s cock with her hand, smiling all the while as she did so. Smiling right at me. The silence in the room was punctuated only by the sound of Luke’s labored breathing, and I found myself faintly surprised that only I could hear the pounding of my heart in my chest. But Alex clearly wanted an answer. The game would not proceed until she got one.

“Yes, Alex,” I croaked, bringing a smile to the faces of both her and Luke.

"Well, get to it," Alex said briskly. "Put on something that will really get him going. The sexiest outfit you have. The sluttier you look, the more your husband is going to enjoy it." Luke's laughter had a gasping quality to it as his pleasure swelled with the manipulations of Alex's hand. Stricken with a kind of anguished desire, I turned back to the closet. I could hear the soft sounds of my husband's pleasure as I quickly undressed again. If Alex wanted slutty, I would give her slutty. And if Luke wanted… Well, I knew what Luke wanted. He wanted exactly this, two women all but fighting over him. Except it wasn't much of a fight. Alex had breezed in and usurped my place at my husband's side with embarrassing ease. I couldn't stand against her. It was a trick I had never learned. The relationship between us was what it had always been. Alex was firmly, inarguably in charge. I wouldn't have it any other way, no matter how much it humiliated me to have my husband watch me submit.

I knew exactly what I was looking for as I pawed through my clothes again. At the back of the closet, I found the dress I was after. I had worn it only once, on an anniversary a few years ago. And even then, not for long. It was a dress that Luke couldn't wait to tear off me, to hurl to the bedroom floor and take me right there and then. If this didn't do it, nothing would. Lifting the dress from its hanger, I turned back to my audience again.

“Go on,” Alex nodded. And while she continued to toy with my husband’s increasingly hard cock, I struggled into my little black dress.

It was tight. Tighter than I remembered. The stretchy black fabric clung to every inch of my body that it covered, though that wasn't saying too much. The scooped neckline showed a generous cleavage, enhanced by the push-up bra I was wearing. The spaghetti straps barely covered my shoulders. The skirt was almost knee-length, maybe an inch or two short. But it was so tight that it clung to my legs in a way that left little to the imagination. I could feel the fabric straining around my hips, cupping my ass in a way that I couldn't ignore. I felt sexy in this dress no matter what the circumstances were. But in the current ones, I felt as though I might go mad with desire. Between my legs, I could feel the growing moisture of arousal as I presented myself to Alex.

"Nice," she grinned. Beside her, Luke's chest rose and fell as she casually pumped away at his cock. His eyes were half closed now, but I still saw him looking at me, looking at my body in the dress I knew he loved. Alex giggled as his cock surged. "Your husband likes it too," Alex beamed. "That's good. A wife should know how to make her husband happy." There was a note of mockery in Alex's voice. She had never been married.

But I wasn't finished yet. There was no competition between Alex and me, of course. I couldn't bring myself to say no to the woman, and clearly, neither could my husband. But her easy way with my husband was making me want… Something. Whatever I could get. I'll admit that having Luke look at me the way he did, even while Alex was stroking his cock, excited me. It felt like a victory, even if it was minor. If I couldn't have sex with my husband while she was around, I could at least turn him on. I could remind him that, as sexy as Alex was, I wasn't too bad myself. And if that was playing into Alex's hands, so be it.

I already knew what shoes I wanted to wear. The dress tightened around me as I turned once more to the bedroom closet. Alex's shining eyes followed me, watching the way the dress clung to my body as I bent. I hoped that Luke was watching too. Reaching for the floor, I picked up a pair of leather boots. Like the dress, these boots were rarely worn. The high heel made them impractical for regular use. But I knew that Luke liked them. I had never dared to pair them with this dress, afraid that I would look like a streetwalker. Evidently, that was what Alex wanted. It was what Luke wanted too.

"Good," Alex said excitedly as I stood in front of her with the boots in my hands. "Those are perfect. Put them on." The tightness of the dress made my movements awkward as I tried to stand on one leg and slide the other into the supple leather of the boots. My difficulties only increased as Alex slid off the bed in front of me.  New I watched as my former lover kneeled on the floor in front of my husband. Luke moaned, throwing back his head as she wrapped both hands around his cock and stroked vigorously. Tossing her hair back from her face, she grinned at me over her shoulder.

"Keep going," she ordered. "You can see how much this is turning your husband on." Turning back to Luke, she devoted herself to her task. I felt my stomach contract in a species of fear as Alex lowered her head to his lap. Luke let out a long moan as she took his cock into her mouth. And I stumbled, wobbling on the spot as I tried to get my boots on while watching everything that was happening. Rage and shame filled my heart, but they were no match for the lust that bubbled inside me like molten lava. Watching those responses of bliss that I knew so well, that look of sheer joy on my husband's face struck every ragged nerve in my body. My breath burned in my lungs as though I had run a marathon. And all I could do was get dressed.

Finally, I struggled into the boots and zipped them up. Not knowing what else to do, I stood between the bed and the closet, watching. I heard the wet sound of Alex's lips breaking contact with Luke's cock as she turned to look at me again over her shoulder.

"Doesn't your wife look hot?" Alex said, grinning at me she spoke.

"Yes," Luke gasped, while the veins showed in his neck. His cock was hard as granite in Alex's hands, shining with her saliva, and the jealousy was like a drug as it rushed through my blood, sweeping over me unstoppably.

"See? You're turning your husband on. Look at what you're doing to him. Now, just stand there. Let him look at you. Hands behind your back." And I did what Alex said. As though it never even occurred to me that I could do otherwise. As though she had every right to order me around. And Luke watched as I posed for him. My body on fire with frustrated lust, I stood with my hands behind my back, balancing precariously on my slutty heels while my black dress flaunted my curves. He stared right at me. His eyes were locked on my body, even as Alex bent her head and took his cock into her mouth again. A series of gasps rose from his lips, but he never looked away from me. And while my cheeks burned, I felt my heart swelling with an almost unaccountable pleasure. Alex might be blowing him. But he was looking at me. At least I was involved. And while I stood there, an object to be looked at, I felt my juices running down the inside of my thighs. How could merely standing there in a dress be so exciting? That was Alex's gift. The dark magic she knew so well.

Her red hair shone in the light as she bobbed her head up and down. Alex was sucking my husband's cock like a pro, and I knew that he was close from the way his body tightened, the way his fists gripped the edge of the mattress. He was about to cum. For a man who usually didn't get as many blowjobs as he would probably like – and what man does? – he was certainly getting his share today. First me, and now Alex. With a stab of masochistic pain, I wondered which was better. Her mouth or mine? I had experience on my side, knowing exactly how my husband liked it. But Alex was no slouch in the oral sex department. I could see that from the way my husband reacted. I could hear it in every moan that escaped his trembling lips. He was right on the edge, and my stomach tightened as I waited for Alex to take him over it.

But instead, Alex let out a loud gasp as she lifted her head away. Luke's cock shone in her hands as she stroked it. I'll never forget the look on her face as she turned to me again. There was no way for me not to see the unbridled lust that shone in her features. No way to mistake the sadistic pleasure that glittered in her eyes. For all her control, Alex was every bit as on fire with lust as Luke was, as I was. It was all I could do not to moan myself as she looked at me.

" Get over here, slut." Her words made me shiver. The leather of my boots groaned around my legs as I stumbled forward. Alex watched me, one hand still wrapped around Luke's cock as I stood above her. Reaching out with her other hand, she grabbed my wrist and pulled me towards her. I saw what she had in mind. The tight skirt of my dress inhibited my movements, and the boots made me awkward as I sank to the floor beside her. Luke could hardly believe what he was seeing. His breath came in rapid gasps as he stared down at the two of us, two women kneeling in front of his rock hard cock, our eyes shining with desire. And this was supposed to be my birthday present? Luke was having the sexual experience of a lifetime. But then again, so was I.

"You little slut," Alex growled. It was a sound that made the fine hairs rise on the back of my neck, and I gripped my thighs through the dress as I squirmed beside her. I yelped as she reached out and grabbed a fistful of my hair, tugging at it. "Open your mouth," she ordered. To forestall any resistance on my part, she pulled my hair again. And I did what she said. I knew what she was planning. But I couldn't resist. Worse; I wanted it too. Dressed up as I was, I felt like the slut she described me as. And that's what I wanted to be. A slut. An object to be used for my husband's pleasure. And for Alex's.

Alex's hand glistened as she pumped Luke's cock. I inched closer on my knees, encouraged by the tightness of her other hand in my hair. She held my face right in front of my husband's leaping cock, making me watch mere inches away as she pleasured him. Luke couldn't resist any more than I could. With a loud cry, he threw back his head, and his cock erupted in orgasm.

Alex laughed out loud as she pointed his manhood at me. I closed my eyes as I felt the hot spurt of his semen on my face. Luke went on groaning as his orgasm dragged on and on, his semen anointing my face with every eruption of his cock. I could feel his hot fluids dripping down my face, from my brow to my nose to my cheeks and chin, sliding slowly over my skin. And Alex's hand in my hair kept me in place, right in the firing line. She held me there until Luke was spent, sighing in bliss as she finally released his cock.

I opened my eyes, blinking rapidly, anxious to make sure none of Luke's cum got in them. I raised my hands to my face to wipe his semen away, only to be stopped by a sudden pull on my hair.

"Don't you dare," Alex growled, her mouth closed my ear. "You should wear that with pride. That's all sluts like you are good for." Underneath the fog of desire, I felt my cheeks burn with humiliation. Luke let out a strangled cry of shock at Alex's tone. But I lowered my hands again without touching my face. Unable to meet my husband's gaze, I turned my eyes to the floor. The perfect chastised slut, kneeling meekly with my hands in my lap while cum dripped steadily from my face. And all the while, between my legs, the fire of need still raged. The fire that gave Alex her power to make me do whatever she wanted. The fire that made me want more, even of this humiliation.

"Okay," said Alex, her tone suddenly changing in that mercurial way I remembered so well. "Now that you're properly dressed, we can go to my place." Releasing her grip on my hair, Alex instead placed her hand on my shoulder and pushed herself up to her feet. She stretched out a hand to me, and in spite of myself, I took it. Smiling again, she held her other hand out to Luke, and he took it gently in his. We both stood, him made clumsy by his orgasm and me by the impractical outfit I wore. Luke stuffed his softening cock back into his shorts as Alex beamed at us.

“We’re going now?” Luke asked. As Alex nodded, I couldn’t help but notice how readily he took her lead.

"Yeah, we'll go now," Alex said. Luke nodded back at her. Quickly, he shed his shorts and pulled on a pair of jeans instead. He got dressed in that way that men do, a careless procedure the lasts mere seconds. In no time at all, he was ready to go. And my heart fluttered in my chest as Alex, her hand still in mine, led me toward the door.

"You want me to go like this?" Alex pulled my hand lightly for encouragement as she opened the front door.

"Of course," she smiled. "No one will see. Besides, so what if they do? You need to get used to your new role." Another surge of excitement raced through me at her words. She was just too good. I hesitated, but her gentle pull on my arm urged me forward. That, and the lust that continued to boil away inside me. I had no idea what awaited me at Alex's new house. But if it was anything like what had been going on already that day, I couldn't wait to find out.

“Oh, and you’re driving,” Alex said. Picking up the keys to our car from the shelf by the door, she handed them to me. “May as well make yourself useful while I have some fun with your husband in the back.”

I heard Luke's gasp. But I simply nodded. With his cum still shining on my face, I hurried through the open door. My heels clicked loudly on the cement driveway, and I felt as though every window on our street hid a watching judgmental face. I unlocked the car and reached for the handle of the driver's door, eager to get into what cover the vehicle provided. But I ought to have known that things wouldn't be so simple.

"Not so fast," Alex said. Stepping past me, she stood at one of the car's rear doors. "Open my door for me." I heard Luke laugh, and the sound sent another shiver of shame racing along my spine. It was too much. Alex was out to disgrace me in front of my husband completely. But the longer we stood there, the more time there would be for anyone watching to notice the way that I was dressed, and to see the moisture that shone on my face. Making a split-second decision, I stepped forward and opened Alex's door for her. The smile she turned to me was chilling.

"Good girl," she purred, and I winced as though from a blow as I felt my pussy clench in desire.  Slowly, in no hurry, Alex bent her lovely body into the back seat and slid across it to make room for my husband. Luke smiled at me as he stepped past. Again, I could hardly bring myself to meet his gaze. Like a well-trained servant, I turned my eyes to the floor.

"You okay?" he asked, laying a gentle hand on my shoulder. Only then did I raise my eyes to his.

“Yeah, I’m fine,” I said. I felt my dress grew even tighter around me as I heaved a big sigh. “This is intense. But that’s what Alex is like.”

“We can stop.”

"No," I said firmly, shaking my head. I loved Luke for his concern, for making sure that he wasn't going too far. But at that moment, it was almost worse than what Alex was putting me through. She was simply making me do what she wanted. He was forcing me to admit that it was what I wanted, too.

"Hurry up, slut," I heard Alex bark inside the car. "I want to get there sometime today." Luke climbed into the backseat. I closed the door behind him and stepped towards the driver's seat. Climbing inside, I started the car. We backed out of the driveway and onto the road, driving towards an uncertain future. All I knew was that while I might be driving, Alex was firmly in charge. And I wouldn't have it any other way.


Alex’s Place

“Take a left here.”

I did as instructed. Turning the wheel, I eased the car around the corner, following Alex's directions. I said nothing. Glancing in the rearview mirror, I could see her eyes flashing. Those same striking green eyes that never failed to make me short of breath, the ones that had haunted my dreams back when we first met. I was still so young then, just beginning to figure out what I wanted in life. Still coming to terms with who and what I was. That people could be attracted to members of their own sex seemed perfectly natural to me, until it happened to me personally. Then it was harder to come to terms with. But there was no denying the way certain women made me feel. And admiration for a particular dress or some skillful makeup soon revealed itself as more than that. It was attraction, pure and simple. But I had fumbled my way into my bisexuality, like so many do. By the time I met Alex, I was ready for more. But I would never have been ready for her.

And here she was, all these years later. Still pushing my boundaries while she simultaneously pushed my buttons. Buttons I had all but forgotten existed. It's hard to explain without sounding like I'm criticizing my husband. But I was happy with Luke, and with the sex that we had. More than happy. He satisfied me completely, and he was open-minded enough to try the little games I loved so much. But I had always got the sense that he was doing it to please me. It's hard for a submissive to take their dominant partner seriously when they know that ultimately, they are only dominant for the submissive's sake. Luke would do anything to make me happy, and I love that about him. But sometimes, when a girl needs to just be taken, to lose herself in the will of another, love isn't the answer. You need someone who seems utterly selfish, demanding what they want with no thought for what it does to you, even though you both know exactly what it is doing to you, and you love it. This stuff is complicated, and I couldn't blame Luc for not entirely understanding it. I guess I never could explain it in a way that would make it clear to him. With Alex, I didn't have to explain.

She was a natural. Until she came along, all I had was naughty thoughts. No real experience to base it on, either with women or with submission. Alex changed all of that. She showed me just how sweet it could be to be used for the pleasure of another. She showed me parts of myself that even I had been unaware of. Whatever this thing was, wherever this desire to bow down to another came from, Alex seemed to have a map to the darkest corners of my heart. She was more than just my lover, more than my dominatrix. She was my teacher, my guide through a landscape that was as intimidating as it was alluring. She, more than any other person on earth, was responsible for my sexual awakening. If it hadn't been for Alex, I might never have been ready to meet Luke. Certainly, I wouldn't be the wife I was for him now. If a woman doesn't understand her own desires, she will only ever be at best a mediocre partner in bed. At worst, she'll be downright frigid. Unable to enjoy what should be one of life's greatest pleasures. Thanks to Alex, I never had to worry about that. Nor did Luke.

"Take this right." I nodded silently as I turned the car onto a busy street. Alex lived here now. I never would have seen that coming. Some relationships are not built to last. What I shared with her was too intense to be a lifelong partnership, or so I had thought at the time. The sex never diminished in quality; if anything, it got better with time. We carried on exploring each other, and she carried on helping me to explore myself. But outside of the bedroom, we drifted further apart. What can I say? We were young. Neither of us was ready to settle down, to commit to a single person. Besides, Alex's sexual appetite was voracious, even more so than mine. It was hard to imagine her ever settling down. But me? For all the pleasure Alex gave me, I missed men. And for all that I loved being with her, obsessed with her body as I was at the time, when I tried to imagine my future, settling down that one special person, in my head that person was always male. I don't know why. That's just the way it was. My relationship with Alex ended not with a bang but with a whimper. When I was offered a job in a different town, I took it. And when I told her, she seemed almost relieved. As though we had both known for a while that what we had couldn't last. We could see its end coming, as surely as the sunset. No matter how exciting the day has been, it has to end.

We promised to stay in touch, and we did for a while. She came to my wedding. Luke got along with her surprisingly well. He knew about our past – at least the sanitized version of it. He knew that we had dated. He wasn’t threatened by her. Maybe he should have been. I suspect if Alex had been a man, Luke would never have been okay with her presence at our wedding. But the thought of me being with women excited him.

My thoughts were interrupted by a sigh from the backseat. The road was quiet. I glanced in the mirror, and my eyes widened. My husband and my ex were all over each other. I could no longer see Alex's face. She lay back against the door, facing Luke. Luke sat close to her. It was difficult for me to see what exactly was going on, but the soft sounds of pleasure Alex made as we drove left me in no doubt. Luke was touching her. Jealousy curdled my stomach as I drove. The radio was off, and I didn't even think to turn it on. Besides the dull growl of the car's engine, the only sound in the vehicle was that of Alex and Luke. And with every mile we covered, the sounds of pleasure grew louder.

My eyes darted between the road ahead of us in the back seat behind me. Luke's body was bent over Alex's now, and there was a rhythmic quality to the noises she was making. I could see my husband's arm moving slightly, and I gasped quietly as I bit my lip. Alex pressed one hand against the headrest of my seat, bracing herself as her body responded to pleasure. Luke was fingering her. I didn't know who had instigated it, and I wondered why it mattered. But it did. And for all the pain and shame of the situation, I could hardly bring myself to look away. The mirror showed me my defeat as I drove, and I watched closely as my husband betrayed me with Alex. I still couldn't believe all that had happened. I still couldn't believe that my husband had come up with this idea. Most probably, he had been hoping for the threesome that had been on his mind the moment he learned I was bisexual. But instead, he was getting this. He was getting Alex, and I was getting nothing. Nothing but the dark thrill of serving the two of them, of bowing to their will. Of being disgraced. And I couldn't ignore the dampness between my thighs as I continued to drive the two of them to Alex's new house like a servant.

Alex hadn't mentioned that she was moving to our town. Then again, it's not like we really kept in touch anymore. She could have moved many times over the past few years without me knowing. But why here? It couldn't have anything to do this, surely? I banished the idea from my mind. Alex had not spent the last decade pining after me any more than I had spent it pining after her. She had a life, of which I knew little lately. But if she was going to live in the same town as us, I couldn't ignore the possibilities it presented. My secret was out with Luke. He knew now, if he hadn't already, just how submissive I could be. He knew how easily Alex could bring it out of me. This was supposed to be my birthday present, but it was hard to believe that things would end here. The door that had been opened this weekend could never be closed. And the three of us were wandering into uncharted territory. Thrilling, and terrifying. Just the way things always were with Alex.

"Oh my God." The breathy gasp that rose from Alex's throat in the confined space of the car made me gulp. Jealousy burned in my heart, but I wasn't sure who I was more jealous of. Luke, or Alex? I wanted them both. Apparently, I could have neither. All I could do was watch and listen while they enjoyed one another.

"Keep driving." Alex's voice was heavy with pleasure, the words seemingly torn from her as she gasped and moaned. "Just keep driving!" I did as I was told. While my cheeks burned with shame, while my body trembled with lust, while I pressed my thighs together against the pleasure that burned between them, I drove aimlessly through the city streets. Listening to my former lover cum with my husband's fingers in her pussy.

With a loud cry, Alex came. I felt the sudden release of pressure on the back of my seat as she relaxed. Sighing, she lay back, and Luke slid away from her. In the thin reflective strip of the mirror, I caught his boyish smile. Catching my reflected gaze, he smiled sheepishly. Luke had never quite known how to dominate me, not the way I wanted him to. But this? This was easy. All he had to do was what came naturally. He had a pass that most men could only dream of, permission from his wife to have sex with her beautiful friend. Whatever else the weekend held in store for us, I knew that Luke was never going to forget it. None of us were. There was still an expression on his face of something like wonder. Unable to believe his luck, he knew better than to question it. Luke was smart enough to seize an opportunity like this when it arose and not ask too many questions. Once he had determined that this was what I wanted, that I was okay with everything that was happening, he had embraced it. My birthday present. To watch my husband fuck my ex while I felt as though I was dying of desire.

"You're terrible, Luke." The way Alex said the words, it was clear she meant the opposite. "Doing that to me while your wife is being such a good girl and driving us around." Luke chuckled but said nothing. He never did know what to say at times like this. Luckily, Alex always knew exactly the words to use. Just hearing her call me a good girl made me shiver behind the wheel with barely restrained excitement.

"Take the next right. Then it's left in two blocks." I wondered if my husband could hear as clearly as I did the abrupt change in Alex's voice. She had two different voices, the one she used to boss me around and the one she used to purr at him. Just another reminder of our different status. She was seducing him. And it was working. A momentary fear, stronger than any I had felt up to that point, gripped me. Kinky games were all well and good. The fact that my husband was fucking Alex – well, it wouldn't be true to say it didn't bother me. It did. That was what gave it its dark thrill. But sex is sex. The two of them together, enjoying each other's bodies, excited me as much as it scared me. But what if things went further than that? What if Luke started to develop feelings for Alex? I knew better than anyone how attractive she could be. And really good sex, the kind that Alex and I used to have, the kind that she was currently having with Luke, can confuse anyone. What if Luke fell in love with her? Blinking rapidly, I tried to banish the thought from my head as I followed Alex's directions to her house. It didn't do any good to dwell on my fears. All I could do was play this game and hope that things worked out for the best. And quickly, my desire swamped my fear. My most pressing concern at the moment was how to relieve the almost torturous hunger I felt. Everything else could wait.

"It's up here, on the left," Alex said. "That one." Checking my mirrors one last time, I steered the car into the narrow driveway. Alex's new home was a townhouse, one in a row of identical units. I rarely came to this part of town, but the complex looked new, possibly no more than a few years old. A stray curiosity about what she did for a living flared briefly in my mind. I haven't been in a position to buy anything until Luke and I decided to buy a place together. He still contributed more than half the money in our marriage. Alex's new home looked expensive, and she had yet to mention a partner. But there was no time for such irrelevant thoughts. I switched off the engine, and shame once again prickled my skin as I remembered what Alex wanted. The three of us sat in the car without moving, without saying a word. She was waiting. And so was Luke. Already, he seemed to understand the rules of this game.

Suppressing a sigh, I opened my door. As though the blue sky overhead concealed a thousand watchful eyes, I felt under scrutiny as I stepped out of the car. The tall heels of my boots echoed loudly on the smooth concrete of Alex's driveway as I made my way towards the rear of the vehicle. I felt ridiculous as I opened the door for my former girlfriend. Alex smiled in triumph as she climbed out of the car without a single word of thanks. Stepping aside, she waited for Luke to follow. He at least had the decency to look sheepish at the whole situation. But Alex insisted on formality. She loved her little reminders, these tiny but significant reminders of her power over me. As Alex led Luke toward the door of the house, I swung the car door shut and followed behind them. No matter what awaited me inside, I couldn't wait to get behind that door and away from prying eyes. My outfit, though not exactly shocking, was in no way appropriate for a suburban afternoon. And I still had the residue of my husband's cum on my face.

A short flight of steps led from the driveway to the front door. Alex climbed them easily, followed by Luke. I gripped the handrail as my dress clung to my legs, my calves tightening as I climbed in my impractical boots. Alex opened the door, and we stepped inside.

"Welcome to my new place, neighbors," Alex grinned. "Let me show you around. You can keep your boots on." That last comment was aimed at me. I nodded as Luke and I followed Alex into the house. For a moment, I felt Luke's fingers on my hand. I turned to him and smiled weakly, a silent answer to his wordless question. I was all right. I was nervous about what might happen, and anxious to share in the pleasure the two of them tormented me with. I felt vulnerable and exposed and delightfully submissive. But I was okay. I didn't want the game to stop.

Alex let us through her tall and narrow townhouse, pointing out each room as we went. It felt weirdly normal, strangely suburban, as though we were there for a regular dinner party or a friendly visit. As though I had not just listened to her orgasm while my husband pleasured her in the back of our car. Two bedrooms at the top of the house, with a bathroom between them. The living room and kitchen on the ground level, with another small toilet close to the front door.

"And now for the best bit," Alex smiled. Opening a door close to the kitchen, she headed down a flight of stairs. I followed, with Luke bringing up the rear. The basement was cooler than the rest of the house. It was finished, the white walls plain and unadorned. In one corner, expensive looking laundry machines stood. In another, a gas furnace hummed quietly. Alex hadn't fully unpacked yet; dozens of cardboard boxes stood in tall stacks against one wall. But that wasn't what she had invited us down there for.

"Isn't it cool?" Alex smiled. She stood close to the stairs, where the rising steps formed an angle from floor-to-ceiling. In the space underneath the stairs, someone had installed a cage. The steel shone in the light that came through the small window set high in the walls, and I saw that it barely budged as Alex slid her fingers through the tight mesh. "I think the last owners might have kept a dog in here," she explained. "Or maybe they had some really expensive wine or something. Either way, as soon as I saw it, I started thinking of the possibilities." Her emerald eyes glinted as she looked directly at me. I swallowed nervously. The tingling sensation of desire that I had been feeling between my legs the whole way over intensified. I was sure I knew exactly what kind of possibilities Alex was talking about. And lust gnawed at me like some sharp-toothed animal as wild visions rose in my mind. I could see that the bottom of the cage was bolted firmly to the concrete floor, and the door was fastened with a heavy bar. The cage extended out from under the stairs, perhaps eight feet tall at its highest end, and sinking all the way down to the ground below the stairs at the other. Whatever purpose the previous owners had had for it, the cage looked completely secure. Big enough to hold a person, with room enough to lie down if I wanted to. Yes, I knew exactly what Alex was thinking.

"Are you going to lock me in there?" I had meant to sound defiant, almost mocking. As though I didn't care either way, as though nothing she could do would bother me. But my voice came out in a kind of timid squeak. Even I could hear the nervousness in my words. And Alex laughed out loud, that bubbling laugh of triumph that never failed to make me tremble at its sound.

"That depends," Alex smirked, "on your behavior. Be a good girl, and I won't have to." The smell of her perfume rolled over me as she took a step closer to me. Her gorgeous eyes drifted over my face, studying my expression as though she could read my every thought. Her lips parted, and her tongue showed briefly between her white teeth as she smiled. I trembled before her, plucking nervously at the tight dress that clung to my body as I waited. For a moment, I thought she was going to kiss me. And for a moment, I wanted that more than anything.

But Alex didn’t kiss me. Instead, her warm breath tickled my cheek as she spoke.

"Are you going to be a good girl?" she said in a low voice. "Or do I have to put you in the cage?"

"No!" I gasped, and Alex chuckled at the intensity of my cry. The thought of being locked in that cold cell while she and my husband got up to whatever it was she was planning terrified me. As much as it was torture to watch the two of them together, I knew it would be even worse to know that it was happening and yet be kept apart. Whatever they did, I wanted to be involved. Even if only as the audience. Because otherwise, it was just the two of them together. And that was what scared me the most. That I would be forgotten about entirely, my memory eclipsed by the bright sun of their passion.

"I'll be a good girl," I said, and I felt my cheeks burn with fresh humiliation as Luke laughed. "Please don't put me in there." Whatever it took to stay out of the cage, I was willing to do. And I knew Alex well enough to know that showing her my fear would only give her a new weapon to use against me. But I didn't care. Alex smiled in triumph as I begged.

"Well, you know what good girls do for their husbands," she said. Without waiting for an answer, she ran her fingers through my hair. In the state of frustrated arousal I was in, even that faint touch made me want to whimper with bliss. I felt the pressure of her hand on the back of my head, pushing gently but inexorably downward. Of course I knew what she had in mind. It didn't take a genius to figure it out. And while Luke watched, his handsome face locked in an increasingly familiar expression of disbelief, I gave them both what they wanted. Right there in the barren basement of Alex's new home, in front of the menacing cage, I sank to my knees. The steel wall of the cage was behind me as I inched forward, feeling the coolness of the concrete floor against the bare skin of my knees above the boots that I wore. Luke watched my every move as I shuffled toward him. Alex stepped along beside me, her hands still on the back of my head, guiding me as though I didn't know exactly what to do. I didn't need to be told to reach for the front of my husband's pants. Luke gasped in astonishment as I quickly unfastened his belt and drew down the zipper of his fly. An involuntary smile rose to my face as I looked up at him. At that moment, I wanted nothing more than to suck his cock. To be the slut that Alex insisted I was deep down. My mouth was practically watering as I reached into the open front of his jeans and felt the hard bulge of my husband's erection through the cotton of his boxer shorts.

"Not so fast." Alex's words cut through the air as she seized a handful of my hair. I froze. Even here, she had to exert her authority. Even now, as I prepared to give my husband yet another blowjob in a time-honored ritual with which I felt entirely at home. Even here, she had to inject herself. That was just what Alex did.

"From now on, you have to ask," Alex said. Her voice was gentle, even if her words were anything but. "You have to ask nicely anytime you want to give us pleasure. You have to beg." The basement echoed with the sharp intake of Luke's breath as he listened. I felt his cock surge under my hand at Alex's words. Luke looked down at me, and I knew he could see the way my face reddened as she spoke. I knew Alex better than he did, and so I wasn't exactly surprised at this new demand. Not as surprised as he was, at any rate. But the surprise he felt at the way Alex spoke to me was nothing compared to the surprise he felt at what happened next.

"Please, Sir," I said, in the humblest voice I could manage. Alex laughed out loud, delirious with victory as I capitulated completely. There was no point fighting it. I knew how her mind worked. She wanted to humiliate me, and she was going to. One way or another. Easier just to go along with it now and get something out of it. I could no longer see the cage behind my back, but I hadn't forgotten it for a moment. The best way to stay on this side of those cold steel bars was to be the perfect submissive slut. "Please, may I suck your cock?"

"Oh my God," Alex shrieked with laughter. "I forgot what a submissive bitch you can be. This is too funny!" But I kept my eyes on my husband. He wasn't smiling. His lips moved, but for a moment, no sound came out. It was as though he had found himself in some strange dream, and he was waiting to wake up. But there was no waking from this. The throbbing of his blood inside his member as I held it in my hand told me that his body knew how to respond, even if his mind didn't. Whatever he had imagined when he set this plan in motion, I knew it wasn't this. He wouldn't have dared.

"Yes," he finally croaked. As though he had been struck nearly dumb by the strangeness of the moment. And I didn't wait. As Alex crowed in triumph, I pulled down my husband's boxer shorts and took his shaft in my hand. Luke's cock sprang out, already erect and ready for what was coming. I opened my mouth and leaned forward, happily taking the bulbous head of his manhood between my lips. At his groan of pleasure, I felt the wetness sliding slowly down the inside of my thighs.

"Make it nice and slow and sexy," Alex said above me. Releasing her grip on my hair, she patted the top of my head affectionately while I sucked Luke's cock. "But I don't want him to come yet. Your husband's next orgasm is mine." Luke gasped again as I nodded, my mouth full of him while I stared up at Alex. For a moment, she simply smiled down at me, enjoying the visual of me sucking him while he made eye contact with her. Then she stepped away. I heard her footsteps echoing through the basement, thumping on the stairs behind me as she climbed back up to the house. Luke groaned again as his pleasure swelled, and I wrapped my lips tightly around his shaft as I bobbed my head up and down. I had no intention of disobeying Alex's orders, of course. The threat of the cage was too great and to immediate for that. But if nothing else, I could at least remind my husband what his submissive slut of a wife was capable of.


Mistress Alex

It wasn't fear that motivated me. Not only that, anyway. The cage in Alex's basement stood open behind me, and its mute menace could not be ignored. But that wasn't why I did what I did. Alex was smarter than that. She knew that you can use fear to get people to do almost anything. But that would be true slavery, rather than the simulacrum we both so loved. No, I was on my knees sucking Luke's cock in my ex's basement because I wanted to. Or more correctly, I wanted to be made to. When Alex had made me beg, I almost thought I would cum right there and then. A kind of mini orgasm erupted inside me as I sucked my husband's cock, a touchless yet whole-body experience that left me breathless and giddy as I kneeled before him. I gripped my thighs, making fists that caused my tight dress to slide up over my legs while I blew him.

And all the while, I stared up at him, maintaining deep and reverent eye contact just like the girls in those dirty movies. As though nothing tasted more delicious than his cock. As though I had never wanted anything more than to please him with my mouth, ignoring the deep desire of my own body. For that long moment with the two of us alone in Alex's basement, it was almost true. In her own strange way, Alex had given us back the excitement and passion of our early courtship. I had never been happier to suck Luke's cock than I was in that moment, and from the sounds of total bliss he was making, I could tell I had never given him a better blowjob. If this was what it meant to have Alex back in our lives, living in the same town as us after all these years, I welcomed it as much as my husband did.

But I had my orders. Alex had been clear about what she wanted. And as much as it irked me to hear her proclaim that my husband's next orgasm belonged to her, I was in no mood to be defiant. The steel cage behind me was all the warning I needed to do what she said. Besides, I'll confess I felt a certain sense of satisfaction. Bringing my husband right to the brink of a powerful orgasm without quite pushing him over the edge was more than just a skill. It felt a little bit like revenge. He and Alex had been teasing me all morning. It seemed only right that he should have to feel a little of what I was going through. And after calling him Sir and begging to suck his cock, I needed to claw back any tiny scrap of control that I could.

"Oh my God," Luke said in a trembling voice, and another outrageous shudder swelled through my body as I heard the desire in his voice. "This is so fucking hot," he growled. I felt his hands on the back of my head as he looked down at me from under his heavy eyelids. There was no doubt that my husband loved me. No matter how it might look in the moment, all of this came from love. His desire to give me what I wanted, and his selfless admission that he couldn't do it alone. Luke's natural sweetness only made these moments all the more exciting. The moments when he lost control, when I excited him so much that he no longer cared about anything but pleasure. His pleasure. I felt his cock swelling in my mouth, and I knew that his orgasm was imminent as I teased his swollen head with my tongue. For a moment, I contemplated disobeying Alex's orders. Perhaps Luke would defend me. Perhaps if I let him cum in my mouth, he might be grateful enough to stop her from locking me in the cage. I felt every bit the slut that Alex said I was as I considered risking my freedom for nothing more than the sensation of my husband filling my mouth with his load.

But it wasn't to be. Even as Luke's body stiffened, even as I heard the sudden silence as he held his breath, tingling on the very verge of release, I heard footsteps on the stairs behind me. Alex was back. And as she descended, I pulled my head away from my husband's cock. It wouldn't do to slip up now. Luke groaned as his manhood slid out of my mouth, in an agony of frustration as his wet cock throbbed in the empty air in front of my face. But as Alex reached the bottom of the stairs, we both turned to look at her. And the second groan that Luke made was all for her.

Alex paused at the bottom of the basement stairs. Smiling that smug smile of hers, she waited for a moment. Letting us drink in the sight of her. It was a sight to behold. I hadn’t forgotten the near-miracle of my former girlfriend’s body. And the years seemed hardly to have touched her. Her waist was his narrow as it had been back when we were lovers. Only now, it seemed even narrower. The dramatic swell of her broad hips and her full breasts seemed even more impressive. Because the outfit she wore managed to simultaneously cover and reveal every inch of her beautiful frame.

Black latex shone wetly in the basement light. While I was busy blowing my husband, Alex had gone upstairs and slipped into a latex catsuit that covered her from her neck down to her feet. The material was skintight, or more than skintight. It clung to every inch of her, as though it was as hungry for her touch as I was, as Luke was. Under the high collar that zipped up at her neck, a large oval window in the material revealed a deep and mouthwatering cleavage.  In the light, I could see the twin bumps in the fabric that revealed her engorged nipples, and my mouth watered as I imagined taking them between my lips. Below that, a black leather corset hugged her waist, squeezing her into an hourglass shape that barely seemed believable. The latex shone over the curves of her hips, drawing my eyes downward to the faint outline of the swollen lips of her pussy. My breath came in short gasps as I studied her, just as my husband was doing. I found myself wanting to lick her, to lick every inch of her as though she was some exotic candy, confident that nothing could taste so sweet as the beautiful body that glistened in front of us. Below her knees, the latex disappeared beneath the glossy patent leather of her tall boots. A series of buckles ran up the sides, pulling the leather even tighter over her calves and feet. Wicked spike heels completed her look as Alex stood in front of us, the beautiful bitch-goddess of my darkest and most exciting dreams. I had never seen anything quite so sexy in my life. Neither, I was willing to bet, had Luke. For a moment, we both simply stared at her, our mouths open in speechless surprise as she posed for us.

Then Alex stepped forward. Her sharp heels rang out on the concrete as she strutted towards us. The sway of her body was hypnotic, her footsteps beating out like a metronome to dictate the pounding of my heart. When she and I had been together, we hadn't had the money for these kinds of outfits. Evidently, she did now. Had she bought this provocative outfit for just this occasion? Or was this something she already owned? What kind of kinky adventures had Alex been having in the years since we were together? I felt the warmth of my juices running down the inside of my legs more strongly than ever as she slowly approached. In her heels, she was almost as tall as my husband. She towered over me as I kneeled on the floor.

"Good girl," she said, and smiled as she noted the tremor that ran through me. It felt as though she was turning those two words into a kind of key phrase, as though she were reprogramming me to respond to her praise. Looking the way she did, I was happy to allow myself to be trained by her. As though I had any choice in the matter. "You followed my instructions," she went on. "You didn't make him cum." The sleeves of her catsuit ended at her wrists, leaving her hands bare. I watched Luke shudder in irrepressible desire as she slowly ran one finger along his cock from base to tip, scratching the sensitive skin lightly with her painted nail. A tiny pearlescent drop shone at the very tip of Luke's cock, the thin lubrication that I knew immediately preceded his orgasm. Mutely, I watched as Alex swept it up with the tip of her finger and raised it to her lips. I don't know who moaned louder, me or Luke, as we watched Alex the dominatrix suck her finger between her red painted lips. The bright red of her dyed hair made a sharp contrast with the deep black of the catsuit. Everything about her look was extreme, everything in high contrast. She made everything else look dull and gray by comparison. Even in my sexiest outfit, kneeling on the floor with the dry traces of Luke's last orgasm on my face, I felt somehow dowdy. I couldn't compete with Alex. No one could. That old fear gripped my heart again as I thought that if this gorgeous, powerful, sexy woman wanted to take my husband from me, there was nothing I could do to stop her. In fact, she would probably make me thank her for the privilege. And another shameful burst of desire dampened my thighs at the thought.

"I haven't had time to unpack all my toys and outfits," Alex said. "But I found a few." She raised one hand, and it was only then that I noticed she was carrying some objects with her. Distracted by the vision of her body, I hadn't seen the handcuffs that dangled from her fist. Nor the strappy black harness and the toy it held. If Luke had ever seen such a thing, it would have been only online. We didn't have anything like it at home. Why would we? But my past experiences with Alex told me at once what I was looking at. She was carrying a strap-on dildo. And my stomach clenched with nervous desire. I knew exactly who she intended to use it on.

"Do you like my outfit, Luke?" Alex's flirtatious tone was at odds with the severity of her appearance. She actually batted her eyelashes as she spoke. She had reapplied her makeup, I noticed, going for a more dramatic look that better suited her dominant appearance. The cuffs and the dildo swung in her hand as she turned on the spot, letting Luke look at every inch of her body again. My eyes darted between the two of them, torn between my desire to look at her beauty and the need to watch him. Another stab of jealousy pierced my heart as I saw the way his eyes clung to her, drinking in the magnificent swell of her ass against the tight latex that seemed barely able to contain it. I knew exactly what he was thinking. I couldn't blame any man for wanting to bury his cock in that unbelievable ass; if I had had one, I would have wanted the same.

"Yeah," Luke grinned. Of course he was happy. Look at her. Look at the woman he was getting to play with. His cock was still rock hard, and I knew that it would not be going down anytime soon, so long as Alex was around. I was kneeling on the floor in front of him, and he had eyes only for her. "You look amazing," he said. And even as it stung me to know that he meant it, I had to acknowledge that it was the simple truth. Alex giggled girlishly as she faced him again.

"Thank you," she smiled. "Want to help me fuck your wife?" I trembled as she spoke, my hands nervously clutching at my dress as I looked up at the two of them. Luke's eyes dropped momentarily toward me before turning back to her, as though he couldn't bear to be looking anywhere else for long.

"Sure," he grinned. Alex's teeth showed between her parted lips as she smiled. Placing her hand on his chest, she leaned closer toward him, her red hair falling back from her face as she tossed her head. She kissed him, right on the lips, right in front of me. And while I growled in humiliation and despair, Luke hesitantly returned her kiss. Her hand slid over his chest, sinking down his body possessively, and he returned her kiss more forcefully as their passion grew. I watched the light move over her latex-clad body, watched his fingers sink slightly into the firm muscle of her gorgeous ass as he pulled her against himself. Alex wrapped her fingers around Luke's exposed cock, stroking slowly as they made out. They made an absolutely gorgeous couple. And I couldn't put a name to the emotions that surged inside me. I couldn't blame him. I could hardly even be angry at my husband, no matter what he did. Alex was irresistible. But her? I'll say it. There was a note of hatred for her in my heart as I watched her make out with Luke. I hated her, and I envied her. The way she looked. The way she moved. The way Luke looked at her. Even if it was the same way I looked at her myself. At that moment, I hated her. But I couldn't stop wanting her. And she looked so incredible, so unquestionably powerful, that an embarrassingly large part of me wanted nothing more than to bow down and prostrate myself in front of her while she kissed my husband.

An eternity of hatred. An infinity of jealous desire. Their kiss seemed to go on forever. They kissed as though the world had melted away around them, as though there was nothing outside of the two of them and their bodies pressed one against the other. As though I had ceased to exist. Luke's stiff cock pressed against the smooth latex of Alex's hip, and I wondered how it must feel to touch her like that. When they finally parted, they were both out of breath. Alex's round breasts heaved in the window cut into the latex catsuit, as though the soft flesh was ready to swell out and burst the tight material that barely contained them. When she turned her eyes on me, I could hardly meet her gaze.

"Take his clothes off," she snapped imperiously. "Quickly." I jumped to do as I was told. Luke simply stood there, staring down at me with a faint smile on his lips as I went about my task. He had left his shoes at the front door of Alex's house, and I pulled his pants and boxers down his ankles in one swift motion. He stepped out of them as I kneeled at his feet, and didn't say a word in protest as I peeled off his socks from my kneeling position. Wordlessly, I stood. Luke's cock jutted forward from under his shirt, and I had to resist the urge to touch it as I reached for the hem of the garment and pulled it over his head. Just like that, he was naked in my ex's basement, the two of us women still fully clothed. And Luke didn't display an ounce of shyness as he stood there in front of us both, clearly aroused and ready for whatever his new lover had in mind.

"Hold these for a moment?" Alex made requests of Luke, in contrast to the orders she gave me. Luke took the handcuffs she held out to him, letting them dangle from his fist as he watched. Alex turned to me, holding out the harness for me to take. My hands trembled as I took it from her. It had been a long time. And all those memories came flooding back at the feel of the toy in my hands, fueled and enhanced by the reality that was in front of me. Alex stood with her fists on her hips, her feet planted far apart. We both wore tall heels, but she still seemed to tower over me. Carefully, I unfastened the harness. It was all I could do not to moan at the feel of her slick latex outfit against my fingertips.

"Look," Alex said, the smile audible in her voice. "Your slutty wife knows exactly what she's doing." I did. Standing in front of Alex, I saw that the suit she wore had a zipper that ran all the way from the top of her ass down between her legs and up the front of the outfit. One zipper dangled just below her cleavage. The other was in the small of her back. I saw at once that it would be possible to open the suit without taking it off completely. Another flood of my juices ran down my thighs as I reached around her body for the zipper at the back.

Alex simply looked at me. Taking zipper between thumb and forefinger, I paused for a moment, looking up to her. She nodded silently. Carefully, I drew the zipper down. Reaching between her legs, I unzipped her suit. If she noticed that I was taking the opportunity to run my fingers over her ass and the swollen lips of her pussy as it emerged from underneath the passing zipper, she said nothing. I pulled the zipper further up, to below her navel. Now Alex's sex was completely exposed. And she still stood there as though there were nothing more normal in the world. Overcome with desire, I squeezed the dildo in my other hand. Something sparked in my memory, something she had said not long ago that nevertheless seemed as though I had heard it years earlier.

"Please, Alex," I said, making my voice as meek as possible while my stomach churned with shame. Luke was watching, mere inches away. But I couldn't help myself. My desire was just too strong. And I saw the corners of Alex's mouth left in a devious smile as I humiliated myself further. "Please may I lick your pussy?"

"Holy shit," Luke gasped. Unable to look at him from the depths of my disgrace, I kept my eyes down. Alex's pussy glistened wetly between her thighs, exposed by the unzipped portion of her catsuit. She was as turned on as I was, as Luke was. The air in the basement seemed suddenly close as the three of us practically hummed with desire.

“You naughty little slut,” Alex chuckled. “You haven’t earned that yet. But I’m going to allow it, just this once. It’ll help me get ready to fuck you. What do you say?”

“Thank you,” I gasped, while Luke laughed out loud in disbelief. “Thank you, Alex!”

"Oh no," Alex said, her bright red hair sliding over the latex of her catsuit as she shook her head. "You don't get to call me by my name anymore. I'm Mistress Alex to you now. Or Miss, for short."

"Yes, Mistress Alex," I said. My humiliation growing by the minute, I dropped to my knees in front of her. Alex was the last woman I had been with. It wasn't long after our relationship ended that I met Luke. And since he came along, there had been no one else. I had never thought that would be. I was sure when we spoke our wedding vows that his was the only body I would know intimately from that point forth. But I was wrong. And as I kneeled at Alex's feet, her exposed pussy shining in front of my face, I felt a strange sense of homecoming. As though things had come full circle. The smell of her arousal plucked at my memory, calling to mind some of my most treasured sexual experiences. Suddenly, I was in my early 20s again, and we were two girls exploring our sexuality together. The dildo in my hand almost forgotten now, I leaned forward and pressed my lips against my ex's pussy in a tender kiss. As she moaned softly, stroking my hair, I began to lick her. Her taste was the same, faint and indescribable but delicious. My own body responded, my own pussy pulsing as though it was the one being worshiped, rather than hers. Alex's sounds of pleasure grew louder, encouraging me as I licked at her fragrant sex. Soon, she was moaning in pleasure, and the juices of her arousal poured over my lips as I ate her.

“I told you your wife was my little lesbian slut, didn’t I?” I heard Alex say above me. I cringed at her words, but went on licking, pleasuring her as she mocked me. But her words didn’t sting me half as much as my husband’s did when he replied to her.

“Yeah,” Luke chuckled. “She is.” Alex moaned as a groan of humiliated desire left my lips, vibrating against her sensitive skin as I continued licking her. I heard her skintight catsuit creak as she moved, reaching out for Luke, and then it was his turn to moan in pleasure. What a trio we made. Glancing up from between Alex’s thighs, I saw her hand stroking my husband’s cock. Luke was watching me eat my ex’s pussy, his old fantasy coming true in the kinkiest and most unexpected way possible.The center of everyone’s attention now, I carried on licking Alex as though nothing else mattered besides making her cum. My jaw ached, my mouth severely overworked since the start of the day, but I didn’t complain. I couldn’t. Behind me, the cage waited.

“Enough,” Alex said abruptly. Placing her hand on my head, she pushed me away. I leaned back on my knees, my eyes on the floor and on Alex’s pussy. I still couldn’t meet their eyes.

"Put the dildo on," she ordered. I leaned toward her again, lifting the harness to her hips and wrapping its dangling straps around her. The smell of her arousal filled my nostrils as I kneeled close. The dildo was just as I remembered. There was a protrusion on the inside, and Alex moaned as I slid it between her glistening lips. I pushed the dildo in and out of her, listening to the music of her pleasure. And Luke was listening too. She had never stopped playing with his cock, and the sounds he was making as she stroked him told me he was close. But I tried to focus on the task in front of me. With the inner end of the dildo finally buried in Alex's pussy, I pressed the base against her. Her pussy spasmed, gripping the dildo so tightly that she seemed hardly to need the straps to hold it in place. But I tightened them around her one by one anyway, watching her latex outfit shine as I buckled the toy in place. When I was finished, the dildo rose from between her legs, shining as blackly as her costume and seeming almost like part of her. If she had looked sexy and powerful and divine before, she looked even more so now as I gazed up at her. The best of both worlds, her beautiful feminine body sprouting a cock that was as big and hard as my husband's. And as I finished strapping the dildo in place, I heard Luke moan out loud. Sitting back on my knees, I saw Alex's smile of triumph. I saw a familiar shudder pass through Luke's body, and I bit my lip as I watched his cock explode in another orgasm. His semen shone white against the black of Alex's outfit as he anointed her with his cum. Alex held his cock as it surged, aiming it at herself like a fire hose. I watched in dull disbelief as Luke splattered his cum on her stomach, her hip, the gorgeous swell of her ass. As his wild spurts subsided, Alex angled herself so that his cum dripped on the cock that projected from between her legs. Spent, my husband simply watched as she painted the toy with his semen.

"Good," Alex said brightly as Luke's cock softened in her hand. Releasing it, she reached out and took the handcuffs from Luke. Then she turned toward me. I knew exactly what was coming. While she circled behind me, her tight outfit groaning as she crouched, I finally worked up the courage to look my husband in the eye.

Luke looked tired. His orgasm had drained him. And yet how could he tear his eyes away? What was happening right in front of him in Alex's basement, I was willing to bet, was wilder and more outrageous than any dirty movie he had ever watched. His chest rose and fell as he breathed, watching Alex pull my hands behind my back. The cuffs clicked shut, locking my wrists behind me. I didn't even try to resist. Cuffs or not, I was helpless to defy Alex. All three of us knew that by now.

“That’s better,” Alex said as she rose to her feet. Her heels clicked on the floor as she circled around me to stand behind my husband again. Her smile was chilling as she looked down at me.

"Time to earn your reward," she said.


The Show Continues

Alex loomed above me. She looked so powerful, so in charge. Because she was. The light bouncing back from her skintight outfit was like a magnet for my eyes, making it almost impossible to look anywhere else. Even with my husband standing naked beside her, I had eyes only for Alex. The slick black latex made her look almost inhuman, sexier than any mortal woman had any right to be. She looked more like some creature designed solely for pleasure, sent from another galaxy to rule over us lesser beings. And as I watched, kneeling wide-eyed at her feet, the fluid of my husband’s orgasm slid slowly down her flawless body.

Is it possible to be both shocked and yet unsurprised at the same time? I knew how Alex's mind worked. I knew the pleasure she got from disgracing me. Just as she knew the pleasure I took them being humiliated. There was only really one way for this to go. A certain inevitability about the idea she had in mind. But it still shocked me to hear her speak the words. I would never have dared. I would have gone on thinking them without ever saying them. But that was the difference between Alex and me. My mind was probably no less filthy than hers was. The difference was, she felt no shame about it. She made her fantasies a reality. In doing so, she brought mine to life as well.

"Get over here," she said. I gasped as she reached out and took the back of my head in her hand. I shuffled forward on my knees as she pulled my head toward her. The fake cock that rose from between her legs filled my vision as she pulled me closer. I could see Luke's cum shining on the silicon appendage. Alex had taken great care to make sure plenty of it ended up there. But that wasn't the only place my husband spurted. At first, Alex guided my head to every other area where Luke's cum showed on her body.

"Clean me up," she giggled. And that's what I did. With my hands cuffed behind my back, I humbly extended my tongue and licked Luke's semen off Alex's body. Her stomach, her hips, her thighs. His fluids were still warm, and I could feel my husband watching me as I submitted to this fresh disgrace. But my heart burned with a fierce and complex joy. Just touching Alex, feeling the slickness of her latex catsuit against my tongue and lips, made me wild with pleasure. Between my legs, my pussy had never stopped streaming. I squeezed my thighs together inside my sexiest dress as I did my ex's bidding. I couldn't resist Alex. I never could.

And slowly, she moved my head closer and closer to her cock. As I cleaned Luke's cum off every other inch of her body, the toy was all that was left. Chuckling to herself in triumphant satisfaction, Alex guided my head toward her cock. And like the submissive slut she made me into, I opened my mouth greedily. Alex was looking down at me, a smug smile on her pretty face framed by her bright red hair as she watched. And I maintained eye contact just the way I had with my husband as I ran my tongue over the silicone shaft of her strap-on dildo. Luke's cum smeared over the toy as I licked, teasing Alex's cock as though she could feel my movements. Finally, I opened my mouth wider and took her inside. I heard Luke give a kind of strangled cry, but I had eyes only for Alex. Her red lips were fixed in a grin of satisfaction as she stared down the length of her body at me. She ran her fingers through my hair, pushing it back from my face and gathering it in a loose ponytail at the back of my head that she gripped with one fist. Her hips began to rock back and forth, and my eyes began to water as she fucked my face. I tried to stay calm, breathing through my nose as she used me in front of my husband. The cuffs held my hands tightly behind my back. All I could do was squeeze my thighs together against the maddening pleasure burned between them, and do my best to be the living sex toy Alex wanted.

Alex's latex catsuit creaked with every movement of her beautiful body. Slowly, her sighs of pleasure grew louder. I of all people knew what was going on with her. I had fed the other end of the dildo into her pussy myself. The harder she fucked my mouth, the greater the pleasure she would feel. So I tightened my lips around the shaft as it slid in and out,  guided by Alex's moans of pleasure. That was what she wanted me to understand; that I was there for her pleasure, and my own was immaterial. And that's exactly what I wanted. That power imbalance was the source of the flames that licked my heart as I serviced my mistress while my husband watched.

I winced as Alex's grip on my hair grew suddenly tighter, pulling viciously on my scalp. Alex threw back her head and cried out loudly, plunging her cock roughly into my mouth. The light shone on the black latex that covered her breasts as she shuddered and moaned. Alex in a spasm of pleasure was a sight to behold. Luke's indrawn breath as he watched was an echo of my own. Every inadequate thought I had ever had in my life came back to haunt me as I looked up at her from my position on the floor. She was better than me. Sexier than me. Smarter than me. Kinkier than me. No wonder my husband was so excited in her presence. Some cringing part of myself was coming to believe that this was all I deserved, to be used as a toy to enhance the pleasure of these two. At that moment, I felt as though I had never wanted anything more.

"Stand up." Alex's face had a look I had learned to fear as she snapped at me. As overwhelmed with desire as I was, her lust made her even crueler than she was normally. Her cock shone as it slid out between my lips. I barely had time to catch my breath. Alex still held my hair in her grip, and I winced again as she pulled on it, doing my best to rise awkwardly to my feet in the high-heeled boots I still wore. It was a relief to take the weight off my knees finally, but I knew that Alex hadn't done this for my benefit. Even wearing heels, I was still the shortest of the three of us, and Alex had a good few inches in height on me in her own sexy boots. It all added to the delicious feeling of powerlessness that flowed through me as I waited to see what would happen next.

"Come on," Alex said, turning on her heels without letting go of her grip my hair. "Get over here, slut." Without a word, I followed along behind her as Alex half led, half dragged me across the basement. My slender heels skittered on the concrete floor as I stumbled along in her wake. It was no use hoping that Luke would intervene. Why would he? It seemed he enjoyed watching Alex dominate me almost as much as I enjoyed it myself. In her basement, at her mercy, I was unable to stop her doing anything she wanted. Worse, I was unwilling to. At least she was leading me away from the cage that I so feared, over to the other side of the basement where her unpacked boxes stood against the wall.

"There," Alex said, positioning me beside her laundry machines. "Stand there. Bend over." Her hand on my back showed me what she wanted as she pushed me forward. I bent at the waist, folding my body over her washing machine. The cool steel pressed against my breasts, and I could feel my nipples hardening through the fabric of my dress. Alex's movements were uncharacteristically hurried. A fresh flood of my juices poured down the inside of my thighs at the thought that my submission had excited her so much. Alex was always in control; that was what made her so sexy. But the idea that my submission to her was making that control falter excited me more than words can say. Hurriedly, she grabbed at the hem of my dress, pulling it roughly up my thighs. My body tingled with pleasure at the thought of what was coming. My hair fell like a curtain around my face as Alex released her grip on it. Instead, her hands were busy on my hips. I felt her push my dress up around my waist, and her fingers tugged at my panties. I closed my eyes, doing my best not to groan with pleasure and give away just how badly I needed this. Alex pulled my panties down my legs, letting them fall to my ankles. I cried out as she delivered a stinging slap to my bare ass.

"Spread those legs, slut," Alex growled. And I did. The panties grew tight around my ankles as I moved my feet apart. I couldn't have been more exposed, my dripping pussy revealed between my parted thighs as I bent over Alex's washing machine. I turned my head, opening my eyes to peer through the chaotic curtain of my dark hair across the basement. Luke hadn't moved. He stood over by the cage where we had left him, still naked, his eyes locked on me. The expression of disbelief on his face was just too delightful. I couldn't keep myself from smiling. Luke smiled back, drinking in every moment as my former girlfriend reduced me to her humble sex slave.

I cried out at the sudden pressure I felt against the wet lips of my pussy. Alex wasted no time. One hand was on my hips, and the other gripped the short chain that kept my wrists together in the small of my back as she roughly pounded me. I moaned loudly, my pleasure heightened by the long wait for it. I held nothing back. My cries bounced back from the basement walls as Alex plunged her cock inside me. And I'll admit; there was an element of performance to it. The shrieks and moans Alex drew from me were real enough, but I wanted Luke to hear them. After all, he and Alex had spent the whole day tormenting me with their pleasure. It was only right that he should get a little taste of his own medicine. My husband watched in silent wonder as my ex fucked me from behind.

"How does that feel, slut?" Alex's insult was beginning to feel like my name. My real name, the one that revealed my true nature. Everything else melted away. I thought of the masks that we wear in our day-to-day lives, concealing the reality of who we are for fear of shame or judgment. Standing there bent over Alex's laundry, I felt like another person. But the truth is, this other person felt like the real me. Myself in my truest and rawest form. You can wear a mask for long enough that it starts to feel like your real face. But with Alex, there was no pretense. Her real skill was not in bringing me to my knees or teasing my husband and me with her beautiful looks, great as she was at that. Alex's true gift was seeing through the façade that people present to the world, and using her beauty and her sexiness to strip it away. To show people their real and most authentic selves. Because Alex never pretended. That was one thing you could say about her. She was always Alex, then and now. And bent over in front of her, shrieking with pleasure as she roughly used me, I was finally myself too.

"Oh my God," I yelled, my words punctuated with deep gasps and moans of pleasure. "That feels so good! Oh, Mistress Alex, fuck me! Oh my God! Oh my God! That's it! Yes! Yes! Please, Miss Alex, you fuck me so good!"

"Vocal little slut, isn't she?" Alex growled the words in time with the motions of her body, making me howl on the washing machine in front of her. Her tireless cock was buried deep inside my body, so deep I could feel her thrusts in the pit of my stomach. She was remorseless. Her hips pumped back-and-forth, until the base of the dildo was pressed against my pelvis. My arms ached from being held behind me, but I barely noticed. All that mattered was the intense waves of pleasure that tore through me. I didn't even try to control my moans and screams as Alex took me in front of my husband. And now and then, as I opened my eyes to stare through the strands of my hair, I saw Luke watching. Unmoving. Silent. As though he was memorizing every detail of the scene playing out in front of him. I knew that the image of me being fucked by a latex-clad dominatrix would stay with him forever. And I almost envied him the sight, even as I knew I could never wish for anything other than what I was feeling at the moment.

My stomach tightened. My throat was hoarse with my cries of pleasure as I screamed. My whole body stiffened, and Alex held me tight, driving her cock into me harder than ever as my pussy spasmed around the toy. An orgasm erupted inside me, sweeping me away on a wave of pleasure that seemed to have no end. I gasped and thrashed as Alex held me, her cock finally still as I convulsed around it. While I gasped and moaned in the throes of passion, she waited, holding the toy buried all the way inside me as her latex-covered thighs pressed against my ass. Finally, my shrieks subsided. Finally, I was able to breathe. Alex, I knew, was far from done. Past experience had taught me just how long lesbian sex could last. Dildos never get soft. And Alex's was as hard as ever as my convulsing pussy squeezed out the last throb of pleasure around it.

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” Alex’s voice was a menacing hiss as she leaned over me. I heard the creaking of her catsuit, and felt its slickness against my skin as she lay on top of me. Her hand smoothed my hair back from my damp face. Her mouth was close to my ear as she spoke.

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said meekly. Overwhelmed with pleasure, there was no defiance in me. As long as my former lover could still make me feel like that, I wouldn't dream of resisting her. A few humiliating words were a small price to pay for that kind of ecstasy. And Alex knew that. She knew me too well. Still, after all these years apart, she knew me better than my husband did. At least this part of me. The part I was coming to feel was my most authentic self.

"Good," Alex chuckled. I felt the warmth of her body recede as she straightened up again. "Because that's all a slut like you is good for. Being my personal fuck toy. Say it!" Alex didn't need to spank me as she spoke. I wasn't going to resist her. But I cried out as her hand made contact with my bare ass, the skin stinging in a way that tugged at the still glowing wires of pleasure inside me.

"I'm your personal fuck toy, Mistress Alex," I gasped. "All I'm good for is getting fucked." Alex's loud laughter made me close my eyes in shame. She knew she could get me to say or do almost anything once she got me this turned on. But to Luke, this was all new. He knew I was submissive, but until that day I don't think he had any idea just how deep my desires went. He was learning a lot. And his handsome face was frozen in an expression of sheer wonder as he watched Alex bring me under her heel. My cheeks burned with shame as I looked across the basement at him. And he looked at me. I'll admit to a strange kind of joy that flared in my heart for a moment. For once, he wasn't looking at her. And Luke's cock was hard again. Watching me submit was turning him on, just as it was turning me on. As he stood there naked in another woman's basement, I watched his manhood swell and rise at the show we were putting on, and lust bloomed in the pit of my stomach again.

"Oh my God," Alex giggled. "I forgot what a submissive bitch you are. You want me to fuck your little pussy again, don't you?"

“Yes, Mistress Alex,” I croaked. I did. My body was sore, my sex aching from the pounding it had taken. But with Alex’s cock still buried inside me, I couldn’t ignore the feelings of desire that a powerful orgasm did nothing to quell.

"Good girl," Alex grinned. And I moaned embarrassingly at her words. Her training was working. The woman had been back in my life for a matter of hours, and already she had me responding to nothing more than her voice. Visions of the future exploded in my shattered mind, of my pussy getting wet just at the sound of Alex's voice. Just at the sound of those words. Because those two syllables contained all that excited me most. The vast gulf of power that lay between her and me, and the shameful desperation I felt to please my mistress. She didn't need to say anything else. I cried out in absolute joy as Alex began to slide her cock in and out of me again.

Over the noise of my own cries and the roaring of the blood in my ears, I heard a sound that at first I didn't recognize. I felt Alex's body moving above me, her silicon cock continuing to slide in and out of me as she adjusted something behind me. It wasn't until I felt the washing machine move underneath me that I realized what she had done. She had started a cycle, and the deep vibrations of the machine as it powered up echoed through my body. As the surface I was bent over began to shudder and shake, I let out a loud wail of pleasure. My body bucked as the machine moved, and the deep vibrations passed through my whole body, making my pussy spasm around Alex's cock again. Her creativity would have amazed me if I had had the mental capacity to appreciate it. But the pleasure was too deep and too intense. No longer capable of words and barely capable of rational thought, I simply moaned and wailed in helpless pleasure. The handcuffs dug into my wrists as I struggled uselessly. Not to free myself, but simply as a reaction against the intensity of what I was feeling. Already, another orgasm was rising inside me. And as the washing machine picked up the pace, I felt it coming. I arched my back, pressing my ass greedily back against Alex as she fucked me to get as much of the pleasurable sensations as I could. My pussy clenched her cock like a fist, as though my body was trying to tear the toy out of her and consume it. The heels of my boots scraped against the floor as I struggled to keep my balance, pinned against the vibrating machine by Alex. The juices of my orgasm ran freely down the inside of my thighs as my body reacted.

"There she goes again." Even over the echoing shouts of my orgasm, I could hear the smile in Alex's voice. It was quite the show she was putting on for my watching husband. But clearly, Alex had had enough of Luke being a mere spectator. "Why don't you come over here and give her something to suck on? That should shut her up." I wailed in the afterglow of my orgasm as Alex spoke, and her hand cracked loudly against my ass again. I opened my eyes to see my husband approaching, a broad grin on his face. His cock was rock hard again, rising into the air from between his legs. I knew what was coming, and I wanted it. Not in spite of how degrading it would be, but because of it. Luke circled around to stand in front of me, and my stomach trembled. He had one hand around his cock, and I stared at his organ, watching the way it swelled at his touch while he watched what Alex was doing to me. My cries grew louder as I lifted my head toward him, my mouth open and ready. Another new experience. Another line I had never thought I would cross. Made bold by desire, Luke stepped toward me. He guided his cock between my lips, and I took it greedily into my mouth. Just as Alex had said, my moans of pleasure were muted, though not gone. And Luke groaned too as I tightened my lips around his cock, my head bobbing and shaking in time with the movements of the machine and Alex's wild thrusts from behind.

There were no more words. The air in the basement was full only of the sounds of pleasure. My muffled whimpering, and Luke's sexy groans, and Alex's yells of pleasure. She was fucking me from behind remorselessly now, almost frantically. I quivered at the thought that she was getting close to an orgasm of her own. I imagined her pussy streaming around the other end of the dildo that was buried inside her, her juices running down inside the skintight latex catsuit she wore. I imagined her face, frozen in a rictus of pleasure as she screamed. Because I couldn't see it. I couldn't see her. Luke's hands were on my head now, holding it gently but firmly in place. And his cock slid in and out of my mouth once again. I had blown him more already that day than in months previous, and yet we both wanted more. Like the slut Alex said I was, I lay there bent over a vibrating washing machine and let my husband and my lover fuck me from both ends.

Time ceased to exist. I lost track of everything except physical sensation. I couldn't count how many times I came, or what happened to Alex or Luke. I was lost in a world of pure physical sensation. All I knew was that my body was rocked by a series of powerful orgasms, one following hard on the heels of the next. I closed my eyes, the better to concentrate on the sensations that tore through me one after another. Luke's hands on my head and his cock in my mouth merged with Alex's hands on my hips and her cock between my legs. Pleasure was all I knew. But at one point, I felt Alex's nails dig into my skin as she held herself against me harder than ever. She cried out loudly, and I shuddered at the thought that she was finally having an orgasm. I lay trembling on the washing machine while Alex's body stiffened in ecstasy, her cries filling the air around me.

Overwhelmed with my own desire, I wrapped my lips tightly around Luke's cock and sucked. He let out a breathy moan that I knew well. I could feel his manhood twitching against my tongue, and I knew what was coming. I knew what he needed. I kept up the pressure, breathing through my nose as I sucked him hard and deep, and was rewarded with the sudden explosion of Luke's cum in my mouth. A second later, he cried out in pleasure as he enjoyed an orgasm of his own. As his cock continued to pump his semen into my mouth, I swallowed it along with the tattered remnants of my pride. I felt like the biggest slut in the world, sprawled over a washing machine with two cocks buried in my body. And it felt great. It felt like a job well done. The two of them had used me completely, and it was everything I could've wanted. I would say it was everything I had dreamed of, but my dreams were never as wild as the reality Alex had created for me. I would never have imagined doing anything like this. And yet, now I had done it.

"Oh, fuck." I heard Alex groan, and she placed her hands on my ass as she slowly withdrew her cock from my streaming pussy. I felt the hot flood of my juices pouring down my trembling legs, so wet that at first, it felt as though she had somehow cum inside me the way Luke had. But that was impossible. "That was so good," I heard Alex purr breathlessly. In response, Luke gave a kind of satisfied snort. I gasped for air as he, too, stepped back. Licking my lips, I swallowed again, the taste of his pleasure dancing on my tongue. I lay there on top of the still-humming washing machine, dripping with various fluids like the well-used slut I was, waiting to see what else my owners had in store for me.

"Two cocks at once," I heard Alex say behind me. I jumped slightly as she slapped my ass again, and heard Luke laugh. "Aren't you a lucky birthday girl?" There was only one response I could give. Only three words were required of me. Swallowing the last of Luke's cum, I told Alex what she wanted to hear.

“Yes, Mistress Alex,” I said.


Catching Up

"What's it like wearing an outfit like that?"  Alex smiled as I spoke. The light shone on every curve of her body, dancing off the slick surface of the clinging latex catsuit she wore.

"This?" she asked. "It's fun. It's not the easiest thing to get into, but once it's on, it's surprisingly comfortable. You kinda forget you're wearing it after a while."

"It looks amazing." Alex's white teeth showed between her red lips as she smiled.

“Thank you,” she said. “You should try it sometime.”

“Me?” I couldn’t deny, the idea excited me. If I could look even half as sexy as she did in the outfit, I would consider it a victory.

"Why not?" Alex shrugged. "You have a great body. You could pull it off." Embarrassingly, I felt myself blushing at her praise. Leaning forward, I snuggled up against her, wrapping my arms around her tiny waist and laying my head on her chest.

“Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“Can I ask you a question?”

I felt Alex's chest heave under my head as she drew a deep breath and let it out again. The soft skin of her breasts pressed against my cheek through the oval window of the catsuit that revealed her deep cleavage. She hadn't changed. After our adventure in the basement, we had all needed a break. I had brought no clothes with me other than my sexy dress and boots, and Alex seemed keen on keeping her latex catsuit on. So Luke volunteered to head out for some food and drinks and anything else we might need as the evening wore on. That left the two of us girls alone. In the lull between scenes, we sat on Alex's couch and cuddled.

I felt safe not to use the title she had awarded herself. At that particular moment, no matter what she might be wearing, she didn't feel like Mistress Alex. She felt like my old girlfriend.  I was tired; exhausted, in fact. Multiple orgasms had made my body feel weak. And as my former lover stroked my hair, I felt as though I could drift off to sleep. In fact, it felt almost like old times, the two of us together as we had been before I ever met my husband. As though everything since then had been a dream, and now I was back in Alex's arms where I belonged. But stray thoughts kept me awake. Desire still tingled inside me, seemingly reawakened every time I touched Alex's latex covered body. But I felt more capable of rational thought that I had been at any time since Luke first tied me up that morning. I had to get something clear in my head.

"Sure," Alex said. I smiled faintly as I felt her hand brushing my hair back from my face again.

“Did you move here for me?” My head rose again on her chest as Alex took a deep breath before answering. I heard her soft chuckle as a deep rumble from within the cavity of her chest before she spoke.

“No,” she said. “Don’t flatter yourself. I haven’t been pining for you over the last decade, you know.”

“I know,” I scowled. And yet I wasn’t sure how I felt about her answer. Was there a part of me that wanted her to say yes? Apart that had hoped that Alex had rearranged her entire life is to be with me again? The sex we had been having that day was so good, the idea seemed not so outrageous. For all the joy we had found after reconnecting with one another, moving to a new town didn’t seem all that far-fetched.

“I’d been thinking about it for a while,” Alex said at last. “I felt like a change. And I like the city. To be honest, I had almost forgotten that you and Luke lived here until he messaged me about this little project of his. I had already put in an offer on the house when he reached out. It just seemed like serendipity. One of those where little quirks chance that happens sometimes.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re here,” I said, snuggling my head against her chest a little more tightly. It was easier to be sincere like this, when I didn’t have to look her in the eye. Easier to admit the truth to her, and to myself.

“Why did we stop talking?” Alex asked in a low voice.

"I don't know," I sighed. "I missed you. It's just… Life gets in the way, you know? And once some time past, it started to feel weird. Like, nothing seemed like a big enough event to tell you about. After the wedding, we've pretty much just been living a normal, boring married life." Alex chuckled at that, and I laughed along with her.

“Doesn’t seem that boring to me,” she said.

"Not now. Not now that you're here." Raising my head from her chest at last, I sat back on the sofa beside her. She really did look incredible. As though the time I had spent not looking at her had almost made me forget just how sexy she was, with the skintight catsuit clinging to every curve of her body. She had removed the strap-on dildo and zipped her suit back up to cover her pussy. But the outfit was so tight that seeing her in it was almost more revealing than seeing her naked. As though the glossy black material was her true skin, flawless and shining and obscuring every blemish. I remembered again the mix of emotions that Alex always inspired in me. I wanted her, and I also wanted to be her. Or at least to look like she did. To be as sexy and as beautiful and as confident as she was seemed like a distant dream to me. I mean, I have my moments. Luke has always made me feel wanted and desirable. But not like this. I could hardly take my eyes off Alex in her outfit. I could barely keep myself from reaching out to touch her.

"We shouldn't have left it so long," she smiled. Her green eyes shone beneath the heavy coat of makeup she wore. The girl I had fallen for all those years ago was still in there, underneath the artful makeup and the years that had passed between us. But there was something else there too. Experience. Maturity. Alex's eyes were as beautiful as they had ever been, but now they had an edge that only comes with the ups and downs of life. Sometimes, our time together seemed like it had been yesterday. Other times, it seemed like a different lifetime. Sitting there on the couch beside her, past and present seemed to merge into one, so that I no longer knew which birthday of mine we were supposed to be celebrating. Not that it mattered.

“We shouldn’t,” I said. “But now you live here. We can see each other all the time.”

"We can do more than see each other." Alex reached a hand out toward me, and I felt my cheeks burn as she caressed my breast through my dress. It seemed ridiculous that I could still blush in front of her, after all we had done that day. But it was all still so new. New enough that it felt as though it could evaporate at any moment. As though I might wake from my dream and find myself in the bed beside my husband, unable to believe what I had imagined. And if that were to happen, how could I ever again be satisfied? I was happy with Luke. I was happy with the sex we had, or so I had thought. Occasionally I was able to nag him into tying me to the bed and having his way with me, and I thought that that was enough. But after this? After what Alex had done to me? How could I hope to go back? I hoped that Luke could understand that this was something I needed now. It had been his idea to involve my former lover in our sex lives, but I knew he didn't realize just how deep this hunger in me went. I had barely realized it myself, pushing it into the background for so long until I almost forgot my true feelings. Being with Alex again had awakened all of that.

"I hope Luke's okay with it." Something about the situation we were in brought out the blushing ingénue in me. A role I was playing, just as Alex played the role of the demanding, dominant sex goddess. A role doesn't have to be a total pretense. It can just be a heightened version of the person you already are. For all I  might feign innocence, I had plenty of prior experience to show just how kinky my desires were. But Alex was who she was. She was smart and funny and great to hang out with. But she was a dominatrix. A natural born dominant who could only be happy in charge. We fit together like the cogs in an exquisite watch. Hard to believe we had ever parted when we suited one another so well.

"Of course he's okay with it," Alex snorted. I bit my lip as her thumb strayed over the hardening bud of my nipple through my dress. "It was his idea. Besides, when was the last time your husband got three blowjobs in a day?"

"Never," I giggled.

"Exactly," Alex grinned. "He's not going to complain. Guys are pretty simple that way. Girls are much more complicated. But I like the challenge." She beamed at me, and I squirmed on the seat beside her as my nipple hardened under her thumb. I was sore and tired, but I could feel arousal swelling within me again. She just looked too sexy to resist in her provocative outfit. And the things we had done already that day only fueled the desire to do more.

"So do you have a job here?" I asked.

"I have a job everywhere." Alex's eyes moved as she studied my face carefully, and I felt drawn into the twin green whirlpools of her stare. "I guess I never told you what I do for a living, did I?"

“No,” I said. “Last I heard, you were in HR.”

"Right," Alex grinned. "I quit that a couple of years back. Now, this is what I do for living." Her hand never stopped moving over my breast. Her fingers seemed to draw sparks whenever they touched. It was hard to concentrate on her words as she continued to toy with my body as though it was her own personal possession. My brow furrowed as I tried to understand.

"What do you mean?"

“This,” Alex smiled again. “I’m a dominatrix.”

“Really? Like, for a living?”

"Yes," Alex grinned. "They say you should do what you love. And I'm good at it." There was no denying that. Alex had reappeared in my life after an absence of years and had immediately made me bow to her will. I envied the clients that got to do the same. Still, I had never met a real-life dominatrix, one who did it professionally. The fact that my former lover had become one was a lot to take in.

“That’s crazy,” I said weakly.

"It's a living," Alex said. "In fact, it's a good living. You wouldn't believe what guys will pay to be put in their place by a woman like me."

“I bet,” I murmured. Alex’s hand was sliding down my body now, and I could feel my excitement rising. Just the thought of her doing this for a living, of having a whole group of people submitting to her the way I had. It was sexy as hell.

"It's all guys though," Alex went on. "Almost all. Sometimes you get a couple, and that can be really fun. But I don't get to play with girls as often as I would like. So I'm glad that you're here." The breath caught in my throat as she spoke. The whole day, there had been a faint fear tugging at the back of my mind that this might be a one-off thing. Even when I heard that Alex was moving to town, I wondered if we would ever repeat the magic that was happening that day. It made my heart feel lighter than air to know that Alex was enjoying our reunion as much as I was.

"You dominate guys?" I said faintly. Alex's hands were on my thighs now, and I placed my own trembling hands on top of them. In slow, circular motions, her hands moved over my legs, sliding over the fabric of my tight dress. I had left my panties in the basement. I could feel the wetness spreading between my legs again as my tired pussy reacted to my mistress's touch. "How does that work?"

“The same way it does when I dominate you,” Alex grinned. “I don’t give them a choice. The difference is, I don’t have sex with them. I save that for my free time. “

“But how do you get them to do what you say if they know you’re not going to fuck them?”

"Easy," Alex said. "It's the same with you. Deep down, they want to do as they're told. They're all a bunch of naughty little sluts, just like you. I'm just making them do what they really want anyway. To be controlled. To be ruled. That's what all you subs want, isn't it?" I was trembling at her words as she spoke. The breath rattled in my chest as I nodded. The latex of Alex's catsuit was slick under my hands as I ran my fingers over her body while she touched me. Moving up from her hips, I felt the tight hardness of her stomach compressed under her corset, and moved up to the generous swell of her breasts. The feel of her skin revealed by the cutout portion of the corset was a delightful contrast to the slick latex that covered the rest of her. My pussy was freely running with the juices of desire as I touched her. And Alex just sat there, a goddess to be worshiped. I was eager to take advantage of her momentary leniency.

“I’d like to see that,” I panted. Alex smiled at my obvious desire. I couldn’t have held it back if I wanted to. As sexy as I found her, the thought of her mercilessly training a stable of male slaves tugged at every taut wire in my trembling body.

“Maybe I’ll show you someday,” Alex smiled. “But won’t you be jealous, seeing your mistress dominate someone else?”

“Yes,” I panted. “God, Alex, you’re so hot.”

"What did you call me?" The smile never left Alex's beautiful face, but her eyes glittered dangerously as I looked at her. Clearly, our tender little break was over. Luke had still not returned, but Alex's dominant nature was in the ascendancy again. I could hardly blame her. Once again, the air between us crackled with sexual tension. Luke would just have to catch up when he got back. Somehow, I didn't think that would be a problem.

“Mistress Alex,” I breathed. “You’re so beautiful, Mistress Alex.”

"Good girl," Alex said, and laughed out loud as I shuddered at the words. My mistress knew exactly what she was doing. And my reaction told her that it was working. She was training me to respond like a dog to her words. Fearful of punishment but unable to resist temptation, I leaned toward her and pressed my lips against her breasts. Alex sighed happily as I desperately kissed her exposed skin through the cutout of her latex catsuit. She lay back on the couch, allowing me to worship her boobs for a while as she smiled down at me.

"See?" she smiled. "You don't do what I tell you for sex. Not exactly, anyway. You do it because it turns you on to be bossed around. Doesn't it?"

"Yes, Miss Alex." I spoke between kisses, tasting her perfumed skin as I ran my tongue over the soft globes of her flesh that swelled against the latex as though struggling to burst free. My mouth moved lower, and I tasted the latex of her catsuit itself as I licked the swelling mound of her nipple through the clinging material. Alex sighed again.

“It’s going to be so much fun training you to be my perfect little lesbian slut,” Alex said slowly, savoring every humiliating word as they left her lips. “And your husband is going to watch. He’s going to enjoy it. Because you’re going to be serving both of us now.”

“Yes, Miss Alex.” The smell of her body, perfume mixed with rubber, excited me. While my mouth and one hand continued to caress her breasts, my other hand reached down for Alex’s thighs. She parted them slightly, only allowing enough space for me to squeeze my hand between them. Under the zipper of the suit she wore, I could feel the swollen lips of her sex. Alex giggled happily as I rubbed between her thighs.

“Yeah, Luke’s going to like the new you,” Alex went on. “Almost as much as he likes me. Your husband does like me, doesn’t he?”

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said. It was pointless to deny the truth. What man wouldn't love Alex? Luke didn't know her like I did. But he knew all he needed to know. She was a sexual dynamo, creative and kinky and open-minded. And she looked so good. I had seen my husband's face, had heard his cries and moans of joy as he fucked her. Of course he wanted her. That was what made me so afraid.

“He is cute,” Alex went on. “He has an awesome body. And he knows how to use that cock, doesn’t he?”

"Yes, Miss Alex."

“You should thank me for showing up like this. I can teach your husband to dominate you the way you need to be dominated.”

"Thank you, Miss Alex." The softness of her skin beneath my lips was driving me crazy. With effort, I forced my tongue underneath the edge of the latex, straining to reach her nipple beneath the tight fabric. Alex neither helped nor hindered my efforts as she relaxed on the couch, basking in my desperate adoration.

"Unless he's like you," Alex said. "Maybe he secretly prefers to submit."

“I – I don’t think so, Miss Alex.”

"But you don't know. You never know until you try. You'd be amazed at the men that come to my dungeon. It's always the ones who are most reluctant at the start who end up being my most submissive little slaves. That's always the most fun. Taking a man who's trying to resist and forcing him to give in to his darkest desires. To make him grovel at my feet and worship me like a goddess. Just like you're doing now."

"Oh my God." The words escaped my lips before I could press them against Alex's boobs again and muffle the sound. She heard. My sexy mistress missed nothing.

"What you think about that?" she grinned. "What if I took your husband off you and made him into just another one of my slaves? How would that make you feel? Watching him grovel and beg and lick my boots? Does that get your little pussy wet?"

"Oh my God," I panted again. I couldn't bring myself to say the words. The image Alex had conjured up was too darkly thrilling, too terrifying and at the same time too unspeakably sexy even to process. My response was clear enough. My mouth moved ever more frantically over her breasts, and my hand pressed more firmly between her legs as I rubbed her pussy through her skintight suit. Alex laughed, and her laughter turned to a long moan of pleasure as I worshiped her amazing body.

“It’s not the worst idea,” she said, as though she was considering it. “That would be a nice perk of living in this town. To have the two of you available whenever I want, to tease and torture and punish. Maybe that’s what I’ll do.”

“Yes, Miss Alex.”

"Or maybe I'll keep things exactly as they are now. Maybe I'll just keep taking your husband and using you as our fuck toy. That's fun too, isn't it?"

"Yes, Miss Alex." Alex sighed with pleasure. I felt her hand on the back of my head, roughly pushing me down. She lay back on the couch, and I climbed off it, sinking to the floor to kneel in front of her again. It just felt right. She was so confident, so powerful, so sure of herself. Obeying her seemed like its own reward.

"Your husband fucked my pussy so well this morning," Alex said in a low voice. "I want him to do that again. And I want you to watch." My breath came in ragged gasps as I kneeled in front of her. Slowly, Alex parted her legs further. Through the thin latex fabric, I could see the shape of the swollen lips of her pussy. A deep growl of desire passed through me as I stared at her. Her painted nails shone as she reached for the zipper that closed her catsuit and drew it slowly upward, revealing herself to me one millimeter at a time. Her skin was wet beneath the latex, shining almost as much as the rubber fabric of the catsuit. There was a predatory gleam in Alex's beautiful eyes as she smiled down at me.

"Just thinking about it is getting me going," Alex said. "I can't wait for him to get back. So in the meantime, I want you to get me off. Kiss the pussy your husband's going to be fucking later." I cringed at her words as though from a blow. But I didn't argue. I couldn't. Alex knew that. She gave her commands, no matter how outrageous, in the full knowledge that I would do what she said.

I inched forward on my knees and felt again the smoothness of the latex on her thighs as I buried my face between her legs. Alex crowed in triumph and delight as I pressed my lips against her pussy. I kissed it tenderly, gently, yet eagerly, tasting her arousal on my tongue. The shudder of delight she gave as I ran my tongue slowly along her silken folds from bottom to top was almost enough to make me cream myself right there and then. Once again, Alex had won without even really trying. It was all so easy for her. She was right. The things she made me do were no more than what I wanted to do in the first place. Her commands simply gave me permission to be the slut I secretly wanted to be. And the fear that burned my heart when she spoke of my husband only made the moment more darkly delicious.

Alex's catsuit creaked as she settled back against the couch cushions. Reaching a hand between her legs, I gently stroked her swelling clit while she moaned in pure pleasure. While my thumb continued to move over the knob of flesh, I licked and kissed her streaming pussy, trying to ignore the wild desire in my own body as I listened to her pleasure swell.

"Good girl," Alex gasped, sending another shiver of irrepressible desire through my body. "That's a good girl. Eat that pussy. Get me nice and wet for your husband." And that's what I did. As rusty as I was from long years of heterosexual monogamy, I devoted myself to the task with humiliating enthusiasm. Soon, Alex was moaning and shrieking in pleasure, writhing on the couch above me while her high-heeled boots drummed on the floor beside my legs. I tasted her orgasm coming, some kind of chemical change in the juices that flowed freely from her sex telling me that she was on the verge of release. I welcomed it, craved it, drinking her down greedily as she gripped the back of my head and pushed my face against her body. My perfect cruel goddess, using me again just the way I needed to be used. While Alex squealed in pleasure, I swallowed her ejaculation, consuming it the way I had consumed my husband's not long before.

And as Alex finally sighed and flopped back against the sofa, as I raised my head from between her latex thighs, I felt my heart clench like a fist to see Luke standing in the living room doorway, watching us. Neither of us had heard him come in. A wild smile lit up his handsome face as he watched me lick my lips to clear them of my mistress's juices. Heedlessly, he dropped his shopping bags to the floor.


Watching The Alpha Couple

Some people do crazy things with their lives. They climb mountains or race cars or leap out of perfectly working airplanes. Some people blow their mortgages on the roulette wheel. All in the name of chasing that rush, that sweet syncopal adrenaline kick. Because for some people, simply waking up in the morning and going about their routine will never be enough. For some people, the only time life is truly worth living is in those moments of pure excitement.

I have never been like that. I had never thought of myself as much of a thrillseeker. Just keeping up with the bills and maintaining a home was difficult enough, I always thought, without adding any more challenges to life. But since Alex had come back to me, all of that changed. In the space of a single day, she gave me an entirely new perspective on life and how it should be lived. As though she had somehow rewired me in a matter of hours. Of course, it wasn't as quick as it seemed. The groundwork for this transformation was laid a long time ago, before I ever met my husband.

Still, the transformation was remarkable. I could scarcely believe it myself. And yet I didn't have much time for self-reflection. I could feel the adrenaline coursing through my veins, as though I was standing right at the open door of that plane with the wind whistling by me. In fact, it was more like I had already hurled myself out into the air. And now I was falling, falling, faster and faster, a plunge into the unknown with no ground in sight. And no parachute to save me. If Alex's control over me was in part an illusion, the illusion was complete. As real and as vivid as life. Or more so. There would be, I recognized even in the moment, no coming back from this.

Alex lay back on the sofa. Her dyed red hair partially obscured her beautiful face, but I could still see the expression of rapture visible on her features. She wasn’t looking at me. She was staring up at my husband, her open mouth smiling with the sheer bliss that reverberated through her body. She was in ecstasy. And her ecstasy matched my agony, the one feeding off the other, the black and the white chasing one another’s tails forever. Yin and yang. Each carrying within itself a small speck of the other. Because in the end, the two opposites are simply aspects of the same thing.

Alex looked amazing. They both did. The light shone over the curves of her body, tightly held by the latex catsuit she had no need to remove. The zipper was carefully designed to allow her to receive her pleasure without undressing. The sharp heels of her boots waved in the air, raised high above my husband's back. And Alex's cries of passion filled the living room as I watched. Her breasts heaved in the cutout window at the front of her kinky outfit, her chest swelling with sucked-in air only to collapse again as she screamed in pleasure.

And there was Luke, on top of her. My handsome husband, his stubbled cheeks flushed with exertion as he gave it to her. Ridges of muscle showed on his back, his arms swelling with the effort of supporting his weight. His labored breathing tugged at me, making my own breath come in short gasps as I watched. They say husband and wife become one flesh. It had never been truer than it was at that moment. But still, there was that division between us. The narrow gap between them and me that was filled with constant torment. A small space that contained worlds. I wanted them both, and I wanted to be both of them. I want to be the woman underneath Luke, feeling his hard cock sliding in and out my dripping pussy. But I also wanted to be Luke, making Alex squeal with pleasure as he fucked this beautiful woman. They both looked so beautiful, so absorbed in their betrayal, as though nothing else in life compared with the raw joy of that moment.

And I was doomed to remain myself. Kneeling on the floor of Alex's new house, that still smelled of fresh paint and new furniture. Dressed up in the sexiest outfit I owned, the tight black dress and knee-high boots that they had selected for me to wear. For no reason. I may as well have not been there at all for the attention the two of them paid me. I knew the truth, of course. This whole game had been set up for me, built around me. Luke and Alex would never have met without me, and I sincerely hoped they would never have begun this affair. But in the heat of the moment, passion had taken over. What had started off as a show had become all too real. There was no way to fake the wild tremors and spasms that passed through Alex's body as she surrendered herself to pleasure. There was no way for me to ignore the moans and groans of ecstasy my husband was making, the ones I knew all too well myself. The ones that spoke of his deep satisfaction as he fucked my ex-girlfriend. The two of them were in heaven. And I was forced to witness it without feeling the pleasure for myself, trapped on my knees in a suburb of hell.

Alex cried out, and I heard her catsuit creak as she arched her back. She wrapped her legs around Luke's waist, her high heels scratching his skin slightly as she pulled him deeper inside her. As though she wanted to consume my husband completely, absorbing him into her gorgeous body like some predatory and demonic creature. That was how Alex seemed to me at that moment. And I heard every gasp and groan of pleasure Luke made as he felt my former lover cum. The pussy I had been eating moments before was now spasming and clenching around Luke's cock, and he didn't need words to show me how good it felt. Alex gripped my husband's shoulders, almost lifting herself off the cushions as she clung to his body in the absolute peak of orgasm. And as Luke's body suddenly grew stiff, I realized he was trying to hold back. Trying to make this blissful and torturous moment last longer. With a yell, Alex released her grip on his shoulders and fell back on the sofa. The smell of their passion filled the room, merging with the sounds they made to torment me with what I was being denied. And as Alex slowly recovered from her pleasure, as Luke gently began to move again, still sliding his cock in and out of Alex's womanhood at a slower pace now, Alex turned her head to stare right at me.

Her face was flushed with ecstasy. Her eyes were glazed, the beautiful green orbs seeming to struggle to focus on me. Stray strands of her artificially red hair clung to her skin, stuck in place by a sheen of sweat. Even as a total mess, basking in the afterglow of orgasm, she looked incredible. She looked sexier than ever. And the wicked grin that spread across her painted lips and revealed her white teeth made me shiver as I stared back at her.

"Fuck, that feels so good," she purred. Her voice was a low moan, almost a growl of pleasure as she spoke. "Your husband's cock feels so fucking good." Alex laughed as she spoke, a laugh that turned into another faint moan of pleasure at the sensations that swept over her body. But I didn't feel much like laughing. I kneeled on the floor in front of the couch, both hands gripping my thighs through the tight dress I wore. My own pussy was spasming wildly, clenching around nothing but empty air as I watched. I could feel the wetness of my arousal on my thighs, my juices running freely over my skin. It was all I could do to resist the urge to touch myself and make my humiliation complete. A faint whimper escaped my clenched lips, and cruel Alex laughed again.

“Awww, poor little slut,” she mocked as Luke continued to slide his shaft in and out of her filled pussy. “You wish your husband was fucking you instead?”

"Yes, Miss Alex," I panted. Luke gave a kind of strangled chuckle at my submission. But his body never stopped moving on top of Alex's. He couldn't help himself. Knowing that I was even less capable of resisting my ex than my husband was didn't do much to soften the psychic blow of seeing them together. But even if I had been allowed to, I couldn't tear myself away.

"Well, that's too bad," Alex grinned. "Because he has me now. He doesn't need your worthless cunt anymore. You've been replaced." Alex laughed loudly as I moaned in fear and desire.

It's just words, I told myself. It's just the role she's playing. Alex dominates people for a living. She knows exactly what nasty things to say to get people's desire humming. But it wasn't just words. I was seeing the truth of them unfolding right in front of me. I could see Luke's face, his eyes tightly shut as he trembled with pleasure. Alex was deliberately teasing me, and I knew that, and that dark treacherous part of me wanted it. But it was more than words. It was the faint ring of truth to them, the monster shadow of my own inadequacy, that made them sting almost as much as the scene playing out in front of me.

"Please, Miss Alex." Even as the words left my mouth, I knew it was a bad idea. Begging Alex for anything never went well. The more power I gave her, the meaner she would be. I knew that. But I couldn't help myself. The frustration was too great, the desire bubbling inside me too powerful to be ignored. I kneeled on the floor and begged my ex while my husband continued to fuck her above me.

"Please what?" The sudden harshness in Alex's voice terrified me. Her green eyes glinted like sharpened knives as she stared at me. My stomach fluttered with fear in the light of that look. But I had no choice but to go on.

"Please, Miss Alex," I begged again. "Please, fuck me!"

Alex laughed again, a long cry of triumph that quickly turned into one of pleasure as Luke gasped above her. His body stiffened again, and every muscle that showed underneath his skin seemed to tighten all at once. I gulped as I watched, knowing exactly what was happening. And Alex moaned happily as she felt the sudden explosion of my husband's orgasm inside her. It seemed to go on forever. After the activities of the day, it was hard to believe Luke had anything left to give. But clearly, the kinky situation the three of us were in was keeping him in a state of heightened desire. He collapsed on top of her, his body sinking to pin her against the couch as he came. I could hear the pounding of my heart in my head as I watched, and I bit my lip so tightly I felt on the verge of drawing blood. I always loved that moment, when Luke finally gave in to desire and released, his body relaxing all at once as he held me close. Now he was doing it with Alex. And shame and rage and jealousy ran together like poison in my veins.

"Fuck, that was hot," Alex groaned. Her hand tapped lightly on Luke's shoulder, and I heard him give a blissful little chuckle of agreement. Of course he had had a good time. How could he not? He was happy and content, finally relieved of the pressure of desire, if only for a little while. The same pressure that felt as though it was about to crush me to the ground as I kneeled in front of them.

"But I think your wife has a little discipline problem," Alex went on. Luke raised his head from her neck, and I saw the look of sheepish joy on his face as he stared at me. He had that giddy expression I knew so well, the one that immediately followed his orgasm and left him tired and content and totally agreeable. My heart throbbed in my chest as our eyes met. His gaze searched my face, and through all the waves of rage and lust and hatred I had been feeling, I felt a bright swell of love for my husband at that moment. Wordlessly, he was checking to see if I was okay. He still felt unsure of himself in this new situation we had created. Perhaps he would never quite understand just what I got out of it all. He wanted to keep playing; I knew that. But he wanted me to be okay with what was happening. I couldn't blame him for having a hard time believing that I was. I could hardly believe it myself. Wordlessly, I held his gaze. Slowly, I blinked. The moment felt strangely solemn, and I didn't want to spoil it by opening my mouth. I just wanted him to know that I was okay. Yes, I was suffering. The lash of desire had not gone away, not for a moment. But my frustration was my joy. That was the dark truth that Alex knew, and that Luke was only just discovering.

"Luckily, I know how to fix that," Alex went on. Her dominant persona didn't slip for a moment. If it was indeed a mask, it was wired so tightly to her true self that they seemed inseparable. As strange as this game was, it seemed to come naturally to her. Alex never doubted. She always knew what to do. And as Luke sat up on the couch, I watched her eyelids flutter momentarily as he slid his now soft cock out from between her legs. Once my husband had withdrawn from her, Alex pushed herself up on her elbows. Tiny creases appeared in the tight latex fabric of her outfit as she moved. Her eyes were sparkling with mischief again.

"Luke, can you run downstairs and get the handcuffs?" she asked, never taking her eyes off me she spoke. "I think we need to teach our slut a lesson in self-control." Luke looked from Alex to me and back again at her. Even after all that happened, he still seemed unable to believe his luck. Perhaps when he had first approached Alex about joining us to celebrate my birthday, he had envisioned a threesome. Two girls playing with one another and involving him in the fun. Maybe, in his wildest imaginings, he had considered the possibility of tying me up the way I liked, the way he occasionally did for me. There was no way, I was sure, he had imagined anything like this. Alex's baroque scenarios had taken us over completely. My husband and I were struggling to keep up. But Luke was trying.

“Okay,” he chuckled. His clothes lay on the floor near the entrance to the living room where he had dropped them, and he made no move to pick them up. He was completely comfortable in his skin, just as Alex was. Just as I could only dream of being. Luke stepped past the crumpled pile of his clothes and the shopping bags he had brought in and dropped as soon as he saw what was going on on the sofa. His footsteps receded through the kitchen as he made his way to the stairs that led to the basement. Twisting her body, Alex sat upright on the couch in front of me.

"Please, Miss Alex," I tried again. "Please let me cum!" Slowly, Alex shook her head.

"You still haven't learned, have you?" she smiled. Her suit creaked as she leaned forward, her elbows on her knees. Her legs were parted, and in the shadow cast by her thighs, I could see the open zipper of the suit that revealed her dripping pussy. Her breasts swelled in the cutout portion of the catsuit as though they were about to burst free of the clinging material. Her red hair hung over her shoulders as she fixed me with a stare.

“You’re here for our pleasure,” she said slowly. “Especially mine. It doesn’t matter if you want to cum. It doesn’t matter if you want to get fucked. All that matters is that I’m having a good time. Understand?”

“Yes, Miss Alex.” It was easier to submit to her when Luke wasn’t there. Just like old times. Even if, back in our youth, Alex had never pushed me as far she was now. Clearly, she had learned a trick or two in the years between then and now. She had only become more dominant, more sadistic, more cruelly commanding. And it only made her more attractive to me.

“You say that, but I don’t think that you do,” Alex said. “if you did, you would have known better than to interrupt me having sex with your husband with your whimpering.”

"Sorry, Miss Alex," I said in the meekest voice I could manage. But all the while, desire was raging inside me. The desire for exactly this, and for more than this. The same desire that had made me speak up in the first place.

“Sorry isn’t good enough,” Alex said. She leaned back against the sofa cushions again, her hands on her parted thighs. Now I could see her pussy completely, revealed by the light that streamed through the living room window and shining between the parted teeth of the zipper. It was hard to look anywhere else. The silken folds shone with the moisture of her pleasure, and my husband’s semen. One more reminder of everything I had been denied.

I heard Luke’s heavy tread coming through the kitchen. He appeared in the doorway, and my heart fluttered as I saw the cuffs dangling from his hand. Alex turned her head toward him, and a bright smile lit up her features as she spoke.

"Put them on her," she said. I noticed that she didn't ask, even if Luke didn't seem to. But he hesitated for only the slightest moment before stepping forward. I drew a deep breath and tried not to tremble as my husband stood behind me. He crouched, and I felt the heat pouring off his body in waves as he gently but firmly took my wrists in his hands. I didn't resist. There was no point. He was more than a match for me, and so was Alex. I simply submitted as my husband locked my hands behind my back again, and another tremor of pleasure raced through my body as I felt myself bound.

"That's better," Alex grinned. "Now, I need to punish you for your insolence. But first, you have a job to do." Luke stood and made his way over to the couch. I watched, not quite understanding Alex's words as my husband sat down beside her. Smiling, Alex pressed her beautiful body possessively against his. I watched her bare hand slide over his thigh, and Luke smiled at her as she reached again for his cock.

"Get over here and clean us up," Alex said, and Luke let out a gasp of astonishment. "You can start by licking my cum off your husband's cock." As she spoke, Alex took Luke's limp shaft in her hand. And Luke gazed at me in astonishment as I inched forward on my knees. Nothing in me wanted to resist. Even as my streaming pussy screamed at me for relief. The game would stop when Alex said so, and not before. I would get my pleasure when and if she decided to give it to me. In the meantime, I had to do as she said. And the smell of their sex grew stronger as I shuffled awkwardly toward my husband.

"That's it," Alex said in a quiet voice, growling the words between clenched teeth. "Lick it clean. I want you to taste my pussy on his cock." And I did. Luke sighed in pleasure as my tongue made contact with his shaft, sliding slowly from the base toward the tip. I could taste them both on his skin, the distinct flavor of Alex's pleasure and the familiar taste of Luke's orgasm. They both watched, staring down at me from an Olympian height as I degraded myself. And with every lick, I felt my desire bubbling inside me. As though it might soon boil over if I couldn't find some form of release. But there was no chance of that. The handcuffs bit into my wrists as I struggled uselessly against them. There was nothing I could do. And so I mutely lapped up the mess they had made while Alex held my husband's cock out for me. And slowly, I felt Luke growing hard again. I even felt a faint moment of pleasure, something almost like pride to know that I could still turn my husband on after all that we had done. But Alex had never been the type to let these moments of pride last long.

"Enough," she growled. Releasing Luke's cock, she grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me toward her. It was all I could do to scramble on my knees to keep up as she pulled my face between her legs. "Clean me up," she ordered. "Make sure you get every drop of your husband's cum out of me."

I can’t imagine any of us were truly surprised when I did exactly what I was told.

The mingled taste of the two of them was strong between the warm folds of Alex's sex. I regularly swallowed as I consumed the wet mess, my tongue probing ever deeper as I plunged it into her sex again and again. The smell and the taste overwhelmed all of my other senses as I closed my eyes and devoted myself to the task. I could barely admit it even to myself in the privacy of my own buzzing skull, but Luke's cum had never tasted so good. It had never thrilled me like this to swallow his load in all the years of our marriage. The utter disgrace I was feeling fed my desire as I licked and lapped and frantically kissed Alex's pussy. And she could feel my enthusiasm growing. Low moans escaped from her throat as she watched me, one hand still resting on the back of my head. Her moans grew louder and faster, coming quicker on the heels of the last as her pleasure grew. My face was smeared with her juices and Luke's, but I didn't stop. I couldn't stop. Even when I was finally sure I had cleaned up every drop of his semen, I kept going. My jaw ached, my tongue tired from a whole day of oral servitude. But Alex didn't tell me to stop, and so I didn't. It was heaven between her thighs, slick latex pressing against my ears as her body convulsed. Yet another orgasm was coming. I could feel it. And my pride grew ever stronger as I pleased my mistress. Alex loved to degrade and humiliate me, but she couldn't deny my skills. In a matter of minutes, I had gotten the two of them going again using nothing but my mouth. I tried hard not to think about what that would mean.

"Oh my God!" Alex shrieked at the ceiling as another orgasm tore through her. I licked it up passionately, my lips locked on hers as I drank her orgasm down. Her whole body trembled above me, and I trembled too, the two of us joined by physical pleasure.

As her passion subsided, Alex pushed my head roughly away from her. I sat back on my knees, my face glistening with cum as I waited. Surely she couldn't still be mad at me? Not after that? But the green glow in Alex's eyes as she looked down at me spoke of cruelty just as much as it did pleasure. Still panting from her orgasm, she reached down between her legs and zipped her suit up again.

"Okay," she gasped. "Time for your punishment."

Suddenly, she stood. The high heels of her boots echoed on the floor as she took one step toward me and grabbed me by the hair. Her speed caught me by surprise, and I winced as I felt the pain in my scalp of her hand tightening.

"Get up," she barked. "Come with me." I struggled to my feet as best as I could, crouching slightly as Alex pulled me by the hair. Stumbling, I had no choice but to follow as she led me through the kitchen. Alex walked in her tall heels as though she was born in them, but I was struggling to keep up, my movements hindered by my tight dress and boots and the handcuffs I wore. Dimly, I heard the couch springs groan as Luke rose to his feet and followed us. But I had no time to think of him. Fear bloomed in the pit of my stomach as Alex let me toward the basement stairs and let me down under the house. Our boots rattled on the steps as I followed her. It was only when we stood a few feet from the steel cage underneath the stairs that I realized what lay ahead of me.

"No," I gasped. But Alex was in no mood to take pity on me. Still holding me by the hair, she slid back the bolt and swung the door of the cage open. Then she took hold of the short chain of the handcuffs I wore. Raising my arms up above my back, she guided me toward the open door. Off balance, I couldn't put up much of a fight. With a strong push, Alex shoved me through the door. It was all I could do to keep my balance as I crashed against one of the steel walls. Turning, I saw her swing the door shut and slide the lock into place. A padlock clicked, and I moaned in despair as I saw that I was trapped.

"That's where disobedient sluts go," Alex said triumphantly, watching me through the steel mesh of the cage. She stood with her feet apart, her fists on her hips in a pose of utter dominance as she smiled malevolently at me. Desperately, I looked over to where my husband was watching. There was a shocked expression on his face. But I couldn't fail to notice just how hard his cock was.

“You’re going to stay in there until you learn some manners,” Alex grinned. “Now, let’s try that again. You’re going to watch me fuck your husband, and you are not to make a sound. Otherwise, it’s going to be a long time before I let you out again.”


Caged Cuckquean

The silence was deafening. In the quiet of the basement, I could hear my own heart beating. I could hear the blood moving through my veins. I could hear, now and again, the muted sound of voices from upstairs. And it burned my heart every time. This had been my fear since the moment I saw the cage in Alex’s basement, and now it had come true. They were up there without me, my former girlfriend and my husband. And they wanted each other. Badly. Any man would’ve been attracted to Alex in the skintight latex catsuit she was wearing. Luke was still an attractive man. The chemistry between them was as electrifying as it was tormenting. At least for me.

Footsteps up above made the floor creak. At least if they were walking, they weren't fucking. But I knew it was only a matter of time before that began again. The two of them could barely keep their hands off each other. Knowing that they shouldn't, that Luke was my husband and that what they were doing was wrong, only made the two of them want to do it more. It was an impulse I fully understood. Everything about that day had been wrong and twisted and kinky, and I knew that it would stand in my memory as one of the most thrilling days of my life. Perhaps my greatest sexual experience of all time. Not in spite of the frustration and humiliation and torture I was going through, but because of it.

At least they had left the lights on. I was alone in the steel cage under the basement stairs, but at least they hadn't left me in the dark. In the silence, I felt as though I could still hear the faint echoes of their cries of passion, as though the walls still remembered them. After Alex had locked me in the cage, she had turned to Luke. Despite how recently the two of them had had sex in the living room, he was hard again and ready for her. My mouth had played no small part in that, licking her juices from his manhood until he was ready to go again. My husband couldn't resist Alex any more than I could. They had fucked right there on the basement floor, right in front of me. I could still see Alex's hand gripping the bars of the cage, her fingers threaded through the mesh as she cried out in pleasure. And I had watched every moment. This time, I had kept silent. Just as Mistress Alex demanded. It was my inability to hold my tongue that got me locked into the cage in the first place. Although, now that I had time to think, I was sure that no matter what I did, I was going to end up caged there either way. Alex wanted what she wanted. And she would make it happen. She didn't even need a reason.

After that, Alex and Luke went back upstairs. Even a goddess like her needs a break sometimes, I suppose. I remembered that Luke came back from the store with food and drinks, and my stomach rumbled as I wondered what he'd got. Clearly, I was to be denied that too. That was the theme of the day, my appetites going unfulfilled. All I could do was wait.

The cement floor of the basement was uncomfortable. Alex had not done anything to make the cage pleasant for an extended stay. I sat on the floor, feeling the steel mesh of one wall pressing into my back as I leaned against it. My hands were still cuffed behind me. There was no escape from the cage; the heavy lock Alex used to fasten the door wasn't going to budge without the key. But my cheeks colored as I blushed all alone down there. If my hands had been free, there wasn't much doubt in my mind what I would do. I would've touched myself right there, finally giving myself the pleasure I so desperately craved. I wondered if Alex thought of that when she left me cuffed. She seemed to think of everything.

My imprisonment gave me plenty of time to think. But as I had been learning all day, anticipation seemed only to make my desire grow. I was alert to every current of air, every creak of the floorboards above me. Even the silence seemed to have its own menacing quality, as I wondered what it might mean. It was still hard to believe everything that had happened. I should put a stop to the whole thing. I should demand to be released, and tell my husband to take me home. Forbid him from ever seeing Alex again. That was what a normal woman would have done. That was what a sensible woman would have done. That is what a woman would do if she didn't have the twisted desires that I did. If she didn't, in the depths of her warped mind, get an enormous thrill from being treated like this. From being held prisoner and forced to go without sex while another woman seduced her husband. I'm the first to admit it doesn't make much sense. That's why I've never been able to explain it to my husband. Not properly, anyway. But there was no more need to explain anything. Since Alex had come along, Luke understood. He might never know why I felt the way I did. But he could see what it meant to me to submit to her. And it's not like he wasn't getting anything out of it, either.

More footsteps thumped on the ceiling of the basement. I heard a door open. I sat up straighter at the sound of footsteps on the stairs. Steady footsteps, heavy and dull. Luke, then. Alex's high-heeled boots sounded entirely different when she walked. I wondered if she was still wearing her sexy costume, enjoying the effect it had on my husband as well as me. I wondered if my husband realized just how lucky he was. Luke appeared at the foot of the stairs, back in his jeans and T-shirt. There was a faint sense of relief in that. Perhaps the two of them were simply hanging out up there. So what was the faint tang of disappointment I felt? I was glad to see my husband, no matter how much he had betrayed me that day. But there was a part of me, I had to admit, that was hoping he would appear at the bottom of the stairs naked and hard with a look of lust in his eyes that matched my own.

Luke walked across the floor toward me. His blue eyes shone as they found mine through the mesh of the cage. He crouched easily on the other side of one mesh wall, his hands dangling from his arms as he balanced his elbows on his knees.

“You okay in there?” A faint smile lifted the corners of his lips under the blond stubble that adorned his cheeks, and I couldn’t keep myself from returning it. His boyish charm was completely at odds with the darkness and intensity of the scene we were in. But Luke couldn’t help but be Luke.

"Yeah, I'm okay," I said slowly. On the one hand, I was far from okay. I was tired and sore and endlessly frustrated. But I knew what he meant. My discomfort was all part of the game we were playing. "What are you two doing up there?"

“Just hanging out,” Luke said. “Talking.”

“Is Alex still wearing that catsuit?” Luke blinked in surprise that that should be one of my first questions. But his smile grew deeper. Maybe he understood more than I thought.

“Yeah, she is,” he said. A long sigh escaped my lips.

"Fuck. She's so sexy, isn't she?"

"Yep." It was the answer I was expecting. Yet it burned my heart to hear it all the same. If Luke denied it, I would have called him a liar. Alex looked amazing in her skintight dominatrix outfit. But hearing him say it poured gasoline on the fires of inadequacy that flamed inside me. Was that why I had asked?

“You haven’t been fucking her?”

“Not since we were down here,” Luke said. “I think we all needed a break. So I thought I’d check on you.”

"Let me out." I even surprised myself with the vehemence of my demand. Luke's brow furrowed as he stared at me.

“I don’t have the key,” he said. “Alex has it with her. But if you want to stop…”

“No!” if anything, my voice was even more strident than before. Luke chuckled as I spoke. He was still getting used to this new arrangement, still anxious to make sure that this was what I really wanted. It was hard for him to understand that the begging was all part of it. I would demand to be released, even if that wasn’t what I really wanted. Alex knew that. Luke was still learning. And sitting here in front of my husband, caged and cuffed in my sexiest dress was making me feel vulnerable and sexy and helpless all at once. A damsel in distress, at my husband’s mercy. Even more at Alex’s. The hot moisture of arousal spread steadily down my inner thighs again as I stared him.

“Fuck me,” I gasped. Luke chuckled again as he shook his head in disbelief.

"How? I told you, I don't have the key." But I was barely listening. Clumsily, I rolled over onto my knees. My boots scraped the concrete floor as I shuffled back toward the wall of the cage where he crouched. My back to him, I stood. The cage was just wide enough for me to bend at the waist, my hair hanging down around my face as I presented my ass towards him. My cuffed hands grabbed the back of my dress as I tried to pull it up, but the tight fabric clung to my thighs stubbornly.

"Come on," I gasped, overwhelmed with the lust that flowed through me. "Just fuck me! Do it through the bars. I don't care. I need to cum!" I had never in my life begged a man for sex. I had never had to. But Alex had put this need inside me, carefully cultivating it and feeding it until it consumed me. She had turned me into this. The slut she always said I was. I moaned as I felt Luke's strong fingers slip through the mesh of the cage, pulling my dress slowly upwards.

"That's it," I panted. "Come on, Luke. Fuck me." The dress slid ever upwards, gathered and bunched in his fingers. Between the two of us, we managed to finally pull it up all the way to my hips, and the stretchy fabric sprang upwards toward my waist as I pulled it over my ass. Underneath, I was naked. I spread my feet apart, surrendering myself to him. I knew how he liked to fuck me from behind. It was never my favorite position, but it was the only one available to us. Besides, in that moment, it felt somehow right. Alex insisted that I was an object to be used for her pleasure and for Luke's, and that was what I tried to be. Because my pleasure fed on theirs. I pressed myself against the bars of the cage so hard that the mesh sank into my skin. And I cried out as I felt the hard knot of his erection pressing against my wet lips.

"Yes," I all but screamed in outrageous lust. "Do it! Fuck me!"

"I…" I felt Luke moved behind me. His cock was pressed against my dripping pussy, but the angle was slightly off. The mesh of the cage was wide enough that he could get his member through, but getting our bodies lined up correctly was trickier. I moaned in frustration as I felt his cock pressing against me, sinking into my womanhood without quite penetrating me the way I wanted. The way I needed. "I can't," Luke grunted. "I can't get it in."

"Yes you can!" I snapped. "Please! Please fuck me, please make me cum, please, Luke!" I was babbling, and I knew it. I didn't care. The pressure was too great to withstand, the burning desire I could feel guiding my words and actions as I begged. Luke tried again, gripping the steel mesh of the cage and grunting as he forced his body against it. His cock pressed against me again, and I yelled out in desire and despair.

“I can’t,” Luke said again. The exasperation in his voice was nothing compared to the agony of frustration I felt.

"Oh my God," I gasped. "I need it." Barely conscious of what I was doing, I turned to face my husband. He stood with his chest pressed against the outside of the cage, his jeans undone and his hard cock rising up through the steel mesh. Just the sight of him standing there, so clearly excited by me, was enough to make me cry out with desperate need. And as my husband watched with wild eyes, I dropped to my knees in front of him. Luke moaned as I wrapped my lips around his cock. It was no time for playful teasing or slow buildup. I was desperate. And if my husband wasn't going to be able to make me cum, the best thing I could think to do was make him cum instead. My hair swayed loosely as I bobbed my head back and forth, squeezing my lips tight around Luke's shaft. He gripped the cage with both hands now, his eyes closed and his mouth open as he emitted a series of moans and groans. I could feel his member swelling in my mouth, and the steady pulsing of the hot blood that filled it. Cuffed and caged, I felt like the ultimate slut, hungrily sucking my husband's cock in a misguided attempt to assuage my own desire. This could only make things worse. The failing part of my brain still capable of rational thought recognized that. But my body wouldn't listen. So I kneeled before my husband and sucked for all I was worth, as desperate for his orgasm as I was for my own.

Over my husband’s moans and cries, I didn’t hear another set of footsteps on the stairs. It wasn’t until Alex appeared in the basement that I realized the danger. Too late. Her green eyes flared, and the light shone from the black latex that clung to the curves of her body as she walked towards us. There was menace in her sexy sway, like the hypnotic movements of a cobra ready to strike. Fear gripped my heart as I watched her approach, and Luke’s cock slid out from between my lips as he turned toward her. But she just looked so fucking good. Even with my husband standing with his penis uncovered In front of me, I had eyes only for her.

"What's going on in here?" For all the menace of her words, I saw the gleam in Alex's eyes she spoke. I saw the way her red lips lifted, just a little, the faint beginnings of a smile on her beautiful face. She played her dominant role so well, it was rare that I got to see even the smallest gap in her persona. But it was there.

"She just - she wanted me to…" Luke was stammering like a boy caught with his hand in the cookie jar, and Alex's smile grew as she turned to him. The confidence and dominance she exuded made even my husband agitated. And he wasn't the one locked in a cage. I said nothing as Alex turned her pretty eyes on me.

“I bet she did,” Alex grinned. “It looks like your little wife is learning to accept her role as our pleasure slave.”

"I am, Miss Alex." It was my turn to babble frantically. Alex was capricious. When she appeared at the foot of the stairs, I had worried she might be angry to find me blowing my husband. But if instead, she was pleased with my performance, a treacherous part of my heart was thrilled at the thought. Pleasing my Mistress was the only way to get out of the cage.

"Well, that's good," Alex said. "I want that to be your only thought from now on. How to make your Master and Mistress happy. Because what happens if you don't?"

“I – I get punished, Mistress.” I heard Luke’s gasp as I spoke. But Alex’s teeth showed in her broad grin. She was pleased.

“That’s right,” she purred. “We have to train you properly, don’t we?”

"Yes, Miss Alex." Shame burned my heart again. But what choice did I have? If Alex wanted me to grovel in front of my husband, that was what I would do. By now, it was nothing Luke hadn't seen before.

"Good girl," Alex purred. My heart felt as though it had been seized by some invisible fist as she took half a step forward and wrapped her fingers around Luke's cock. He, of course, did nothing to resist. I heard his sudden gasp of pleasure at her touch, and his eyes all but rolled in his head. He was on the brink of orgasm already, and Alex could see that as well as I could.

“It’s nice of your husband to let you suck his cock, don’t you think, slut?”

"Yes, Miss Alex. Thank you, Sir," I promptly replied. Alex's triumphant smile made my pussy spasm again as I looked up at her from my knees.

"A little timeout in the cage has done wonders for your attitude," Alex said. "But I hope you weren't planning to make your husband cum. You know his orgasms belong to me now."

"Yes, Miss Alex." There was that sinking feeling again. All I had wanted was to make Luke cum. Lost in desire, I hadn't cared what Alex might think of it. In fact, if I had thought about it at all, I had hoped she would never find out. But the way she was taking possession of my husband thrilled and appalled me in almost equal measure. And Luke didn't say a word. He was nothing but a tight ball of need, his whole body vibrating as she held him on the very brink of pleasure in her hand. She couldn't possibly have looked more powerful and in charge as she stood over me and held his cock. At that moment, we will both in thrall to her.

"Open your mouth," Alex ordered. I did as I was told. My stomach shivered with anticipation as I stuck out my tongue and opened my mouth wide. Alex was still grinning down at me, her beautiful eyes sparkling with malice in an echo of the way the latex outfit shone on her body. Luke groaned as her hand began to move on his cock. Keeping my mouth open, I watched as she toyed with my husband. I knew what was coming. I wondered if my disappointment showed on my humiliated face as I wordlessly waited. There was no sense arguing with Alex. Luke was hardly in a position to protest. I heard him cry out, the sound reverberating back from the bare basement walls as he surrendered to my lover's touch. Luke came again, and hot ropes of semen spurted from the end of his twitching cock. Alex aimed his member at me, and I closed my eyes as I felt his cum splatter across my face. The steel mesh of the cage caught some of his ejaculate, but plenty of it spurted through the gaps to land on my skin. Trembling with desire and humiliation, I simply waited, tasting my husband's cum on my tongue while Alex laughed out loud at my disgrace.

"Okay," I heard her say while Luke groaned loudly. I opened my eyes cautiously. Luke's orgasm had subsided. Alex released his cock, and it hung exhausted outside his jeans, its tip still dripping the last few drops of his cum. "Now you can swallow," she said. Closing my mouth, I did as she asked. While Alex and Luke both watched, I licked more of his cum off my lips and swallowed that too. I knew what they wanted. Especially Alex. She wanted to see me disgraced. Broken and humiliated and trained to serve her twisted desires. It was all I wanted too.

“What do you say, slut?”

"Thank you, Miss Alex. Thank you, Sir." Alex laughed again at my compliance. Luke simply shook his head in disbelief. The latex shone on Alex's body as she turned to embrace my husband.

"You can go back upstairs now, babe," she said in a gentle voice that was completely at odds with the dominant tone she used with me. Since when had she started calling my husband babe? Jealousy tingled at the base of my neck as I stared up at her. "I'll take it from here," she said. And as though his orgasm had lulled him into a trance of unthinking compliance, Luke did what she said. Casting one last look at me, his humiliated wife, through the mesh of the bars, he slid his cock back inside his pants and zipped up. Without another word, he made his way to the stairs. I listened to his footsteps slowly recede as he climbed back up to the house's main level.

Alex and I were alone. She waited until Luke was gone. Her green eyes glowed as she stared down at me, and I stared up at her. I was overcome by her beauty and her dominance. Not to mention her cruelty. Nothing had ever looked sexier to me than she did at that moment.

"Quite the show you two put on," she said at last. "I didn't authorize it, of course. But you know I have a soft spot for naughty girls." Her high heels echoed on the concrete floor as she began to pace back and forth. The burning desire between my legs had only gotten worse since Luke had come downstairs to check on me. Alex was teasing me with her body, the beauty that stood just the other side of the cage, so close and yet completely out of reach. My breath came in rapid gasps as I watched my mistress pace back and forth.

"I have a plan," Alex said. Abruptly, she stopped in front of me, her hands behind her back and her feet far apart. Again, I admired the way the light bounced off the slick material of the latex catsuit. And she allowed it. Standing still, she basked in my obvious adoration, my husband's cum slowly drying on my face while I gazed up at her in unrelieved desire. She loved it.

"This has been so much fun," Alex said. "I've missed playing with girls. Especially ones as slutty and submissive as you. But I think I want to push you further. I think I want to train you to serve me properly."

"Yes, Miss Alex," I gasped. I knew this was trouble. Even as I spoke, I could feel some part of my brain screaming at the rest of me not to give in so easily. There was no knowing what Alex had in mind. But I didn't care. I was too turned on to listen to anything but the demands of my body. Whatever Alex wanted from me, she could have it.

"It won't be easy," Alex warned. "The thing is, I really enjoy fucking your husband. And knowing that there's absolutely nothing you can do about it really gets me going. But I've been thinking. There's so much more you could be doing for me while I'm taking him from you."

"Yes, Miss Alex." Every one of her words stung me like the lash of some invisible whip. I winced as she spoke. But everything she said excited me in a way that nothing else ever did. I was ready for it all, ready for oblivion if that's where she was leading me. Ready to lose myself entirely in the role she had picked out for me.

“So you’re ready to become my married sex slave? For real?” Alex waited, watching me carefully as I drew a deep breath. The moment was solemn. I knew there would be no going back from this. But then, there would be no going back from what we had done already. I was never going to be able to go without the excitement I had been feeling that day. And I knew that Luke felt the same.

“Yes, Miss Alex.”

"Think about it," Alex warned again. "You know I won't go easy on you. You know I'm going to make you beg. You know I'm going to make you watch us fuck, and clean us up afterward. I'm going to make you wear slutty little outfits to get your husband going, and then I'm going to fuck him. While you get nothing."

“Oh my God,” I gasped.

“Exactly,” Alex smirked. “From now on, you won’t be allowed to cum without my permission. And we both know you’ll do anything once I get you horny enough. Is this really what you want? Think carefully, Liz. This might be the last choice I ever give you.”

But Alex's warnings were useless. I was too turned on to listen. In the depths of my submissive desires, everything she was proposing sounded good to me. For all that Alex terrified me, she excited me even more. What she was describing was exactly what I wanted. Total servitude to this cruel and beautiful woman.

“Yes, Miss Alex,” I groaned. “Please, Miss Alex! Use me, train me, do whatever you want with me. I’m yours.”

“Wow,” Alex giggled. “You really are a horny submissive little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Unable to meet her bright green eyes any longer, I lowered my gaze to the floor. Alex stood close to the cage, pressing the pointed toe of her boot between two bars at floor level.

"Then show me you know your place," Alex said. I could hear the smile in her voice she spoke. "Kiss my boot and tell me what you are." Her laughter stung me to the heart as I leaned forward, lowering my face to the floor. My hair brushed against the cement as I prostrated myself before her. The patent leather of her boot was slick against my lips as I humbly kissed Alex's toe.

"I'm your slave, Miss Alex," I babbled between desperate kisses. "I'm your horny little submissive slut. I'm yours, Mistress. I'm yours."

Alex's laughter filled the basement as she stood above me. Trembling, I kneeled at her feet, kissing and licking every part of her boot that I could reach through the bars. I meant what I said. I belonged to her now.

Read Parts 10-18 here
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