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Cuckquean Birthday: Parts 10-18

Mistress’s Surprise

It's amazing what can start to seem normal. In the heat of a particular moment, you can easily find yourself getting carried away. And desire can make even the most outrageous acts seem like the only option. Once your heart starts pounding, pumping the red blood of arousal through your trembling body, you can quickly find yourself doing the unthinkable. It's a quirk of biology, the way we're wired. When you're in that moment of perfect light and absolute darkness, it's easy to forget yourself. In fact, that's almost the point. That was the gift that Alex had given me, whether she knew it or not. And Luke, too, in his way. The ability to get outside of myself, to step out of my head and inhabit my body fully.

But this gift, I was starting to realize, came at a cost.

With a twist of the key, Alex killed the engine of her car. For a moment, the two of us sat there in silence. A long moment. I could say that things between the two of us weren't the same since my birthday, BUT what would that mean? Alex hadn't been a meaningful part of my life for years. We were no longer two girls figuring stuff out together. I was now a married woman, and she was beginning a new life in our town. We were still navigating this new relationship between us. After all, what were we? She was no longer my girlfriend, that was for sure. My mistress. That's what she called herself. And even to think it, in the echoing space of my own head, caused a shiver of desire to race through my body. It was like this every time I so much as thought of Alex. And I thought of her a lot. How could I not? The events of my birthday weekend had been the most thrillingly erotic of my life. And I knew that was true for Luke, too. Even Alex, for all of her sexual experience, would concede that that weekend had been something else. The three of us were never going to forget it.

Once you've kneeled at the feet of another woman, once you've kissed her boots and acknowledged her as your mistress, your owner, there's really no going back. It was a game, sure. A role we both were playing. But it was too close to the truth of who we were for any of us to forget. And Alex and I were still navigating a new relationship after all the years of absence. Perhaps I hadn't realized how much I missed her from my life. But after so long apart, we couldn't expect to simply pick up where we left off. Too much water gone under the bridge for that. We had to relearn and re-navigate our relationship to one another in the harsh light of what had happened that weekend.

"Ready?" Alex smiled as she turned to me. I'll admit, it still kind of pissed me off to see how kind the years had been to her. It wouldn't be true to say she hadn't aged; none of us are that lucky. But while Alex looked different to the young bombshell she had been when we were dating, I had to confess she looked at least as attractive now as she did back then. Maybe more so. Without losing the freshness of her beauty, the years had given her a kind of gravitas. A confidence in herself and in her body that few women possess at any age. Of course, her job probably had something to do with that too. And there was that shiver of excitement again as I remembered what my former lover now did for a living. Everything about Alex was sexy. Her green eyes sparkled as she looked at me, glittering like the warm waters of some dangerous but inviting ocean. In the faint glow of the electric lights from outside the car, stray strands of her hair shone like copper around her pretty face. Some things are better done at night. The parking lot I could see through the windows of the car was almost empty. Only one other vehicle shone under the streetlights, parked in front of the low building that lay ahead of us.

"Ready," I said, letting out a breath I didn't realize I was holding in a long sigh. I wasn't ready, not really. But I never would be. Ever since Alex had told me what she had planned, I had been on edge. And Luke's face when I told him what was happening was a picture. He loved this new development. Far from being jealous at the reappearance of my former girlfriend in our lives, he was delighted. Why wouldn't he be? Luke had never been able to dominate me sexually the way I wanted, much as he tried. But for Alex, it was second nature.  And Luke reaped the rewards, over and over again. Alex was his lover now, even more than she was mine. I knew that in my husband's mind, this birthday present of mine had been the greatest idea he had ever come up with. So of course, Luke didn't complain when Alex came by our house to pick me up that night. He knew that this new development was only going to give him more of what he wanted. More of Alex. More of my submission and humiliation. Why would he do anything to prevent that?

"Ok then," Alex grinned. "Let's go." Her car door opened with a clunk. Her feet were soundless on the asphalt of the parking lot. Alex was dressed down that night, in a simple T-shirt, jeans and sneakers. Still, there was no hiding that body of hers, no matter what she wore. Her clothes were tight enough to reveal her enviable curves, the narrowness of her waist and the flatness of her stomach a mouthwatering contrast to the broad swell of her hips and her ample breasts. Even if she hadn't been my mistress, even if she hadn't humiliated me over and over and made me do unspeakable things, I probably still would have felt inadequate in her presence. She had the kind of body some women pay a fortune to get. I wouldn't say it came naturally; I suspected Alex worked out with the same single-mindedness with which she did everything else. You couldn't argue with the results. Stepping out of the car, I swung the passenger door shut behind me and followed Alex toward the door of the building.

Who knows how she found these places? I guess it came with the territory. Being a dominatrix is like any other job in a lot of ways. It's important to source suppliers. And even though I had lived in the city for years, I never knew this place existed. Alex did. She had still barely unpacked her possessions in her new home, but already, she had found this place.  She had brought me here a few weeks earlier, shortly after my birthday. Now here we were again. I never knew anyone quite like Alex for following through on a plan.

Alex reached the door first, and pulled it open, holding it for me. With a faint smile, I ducked through the doorway, and she followed. Inside the small space, the smell of rubber filled the air. The same woman I had met last time we were here looked up from a work table and smiled at us as we entered. Roberta. Her name came floating back to me from some dim layer of memory. I felt my cheeks prickling as I shyly returned her smile. Roberta had been purely professional at our last meeting. But she was another woman who would see me naked. I couldn't forget that.

"Hi there," Roberta said as Alex stood beside me. "I have your piece ready. Let me go get it." She set down whatever she had been working on when we arrived on the table in front of her and headed for the back of her small workshop. A strange way to make a living, I reflected. To look at her, you would never guess. Roberta was older than Alex and me; I would imagine her to be somewhere in her mid-40s. Her black hair was veined with streaks of silver, held back behind her head with a large plastic clamp that allowed a couple of dark curls to hang down around her face. Her eyes were as black as her hair, the pupils barely distinguishable from the deep brown Iris. Long lines formed at the sides of her mouth when she smiled. As far as I could tell, she wore no makeup at all. She had the look of an eminently practical woman, the no-nonsense type. If you saw her on the street, you might almost take her for a schoolteacher or some mid-level bureaucrat. Nothing about her would make you suspect that she made fetish gear for a living.

Alex and I waited in silence for Roberta to return. All too quickly, the other woman emerged from the dim area at the back of her workshop. A jet black garment dangled from a hanger in her hand. My dress. My stomach fluttered as Roberta drew closer and I watched the light shine from the outfit she held. I had had a vague idea of what Alex had in mind. She seemed to have a taste for latex, and if her own catsuit was anything to go by, I couldn't deny how sexy the material could look. Part excited, part nervous, I wondered how it would feel to wear such restrictive fabric. I was to find out sooner than I had anticipated.

"Would you like to try it on?" Roberta's question was addressed to me, but as I opened my mouth to answer, Alex jumped in first.

"Of course," she said on my behalf. The heat in my cheeks grew as I saw the knowing smile on Roberta's face. She was probably used to this kind of thing. Ordinary people with conventional relationships don't come to an industrial estate to get latex clothing specially made for them. She had no doubt seen plenty of submissive types in her line of work. But none of them had been me. This type of situation might be familiar to her, but it was entirely new for me.

Did I argue with Alex? Of course not. She had a way of switching at breakneck speed from her normal everyday persona to the dominant mistress of my darkest dreams. It kept me permanently off balance, never quite sure of myself or where I stood with her. I guess that was the intention. One moment, it was like we were friends. The next, Mistress Alex was laying down the law. She knew I wouldn't argue. My time in her basement prison on my birthday was still fresh enough in my mind that I was keen to avoid angering her.

"Ok," Roberta said. She was all business as she set the garment down on her worktable. "Undress please." Again? I didn't need to look in Alex's direction. I could feel her grinning at me as she watched. It was nothing either of these two women hadn't seen before. That didn't make it any less embarrassing as I pulled my T-shirt over my head. It might not have been so bad if I wasn't so turned on by the whole situation. But I could feel Alex's eyes on me. She wouldn't miss the hardness of my nipples as I unhooked my bra and slid it down my arms. She would know right away. If she didn't already. And while I shed my clothes under the watchful eyes of my mistress, Roberta picked up a bottle of something from her desk. She stepped towards me, and I heard a wet sound as she squeezed something from the bottle onto her hands. Lubricant. I could see it glistening on her skin as she stood in front of me.

“This will help get it on,” Roberta said. “Always use silicone lubricant. Anything else will destroy the dress.”

"Can I get some of that?" Only the faintest ghost of a smile flickered across Roberta's face as she handed the bottle to Alex. I stood between the two of them, completely naked now, feeling like a newborn lamb between two wolves. I almost jumped when Roberta reached out and touched my arm lightly. Her dark eyes peered into mine. Slowly, I nodded. Giving mute assent to what was about to happen. The effect Alex had on me only seemed to grow stronger with time. I'll admit it. I wanted to be touched. By Alex, obviously. But anyone would do. And as Roberta's shining hands began to slide over my body, I could feel my arousal growing. An arousal that only deepened as Alex, too, began to rub the lubricant over my body.

Roberta was a professional. She pretended not to notice as Alex touched me. Roberta moved down my body, rubbing lotion over my stomach, while Alex stood behind me and worked on my boobs. My hands clenched at my sides as I felt her fingers slide over my glistening skin, caressing and tweaking my erect nipples while I whimpered in the back of my throat. There was no way Roberta could fail to notice what was going on. I could feel the heat of the blush that rose to my cheeks as I stood there, getting turned on by the hands of the two women. Had Roberta noticed the wedding ring on my finger? No one would get into her line of work unless they were open-minded. But still, I felt deeply embarrassed to be so casually manipulated by my mistress in front of this virtual stranger. And of course, I did nothing to prevent it. Any of it.

Once my torso was shining, Roberta crouched in front of me. I cringed at how close her head was to the spreading wetness I could feel between my legs. But she concentrated on my lower limbs, rubbing lubricant into my shins and calves. Finally tearing herself away from my tingling boobs, Alex crouched behind me. Unlike Roberta, she paid no attention to propriety. I swayed on my feet, trembling at the feel of her hands on my ass as she rubbed and kneaded my skin. And with every motion, her hands crept ever closer to the heat between my thighs. Slowly, teasingly, Alex was approaching my pussy, and it was all I could do not to cry out in an agony of desire. It was all I could do to keep myself from begging her to touch me, to relieve the pressure building inside me. Right there in front of Roberta, I trembled and shook with desperate desire. And Roberta went on doing her job, as though she didn't even notice.

The two of them were more than thorough. This latest humiliation seemed to go on and on. Carefully, I shifted my weight from foot to foot. Hoping no one would notice the way I was spreading my legs. Even though I knew they would. Alex liked to call me a slut, and she brought the inner slut out of me. There was no question about that. My nipples were almost painfully hard, as though they were straining toward the far wall of Roberta's workshop. I squeezed my hands into fists tightly enough that my fingernails dug into the skin of my palms as I resisted the urge to touch them. Alex's hand crept closer and closer. My ass was in her face, shining with lubricant in front of her while her fingers reached between my inner thighs. Roberta was working close to the level of my knees, and the feel of four female hands on my body was driving me insane. I gasped as Alex reached from behind and ran a lubricated finger over the wet lips of my pussy. Roberta's hands paused, just for a second. How would she react? I told myself this kind of thing had to be an occupational hazard for her, something she had seen many times before. Maybe I was just telling myself that in an attempt to assuage the shame and embarrassment I felt. It didn't matter. Alex's finger slid over me again, and a low moan escaped from deep in my throat as I trembled on the spot. Roberta stood.

“It’s a good idea to lubricate the inside of the dress, too,” she said. Her eyes didn’t meet mine as she spoke. Taking the bottle of lubricant in her hand, she walked back toward her worktable where the dress waited. Keeping her back turned to us, she busied herself with the garment.

Alex understood. Even before I realized that Roberta was giving her tacit consent to what Alex was doing to me, my mistress saw it. Alex sprang to her feet, and I yelped as her hand pressed more forcefully between my legs. From behind, she clamped the other hand over my lips. Flavorless lubricant seeped into my mouth as she silenced me.

Reaching back behind myself, I felt the denim of Alex's jeans as I held her hips. Alex pulled me against her, heedless of the lubricant she was no doubt getting all over her clothes. One hand reached around to the front of my body, sinking rapidly between my legs as she fingered me. She kept the other clamped over my mouth. I tried to stay quiet, but I couldn't stop the whimpering and moaning in my chest as my pleasure swelled. Alex knew exactly what she was doing. I had never had any complaints about Luke's performance in the bedroom. My husband had always kept me satisfied. But I had forgotten just how skilled Alex was at giving me pleasure. And it only added to my burning sense of shame to see just how easily she manipulated me. She played my body like an instrument. Her slick hand slid easily over my swollen lips, and every movement drew fresh joy from my body, along with lubrication of my own. I could feel my juices dripping down my thighs, mingling with the lubricant that shone there. Flushed with shame, I watched Roberta. She was still fussing with something on the table in front of her. She knew. She had to know. But Alex didn't care. While one hand worked between my legs, her talented fingers sliding easily inside me and reaching for that magic spot of bliss that she knew so well, the other moved on my mouth. Two of Alex's fingers pressed against my lips, sliding into my mouth.  I knew what she wanted. And as always, I couldn't keep myself from giving it to her. While Alex fingered me in the workspace of a stranger, I sucked on her fingers the way I knew she wanted me to.

"Good girl," Alex whispered in my ear, and pleasure erupted inside me at the familiar phrase. She knew what she was doing. She rarely let me experience physical pleasure without hearing those two magic words. And already, I had learned to associate them with ecstasy. Just hearing them was enough to enhance my pleasure. My mistress was training me. How long before she had me creaming myself just at the sound of her voice? I had learned not to put anything past Alex.

"I can't wait to see you in this dress," Alex whispered again. "You're going to love it. And so is your husband. But most importantly, I'm going to love it. Now be a good girl and cum for your mistress. Quickly now."

Alex's fingers slid out of my mouth as she pressed her whole hand over my lips again. Not a moment too soon. Her fingers plunged deep inside me, and her thumb rubbed against the hard bud of my clit, and I felt my whole body spasming in pleasure. My knees felt weak. I felt as though she was holding me up while I rocked and writhed in her arms. Alex's hand over my mouth muffled the sounds of orgasm that rose from me, but I knew that Roberta could hear everything. I could see it in every line of her body as she bent studiously over her worktable, pretending not to know exactly what was going on behind her. And somehow, it only added to the giddy thrill of the situation. Alex had found yet another way to simultaneously shame me and turn me on. She was unstoppable. My pussy pulsated around her fingers, and I heard her hiss with pleasure in my ear as she felt my orgasm come. I moaned against her hand, gasping and groaning as bliss erupted inside me. When Alex finally withdrew her fingers from my pussy, I could feel my fluids gushing forth, pouring down my shining legs. The smell of my pleasure filled the air, mingling with the unmistakable scent of the latex all around us. As Alex released her grip on my mouth, a fresh burst of shame more powerful than the previous ones echoed inside me. I had just cum in a stranger's workplace. As though I really were the horny slut that Alex called me, unable to control my basest desires. My mistress was making me into exactly what she wanted me to be. Exactly what she knew, seemingly better than I did myself, I wanted to be.

"Ready?" Roberta turned toward us again. Her dark eyes glinted. Oh, she knew. She knew everything. She knew that I was a little lesbian slut for my mistress. She knew that I was Alex's plaything. She knew I had just cum with Alex's fingers inside me. I couldn't meet her eyes. Instead, I stared at the floor as I silently nodded. And I heard the rustle of latex as Roberta picked up my new dress and stepped toward me.

I stood like a mannequin as Roberta and Alex worked together to dress me. In fact, it was all I could do to stay on my feet. My legs felt like jelly from the orgasm Alex had drawn from me. And the process was by no means quick. The two of them pulled the dress on over my head, inching it down over my body, almost unrolling it as they went. The latex was thick,  and the dress felt about three sizes too small. It clung tightly to my body as they pulled it over my raised arms, over my head, telling me to wiggle as they worked it slowly down. I hadn't even had a good look at the dress yet. Of course, Alex hadn't consulted me about what it might look like. It was my first encounter with my new outfit.

And slowly, the dress slid down over my body. My head sprang free of the narrow neck, and I breathed deeply as they pulled it down over my shoulders. Alex paused, gathering up my hair behind my head, and some attachment on the dress rattled in her hand. The high collar of the dress grew suddenly tight around my throat. I gulped. A steel ring hung from my neck, and I realized with another burst of shame that the dress had a kind of collar built into it.

But Alex and Roberta didn't stop. I bit my lip as Roberta, standing in front of me, gently cupped my oiled breasts as she pulled the dress down over them. Just like Alex's suit, the dress had a window cut into its front to expose my cleavage. And what a cleavage it was. The tight rubber forced my boobs together and held them up, causing them to almost spill upwards out of the window as I breathed. Alex had designed my outfit to match her own.  Blushing with shame, I stood still as the two of them continued to pull the dress all the way down.

Finally, the dress was on. Roberta seemed slightly out of breath as she straightened up. Under my half exposed boobs, the dress clung tightly around my torso, pulling my stomach in. It was mercilessly tight around my hips, squeezing my ass like two hands lifting my buttocks. The skirt ended at mid-thigh, just at fingertip length. As I stood swaying on the spot, I could feel its tightness like a giant rubber band around my thighs. It wasn't going to be easy to wear this thing, that was for sure. That was exactly how Alex wanted it.

"It looks great," Alex said from behind me. There was no mirror in my line of sight, so I couldn't see myself. When I looked down, I couldn't see much past the provocative cleavage the dress gave me. But I couldn't ignore the way it felt on me. The way it clung to me. And maybe it was the fading residue of the orgasm Alex had given me, but it was turning me on to be dressed this way. And maybe that was her plan all along. More of my mistress's subliminal training of me. Either way, I welcomed it.

"We're not done yet," Roberta said. Turning, she walked a few steps back to her worktable. And as I watched her, breathing slowly while the tight dress compressed my chest, Alex took my hands in hers. Almost before I realized what she was doing, I felt her pull both arms behind my back, and a quiet click made me cringe. I heard her cruel laughter as I tried to move my arms and felt them bound together.

"I designed this especially," Alex said, her voice a deep murmur in my ear. "The wrists have built-in cuffs. Just like this collar here." Alex's hand slid upward along my body,  feeling the latex as she slipped a finger through the ring at my neck and gave it a playful tug. My nipples swelled against the rubber, the two bumps visible through the black material as I stood cuffed in front of my mistress. Helpless. Humiliated. Inside the dress, I could feel another flood of my warm juices trickling down my thighs.

Roberta's hands were full as she turned toward me. I saw her look me up and down, and a smile finally creased her face. Bound in front of her now, all I could do was wait.

“She should probably sit down while we put her shoes and stockings on,” Roberta said. She was talking only to Alex now. Our relative positions were abundantly clear to her as I stood in bondage before her. It couldn’t be more obvious that Alex was firmly in charge.

"Ok. Come on, slut." I cringed at the word as Alex stepped out from behind me. With her finger still hooked in the ring of my collar, she led me across the workshop. There was a small stool close to Roberta's worktable. As I followed my mistress, I felt the latex of the dress pinning my thighs together, forcing me to take to her needs steps for every one of Alex's. Carefully, I lowered myself into the chair while the two women descended on me.

With the same deliberate care with which they had put the dress on, Alex and Roberta slid latex stockings up my legs. Every bit as tight as the dress, they were white in sharp contrast to the dress's deep black. They clung tightly to my thighs, leaving a gap of a couple of inches of bare skin between them and the hem of the dress. Next, they slipped shoes onto my feet and buckled them in place.  Glossy black pumps with a sharp heel that I could already see would be difficult to walk in. What choice did I have? It was what Alex wanted.

"Stand up." Alex rose in front of me and took the ring of the collar in her hand again, pulling me to my feet. My movements were endlessly awkward in the provocative outfit. The height of the heels I wore made me slightly taller than Alex in her sneakers. But there was no question who was in charge as she smiled at me.

Roberta returned to her worktable. I saw her pick up something small and white before returning to me. As Alex turned me on the spot and Roberta stood behind me to fasten something around my waist, I realized it was an apron. A frilly white thing completely at odds with the fetishistic look of the rest of my outfit. And finally, it dawned on me what I was. What Alex made me into.

"Perfect, Alex crowed triumphantly, laughter bubbling up from inside her as she took in my outfit. "Let's get a look at you." With the ring of the collar in her hand, I had no choice but to totter along behind her in my ludicrous heels. There was a full-length mirror against one wall of Roberta's workshop. And finally, I could see myself. My boobs rose and fell in the window of the dress, straining against the tight rubber as I breathed deeply. The world's sluttiest French maid. That was what Alex had made me.

"Look at you," Alex breathed. I could see her green eyes shining in the mirror as we both stared at my reflection. I hardly recognized myself. She was right. As uncomfortable, as downright humiliating as the outfit was, I couldn't deny the truth. I wasn't sure I had ever looked sexier than I did at that moment, with the light shining off every curve of my body just the way it did from Alex's when she wore a catsuit.

“Your husband’s going to love this,” Alex chuckled.


Alex’s Maid

"You want a bag for that?" Alex smiled at me wolfishly before turning to Roberta.

“I’ll take a bag for her street clothes,” Alex replied. “She can wear this out.”

Before I could stop myself, I gasped. I felt the latex of my new maid's uniform tighten around my chest as my boobs swelled in the cutout of the dress. Surely Alex couldn't expect me to go outside dressed like this? The games we played behind closed doors were one thing. Being seen in public like this, in the town I lived in, was something else entirely. But Alex had demonstrated that she wasn't a woman to be argued with. With a sinking feeling in my stomach, I realized that she was serious. And from the way Roberta's dark eyebrows climbed her forehead in surprise, I knew that she had heard.

“Alex,” I murmured, “please!”

Alex's bright red hair swirled over her shoulders as she turned on me. Her green eyes blazed with wrath, a tropical sea beginning to darken under a gathering storm. Fear gripped my heart. My hands cuffed behind my back, the tight dress gripping my legs and ludicrous high heels on my feet, I was powerless before her. But then, I always was. That had very little to do with what I wore.

"What did you just call me?" Alex's voice dripped with menace, though her words were barely louder than a whisper.  The room was suddenly tense. I could feel Roberta watching us in silence as she waited to see what would happen. Unable to meet Alex's fierce gaze, I lowered my eyes to the floor.

"Mistress Alex," I whimpered, while my skin burned with abject shame. "Please, Mistress Alex! Please don't make me do this."

"You call that begging? Get on your knees." The tight dress clung remorselessly to my thighs, and my tall heels scraped against the sealed cement floor as I tried to do as I was told. Up until that point, only Alex and Luke knew my secret desires. Even the other lovers I had had in the distant past had never seen this side of me. It took Alex to bring it out of me, to awaken me to myself all those years ago when we had dated. And after we broke up, Luke was the only person I had been with. To be exposed for what I was, a cowering submissive, in front of a stranger brought a new peak of shame to my shivering soul. But I did what Alex said. Always.

Finally, I was able to lower myself to the floor. A delicate balancing act with my hands cuffed in the small of my back. Alex simply watched, towering over me with her arms folded in front of her. She looked furious. As I snatched glances up at her before lowering my gaze to the floor again, I trembled in fear and anticipation of what she might do to me.

“You don’t question my decisions,” Alex said at last. “You should be proud to be my maid. You obey me without question. Or else you get punished.”

"Yes, Mistress Alex," I pitifully whimpered. I didn't need to look up to feel Roberta's eyes on me. The woman made fetish clothing for a living; she could hardly be unaware of the games people play. But somehow, knowing that did nothing to blunt the razor edge of shame that dug into me as I kneeled on the floor in front of them both.

"You just can't get good staff these days," Alex said. That comment was addressed to Roberta, and I heard the other woman chuckle quietly. She said nothing. I kept my eyes on the floor as Alex turned and headed toward the worktable where Roberta stood. While she was gone, I glanced across the room at my reflection in the tall mirror. The perfect submissive slut. From the depths of my shame, I felt my pussy contract, and the juices of my desire trickled slowly down the inside of my thighs. I couldn't have been much more humiliated. Yet looking at myself in the mirror, I felt a faint trace of what Alex must feel. Even I wanted to fuck me. Whatever else she might be, my ex-girlfriend was a genius when it came to these kinky situations.

Alex moved around the room. Her irritation showed in her brisk movements as she took up the shopping bag Roberta offered her. Unceremoniously, she swept my discarded clothes from the floor and thrust them into the bag. It was night outside, and the parking lot of the commercial building had been abandoned when we arrived. But the thought of going out there dressed like this, unable to control who might see me, still filled me with terror. And excitement. There was no point lying to myself. The wetness between my thighs was ample proof that being exposed like this, humiliated like this, excited me. It fueled my desire.

"Where's the leash?" I raised my head at that. My lips twitched, but I knew better than to say a word when my mistress was angry. I saw Roberta pick something up from her desk and hand it to Alex. As Alex turned toward me, I quickly turned my gaze to the floor again.

“Don’t think I didn’t see you sneaking peeks at yourself in the mirror, slut,” Alex growled as she strode toward me. “You like this outfit I picked out for you, don’t you?”

"Yes, Mistress," I said. It was the only answer possible when Alex was in this kind of mood. But it also happened to be the truth. The skintight latex maid's uniform the two of them had dressed me in was utterly humiliating. But it was also very, very sexy. And the way its design echoed that of Alex's own latex catsuit only made me feel hotter. As though, in some strange and almost opposite way, it made me more like her. I would never be as sexy as Alex, I was sure of that. When she went all out, as she had on my birthday, she was the hottest creature alive. But if I could have even a fraction of her beauty, I'd consider myself lucky. Once upon a time, it might have seemed strange to me to be thinking such complementary thoughts about a woman while I kneeled trembling at her feet. But that was what Alex did to me.

"Good," Alex said.  The cold smile that showed on her face sent a shiver racing down my spine as I gazed up at her. "Because you're going to be wearing it a lot from now on." Alex bent in front of me. Reaching forward, she clicked one end of a black leather leash onto the ring attached to the collar of my dress. My hands clenched uselessly in the small of my back. She kept piling humiliation upon humiliation, and my treacherous body responded with wave after wave of monstrous arousal.

“Come on. Get up.” Alec straightened up. The leash grew taut in her hands as she tugged on it. I could feel the latex groaning around me as it stretched and clung to my body. Awkwardly, I rocked back onto my heels and rose to my feet. Roberta was still watching us without saying a word. As Alex led me proudly across her workspace, I looked at the floor. It was all I could do to place one foot in front of the other as I followed meekly behind my mistress like a well-trained pet.

After the warmth of Roberta's workshop, the night air felt cool against my skin. No new cars had arrived in the parking lot since we stopped; I assumed the only car besides Alex's was Roberta's. That was a relief. Alex walked slowly, one hand carrying the bag with my clothes inside while the other held the leash. I focused on the car awaiting us. I wanted to run towards it and the promise of safety it represented, but Alex was having none of that. Periodic tugs on the leash attached to my dress kept me at her side. She was enjoying this. I could tell by the sly smile on her face. A submissive French maid strutting along on the end of the leash; what more could a dominant goddess like Alex want? And the constant drip of my own lustful juices down the inside of my thighs was an unnecessary reminder of how much the situation was exciting me.

After what seemed like an eternity, we reached her car. Alex took her time, making me trot along behind her as she opened the trunk and put the bag containing my clothes inside. Then she walked me around to the passenger side of the car and opened the door. With difficulty, the tight latex dress binding my legs together, I lowered myself onto the seat and swung my feet inside. Dropping the leash into my lap, Alex pulled the seatbelt over me and clicked it in place. Then she swung the door shut and circled around the vehicle. I was totally helpless. Like an object to be used at her discretion, to be taken wherever she wanted to take me and forced to do whatever she desired. I squeezed my thighs together as I watched her climb into the driver's seat and start the car. Pulling out of the parking space, Alex steered her car out to the open road. Orange streetlights streaked overhead as we drove through the quiet streets.

"You were very naughty back there," Alex said at last. Her green eyes reflected the grimy glow of the nighttime city as she drove.

“Yes, Miss Alex. I’m sorry, Miss Alex.” She smiled at that.

“That’s okay,” she said. “You’re still learning. But you ought to know that it’s not your place to question me.”

"Yes, Mistress." Every time I addressed her by her self-proclaimed title, another little piece of my pride flaked away. It was amazing there was any left after all that had happened.

"Don't worry," Alex smiled. Her eyes drifted toward me, flickering up and down over my body before turning back to the road ahead of her. "You'll learn. I'm going to teach you how to serve me properly."

I said nothing. Afraid that my voice would give away the excitement that I felt, I kept quiet. And Alex said nothing more. The car carried us through the night, and my heart rose in my chest as the streets became familiar to me. Alex hadn’t bothered telling me where we were going. After all, I had no choice in the matter. But with every turn she took, it became clearer and clearer to me that we were going home. To my place.

As we pulled into the driveway, my nervousness grew. As much as I had feared being led out into the parking lot at Roberta's workshop dressed as I was, it was much worse to be here. In my own neighborhood, surrounded by my neighbors. People who knew me. The fear of discovery was so much greater. And Alex smiled as though she knew that as she switched off the car and reached for the handle of her door. Without saying a word, she climbed out of the car and circled around to let me out. I was breathing heavily as she opened my door from the outside and bent her body over mine, unfastening the seatbelt. The leash grew taut again as she twisted it around her hand. Using her other hand on my arm to support me, she half pulled me out of the car. The lights of our street and those from inside the house shone on the glossy black latex as I walked. My lips trembled. I wanted to tell her to hurry, to beg her to cut this latest humiliation short. But I knew it would do no good. Just as before, Alex took her time, strolling toward the front door of my house while I scurried along behind her. Without knocking, she let herself in. I was too absorbed with fear to worry too much about the insolent familiarity she showed with my home. But my husband was another matter.

"Hey, babe," Alex said she stepped inside the door. I hated when she called Luke that. A little pet name for him, as though they were lovers. Well, they were. And there was nothing I could do about that fact. The fact that sent hot wires of humiliation and desire crawling through my veins. All I could do was stumble through the door behind her, heaving a sigh of relief that made my boobs bounce in the front of my tight dress as the door closed behind me.

Luke was sitting on the sofa. His eyes grew wide as he saw me. Grabbing at the couch cushions, he pulled himself upright, his gaze never leaving mine as his mouth opened into a perfect round O. In spite of all that I was feeling, I felt a shy smile appear on my face. Alex loved to dress me in sexy outfits. And if nothing else, the reaction they inevitably got from my husband delighted me. I could never hope to compete with her and her outrageous sexiness. My deepest fear was that Luke would realize how inferior I was to Alex. But as long as I could still turn him on, even if only through my total submission, I felt as though I still had some value in our relationship.

"What the… What have you done?" Luke could look as shocked as he wanted, but I could see the delight in his face as he looked at me. His eyes ran up and down my body, over and over again, as though the image of me in my outfit was burning itself onto his memory. Between my legs, my pussy spasmed. My nipples were two prominent bumps in the slick fabric of the dress I wore. Clearly, Alex hadn't told him what she had in mind. He was seeing the results for the first time.

"I decided I wanted a maid," Alex said, in that way she had of making the most outrageous developments seem perfectly normal. "Doesn't your wife look pretty in her new uniform?"

"Yes she does," Luke grinned. Try as he might, my husband never really got the hang of dominating me the way I wanted. He had never really understood my desires. Not the way Alex did. But he was learning so much. Initially, when Alex had begun to tighten her hold on me, Luke had seemed worried. As they what they were doing was in some way wrong. As though it wasn't exactly what I wanted. But since my birthday and the wild weekend that followed, he had gained a better understanding of my sexual urges. He would never have Alex's creativity and natural dominance; I knew that now. But he was perfectly able, and perfectly willing, to play along with her ideas.

"What do you say?" I didn't need Alex's sharp tug on the leash around my neck to know that she was talking to me.

"Thank you, Sir," I said in my meekest voice. To this day, I can't say I truly understand why it felt so different to address him with a term of respect compared to Alex. She tore her title of mistress from my throat, feeding my shame and humiliation each time I said it. It was different with Luke. I'm not saying it doesn't shame me to be forced to call my husband Sir. After all, outside of our games, we both know who really runs this house. I suppose that in a way, I was trying to encourage him. Trying to tap in to some dominant side of his nature. Alex needed no such encouragement, but Luke did.

Alex stepped forward. Circling around the sofa, she led me to the center of the living room. A twist of her wrist freed her hand from the leash. Her eyes stared into mine.

"Stay," she briskly ordered. I nodded. The tightness in my throat made it hard to speak. Submitting to Alex when the two of us were alone was one thing. Doing it in front of my husband was quite another. But I did as I was told. And while I wobbled in my tall heels, my latex dress shining as I made the constant tiny adjustments to my posture necessary to stay balanced in the uncomfortable shoes, Alex flopped down on the sofa beside Luke. I bit my lip to keep myself from moaning in despair as I watched her lean over and kiss him right on the mouth. As Luke kissed her back, his eyes darted toward me. I blushed. There was a kind of triumph in that, I suppose. Even while kissing Alex, his lover, he couldn't take his eyes off me in my new outfit. Maybe wearing this humiliating uniform had its upsides.

"It wasn't cheap," Alex said as she finally lifted her lips from his. Leaning back on the couch, she lifted her legs and lay them across Luke's lap. He looked at me as he tentatively rubbed her thigh. After all that had passed between us, he still had that way of glancing at me whenever he touched her, as though he was just waiting for the day when I told him to stop. But I didn't. Even while seeing him touch her felt like a fire raging underneath my heart. I said nothing. I stood there like a living statue, a sexy ornament serving no other purpose than to be looked at, while Alex usurped my place in our home.

"But I think it was worth it," she went on. "Roberta does such good work. And it'll be nice to have a maid around here. Think of the possibilities. She can get on with the chores while we enjoy ourselves." I shuddered as she spoke. I knew how Alex liked to enjoy herself with my husband. She moved her legs, and the toe of one shoe pushed on the heel of the other, sliding it off her foot until it fell to the floor with a loud thump. The other one soon followed. Alex's jeans grew tight around her thigh as she bent her leg at the knee and placed one foot in my husband's lap.

"Oooo, look at that," she giggled. "Is my little maid turning you on?"

“Yes,” Luke admitted. My heart throbbed with joy to hear it.

"Well, we'll have to do something about that," Alex said. The smile dropped from her face as she turned her head to me. Her eyes glittered the way I had learned to fear as she stared at me.

“Come here, slut,” she barked. “Get down on your knees and serve your master.” Luke gasped. But instantly, I stepped forward. I wanted nothing more than to do what Alex told me. The dress creaked as I once again awkwardly sank to my knees. The smile returned to Alex’s face as she reached forward and took my leash in her hand. Pulling on it slowly but firmly, she drew me closer to the sofa. Closer to Luke.

"Here you go," Alex said. I noticed a slight tremor in my husband's hand as she handed the end of the leash to him. It was nothing compared to the trembling in my own body. To be on the end of a leash held by Luke; there was a time I could only dream of such a thing. But Alex had made it happen. Luke stared at me uncertainly, but I could see the desire in his eyes. And for his benefit, I smiled again. I wanted him to know that this was okay with me, and more than okay. In fact, it was my deepest desire.

"Please, sir," I said, and I could sense Alex brimming over with delight as I spoke. "Please may I suck your cock?" Alex exploded with laughter. And the shame inside me grew as Luke laughed along with her, as much in disbelief as in amusement. Between my legs, my pussy was streaming with moisture now. Luke stared down at me, the leash slack in his fist while I kneeled between his parted feet.

"Okay," he said. His hand reached for the front of his jeans, and my stomach trembled with desire. Alex lifted her legs free of his lap. Then she leaned forward and laid her hand gently on top of my husband's.

"No, babe," she said in a soft voice she reserved just for him. "Let her do it. This is why we have a maid now." Slowly, Luke allowed Alex to draw his hand away. She sat beside him on the couch, one leg tucked underneath her as she held his hand in both of his. I glanced up at her for a moment, seeing her bright grin of joy as she watched me struggle. Then I inched forward on my knees. My hair fell in a dark curtain around my face as I leaned forward. I heard Luke draw a deep breath and let it out as I used my tongue to lift the metal zipper of his fly so that I could take it between my teeth.

"See?" Alex said triumphantly. "She knows what to do. She's a natural at this." But nothing could be further from the truth. The task she had set me was endlessly awkward. I shuffled back on my knees, pulling my husband's fly down with my teeth bit by agonizing bit. It seemed to take forever. Just as Alex wanted.

Once his fly was finally all the way down, I shuffled toward Luke again. I had to bury my face in his lap to get the fabric of his underwear between my teeth. He parted his legs a little wider, thrusting his hips forward to help me. Finally, the cotton was clamped firmly in my mouth. Leaning back, I pulled his underwear down inch by inch. Finally, when I could hardly get any lower, his cock sprang out. I heard Alex giggling, but I had eyes only for my husband's member. While Luke stared down at me with obvious desire, I grinned up at him. Rising up on my knees again, I ran my tongue along the underside of his hot shaft. The gasp of pleasure he gave made me squeeze my thighs together in the tight dress I wore.

"Good girl." Alex, I knew, wouldn't fail to notice the quiet moan that escaped me as she spoke the magic words. And Luke couldn't help but feel the way I licked his cock more passionately, more hungrily, desperate to give him pleasure in lieu of my own. Opening my mouth, I lowered it down onto Luke's shaft, taking his manhood between my lips. My cheeks hollowed as I gently sucked. Luke's groans of pleasure were like gasoline on the coals of my own desire as I blew him.

"What a horny little slut she is," Alex mocked as I sucked. "Look how excited it makes her to be our maid. You should've seen her at the store. I fingered her little pussy right in front of the woman who made the dress."

"You did?" Luke's words turned into a long groan of pleasure as I tightened my lips around the underside of his swollen head.

"Yeah," Alex chuckled. "She loved it. You know how wet she gets." Alex leaned forward,  and I felt her fingers against my scalp as she swept the hair back from one side of my face. With her hand on the back of my head, she pushed me further down, and I squeezed my eyes shut, just for a moment, as she forced me to take my husband's cock deeper. Luke moaned again. I felt the tip of his manhood at the entrance to my throat as I breathed through my nose.

"That's a good girl," Alex purred while she forced me to bob my head up and down. "That's what a maid does. Be a good wife and get that cock nice and hard for me to ride later."Luke's loud moan filled the room. Alex lifted her hand away from my head, but I kept going in the same rhythm she had pushed me into. While I blew my husband, I raised my eyes to watch the two of them. Luke still held the leash around my neck, but his face was turned towards Alex now. She kneeled on the sofa cushion beside him, wrapping her arms around his neck as she brought her lips to his. They kissed deeply, passionately, making out right in front of me while I submissively sucked Luke's cock. As though I wasn't even there. As though I was barely a person at all. More like a thing, a toy for their pleasure. It felt fantastic. The metal clip that held my wrists pinned together behind my back rattled as I struggled uselessly. The latex dress clung as tightly as ever to my body, almost every part of me feeling delightfully restricted as I served the two of them. And as I felt my husband's cock swell in my mouth, as I listened to his long moan of pleasure against his lover's lips, I felt a strange swell of satisfaction at making him cum again.

Luke's body stiffened, and suddenly released. I felt the hot explosion of his orgasm inside my mouth. Moving quickly, Alex pulled away from him. Luke's moans grew louder. Alex leaned over his lap and seized a fistful of my hair, pulling my head away from his spasming cock. I closed my eyes as she held my head still in front of him, and I felt the hot wetness of his semen splashing against my face. Alex shrieked with laughter as I endured yet another humiliation at her hands.

“There you go,” she growled between gritted teeth. “There you go. That’s what a maid does. What do you say, slut?” There was no doubt in my mind what she wanted. There was no hesitation. I was too far gone in desire of my own to cling to any false sense of pride. While Luke’s cum slid slowly over my face, dripping in long strands to anoint my cleavage and shine on the black latex of my uniform, I licked my lips and said what Alex wanted to hear.

"Thank you, Sir," I gasped. "Thank you, Mistress Alex."


Mistress’s Toy

"I've got an idea."

The words I simultaneously dreaded and longed to hear. Alex always had an idea. It was part of what made her so irresistible. So powerful. So seductive. She never seemed to be at a loss for what to do. And I knew what it meant for her to have an idea, even if I didn't know the details. She was going to use me. She was going to humiliate me. She was going to treat me the way I love to be treated.

I gazed up at her from the floor, my mouth open. I could feel Luke's semen slowly cooling on my face. My husband sat above me, his eyes glassy with satisfaction. His chest rose and fell in an even rhythm as he breathed. He had that contented look that he got after an orgasm. A look I had seen a thousand times as I lay in the bed beside him, the two of us basking in the afterglow of mutual pleasure. But that was back then. Back before Alex came into our lives and changed everything. Since her arrival, sex had changed. It was no longer something tender and sweet. Now it was dark and dangerous. And utterly, almost unbearably exciting.

Alex stood. Her green eyes seemed to glow with an inner light, her beautiful face framed by the gentle waves of her bright red hair. Red for caution. Red for danger. There was nothing safe about Alex. There had never been. That was what I had fallen for, all those years ago. It was still what enchanted me now. And there it was again, that rising fear inside me, the tingling thrill of nervousness that made my stomach flutter and my heart pound. Alex wasn't done. Not by a long shot. She hadn't gotten me into a latex French maid uniform just to have me suck off my husband and call it a day. Me blowing Luke was only the opening act of the scenario she was crafting in her head.

Without another word, Alex began to move. She stepped past me, squeezing between my husband and me as she made her way out of the living room. She headed for the bedroom. Alex was long past the point of asking anyone's permission. She treated our home as though it was her own. She had even started to keep a few items there. Changes of clothes. Toiletries. A few of her favorite sex toys. Who was going to stop her? Certainly not me. And certainly not Luke, either. My husband was getting far too much pleasure out of being with my former lover to argue over etiquette.

As Alex disappeared into the bedroom, I looked up at Luke again. We were both breathing heavily, albeit for different reasons. He was recovering from the orgasm I had given him, the explosion of pleasure I can still taste on my tongue. Whereas I was still in the throes of outrageous desire. Under the tight latex dress that squeezed my thighs together, I could feel the moisture of my desire flowing steadily over my skin. I was a dripping mess. And the outfit I wore was tight all over, clinging to my thighs, my hips, my waist, my chest. My nipples showed through the fabric as though they were trying to cut their way out, and with every breath I took, my exposed cleavage trembled and shook. There was a goofy smile on Luke's handsome face as he looked down at me. As though he could hardly believe his eyes.

"You okay?" He always asked. I loved him for that. My welfare always came first. But his concern did have a way of taking me out of the moment. Alex understood what I wanted. I wanted the illusion of having no choice, even though we all knew that I did. I could stop the games we were playing with a single word if things ever went too far. That was our deal. But until I said the word, I didn't want to be reminded that I had any control at all. I wanted to be stripped of my agency and used for the pleasure of others. Luke's well-meaning questions could only remind me that underneath it all, this was just a game.

"Yeah, I'm okay," I said. My voice trembled as I spoke. Besides the barely endurable desire I was feeling, a certain level of physical fatigue was beginning to set in. I had been on my knees for a long time. My hands had been pinned behind my back for even longer. But that was nothing compared to the burning frustration of not being able to cum.

"This outfit…" Luke's words trailed off, and he shook his head slowly. I smiled. I knew what I looked like. I'd seen myself in the mirror at Roberta's workshop. I looked exactly the way Alex wanted me to look, a submissive and humiliated version of the way she looked in her latex catsuit. I would never claim to be half as sexy as Alex was. But I knew this kinky outfit looked good on me.

“You like it?” I asked

"I love it." Luke's words weren't exactly helping the lust that boiled inside me. I bit my lower lip, clenching my bound hands behind my back as I squirmed in frustration.

When Alex emerged from the bedroom and reappeared in the door of the living room, Luke's head turned towards her just as mine did. I wasn't sure if the gasp I heard was his or mine or both. With her usual sense for the dramatic, Alex paused for a moment, smiling faintly as she let us look at her. She had stripped off her clothes in the bedroom, shedding the jeans and T-shirt she had worn. Now she was completely naked, standing in our suburban living room without the faintest hint of self-consciousness. Her body was incredible. The skin was flawless, with barely a freckle or a blemish anywhere on her. Her breasts were large and round, and perkier than her age gave them any right to be. I could see the pink puckered flesh of her nipples in the midst of the mouthwatering flesh, and another thrill of arousal raced through me to know that my mistress was turned on too. A long line of muscle showed on her taut stomach, guiding my hungry eyes downwards towards the enviable spread of her hips. Her dark pubic hair was neatly trimmed, almost highlighting her nudity as she stood with her weight on one foot. But she wasn't naked, I realized as my eyes traveled downwards. She had taken a pair of high heels from my closet. She and I wore the same size shoe; in fact, we wore the same size in many things. Hard to believe, when I compared my body to hers. Although Alex had an incredible body, a large part of her undeniable sexiness came from her attitude. It was those intangible things. The look in her eye. The confidence she exuded. A naturally dominant nature that showed through no matter what she was doing. That was what made her so irresistible.

It was only when Alex stepped forward, swaying her way into the living room on my borrowed heels, that I even noticed that her hands were full. In one, she held a strap on dildo. Recently purchased, it was identical to the one I had first encountered at her place. My heart beat more frantically against my chest at the sight of it. If my mistress was planning to finally fuck me, I was all for it. But Alex's other hand puzzled me for a moment. A pair of steel handcuffs dangled from her fingers. But my arms were already bound. Unless she meant to secure my ankles too, or else lock me to some piece of furniture or another. The possibilities filled my mind, fluttering around inside my skull like bats. But Alex could always surprise me. That, too, was part of her appeal.

“Just go with me on this,” she said with a smile. As though either of us had ever done anything else. But as Alex made her way behind the sofa my husband sat on, I realized with a certain shock that the handcuffs weren’t meant for me. And Luke looked as shocked as I did as Alex stood behind the sofa and locked the cuffs around one of his wrists.

"What are you doing?" he asked. I could see the hint of tension in his arm as Alex struggled to push it back behind him. Luke was far stronger than her, of course. Alex wasn't physically capable of forcing him to do anything against his will. But there was a smile on my husband's face. He was resisting out of habit, out of nervousness more than anything. But if the past few weeks had taught us anything, it was to embrace the unknown. He wanted to. I could see it in his eyes.

"Come on, it'll be fun," Alex said. "If you want to know how to dominate a submissive properly, you have to experience a little bit of submission yourself. Don't tell me you've never had a girl tie you up before?"

“Never,” Luke said, shaking his head. But Alex already had one of his arms behind his back and was reaching for the other.

"Well then, it's about time you tried it," she said. "Don't worry. I won't hurt you. Much." Luke laughed nervously as the other cuff clicked around his wrist. Still fully clothed, he sat on the sofa with his arms now bound behind him. Only his cock was visible, hanging from the front of his open jeans right in front of my face. No more than a few minutes had passed since I'd sucked him to orgasm, but I could already see the life returning to his flaccid member. I could hardly blame him. As far as I was concerned, being tied up by Alex was more or less the hottest thing in the world.

"That's better," Alex grinned. Slowly, confident now that she had us both in cuffs, she circled back around the sofa toward me. "Let's see how you like being made to watch. After all, this thing's going to be out of commission for a while, isn't it?" Alex bent over the end of the sofa, her heavy breasts hanging from her chest as she affectionately stroked my husband's cock. Luke sighed with pleasure at her touch, and I saw his cock twitch again. He might be spent from the orgasm I had given him, but I knew it wouldn't take Alex long to get him back into an aroused state. If that was what she wanted.

But for now, Alex had other plans. Stepping between Luke and me, she held the dildo in front of my face. But my hopes to see her buckle it around her hips were soon dashed. Instead, Alex held the toy so that its shorter, inner phallus pointed toward me.

"Open up," she grinned. And my mouth was invaded by the blunt shaft of her toy. I breathed through my nose as the dildo forced my tongue down, filling my mouth. Holding my hair back from my face, Alex wrapped the straps around my head. A brief moment of panic gripped me as I glanced over at my husband. Whatever was about to happen, he was barely any more capable of stopping it than I was. We were both truly in Alex's power now.

I grunted faintly as Alex tightened the straps around my head. The shaft of the dildo that was designed to penetrate the wearer acted as a gag, making it impossible for me to speak. The larger outer phallus rose from the front of my face. My pussy spasmed around it as I saw what Alex had in mind. Always something new. Always some fresh humiliation. Pleasure for her, and frustration for me. Gently stroking the dildo with one hand, Alex stepped back and sat down on the sofa beside Luke.

"Seems like everyone's coming tonight except me," Alex said. "That's not right. My new maid needs to fix that immediately." As she spoke, Alex reached toward me and took hold of the leash that dangled from the collar of my uniform. She lay back on the sofa, draping her body over the cushions as she sprawled against one arm of the couch. Twisting her body, she raised one leg and swung it high over my husband's head, propping her ankle on his shoulder. I saw the way Luke's eyes dropped uncontrollably toward her exposed sex. And Alex saw it too. She grinned happily, completely exposed and completely desired by us both. And slowly, irresistibly, she pulled on my leash, and I shuffled toward her on my knees.

Alex moaned faintly as the thick head of the dildo pressed against the wet lips of her pussy. Over the toy, I could smell her arousal, and it fueled my own. Around the fake cock that filled it, my mouth watered. So close to my mistress's beautiful pussy, and yet still denied. I whimpered around the toy as I rubbed it up and down Alex's dripping slit.

"That's it," she purred, looking down at me from with half closed eyes. "That's right, slut. Pleasure your mistress." I wanted nothing more. While Alex shifted on the sofa again, spreading her legs wide to give me a better angle, I adjusted my own position. She raised her leg over my head, hooking it over my shoulder so that both me and my husband became her foot rests. And I leaned forward, slowly but firmly pushing the dildo between her spreading lips.

"Oh fuck," Alex gasped, her breath shallow with pleasure, "that's it!" She arched her back as I entered her, her eyes closing as the dildo sank deep into her body. My latex dress creaked as I began to rock back and forth, fucking her with the toy. It had been a long time. But some things you don't forget. Besides, my own arousal was the only guide I needed. I knew what I wanted at that moment. And while I couldn't have it, I could give it to her. Alex moaned again as the toy slid in and out of her, the black silicone shaft already glistening with her juices. A mixture of those and my own saliva trickled down over my chin as I continued to fuck her. Slowly, I increased the pace, plunging the dildo deep inside her until my nose rubbed against her swollen clit. And Alex moaned and gasped and howled in pleasure, twisting the leash around one fist and placing the other hand on my head as she pulled me ever closer to her. Soon, my face was buried between her thighs, the smell of her filling my senses as I squeezed my eyes shut. The cruel cuffs held my hands behind my back, or else I would have been unable to resist the temptation to touch myself. The latex dress was a constant reminder of my lowly status, my servitude to my beautiful mistress. And Alex howled and gasped and shrieked in ecstasy on the living room sofa as my husband watched me fuck her with her favorite toy.

"Oh my God!" Alex shouted as her gorgeous body thrashed on the sofa in climax. I bit down on the end of the dildo that filled my mouth, trying to hold it steady while I felt her pussy spasm around the other end. The contractions of her sex were so powerful it felt as though she were trying to tear the toy from my mouth. Her thighs glistened with moisture, and my face dripped with it, the mingled juices of her and my husband's separate orgasms. A dark pool of her fluids appeared on the sofa cushion below her. Alex howled and screamed as she rode the powerful waves of the orgasm, and I groaned and whimpered as I watched her savor the pleasure I was not allowed.

Finally, Alex let out a long sigh. I felt her body relax. Her clear juices dripped from the shaft of the dildo that was still half buried inside her. I knew she would be sensitive after her orgasm, and I gave her a moment to recover. But I also knew Alex. I knew that one orgasm would never be enough, not for a woman like her. And I was thrilled at the thought that she would let me give her another one, even as I felt desperate for some pleasure of my own. That would have to wait. All I could do was please my mistress to the best of my ability and hope that she took pity on me.

But of course, pity was never Alex’s strong suit.

Her eyes opened. A sliver of bright green showed beneath the dark bars of her eyelashes as she stared down at me. Her white teeth showed between her painted lips as she breathed in and out. Untwisting her hand from the leash she held, she swung her leg down off Luke's shoulder. I could see him watching her with wide eyes, squirming against the cuffs that held him. And I'll admit there was a certain element of pleasure in that for me. I had been forced to watch the two of them indulge themselves in physical bliss many times. Luke deserved a little bit of teasing.

The dildo slid easily from Alex's wet pussy as she moved. She sat upright on the sofa, still holding one end of the slack leash. Then she stood. I gazed up at her, the wet dildo projecting obscenely from my face as I kneeled at her feet.

"Down," Alex said. There was a sneer of command on her pretty face as she spoke. With perfect balance, she raised one foot and placed it on my shoulder. The high heel of my own shoe pressed against my skin through the latex I wore. Alex pushed me down, and I struggled to sit on the floor, hampered again by my provocative outfit. Alex kept pushing. Soon, I lay on my back on the living room floor with my bound arms trapped beneath me. The tight skirt of my dress had risen up my thighs with my struggles, and my pussy was nearly exposed. But Alex wasn't interested in that. Smiling in triumph now, she stood astride me, revealing her sex to me as she smiled down with the leash still in her hand. Then she turned. Stepping over my body, she positioned herself above my head, facing the sofa where Luke watched. Alex bent her knees, and I moaned against the dildo that gagged me as she lowered her dripping pussy to my face.

I watched the head of the dildo sink again into her pussy. The thick head slipped easily inside her, pushing aside her swollen lips while she moaned again in pleasure. Alex impaled herself on the toy, sinking all the way down until her thighs were around my head. Her round ass blocked the light as she sat on top of me. I could feel the softness of her skin against my nose. My pussy tingled at the humiliating nature of my new position. And for a moment, Alex simply sat there. Enjoying the feeling of the dildo inside her, she placed her hands on my breasts. I moaned underneath her as her thumbs stroke the raised bumps of my nipples through the black latex of my costume. My own high heels drummed on the floor as I writhed in helpless desire.

"That's a good slut," Alex chuckled. "You want your mistress so bad, don't you?" I moaned again, as loudly as the dildo and my position beneath her would allow. And then I cried out at a sudden slap against my sensitive nipple. Alex shrieked with laughter. She was using the end of the leash to spank my boobs.

"Naughty girl," she said, and I could hear the laughter in her voice. "Remember when you forgot to call me mistress earlier? Maybe if you had remembered your manners, I'd be fucking your slut pussy right now. But you don't deserve that, do you?" I moaned again in answer, and again the end of the leash slapped against my breasts. The thick rubber of my dress took most of the sting out of the blow, but my nipples were so sensitive that the pain still registered. It sent jolts like electricity racing through my body, causing me to squirm uncontrollably as my legs thrashed and my dress climbed ever higher up my thighs. What a sight I must be for my husband, I dimly reflected. But I couldn't help it. Alex was playing my body like an instrument, and I had no more choice about my reactions than a piano does when someone strikes its keys.

"Now, you're just going to lie there and be my dildo," Alex went on. "I'm going to fuck your pretty face while your husband watches. Look at that. He's already hard again. You want to fuck me too, don't you, Luke?"

"Yes," came the reply. I whimpered at the raw edge of desire in my husband's voice. Of course he wanted Alex. Who wouldn't? I certainly did, and I made no secret of that fact. But still, it never failed to feed the flames of jealousy and despair inside me to hear him admit the truth.

"Such a shame," Alex said. She was in her element now. Caught up in her own dominance, thoroughly enjoying being the center of attention. "If your wife had remembered to address me properly, maybe you'd be fucking me now. I think you need to train your wife better. You need to teach her to respect me. Otherwise, maybe I won't fuck either of you anymore."

“I will,” Luke said in a strained voice. And while Alex shrieked with laughter, I groaned in abject humiliation and desire.

"You will?" Alex spluttered. "That's awesome! I wonder what else I can get you to say when you're all horny like this. Maybe you like having me take control of you, too. Maybe you're as much of a submissive slut as your wife is." Luke didn't answer. Instead, I cried out again as the leash snapped against my breasts. It was too much. Alex was too cruel and too sexy. Somehow, hearing her tease my husband was even more exciting than it was when she did it to me. Overwhelmed with desire, I felt as though my whole body was vibrating to some fevered frequency. If I didn't get an orgasm soon, I felt as though I would go mad with frustration.

But Alex knew what she wanted. And with my husband and I both cuffed, that was all that mattered.

Slowly, Alex began to bounce up and down on top of the dildo that rose from my face. And as her cries of pleasure grew louder, her movements became more urgent. Soon, she was bouncing up and down frantically, the thick dildo plunging in and out of her streaming pussy while she howled with joy. Alternating patterns of light and shadow assaulted my eyes as I lay beneath her. Her ass slapped rhythmically against my face. Assisted by gravity, her hot juices rolled down over the dildo and into my mouth, tormenting me further with the delicious taste of my mistress's desire. In a frenzy of pleasure, Alex mauled my breasts, squeezing and pinching and slapping through the latex until my skin burned with pain. A pain that merged with the desire I was feeling to transform torture into pleasure. Again and again, my pussy spasmed around the empty air, and my juices continue to flow out of my body to pool on the floor beneath me. A spasm shook me, and I howled around the toy in my mouth as a kind of miniature orgasm bloomed inside me. The pleasure made my eyes roll back in my head. But the frustration was unabated.

With a loud cry, Alex plunged herself down on top of the dildo. The weight of her body pressed my head against the living room floor as her thighs squeezed either side of my head. Another orgasm for her. I cried out as she viciously squeezed both my breasts, her sharp fingernails digging into the latex that covered my skin like the claws of some wild animal. And while her juices continued to pour into my gagged mouth, Alex sobbed in sheer sadistic bliss.

Slowly, she relaxed. I blinked in the sudden light as she rose up on her knees. The dildo slid out from between her red lips as she flopped down to the floor beside me. I sucked in cool air through my flared nostrils, already pining for the diminished scent of my mistress. While she lay gasping on the floor, still squirming as echoes of her joy washed over her, I raised my head to look across the room at my husband. He still sat on our sofa, the one we had picked out together, his hands behind his back and his cock rock hard again. He was staring straight at me in disbelief. If I could have, I would have smiled. But the dildo that gagged me wouldn't allow for that. And so instead, I winked at him, just to let him know that I was okay. And a slow smile spread across Luke's disbelieving face. Alex had done it again. She had pushed us past our boundaries and shown us new heights of depravity. She was amazing. From the look on Luke's face, I could see that he knew it just as well as I did.


Playing Her Game

These moments sometimes have the quality of music about them. There is a rhythm, a tempo. Even a sexual dynamo like Alex can't keep going forever. Even a goddess needs a break. And after the orgasm she had had on my face, Alex lay for a while on the living room floor, catching her breath and letting her blood cool.

I lay beside her. I hardly dared move. Not that it was easy for me to do so anyway. The restrictive outfit I wore made any movement a challenge, and my hands were still bound behind my back. The strap on dildo still filled my mouth, making it impossible for me to speak. It seemed as though the best thing to do was to just lie there and take a break myself.

But it was easier for Alex that it was for me. She had had her satisfaction. She wasn't burning up with unsated sexual desire the way I was.

Finally, Alex let out another groan. A long sigh, coming down from some remote ecstatic peak. I turned my head toward her, the juices of her orgasm still shining on the dildo that projected from my face. Alex sat up. She was facing me, her back to the sofa where Luke still sat. She smiled at the sight of me. Proud, no doubt, of what she had turned me into. Proud of what she had made me do. And looking at her did nothing to alleviate the strain of the desire I felt. My mistress was completely naked except for a pair of high-heeled shoes she had stolen from my closet. She sat with her arms around her bent knees, heavy breasts swelling from her heaving chest with her nipples engorged and prominent. Dyed red hair fell around her shoulders like a waterfall of fire, and her teeth showed as she smiled at me. Unable to say or do anything, I lay on the floor and looked at her.

Alex moved. Pushing herself upright, she clambered onto her knees. Her breasts swayed as she hovered over me. Her hands reached for my face, and I lifted my head from the floor as she unfastened the straps of the dildo that kept it tight to my head. As she withdrew the toy from my mouth, I worked my jaw to reduce the stiffness that came from having it held in the same position for so long. I was finally ungagged, but I didn't know what to say. Everything that had happened seemed like another chapter of the strange dream we been living in since my birthday, since Alex came back into my life after so long an absence. It was hard to believe, even for someone who had lived it. And Alex was still smiling as she set the dildo down carefully on the floor.

"Well, that was fun," she giggled. And in spite of myself, I smiled. Alex wasn't always the sneering dominatrix that I found so sexy. She was a person too, a complete woman with desires and fears of her own. When she used me for her pleasure, it was easy to forget that. That was all part of the game. Just as she treated me like an object, to my unending and shameful delight, I objectified her, too. My role was to please my mistress, but I wanted her to act like my mistress. And Alex never let me down. But that didn't mean there weren't other facets to her character.

"Can you take these cuffs off me now?" That was Luke. Alex was still looking at me as my husband spoke from the sofa. I saw her smile grow wider. That strange light glinted in her green eyes again. Luke was new to this world, lacking even the kinky experiences I had in my past. To say nothing of Alex. But I saw in her face that his words reawakened something. She might be tired. But Alex wasn't finished yet. She was having too much fun with the two of us.

"Not yet," Alex said. I watched her turn and rise to her feet. My husband's eyes were on her as she walked towards him, swaying provocatively in her high heels. Her body was incredible. I could hardly blame Luke for staring the way he did, even if it still caused red flames of jealousy to spark in my heart. Alex's motions were slow and languid as she stood over my husband. I saw her place her hands on his shoulders, and she climbed onto the sofa he sat on, straddling his lap as she faced him. After our little show, Luke's cock was rock hard again. And I was tormented by the groan of desire he gave as Alex straddled my husband's lap.

"I'm just having too much fun fucking your wife," Alex purred. Luke stared up at her as she rocked her hips back and forth, sliding the dripping lips of her pussy up and down the underside of his shaft. She was teasing him, just as she so expertly teased me. The steel cuffs that held my husband's arms behind his back rattled as he struggled uselessly against them. Alex wouldn't let him enter, not quite. And the groan of frustration that rose from Luke's throat made me tremble where I lay on the floor. Do you think I felt sorry for him? Not a chance. He had been a more than willing participant in my endless teasing. If anything, it delighted me that he was getting at least a small taste of what Alex routinely put me through. Besides, it was sexy as hell.

"It would be nice to feel this hard cock inside me though," Alex went on. I raised my head from the floor, attempting to sit up in my restrictive outfit to get a better view of the scene that was tormenting me. Luke showered Alex's chest and shoulders with kisses, and she smiled, throwing back her head as she gripped the back of his neck possessively. The two of them looked amazing together. It never failed. Alex was such a beautiful woman, and seeing her with my husband only made him seem more attractive to me than he already was. It was some dark magic of comparison that Alex had tapped into, the powerful emotions of desire and fear and jealousy. My latex French maid's outfit groaned around me as I squirmed on the floor, ignored for now.

“Do you think you’ve earned that?” Alex’s voice was soft now, little more than a whisper as she spoke to my husband.

“Yes,” Luke grunted. Alex laughed.

"Oh, if you only knew," she chuckled. "I'm so much nicer to you than I am to my other slaves. You should see what I put them through. And they don't even get to fuck me. Ever. There's one guy who pays me to keep his cock locked away in a steel device. He hasn't had an orgasm in months. It's amazing how easy it is to control a man when you control his pleasure. He'd do literally anything I told him to."

"Oh my God," Luke moaned. Alex laughed again.

"That's right," she purred. "You're getting off lightly. You're lucky you're cute." Alex's long hair slid over her shoulders as she turned to grin at me. Her body never stopped moving on top of Luke's, her thighs bunching as she slid her pussy up and down against him. Minute by minute, I could hear the growing arousal in her voice. My husband, of course, was already desperate. To say nothing of how I felt myself. Once again, the air in our house seemed to crackle with sexual excitement as Alex simultaneously teased us both.

"It's good for you to not always get what you want," Alex teased as she turned her attention back to my husband. "Just think about how your poor wife feels. She hasn't cum since the clothing store. And who knows when she'll get to again?" I winced as she spoke, and Alex laughed again. She was giddy with her own power. I could only guess at the sexual experiences she had had. After all, this is what she did for a living. But how often does even a professional dominatrix get to have a married couple under her control? Besides, it's different. This was pro bono. Alex wasn't doing this for money, but because it was what she wanted. Just as badly as we did.

Alex’s high heels – my high heels – echoed on the floor as she abruptly slid back off the couch and stood. She half turned, facing us both with that smug smile on her pretty face. Reaching toward Luke, she slipped her hand underneath his arm, gripping his bicep with her fingers.

“Come on. Get up,” she said gently. “For my next trick, I’m going to need you to stand.”

Luke didn't argue with her anymore that I would have in the same situation. Guided by her hand on his arm, he rose from the couch to stand beside her. I watched as Alex pulled his shirt up over his head, revealing his muscular torso as she slid the garment down his bound arms to bunch in the small of his back where the handcuffs held his wrists together. Next, she unfastened his pants and pushed them down to his feet. Using her foot to pin his clothing to the floor, she had my husband step out of both pants and underwear so that he was as naked as she was. Luke wordlessly complied with her every instruction. His cock was as hard as ever, swaying with every movement of his body, like a lever my ex-girlfriend could use to control him. Once he was undressed, Alex gently stroked Luke's cock, and I saw his eyelids flutter as he moaned with pleasure.

"Okay," Alex smiled. "I need you to lie down on the floor, on your back. Just like your wife is doing." Luke nodded. It was as though he couldn't bring himself to say anything verbally. I knew the feeling. Used to being in thrall to Alex and her irresistible sexuality. Easier just to do what she said in silence and hope for some reward. Alex released his cock and folded her arms across her chest, totally satisfied with her control of the situation as Luke sank to the living room floor. He lay down, his cock projecting stiffly from his body as he stretched out. Alex couldn't keep the smile from her face as she looked down at him.

"Good," she beamed. I watched her raise one foot from the floor, and Luke grunted as she tapped the toe of my shoe against my husband's cock, making it sway from side to side while she giggled. Then, she stepped over him and walked toward me. Nervousness fluttered deep in my stomach as she approached. Stooping to the floor, Alex picked up the wet dildo that lay beside me. I watched as she raised it to her hips. She closed her eyes for a moment, moaning slightly as she slid it inside herself. Her own arousal made it easy for the toy to slip inside. Then she buckled it into place, adjusting the straps so that the toy was held tight against her and the fake black cock projected from her feminine hips in a way that made my pussy tingle. Beautiful Alex with a cock that never went soft; it was everything I could desire. My pussy streamed inside my dress as I gazed up at her.

"Up you get," Alex smiled. Bending down, she took hold of the leash that dangled from the front of my dress and straightened up again. As she pulled on the leash, I struggled to do as she said. Rolling onto my knees, I rose awkwardly to my feet, tottering slightly in the high heels I wore. Alex led me over to where Luke lay. His blue eyes darted from her to me and back again, as though he couldn't quite decide where to look. Lust churned within me like the workings of some infernal engine as I stood above him, completely humiliated in my provocative outfit. And Alex smiled as she turned to me. Still holding the leash in one hand, she reached for the hem of my latex dress with the other. It had already risen almost to my hips as I squirmed and thrashed on the floor. She tugged the tight material upwards until it bunched around my waist and my pussy was revealed. The wetness of my thighs was unignorable. As obvious as the hard buds of my nipples inside the costume. No one, neither Alex nor Luke, could fail to notice how turned I was.

“Good girl,” Alex purred. And as pleasure bloomed inside me at her words, she delivered a playful slap to my exposed ass. “You want to cum real bad, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Alex,” I whimpered, unable to hide my desperate desire. This was no time for pride. I had none left. Alex had reduced me to this, a whimpering, groveling mess of lust and desire.

“Just like the slut you are,” Alex grinned.

“Yes, Mistress,” I babbled. “I’m a slut. I’m your slut, Miss Alex. Please let me cum!” Alex laughed loudly as I begged.

"Get over here," she instructed. Using the leash and her other hand on one of my arms, Alex guided me toward Luke's head. At her command, I stood over him. He stared up at me, his eyes fixed on the wet mess of my pussy above him. And as Alex pushed down on my shoulders, I sank to the floor. Gratefully, I lowered myself down to sit on my husband's face. I cried out gratefully as I felt his lips and tongue on my pussy.

“I guess you’ve been a good girl,” Alex mused. “So I’m going to let your husband eat you out. What do you say?”

"Thank you, Miss Alex!" I shrieked with joy. And in that moment, I meant it. As pathetic as it was, I was genuinely grateful for something that only a few weeks earlier, would have seemed as though it were almost my right to demand. Luke had gone down on me I don't know how many times in the course of our marriage. But not like this. Never like this. I had never had the confidence to sit on his face. I felt vulnerable. I felt exposed. I felt all those powerful emotions that Alex wanted me to feel, the strings she played to make me emit the music she wanted to hear. In my state of fevered arousal, I could feel pleasure swelling in me almost immediately. Luke licked and kissed my pussy hungrily and desperately, and my body responded with waves of joy that washed over me, spreading outwards from between my thighs to race along my spine and make me feel as though I was glowing with pleasure.

"You know how to thank your mistress properly." Alex was never one to make things easy. While I straddled Luke's captive face, she stood in front of me. The black silicone toy rose from her pussy, the fake phallus right in front of my face. I knew what she wanted. More degradation. More humiliation. And as Alex gathered my hair back from my face into a loose ponytail that she gripped in her first, I opened my mouth. Grinning evilly, Alex thrust her strap on dildo inside.

My body trembled with lust and shame. It was hard to concentrate as Luke continued to eat me out, sending unbearable pleasure swelling through me. My orgasm was at hand. But even in the throes of passion, I did my best to please my mistress. I sucked Alex's cock as though it were real, as though she could feel the movements of my tongue and lips around the toy. And Alex grunted in pleasure as she slid her cock in and out of my mouth, the inner toy that was buried inside her causing her to feel at least some of what she was doing to me. I held the toy tight between my lips, allowing her to fuck my face.

And from the floor beneath us, Luke watched the whole thing. Over the mound of my pussy, he stared up at me, watching me suck Alex’s cock, watching her slide the toy in and out with increasing aggression as her pleasure grew.

It was too much. All at once, my body exploded in orgasm. I gasped and moaned, surrendering myself to sensations I was powerless to resist as I shuddered and squirmed on Luke's face. My seemingly limitless juices poured forth, coating his features as he desperately tried to swallow. Alex laughed as she kept her cock buried in my mouth, holding me by the hair while I moaned and groaned around the toy. I felt like the biggest slut in the world. And that only added to the feelings of bliss that filled me as I convulsed in pleasure.

As the spasm passed, Alex withdrew her cock from my mouth. I gasped for air as she stood beside me, still holding me by the hair. My legs felt weak, and I sat back on Luke's chest, feeling my ejaculate cooling on my thighs while he breathed heavily beneath me. Silver flecks danced in my vision. After all the teasing and denial, my orgasm when it finally came had been unbelievably powerful. That was what Alex knew. The more she teased me, the greater the tension she created, the greater my pleasure would be. And in turn, that pleasure would keep me addicted to her. I could feel it happening, even if I could do nothing to prevent it. It had been like this when we first dated, back before I met Luke. But we were young back then, and the sex had been nowhere near this dark, this twisted, this powerful. Alex was a habit I had barely been able to give up once. I had a feeling I would never be able to do it again. And why would I want to? Nothing about being with her was easy, but in the glow of the powerful orgasm I had had, it all seemed infinitely worth it.

But as always, the show wasn't over until Alex said it was over. She wasn't done. As I gazed up at her from below, I could see that clearly from the look on her face. That sneer of dominance that made me weak at the knees was showing again. Alex was swept up in her own ideas, just like the rest of us were.

"Turn around." Alex's touch wasn't gentle. She handled me roughly, her grip on my hair pulling my scalp as she maneuvered me on top of Luke. I struggled to keep up. At least with the tight dress hiked up around my waist, my legs had more freedom of movement. I scrabbled on the floor, climbing off my husband and turning as Alex instructed to face his feet. She pulled me over him again, crawling on my knees until I straddled his head again in the opposite direction this time. Then she pushed my head down. The leash was tight between us as it trailed over my shoulder to her hand. Luke's cock was stiff and erect in front of me. I could feel his breath between my legs, cooling the juices that shone on my thighs. Alex had forced us into a 69 position, and I wanted to do what she wanted from me. I heard my husband moan loudly as I ran my tongue along his throbbing cock from base to tip, and the sound fueled my own passion as I lay down on top of him.

“That’s right,” Alex snarled behind me. I felt the vibration of her knees hitting the floor she crouched behind me. “Suck that cock, slut. That’s all you’re good for. My little oral slave.” Luke moaned again as I licked him, using my tongue to tease the swollen head of his member. He was in ecstasy just as I was. Raising my head, I took him fully into my mouth and began to move my head up and down, gripping his wet shaft tightly with my lips while he moaned and bucked beneath me.

I felt Alex's hands on my hips. The solid head of her toy pressed against the dripping entrance of my pussy. Luke's cock in my mouth only partially muffled the sound of my cry of joy as Alex entered me. Forcefully, she fed her cock into my body. I trembled as I felt at last the delicious sensation of being filled by her. Aggressively, she slid the dildo in and out of my body, pumping away as she fucked me from behind. It was all I could do to keep Luke's cock in my mouth as she pounded me.

It wasn't long before I came again. I heard Luke gasp underneath me as, right in front of his eyes, my pussy convulsed around Alex's cock. I moaned around his member as delightful sensations shook me. But Alex didn't stop. She continued to remorselessly plunge the dildo in and out my streaming sex while I thrashed and moaned. And her own cries of pleasure grew louder as she fucked me, echoing my own as we filled the room with a duet of desire. I could feel Luke's cock throbbing inside my mouth, and I knew that he was close. But I could barely focus on anything except my physical bliss as I rocked and thrashed beneath my mistress, on top of my husband.

Suddenly, Alex pulled out. I shrieked as I felt her stiff cock slide out of my pussy. Luke groaned as I raised my mouth from him, trying to turn and see what Alex was up to now. A hard shove from her sent me sprawling on the floor beside my husband. I raised my head to see her stand, her eyes burning like green fire and her hands reaching for the harness that held the dildo against her body. With a few practiced movements, she unfastened it and flung it to the floor. From where I lay, she looked like a giant, towering over us both as we lay at her feet.

Turning her gaze from me to my husband, Alex stepped forward. I gasped as I saw what she was up to. Turning, she straddled him, standing over him like a lioness over a kill. Then, while Luke and I watched, Alex lowered herself down on top of him. Reaching for his cock, she took it in her hand and guided it between her legs. With a loud moan of satisfaction, she impaled herself on my husband's member. Luke's eyes rolled back in his head as he felt the tight wetness of her pussy surround him.

At once, Alex began to bounce up and down. She and Luke moaned in unison as the same pleasure in a different key filled them both. Helpless, I lay on the floor beside them and watched. My own body was exhausted from orgasm, but still the fires of jealousy burned inside my chest. It didn't matter how many times I saw it. I never got used to witnessing my husband with another woman. Or Alex with him. There were times, more and more frequently, when I found myself wondering who I was really jealous of. But either way, the betrayal was intoxicating, making my head spin as I helplessly watched.

Alex threw back her head and screamed at the ceiling. Her hands were on Luke's chest as she squatted above him, and I watched her fingernails dig into his skin possessively. Lying beneath her, his hands cuffed just as mine were, he was as helpless as I was. Not that he would have wanted anything more than this. But Alex was taking her pleasure from him, aggressively, demandingly, indulging herself fully as desire took her over. The breath caught in my throat as I watched her cum. There was no way to mistake the tremor that raced through her beautiful body, or the howls of bliss that filled the room. And a bare second later, no doubt brought on by the powerful contractions of Alex's tight pussy around his cock, Luke came too. I saw his whole body tremble, the way it always did when he reached the peak of his desire. I bit my lip until it hurt as I watched my husband ejaculate inside another woman, filling her pussy with his semen as the two of them melted together.

With a loud cry, Alex flopped down on top of Luke. She ran her hands through his hair, kissing him passionately on the mouth as pleasure flooded her brain. Luke kissed her back. I saw that. While their shared orgasm still glowed inside them, I watched them make out as though they were the married couple and I was the intruder, rather than the other way around. And for all that we had done that night, I felt that shameful desire swelling inside me again at the humiliating sight.

Finally, their lips parted. With a sigh, Alex lifted herself off Luke’s body and flopped on the floor beside him. There we lay, the three of us, sprawled on my living room floor, where the walls seemed to echo with our unending cries of pleasure and torment. It was a while before anyone broke the silence.

"I think I like having a maid," Alex giggled at last. And after a moment, Luke laughed too. I couldn't help myself. After a moment of disbelief, I joined in. The tension that had filled the house since the moment Alex and I came home needed to be dispelled, and our laughter worked wonders. At last, we were ourselves again.


Mistress’s Maid

It was nothing like the old times. Everything was different from when Alex and I had first been together. Even the nature of our relationship. Back then, we had been two young women just figuring ourselves out. No obligations. No responsibilities. No need to define or put labels on whatever it was that we were doing. Everything was new and ready to be discovered, a whole world of pleasure opening up before me as Alex guided me deeper into her world.

Things were different now. For one, I had a husband. That by itself was enough to change completely the way Alex and I interacted with one another. You would think – I would have thought, personally, before my life took this bizarre left turn – that that simple fact by itself would be enough to prevent the rekindling of my relationship with Alex. You would be as wrong as I was about that. All it meant was a redefining of terms, and an intensification of the already wild delight I took in spending time with her. I had never imagined that life could be so thrilling, or that sex could be so intoxicating. I could feel it leaking into other areas of my life, the strange and kinky dynamic the three of us set up becoming more and more part of my life. I didn't even try to stop it. Whatever Alex's plans were, for my husband and for me, I went along with them enthusiastically. Even when her games sometimes felt like unbearable torture. Perhaps especially then. Alex was never more monstrously desirable that she was in those moments when she was being a total bitch.

But underneath it all, she was still the same old Alex. She still had that same sense of humor, the quick smile that could so easily inject joy into moments that otherwise might have seemed too strange to endure. She was in her element. Alex did this kind of thing for a living, I had learned, but when it came to Luke and me, it was clear that she was doing it for the thrill. She was having the time of her life, and she didn't even try to disguise that fact from me. Why would she? It was all part of the scene, very much in the nature of the roles that we had slipped into. My former lesbian lover was sleeping with my husband, and she wanted me to know it. She wanted me to know how good it felt to take Luke from me. Not that she had done that, exactly. Luke still loved me. He told me so more and more often these days, aware that the games we were playing contained an element of danger. My greatest fear, that Alex's beauty would bewitch my husband the way it bewitched so many men and women before, myself included, was also the source of my greatest joy. I had learned what Alex seemed instinctively to know: that like any other game, life is best played with something at stake. We all rock above the abyss, whether we acknowledge it or not. To be brought face-to-face over and over again with all that I stood to lose was to be reminded just how much I had. It might sound strange; in fact, it does sound strange, even to me. But one of the things I had learned since Alex had come back to my life was gratitude. They say you don't know what you've got until it's gone, or at least becomes threatened. I don't think that I ever took my marriage for granted, but despite all of our best efforts, comforts and complacency have a way of creeping in. Luke was just always there. So reliable. So faithful. I had never stopped loving him, not from the day we met, but the years of a happy relationship have a way of dulling the edge of desire. Not anymore. Not for us. Alex had given it back to us.

“Liz?”

Alex's voice jolted me out my reminiscent daydream. This kind of thing was happening to me more and more. If I had ever had the will to defy her, it was rapidly disintegrating, being replaced with a kind of dreamy subservience. Alex was remaking me into the cringing servant girl she wanted me to be, and I was helping her do it. I couldn't help it. It was as though she had a hotline to the darkest secrets of my brain. Alex knew just how to manipulate me, and the strangest thing of all was that I don't think it was a conscious effort on her part. I mean, of course she wanted to control me. That was the whole point. But I found myself wondering, more and more these days, if she realized just how profound an effect she was having on me. Alex could make me bow down to her and call her Miss Alex and watch her fuck my husband. But I wondered if she had any real notion of the changes taking place inside my mind. As though everything inside me was rearranging itself to please her better.

"Yes, Miss Alex," I quickly answered. My cruel mistress would tolerate no delay. I hurried toward the door of her bedroom, following the sound of Alex's voice toward the bathroom. Already, I was breathing heavily. Dressed once again in my skintight latex French maid's uniform, buckled and laced into it like the world's smallest prison, I tottered on impractical high heels down the hallway of Alex's new home. She had ordered me to put on the outfit by myself – no easy task. And I knew what it meant. It was then, as I covered my body in the lubrication required to pull the tight rubber over my skin, that I felt myself slipping into the familiar reverie of submission. My desire rose as I caressed my own body, my skin shining under the lubricant as I stood naked in my lover's bedroom. And as I drew the outfit on slowly, taking care to get everything right, that sense of arousal grew and grew. That was how I found myself in the state of mind I was in before Alex summoned me to her. By the time I was dressed in my humiliating outfit, I was more than ready to serve my mistress.

And Alex was ready to be served. Always. The door to the bathroom was open, and the bright lights that shone above the large mirror made the small space glow. The black latex of my uniform shone like a mirror, reflecting light and attracting attention in equal measure. The outfit was humiliating, of course. That was more or less its primary function. But still, whenever I put it on, I found myself getting uncontrollably turned on. It was a sexy outfit; there was no denying that. And I had seen the effect it had on both Alex and my husband. I could never dress up as their made without feeling the thrill of arousal, the same thrill that gave Alex her power over me. And I was feeling it as strongly as ever as I stepped into the bathroom where Alex waited.

My mistress stood in front of the sink, facing the mirror. She was completely naked, her red hair cascading in long waves down her bare back as she stood unashamed in the bathroom's bright light. What did she have to be ashamed about? Alex's body was amazing. We were roughly the same size, but that bland number hardly did justice to the subtle but important differences in our figures. Alex was full-hipped and large-breasted in a way that many women spend a fortune to achieve without getting results like the ones that came to her naturally. Not that Alex didn't work on her appearance, because she most definitely did. In fact, she had told me in one of our more friendly moments, the nature of her work as a professional dominatrix allowed her to write off her gym membership and many other things she required to stay as beautiful as she was. But as far as I knew, Alex had never gone under the knife to look the way she did. It was nothing more than good genes and a rigorous work ethic. And that was why I knew I would never look the way that she did. I lacked the discipline. Perhaps that was why she was the mistress, and I was the maid.

Alex didn't turn to look as I appeared in the doorway of the bathroom at her summons. She was an expert at cultivating that air of arrogance, as though it was a foregone conclusion that I would do as she wanted. It was. I feared Alex's punishments, but more than that, I longed for the rewards that I knew she could give me. It was easy for Alex to get me to do what she wanted. Because so much of the time, it was exactly what I wanted myself. I watched as she carefully applied makeup, brushing her already long lashes with mascara to make them thicker and fuller in a way that would frame and accentuate her beautiful green eyes, like two jewels set in her doll-like face. I had applied my own makeup before coming over; Alex liked her maid to look her best at all times. But for a moment, I stood in silence, watching Alex transform herself. She was a natural beauty, but with the aid of a cosmetics brush, she could transform herself into a true goddess. And she was going all out that night.

"Come over here," Alex said without turning around. "On your knees." My high heels rang on the tiled floor of the bathroom as I stepped forward. Meekly following Alex's orders, I lowered myself to the ground close to her feet, adjusting my tight latex skirt as it tried to slide up my thighs. Not that it mattered. My maid's outfit was a slutty as they come, and it hid nothing Alex hadn't already seen. My chest rose and fell to the rhythm of my breathing, making the tight latex creak as my rib cage pushed against the confines of the outfit. My breasts rose and fell in the cutout window in the front of the dress, the pale flesh made even more noticeable by contrast with the deep black of the costume. If Alex turned around, I knew, she would have a view straight down the top of my dress. But she didn't turn around. Instead, she focused on making herself up while I kneeled and waited for her instructions.

“What color lip should I go with tonight?” I blinked at the unexpected question. It wasn’t like Alex to ask for my advice. She hardly needed it. She always looked stunning.

“It depends on what you’re going to wear, Miss Alex,” I stammered. In the mirror, I saw her smile as she set aside her mascara brush.

“I was thinking of going with black. Although it’s really more of a charcoal than anything.” I tried to visualize how Alex would look in that color.

"Maybe pink?" I offered. Alex finally turned to look down at me. She rested one hand on the edge of the sink as she turned those bright green eyes on me. For my part, I did my best not to let my eyes roam over her body, no matter how great the temptation was. Her large breasts were crowned with round pink nipples, and the dark strip of her pubic hair led downwards between her wide hips to her womanhood. My mistress looked spectacular naked. Sometimes, in moments of low self-esteem, I wondered how I had ever managed to snag a beauty like this. It was no wonder I would do anything for her. Over the years of my marriage, I barely looked at another woman. I had all but forgotten my bisexual tendencies, wrapped up as I was in my genuine love for my husband. And if I did notice the odd stunner here and there, I kept my opinions to myself. Mentioning such things to Luke would have only encouraged his typical desire for some sort of threesome. Well, now he was getting it. Kind of. Certainly not in the way he would ever have imagined. But my husband had no complaints about our new situation. And I wouldn't either if I were him. After all, he got to fuck Alex, the stunning beauty that stood naked before me at that moment. Why would anyone complain about that?

"Maybe," Alex said thoughtfully. "but I want to make a statement. I want every guy in the place staring at me."

"They will, Miss Alex." She smiled at the flattery. But I meant what I said. Clearly, Alex was going all out tonight. And I of all people knew just how good she looked when she really put in the effort.

"I want those cocksucking lips, you know?" And her eyes flickered over my face as she studied my reaction. I tried to keep my expression calm as I inwardly cringed. I knew what she was getting at. Just like always, she lit a flame of jealousy in my heart that mutated almost instantly into desire. For her, but not only for her. The desire for release from the growing erotic tension from which I felt as though my body were dangling like a puppet hanging from a single string. A string that Alex held in her fist.

"I was thinking about red," she said. "It might be too much, with my hair. But then, I feel like being a little bit slutty tonight. A nice bright cocksucking red that will make every guy in the place think about putting his dick in my mouth. Don't you think?"

I knew from experience that these kind of questions were dangerous. Alex wasn't after my opinion so much as she was after my obedience. I lowered my eyes to the floor, unable for a moment to meet her penetrating gaze.

"Yes, Miss Alex," I rasped. Smug with triumph, Alex turned back to the mirror. She reached for a drawer under the sink and slid it open, and I heard the soft clink of glass bottles rattling against one another as she dug around inside. Producing a plastic tube of lipstick, she uncapped it and raised it to her face. I lifted my head to watch her apply it, the bright red color encircling her mouth inch by inch. Alex was right; it was a little much. If anything, the red of the lipstick was even brighter and more vibrant than her artificial hair. But it would have the desired effect. I was sure of that. Like any woman would be, Alex was conscious of how other women would look at her. But it was men she was most trying to affect. And one man in particular. What I knew of men, and especially the specific man in question, told me that no one was going to criticize her choice of lipstick. Just as she had hoped, all they would be thinking about – all Luke would be thinking about – was the sexual promise of those bright red lips.

Sliding her freshly painted lips over each other, Alex set her lipstick down beside the sink. Reaching into the open drawer again, she produced a bottle of nail polish, a nail file, and some of those foam spacers they used to paint toes. I raised my hands toward her and took the items as she held them out to me.

"Make yourself useful, instead of just sitting there staring at me," Alex said. But her sly smile undercut the harsh tone. Turning away from the mirror, she sat down on the edge of the bathtub. She crossed her legs, depriving me of the sight of her naked pussy as she raised one foot toward me. I inched forward on the floor, lifting my knees to avoid damaging the white latex stockings that hugged my legs. Gently, I took her foot in my hand. Alex had showered, and her skin was fragrant with the products she used. I had never done another woman's nails before. But in the long list of new experiences I had had since Alex came back into our lives on my birthday, this barely rated. Carefully, I began to file away at the edges of her toenails while Alex beamed down at me, secure in her total power over me.

"The nail polish will match the lipstick," Alex grinned. "Do you think Luke will like it?"

"Yes, Miss Alex," I sighed. In reality, I doubted he would notice. He wouldn't miss Alex's red lips, but the fact that her toes matched them would probably be lost on him. No, this was for me. Another way to draw me in to what was about to happen without letting me participate fully. Another tease. Another humiliation. It was what Alex was good at.

“Once you finish my toes, you can do my fingernails too,” Alex said.

“Yes, Miss Alex.”

"I'm going to fuck your husband tonight." The nail file trembled in my hand for a moment before I brought my body back under control.

"Yes, Miss Alex." It was all I could say. There was nothing I could do to stop it, even if I had wanted to. And what gave Alex's cruel words their real bite was knowing that she meant them. Luke was no more able to say no to my former lover than I was. That was what she wanted, and that was what she would get. Alex did that. She wanted me to know it.

“I’m going to make him scream my name,” she giggled. “I wonder where we’ll do it? Maybe I won’t be able to wait. Maybe I’ll drag him into the restaurant bathroom and have him fuck my brains out right there and then. Have you ever done that with him?”

"No, Miss Alex." Despite my past, my sex life with my husband had been relatively conventional. I mean, sure, we had played the occasional bondage game when I was able to nag him into tying me up. But that was as far as it went. The truth was, I didn't have Alex's creativity when it came to kinky sex. Nor did I have her confidence. And that, I had learned, was the key thing. Alex had no problem asking for she wanted. Or demanding it. And she was beautiful enough to know she was going to get it. Setting aside the nail file, I twisted off the cap of the red polish and began to paint my mistress' toenails carefully. It took every ounce of willpower I had to keep my hands from shaking. And Alex watched me like a hawk. I knew she was looking for a slip-up on my part. Any excuse to punish me. As though she needed one.

"Poor man," Alex gently mocked. "There's so much you haven't done with him. And yet you were always such a little slut when we were together. No wonder he likes me so much. The first rule of keeping a man happy is to fuck him properly."

"Yes, Miss Alex." I hoped that she wouldn't notice the tightness in my voice as I spoke. The tears that welled up in my eyes had little to do with the agony of real betrayal. Instead, they were the outward show of utter frustration, the deep sexual frustration that Alex trafficked in so comfortably. Going days without an orgasm might not sound that long. But when you're constantly in the company of either your husband or his new lover or both, forced to hear and sometimes see the pleasure they shared with one another, days can seem like months. My body was burning up as though I had a fever, as though my blood was boiling. Between my legs, hidden by the tight latex skirt of my maid's uniform, I could feel the juices flowing freely down the inside of my thighs. All it took was a few words from Alex to get me into this state. And she knew it all too well. If my body was an instrument, Alex was a virtuoso. No one ever played me like this, before or since.

Once I finished the toes of one foot, Alex languidly uncrossed and re-crossed her legs to offer me the other. I couldn't prevent myself from trying to steal a glimpse between her parted thighs, my heart hammering in my chest as I caught the briefest glance at her wet pussy before it was taken away from me again. The trembling in my hands was greater than ever as I painted her second foot. Once that was done, Alex laid her hand on her thigh, spreading her fingers slightly. Carefully, as though I were handling some being made of glass, I slid the foam inserts between Alex's toes to let them dry before beginning to work on her hands. The whole time, she sat above me like a queen on her throne, watching my every move. My submission was turning her on, I knew. Like a sexual appetizer to the feast she had planned for the evening. The thought was at once tormenting and delicious. My own arousal was bubbling away inside me as I served my mistress.

Sometimes in these moments, I get carried away. Alex has trained me to obey her every command like a dog, but I have my limits. Besides, there was something in the air between us as I finished painting my mistress's nails. She was as excited as I was. I knew that. And so I pushed my luck. As I bent over her hands in her lap, applying the final coat of polish, I could smell the skin and the perfume that rose from the heat of her body, and I couldn't help myself. Lowering my head, I tenderly kissed her upper thigh. My heart bloomed as I heard Alex chuckle.

“Horny little slut, aren’t you?” she giggled.

"Yes, Miss Alex." My heart burned as I stared up at her, my mouth open.

"Has the thought of me fucking your husband got you all hot and bothered?"

"Yes, Miss Alex." It had. As humiliating as it was, there was no point denying the truth. The idea of her date with my husband that night, and the way I knew it was bound to end, had my stomach tied up in knots of nervousness and lust. That was the whole point.

"I've got an idea." Alex lifted a hand to her face and blew gently on her still drying nails, leaving me to wait in anticipation of what she might say. "I can give you a little treat now," she said at last, smiling down at me like some benevolent ruler on a groveling peasant. "But you'll have to pay for it later."

"Yes, Miss Alex! Please!" Alex laughed out loud at my eagerness. I was well aware of the danger I was in. These open-ended promises and threats never ended well. But I didn't care. Alex was banking on the fact that I was too aroused to worry about the future, and as always, she was right. She uncrossed her legs, and I sighed with desire as I saw her pussy again. The pink lips were swollen and glistening with moisture now, and I felt the corresponding jolt of lust as I saw how turned on Alex was. She wrapped her hand around the back of my head, pulling me towards her, and I scuttled forward on my knees as I plunged my face between her legs.

"Get in there," Alex growled. "Eat the pussy your husband's going to fuck later." And that's exactly what I did. The taste of my mistress filled my grateful mouth as I lapped urgently at her, plunging my tongue inside her while her moans of pleasure rose and rang back from the tiled walls of the bathroom. I could taste her excitement, and it fed my own. Gripping my thighs through the tight latex of my dress, I worshiped Alex's pussy until I felt it convulse against my lips and tongue, her warm juices running freely over my face as she shrieked in pleasure. As a spasm of delight tore through her, she pushed me roughly away. Panting, I leaned back on my knees, inhaling air that smelled of her passion as she recovered.

Alex's face was flushed. But her green eyes glittered as sharply as ever as she opened them and grinned at me. I felt a thrill of fear that struggled against the overwhelming arousal that filled me. I knew better than anyone on earth how Alex's desire fed her cruelty. And her cruelty had me as its target.

"Look at the mess you've made!" she said as her eyes darted to the floor. In horror, I followed her gaze and saw the pot of red nail polish, tipped over by our exertions. With a cry, I darted forward,  setting the jar upright while a bright red pool slowly expanded on the tiled floor. The tightness of my uniform hindered my movements, but I struggled to my feet and grabbed a handful of toilet paper to wipe up the mess. Alex stopped me with a raised hand.

"Wait," she said severely. Her large breasts hung from her chest as she leaned forward, lifting the lid of the polish with its attached brush from the floor. On my knees again, I hardly dead to breathe as she brought the brush closer to me. The bristles tickled my skin as Alex painted my exposed cleavage with red nail polish. The way the dress exposed what felt like acres of my boobs allowed me to look down and see what she was writing. The letters appeared one after another, as Alex took her time. ALEX'S CLUMSY FUCK TOY, the words read when she was finished. My painted breasts jiggled in the tight outfit as I sighed to the sound of my mistress's laughter.

"Get that cleaned up," Alex ordered that she pointed at the spreading red stain on the floor. While I bent to my task, she stood and stepped past me. "Once you're done, come join me in the bedroom. You can help me get dressed for my date with your husband."

"Yes, Miss Alex," I meekly said as the bright red polish seeped into the tissue I held. Alex's laughter, diminishing as she made her way down the hallway toward the bedroom, filled my ears and made my cheeks burn with shame.


Date Night

In Alex's bedroom, silence reigned. That particular type silence the two of us so specialized in. The silence of trembling hands and heavy breathing, of desire and denial. It was a silence that had a lot to say for itself. And as I went about my duties, struggling to move in the skintight latex dress she insisted that I wear, I could feel the desire for her slowly hollowing me out from the inside.

Alex waited. She was in no hurry. Like any smart ruler, she knew never to let her underlings see her in a rush. She stood beside her bed, a living statue of exquisite beauty that took an effort not to worship. By the time I arrived from the bathroom, having cleaned up the spilled nail polish from the floor, Alex was waiting. She didn't dress herself; that would be ridiculous. Why have a maid if not to do those kinds of things for you? No, Alex waited for me to arrive, as naked as she had been in the bathroom. Her skin was still flushed with the faint pink echo of the pleasure I had given her, the pleasure I could still taste on my tongue, tugging at the frayed wires of arousal that ran all through my body. Her mocking words still showed on the skin of my breasts that was revealed by the cutout window in the front of my dress. ALEX'S CLUMSY FUCK TOY. It wouldn't have hurt half so much if I didn't know it to be the truth. Whether it had actually been me who knocked over the nail polish or my mistress in the throes of her passion, it hardly mattered. I would be the one to take the blame. As far as I could tell, Alex wasn't mad. She seemed calm, almost serene. Looking forward to the night ahead, no doubt. She would be spending it with my husband Luke. All the elaborate preparations we were performing together were to serve that end. To make my already beautiful mistress even more beautiful for my lucky husband. That was my task.

Alex had laid out the clothes she wanted to wear on the bed before I arrived. The underwear she had chosen was a bright red, the same vibrant shade of red as her lips and her painted fingernails. Gracefully, she held out her arms, and I reluctantly slid the bra over them, moving around behind her to fasten it in place. Perhaps I took a little longer than was strictly necessary in arranging the cups on her breasts. Perhaps I enjoyed the feel of the hard nubs of her swollen nipples through the padded fabric. Alex didn't stop me. She only smiled. My beautiful mistress loved the fact that I never could keep my hands off her, that I would take any opportunity to touch any part of her I could. She reveled in it. And the push-up bra forced her boobs high on her chest, giving her a spectacular cleavage that made my mouth water as I looked at it.

The panties matched the bra, the red fabric trimmed with lace as I picked it up off the bed and sank awkwardly to the floor so that Alex could step into them one foot at the time. I pulled them slowly up her legs, wincing at the soft sibilant hiss of the fabric sliding over her smooth skin. Alex's legs were long and slender, the muscles toned to perfection by hard work at the gym. Every inch I climbed brought me closer to the source of her joy and mine, the pussy I could still taste on my lips and tongue as I kneeled at Alex's feet. The dark pubic hair, I noticed, was freshly trimmed, the edges neat and straight. Luke would appreciate that, I thought with an inner convulsion of despair. With great reluctance, I finally pulled Alex's panties up, the thin triangle of fabric barely covering her swollen lips as I moved it into position. Her panties were tiny, and the thong back disappeared between her voluptuous cheeks as I dressed her. Her underwear might as well not be there at all for all the coverage it gave her. And as I kneeled again at her feet, my face right in front of her still moist pussy, it took everything I had to resist the urge to kiss her again. Pleasuring Alex, treat that it was, did nothing to alleviate my own punishing sexual frustration. In fact, predictably, it had made it worse. Just as I knew it would. But I couldn't help myself. I never could as far as Alex was concerned.

Once I had put her underwear on, Alex smiled down at me, her hands on her hips as she waited expectantly. She raised one eyebrow in a gesture of unspoken command, and I knew what it meant. The latex of my French maid's outfit creaked with the movements of my body as I rose slowly to my feet. Already my feet and calves were aching from the insanely high heels Alex made me wear. But it was no use complaining. My mistress knew what she liked. She liked her slutty maid to be ultra feminine, for my body to sway provocatively with every tentative step I took. So that was what I did. I could feel her shining eyes on me as I made my way over to the bed and picked up the dress.

Just as Alex had said, the dress was a charcoal gray. It felt tiny in my hands, as though would never fit a woman with Alex's generous proportions. But I knew what her intentions were. Alex wanted attention, and in this tiny dress, we both knew she was going to get it. Unfastening the zipper in the back, I  raised the dress over Alex's head, and a stray thought of a queen at her coronation raced through my mind before I blinked it away. Alex raised her arms, and I pulled the dress over her head. She smiled as I took a moment to sweep her hair back over her shoulders before turning my attention back to the dress. The fabric clung to her body as I struggled to pull it into place, as though it was reluctant to break contact with my mistress's fragrant skin. But the material stretched as I pulled on it, conforming to the shape of Alex's body as though it had been made to fit her. Slowly, I pulled it down over the swell of her breasts, over her narrow waist and wide hips, down over her lovely thighs until I was on my knees again at her feet. Every bit the ladies maid as I stared up in astonishment at my mistress.

She looked incredible. There was no denying that. For all her talk of looking as slutty as possible, the dress came down to her knees. But the tightness of the fabric left nothing to the imagination. It was held up by two spaghetti straps that arched over her shoulders, baring her chest and the delightful cleavage her bra gave her. From there, the dress swooped downwards, three broad bands on its front accentuating her waist before spreading over her hips on their way down to the bottom of the garment. The fabric looked almost painted on, and as Alex placed her hands on her hips again, shifting her weight from foot to foot as she posed for me, I couldn't tear my eyes away. She was spectacular. As beautiful as she was naked, as insanely provocative as she looked in her underwear, the dress was something else again. She looked elegant and beautiful. But she still looked insanely sexy, every bit the wanton goddess that had so bewitched both my husband and me. I wondered with a flush of despair if I had ever looked as good as Alex did in that dress.

"How do I look?" But Alex knew exactly how she looked. She must've felt incredible in that dress, feeling the way it clung to her body and emphasized every one of her abundant enviable characteristics.

“Amazing, Miss Alex,” I rasped, and had to clear my throat as I spoke. “You look absolutely amazing.”

"Thank you," Alex grinned. A woman of seemingly endless confidence, Alex was still not immune to praise. Especially from another woman. Even if that woman had little choice. The truth was, it wasn't fear of Alex that made me compliment her. It was the truth, seemingly torn out of me before I could think about what I was saying. She did look amazing. I envied her, and part of me hated her a little bit for looking so good and using her beauty to steal my husband from me. But above all, most powerfully, I wanted her. I wanted her badly, and the fact that I couldn't have her only made me want her more.

"You think your husband is going to like it?" Alex turned on the spot as she spoke, striking a perfect red carpet pose as she flaunted her body in front of me. I watched the way the dress clung to her legs, cupping her round ass as she turned her back on me. There was that spasm of hatred and desire again.

"I know he will, Miss Alex," I said as humbly as I could manage as I stared up her from my knees. "Any man would want you, looking like that." Alex laughed as she turned to face me again, tossing her red hair back from her face as she smiled.

"Shoes," she said, leaning slightly forward so that her boobs swelled even more over the edge of her dress, and it took me a moment in my lust-addled state to understand what she meant.  Once realization dawned, I scuttled across the floor to where a pair of black platform pumps stood against the wall. Alex laughed to see me go, crawling like a puppy at her orders. I felt the way my own latex dress strained over my ass as I crawled, and knew that Alex was getting excited watching me. But it was Luke who would be the lucky recipient of all that sexual energy. Not me. Inside my dress, I felt my pussy spasm, and the juices of my desire trickled down the inside of my thighs to run over the white latex stockings that covered my legs.

Picking up Alex's shoes, I crawled back across the floor toward her. There was no point standing only to make the few steps it would take to cross the room. My aching feet appreciated the break. It was hardly the time to worry about how I looked. Alex smirked down at me joyfully as I kneeled in front of her again and set one shoe down on the floor, holding the other in my hands. With perfect balance, she raised one foot and pointed the toes toward me like a ballerina. The toes with the shining red painted nails that I had decorated myself. Carefully, I slid the shoe on to Alex's foot. The slender heels had to be at least six inches high, and the hidden platform inside the shoe would give her even more height and longer legs than she already possessed. With a wrench in my gut, I realize that no one would even see the toenails I had painted. Not as long as she had the shoes on, anyway. An image erupted inside my mind, the image of Alex lying back in bed with her legs raised, her knees bent and her painted toes still covered in these shoes while her body rocked to the passionate thrusts of my husband on top of her. I clenched my teeth together at the thought, and my pussy spasmed again.

Alex set her foot down, and now her balance was even more impressive as she raised the other foot, standing on one high-heeled shoe while I slid the other on. Her dark dress tightened around her thighs in a way that made my mouth water as I finish dressing her. Finally, Alex lowered both feet to the floor again. With the additional height the shoes gave her, she towered over me. The way the heels adjusted her posture made her even more stunning, the tight dress straining even further around hips and ass and legs and breasts. Luke had to be the luckiest man alive. Not only did he get to fuck this absolute goddess, but he didn't even have to hide it from his wife. In fact, the two of them flaunted it. And there I was, helping them to betray me.

"Stand up," Alex ordered. She watched unmoving as I rocked back on my heels and rose awkwardly to my feet. Even in the towering shoes I wore myself, Alex was slightly taller than me now. My stomach fluttered as she walked around me, her eyes staying on my face as she circled. I felt her take my wrists in her hands, and I knew what was coming next. It was useless to resist. Alex pulled my arms behind me, and I heard the faint click of the cuffs attached to my long sleeves being locked together in the small of my back. Smiling smugly, Alex circled back around me to stand in front of me again. I gasped as she raised her hands to my chest, her skin sliding over the glossy latex of my dress as she cupped and kneaded my boobs. Circling thumbs quickly found the telltale bumps of my swollen nipples under the rubber, and I moaned embarrassingly in pleasure as she rubbed them. My boobs jiggled and juddered to her touch, the words she had written in red nail polish moving over the rippling skin as she toyed with me.

"I was going to have you do some housework for me while I went on my date," Alex grinned at me as my moans grew louder. Momentarily, she lowered her face to my chest, and I felt the softness of her hair against my skin as her lips pressed against my boobs. I cried out as I felt her kiss become a bite, her teeth sinking into the soft flesh while her thumbs never stopped those maddening movements on my nipples. It was almost too much to bear. My legs felt as though they were made of the same rubber as my dress as I wobbled at her touch, swaying dangerously on my uncomfortable heels. My pussy spasmed again, and I felt on the very brink of orgasm just from the feel of her mouth and hands. The juices flowed freely down the inside of my thighs, and I silently begged her to carry on, to push me over the edge and let me cum just from the sensations she was giving me.

"That's what a maid should do," Alex went on as she raised her face from my chest, leaving the red indentations of her teeth in my exposed skin right beside her name. "That's why I'm training you. To do the boring little chores while I go out and have fun with your husband. But now, I'm not sure you can be trusted with that. Look how turned on you are, you horny little slut." Alex giggled as she spoke. Removing one hand from my boobs, she reached behind me to deliver a quick slap to my latex-covered ass. Involuntarily, I moaned again, my treacherous hips moving backward toward her hand, hungry for her touch.

"Does it turn you on, thinking of me sucking Luke's big cock?" Alex taunted. Her eyes shone in front of mine, her face right in front of me, so close I could feel her breath against my skin. Still with her left hand on my breast, she raised her right and took hold of the steel ring that dangled from the high collar of my maid's uniform. "Are you picturing him tearing this dress off me and fucking me till I scream?"

"Yes, Miss Alex," I whimpered. If I hadn't been already, her words would have been enough. It was all I could think of. And Alex's teeth showed white between her red painted lips as she grinned evilly at me.

"Good," she grinned. "That's a good girl. I want you to keep thinking of me having sex with your husband. I want you to think of that every time I allow you to cum."

"Yes, Miss Alex." Nothing could keep the faint edge of hope out of my voice as I responded. Nothing mattered except pleasure. Would Alex finally allow me the orgasm she had been denying me for what felt like forever? It was all I could think of as she turned, lifting her hand from my breast but keeping the other wrapped around the collar on my neck.

"Come with me," Alex ordered, as though I had a choice. Hands cuffed, I stumbled along behind her, led through the house by her grip on my uniform. As we walked, I watched her body swaying in front of me, the dress she wore bulging around her hips with every step she took. Carefully, I followed her down the stairs, anxious not to trip. High heels beat out a frantic tattoo as she led me past the living room, through the kitchen, toward the basement door. I struggled not to gasp as she pulled the door open and let me down the stairs. I knew what waited down there, and fear bloomed in the pit of my stomach as I helplessly tottered along in her wake.

Striding purposefully across the floor, Alex dragged me toward the steel cage that stood underneath the stairs. My high heels slid on the cement floor as I tried to resist. But my cuffed hands made it impossible. I had to keep moving just to keep my balance as Alex pulled me along behind her. The heavy door of the cage squealed as Alex pulled it open with one hand.

"Please, Miss Alex," I begged. "Please don't lock me in there." Alex was merciless. She stepped into the cage first, pulling me behind her. There was only just room for the two of us in there. Turning to face me, she pressed me back against the wall so that the steel bars dug into my tied arms.

"I told you you'd have to pay for that little treat earlier," she said, smiling that infuriating smile at me while her eyes moved over my face. She was studying my reaction, savoring my fear like it was a fine wine. All of this, I realized with a dull sense of horror, my resistance and submission, my humiliation at her hands, was all foreplay for Alex. It was all done to heighten the anticipation of the sex she would be having with my husband while I was locked away down here. "You have to pay for the privilege of eating my pussy," she went on. "You're lucky that I'm not punishing you for spilling my nail polish, too."

"Please, Miss Alex," I practically sobbed. But Alex pressed a finger against my lips.

"That's enough," she said in a soft voice. "I don't want to hear anymore begging from you. You're going to stay down here for the night. And while I'm fucking your husband, I'm going to think of you trapped down here. And it's going to turn me on so much. That's all there is to it." Alex removed her hands from my shoulders and stepped away from me. Her footsteps echoed on the basement floor as she stepped out of the cage. I turned, gazing at her forlornly as she swung the door shut. The lock slid home, and a tremor raced through my body at the intimidating sound. Walking briskly as though she was born to wear high heels, Alex stepped away from the cage and made her way toward the basement stairs again. My lips trembled as I fought the urge to say something. Her instructions had been clear. I knew better than anyone how firm Alex could be once she had made up her mind, and further begging would doubtless do more harm than good. But it was difficult beyond belief to keep from protesting as I watched my beautiful mistress walk away from me. Her dress clinging invitingly to her body, she tossed back her head and flashed one last wicked smile at me before she began to climb the stairs. I listened to her footsteps rise above me as she climbed back into the house, leaving me alone.

But that wasn't the last I saw of my mistress for the evening. For a while, I listened to her footsteps as she moved through the house. My heart swelled with hope as I heard the door to the kitchen open again, and Alex descended the steps toward my prison. She was carrying some items with her, and I watched with curiosity as she crouched and set them down on the floor in front of the cage. There was a laptop which she opened, and some large plastic object that looked vaguely like a microphone with an oversized rounded head. Alex smiled contentedly as she plugged a cord from one of the laptop's USB slots into the bottom of the mysterious object. Then, she fed the item through the wide mesh of the cage that held me until it lay on the floor of my prison.

“I’m too nice to you,” Alex grinned up at me as she still crouched on the floor beside the laptop. “I should just leave you down here with no entertainment so that you can think about ways to serve me better. But I’m going to be nice to you. That’s a toy for you to play with.”

“What – what does it do, Miss Alex?” I asked as humbly as I could manage. Alex smiled as she straightened up, rising back to her full height as she smoothed her dress over her legs. She had a cell phone in her hand, I noticed.

"I'm so glad you asked," she smiled mockingly. "It's a vibrator. A state-of-the-art one. That thing will make you cum harder than you ever have before. One of my slaves works with computers, and he set up a program so that I can control it remotely with this." The light from the cell phone lit up her pretty face as she held it in her hand and pressed the screen. The toy buzzed, moving across the floor of the cage with the force of its vibrations. As abruptly as it had started, it stopped again. Alex's eyes were shining as she looked at me.

"I've also set up the laptop so that you will see anything I text you," Alex went on. "So if something really fun happens on our date, I'll be sure to let you know. And maybe, if you're a really good girl, I'll activate the vibrator for you. But for that, you'll have to be really, really good. Understand?"

"Yes, Miss Alex," I whimpered. It was pathetic, I knew. I should be mad at this woman, who had locked me in a cage so that she could sleep with my husband. But Alex was right. As cruel as this new development was, she could easily be crueler. And the thought that I could get some pleasure from what was happening, even by mechanical means, excited me. Alex knew what all smart jailers know; a prisoner's privileges are every bit as useful in controlling her as punishments. What Alex gave, she could just as quickly take away. And even while the thought of knowing what was happening on her date with Luke tormented me, I knew that it would be just as great a torment not to know and have my imagination run away with me in the dark silence of my mistress's basement. This was all the mercy I could expect from my husband's lover.

“What do you say, slut?” Alex grinned. And I knew what she wanted. I was in no position to deny it, either.

“Thank you, Miss Alex,” I said, and the basement rang with Alex’s laughter as she threw back her head with glee.

"That's not how you thank your mistress, is it?" she pressed. Her tight dress whispered around her gorgeous body as she took a step forward, closer to the wall of the cage. The toe of one of her shoes pushed through the bars at floor level. I knew what she wanted. Slowly, I sank to my knees on the floor of the cage and bowed down before her. Alex chuckled again as she felt my lips against the toe of her shoe, humbly kissing her foot in a craven show of total submission.

"Thank you, Miss Alex," I said again, breathing the words between kisses as I debased myself before her.

"Good girl," she said. "While you're down there, why don't we test the vibrator? Straddle it." My heart pounded in my chest as I did what I was told. Raising my red face from Alex's foot, I struggled against the clinging latex skirt of my uniform as I lifted one knee and straddled the round head of the toy on the floor. My dress rode higher on my thighs as I sat down on top of it. Alex lifted her phone again, and I squealed as I felt the sudden vibration of the toy between my thighs. Spurred by my unquenched lust, I squirmed as I settled myself down on top of the toy, bringing my uncovered pussy closer to it until the head was between my wet lips. A low moan of pleasure escaped my mouth as my body responded to the vibrations I could feel deep inside me. Alex was right. I could see at once that this toy could push me over the brink of climax in no time at all. Which was why I howled in disappointment as the delightful buzzing suddenly stopped.

"See?" Alex mocked. "I don't need to be here to make you cum. But I may not give you a warning every time I activate the toy. So if I were you, I would sit on that thing all night."

"Yes, Miss Alex," I babbled. "Thank you, Miss Alex."

"You're so welcome, slut," Alex said, flashing me that dazzling smile that never failed to make me grow weak at the knees. "Now, I'm going on my date.  While I'm gone, I want you to think about what a perverted little slut you are, and how much of a privilege it is for you to serve me."

"Yes, Miss Alex. Thank you, Miss Alex." I chanted the words like a mantra, as though it were all I was capable of saying. I wanted nothing more than for her to activate the vibrator again and let me feel those powerful vibrations inside my body. Which, of course, was exactly what Alex wanted.

"Good girl," she said again. "I'm going to make sure this is a night your husband never forgets." With those terrifying words, she turned and strode across the basement again. Still kneeling on the floor, I listened to her footsteps climb the stairs above me and recede into the house. Faintly, I had the front door close. I was alone. I was Alex's prisoner. And besides being in bed with her and my husband, there was nowhere else I would rather be.


Teasing A Cuckquean

Are you comfortable?

The screen of the laptop positioned on the floor just outside the cage lit up. I read the words in silence, my eyes flickering quickly across the screen. Alex had left the lights on in the basement; I wasn't sure if that was a kindness or not. No, I wasn't comfortable. How could I be? The cage in Alex's basement was made for storing objects, not confining humans. And even as Alex had repurposed it into a prison for me, she had made no attempt to make it more comfortable. There was no furniture. Nothing to protect me from the hard concrete floor I sat on. But standing was no better. The ludicrous high heels she made me wear as part of my fetishistic French maid uniform made my feet and legs ache after only minutes of wearing them. So I had no choice but to sit. And with my hands cuffed behind me and the tight black latex of the uniform clinging to my body with every movement I made, I was about as far from comfortable as you can get.

But my physical discomfort was nothing compared to the emotions that boiled over inside me. Alex was on a date with my husband. The date that I had helped her to get ready for. And she looked like sex incarnate, her body at once concealed and flaunted by the tight dress I had helped her into. She was a beauty beyond my reach, more attractive than I had ever been. Luke was only human. He would be unable to resist her, even if he tried. Why would he try? Everything that had happened between us so far had happened with my consent. Sure, we might play at coercion, toying with the wild notion that Alex was forcing me into this. But it wasn't true. Not really. Perhaps the most painful fact that I had to face as I sat in the cage in Alex's basement all alone was that this was, at least on some level, exactly where I wanted to be. Some dark part of myself was happiest when I was denied, when all that I couldn't have was flaunted in front of me. Just a few months ago, before my birthday, it could've been me on a date with my husband. It could've been me getting dressed up and feeling the building excitement of the night stretching ahead, full of promise. And yet instead, Luke and I spent most nights on the couch, vegetating together as we took one another for granted. Well, Alex took nothing for granted. Her reappearance in my life after all these years had changed everything. For the better, I generally thought in my moments of calm reflection. But this was not one of those. Tied up and locked in Alex's basement, I was unable to be calm about anything.

I couldn't answer her. Whatever system she had used to connect the cell phone to the laptop in front of me only allowed for one-way transmission, as far as I knew. With my hands cuffed behind me, I couldn't reach the keyboard. Not that it mattered. When Alex took control, my opinions were worthless. She had set up the system for one reason alone: to taunt me. It was working. I found myself wondering where she was, and whether my husband was with her. What would he be wearing? Had he dressed up for her, too? Where would they go? Wherever they went, I knew that eyes would follow them. Alex and Luke made for a truly beautiful couple. Anyone seeing them would think that, unless they happened to notice Luke's wedding ring and Alex's absence of one. My stomach churned with simmering rage and desire. It was all too strange and wild to endure.

We’re at the restaurant, came the next message. Luke looks sexy.

All alone in the house, I groaned loudly. As though Alex could read my mind. She always seemed to know exactly when and how to twist the knife, keeping me in this agitated state of frustrated desire. I didn't know how she did it. But it was all part of her charm, part of the power she held over me. Her fertile mind was a mystery to me, but mine seemed to be an open book to her. Just one more layer of the power imbalance between us.

A sudden low buzz filled the silent air. I could feel the strong vibration of the toy that lay on the floor beside me through the concrete. For a moment, I sat down and watched it. There was no need to disgrace myself further by jumping on top of the thing like some horny puppy desperate to relieve itself on her mistress's leg. On the other hand, I couldn't forget the way the toy felt when Alex activated it earlier. Nor could I ignore the feelings of monstrous desire that filled me as I contemplated the situation I was in. It felt like a long time since I had last been permitted an orgasm. It felt like forever. And the animal part of my brain told me to ignore any feelings of shame. Or to embrace them. Because I knew by now that shame was part of the fuel for my lust. There was no way to be ignorant of that fact. The dirtier I felt doing something, the more I enjoyed doing it. As hard as it had been for me to accept that fact, I couldn't deny the truth. And Alex knew it as well as I did.

The tight latex outfit wrapped around my body creaked as I suddenly moved. Awkwardly, I crawled across the floor on my knees towards the buzzing wand. My tight skirt slid up my thighs as I straddled the toy and sank down on top of it. My cuffed hands worked behind me, trying to tug the skirt higher up while the rubber material snapped back against my skin and thwarted my efforts. It took some careful positioning before I was able to maneuver myself so that I could properly sit on the round head of the vibrator, turning and twisting on my knees as I guided it up inside my dress. And I sighed with relief that quickly turned into a moan of pleasure as I felt the buzzing spread out between my legs to fill my whole body with light.

And of course, right at that moment, the buzzing stopped. I howled in frustration as I stared at the screen of the laptop in front of me, the proxy for my cruel mistress. She controlled the vibrator with her cell phone, just as she controlled everything else about my existence, it seemed. Alex didn’t even need to be in the house to tease me expertly.

I hope you enjoyed that, the screen read. But I don’t want you to come just yet.

I growled at the screen like an animal as I read Alex's words. I could hear her voice speaking them inside my head, with that faint mocking smile she so often wore while she dominated me. This was how she could be in two places at once. She might be with my husband, but she was just as much inside my head. I was well aware that I was helping her do this to me, and I didn't care. All that mattered now was pleasure. And while I rocked back-and-forth against the now silent vibrator, trying to get what pleasure I could from the toy between my legs, I had to grudgingly admire Alex's genius, even as I felt the anger burning inside me.

The clock on the screen of the laptop kept me informed of the time. It was its own form of torment, another little twist added to the misery I was going through. The minutes crawled by. All dates have to come to an end eventually, but I knew exactly how this one was going to end. And even as I feared its dénouement, I knew there was nothing I could do to prevent it. They were going to fuck. And knowing that that was the case, part of me reasoned that they might as well just do it. There was no need for this date, or this elaborate dance, the two of them courting one another as though the outcome wasn't already a foregone conclusion. As though Luke wasn't married, and I didn't exist. As though he was assessing Alex as a potential future wife. That was the idea that horrified me most of all. My powerlessness against my former lover was obvious. All three of us knew that I was incapable of saying no to Alex, of stopping her from taking what she wanted. My only protection was knowing that a large part of the appeal of being with Luke was to torment me, at least from Alex's perspective. And from my husband's side, it was easy to see what he got out of it.

The minutes dragged by, and I waited. Time alone with my thoughts was possibly the biggest torment of all. That's what I learned in the cage in Alex's basement. My own mind was every bit as cruel as Alex was. She had turned it against me. I can't even tell you the visions that paraded in front of my eyes while I waited, ignoring the growing discomfort of my knees as I kneeled on the floor, sitting on the vibrator. They had very little to do with words. But the memory of the crazy things we had done combined with imagination, fueled by my abiding sense of fear. It was like being in a nightmare from which you can't wake up. Except no nightmare ever felt like this. Can you really call it a nightmare if deep down, in the bottom of your heart, you're forced to admit that you don't want it to stop?

I cried out as, with no warning, the vibrator began to buzz again. This time I was on it, feeling the very first movement of the rounded head against the dripping lips of my pussy. I threw back my head and yelled, letting my cries echo around the basement. No one could hear me. And as pleasure swelled inside me, it took every ounce of focus I had to peer at the screen of the laptop as a new message from my tormentress appeared.

This time, there were no words. This time, Alex had taken a picture. She was holding a cell phone underneath the table, hidden by the long white tablecloth that hung down around it. I could see Alex's legs, bared by her provocative dress, the skin freshly shaved and smooth and scented with perfume. The high heels she had had me put on her feet shone brightly, reflecting the light of the phone's flash that she used to illuminate the darkness under the table. One of Alex's feet was on the floor. The other, I saw as my eyes followed the long receding path of her straight leg, was in my husband's crotch. I recognized his shoes, and the pants he was wearing. Formal pants that I had picked out for him a year or so ago. He had dressed up for her. A sense of betrayal stung my heart like a hornet even as I moaned in dark passion. I couldn't turn my eyes away from the screen, even as the vibrator buzzed urgently between my legs. It was another of Alex's masterminded situations, but shame and fear and hatred went to war inside me against lust and desire and excitement. And as always, the negative emotions lost. I could feel the alchemical magic taking place inside me as my emotions fused together, becoming more powerful as they combined. Desire for me lately was inseparable from shame. I had Alex to thank for that. Each one fed the other like a snake eating its own tail. Alone in the basement, I rocked back-and-forth on my knees and howled in desperate pleasure as the vibrator buzzed and drew me on to ever greater heights of passion.

As suddenly as the toy had begun to move, it stopped. I let out how of despair as the bright feelings inside me slowly dulled. Rocking back-and-forth, grinding myself against the toy, was a poor substitute for the way the device made me feel. No matter how excited I was, I was never going to cum without the help of the toy. And that meant it was up to Alex. As usual, she would decide whether I would be granted what I most desired.

And my long wait continued. If there's one thing Alex knew, it was how to take her time. She was a woman who took pleasure seriously, in whatever form it came. She wouldn't rush through her meal. She would savor the wine and ask about the specials and maybe flirt with the waiter a little, just because she could. She was greedy like that. For all the attention Alex got and had been getting throughout her life, thanks to her undeniable beauty, it never seemed to be enough. She loved it. She fed on it the way the flower feeds on the sun.

The night slowly passed. I kneeled on the floor as though Alex was there with me, towering over me as she always did. I kneeled in front of the computer that had replaced her, the screen from which I couldn't turn my eyes away. My one connection to what was going on outside the prison I was held in. Because the only thing worse than knowing what was going on on my husband's date with Alex was not knowing. And even though every message my mistress sent was designed to torment me and further increase the agony of desire I was suffering, the worst thing of all was for her to say nothing.

Strange things occur to you in moments like this. I found myself trying to simulate the dinner they were having in my mind, playing it out in real time in my head. When had they arrived at the restaurant? They had certainly already received the drinks order, and possibly appetizers too, if they were having them. Of course they were having them. Alex denied herself nothing. The entrées would be nowhere near ready; I couldn't delude myself that much. But perhaps, if I was lucky, they had ordered them already.

These kinds of mental games, we all know, hinder as much as they help. Locked up as I was, I had nothing besides my mind to focus on.

Without warning, the vibrator buzzed again. I cried out in shameful relief as the pleasurable sensations spread through my body. For a while, nothing else happened. The basement was filled by the sound of my desperate cries and the muffled moan of the toy between my legs as I rode it to ecstasy, thrashing on the floor in a delirium of desire. Finally, the screen of the laptop lit up again as another picture came through. And the vibrator kept buzzing, never stopping its continuous motion while I gasped in disbelief at what I saw on the computer in front of me.

It was the same photo, or at least it seemed that way. A shot taken under the restaurant table, so that only someone who knew the two of them well would be able to tell who was even in it. Alex sat much as she had, with one foot on the floor and the other between my husband's legs. But now, I saw that Luke had opened his pants. His cock rose up from between his thighs, his hard shaft pressed against Alex's shoe. My husband's manhood, the source of so much pleasure for me over the years, now reduced to my mistress's toy. It was Alex's idea; I had no doubt of that. It wasn't hard to imagine how she had convinced Luke to go along with it, to get his cock out in a crowded restaurant. Alex could get anyone to do anything. After all, I was dressed in a latex French maid uniform and locked in a cage in her basement. Compared to that, getting my husband to take his cock out underneath the table was nothing. Still, it was completely out of character for my husband. And that, no doubt, was the point.

I stared at the screen for a long time. The sight of Luke's cock in the position I was in only served to excite me further. The vibrator buzzed between my thighs, and I felt as though I could almost feel him inside me, moving through me in the way I so desperately needed. Luke's cock was not for me anymore. That's what Alex wanted me to understand. It was all right there, in the way she held her foot possessively between his legs. Alex's theatrical tendencies had clearly not abandoned her. And even though I saw it coming, I howled in despair as the vibrator abruptly stopped.

I think your husband likes the way I look.

I could hear Alex's mocking tone in the message that appeared on the screen. Of course Luke liked the way Alex looked that night. She looked phenomenal. And there was no doubting my husband's attraction to her, not since the events of my birthday. Luke's hard cock under the restaurant table was just further unnecessary proof of the way he felt about my former girlfriend. It was the same way I felt about her. Though admittedly, in his case, things were less complicated. And Alex simply loved knowing the way the two of us felt, a married couple that was nevertheless irresistibly attracted to her.

There was another long period of silence. My breath came in short gasps as I waited, still straddling the vibrator that lay on the floor. My breasts heaved in the front of my dress, my skin adorned with the red letters Alex had painted on me with the spilled nail polish earlier. There was no one there besides me to see the humiliating position I was in. But that was enough. I would remember it. And Alex knew that. She knew exactly how I looked as I kneeled in my cage,  dressed like the submissive slut I was and desperately humping a sex toy. Her own desire was fueled by the knowledge of what she had made me into, just as mine was. It was the backdrop to the fun the two of them were having at their fancy dinner. I wondered what they were talking about. Were they talking about me? For all that Alex's occasional texts infuriated and taunted me, at least I knew I hadn't been forgotten. That would be the worst thing of all. And as the minutes stretched on without any further contact from Alex, the fear began to grow inside me again.

Dinner was fantastic. Alex’s words appeared on the screen, and I felt my heart swell with hope to know that the meal was finally over. Now for dessert.

The strangled moan I gave sounded like the cry of some trapped animal. And that was essentially what I was. Alex had cuffed my hands behind my back before locking me in the cage, knowing that if I had had them free, I wouldn't have been able to resist the urge to touch myself. She was always one step ahead. The vibrator was silent between my legs as I waited, hoping that she would activate it again. But she didn't. Instead, the laptop screen in front of me showed a succession of images taken with Alex's cell phone. Images designed to torment, frustrate, and humiliate me. Images like bullets aimed at my heart, and every single one of them hit its mark.

The restaurant's exquisite dining room showed in the background, an inviting space of low light and candles, with white-clothed tables sprouting like mushrooms while uniformed waiters hurried back-and-forth. Alex had moved her chair to sit beside Luke, and they both stared at the camera, smiling happily. I could see the sparkle in Alex's green eyes as she stared at me via the medium of the computer screen. Luke was smiling too, though I could see the faint hint of tension at the corners of his mouth. He still didn't quite understand this game that we were playing. He grew more comfortable with it by the day, but there was still a hint of reservation about the things he did. Not that it was enough to stop him, not by a long shot. But my husband pitied me more than Alex did. He was more afraid of taking a step too far. I could see all of that in his handsome face that appeared on the computer screen in front of me. When you know someone well enough, you only need to see their face in order to peer into their heart.

The next picture made me gasp in despair. Clearly taken right after the first, the two of them still sat at the restaurant table, side-by-side like the lovers they were. Only this time, they were kissing. They both had their eyes closed, the lips pressed against one another hungrily as they made out right there in public like a couple of horny teenagers. When was the last time Luke had kissed me like that, in public, heedless of anyone who might be watching? This was no quick peck, either. In the frozen moment captured by Alex's phone camera, I could see the passion in their embrace. It was the kiss of two people who wanted one another badly. Almost as badly as I wanted them both. The latex of my outfit creaked as I rocked back-and-forth on top of the vibrator uselessly, groaning in agony.

There was a pause before the next photo appeared on the screen in front of me. As soon as I saw it, I knew why.

The scene had changed. The light was still soft, and the faint sheen of tiled walls in the background spoke of a bathroom. My heart spasmed as I remembered Alex's words. She had threatened to do this, and now she was doing it. Alex had always been the kind of woman who meant what she said and did what she said. I could hardly be surprised. But that did nothing to lessen the sting of disgrace as I looked at the photo she had sent me.

The walls were tiled, and the floor was tiled. The camera was pointed downward, capturing the shoes of Luke and Alex facing one another in a bathroom stall. I could see neither of their faces. Alex had to be holding the phone in her left hand, raising it up high and getting a downward angle to capture what was going on. Because her right hand was wrapped around my husband's cock.

I moaned in desperation at the sight of his member. Her red nails glowed like embers as she held him in her hand. The same nails I had painted and trimmed for her date. The same red nail polish she had used to write humiliating words across my chest. Luke was rock hard, his manhood engorged with the hot blood of desire. My cuffed hands twitched behind my back as I remembered the feel of it in my own hands, longing for his body as though I hadn't seen him in months. My pussy spasmed hungrily, my streaming juices anointing the head of the vibrator I straddled as I stared at the screen. Alex could get my husband to do anything; it was just that the things she wanted him to do were very different from the things she wanted me to do. But the trick was the same either way. The things Alex wanted us to do were things that deep down, we both wanted to do ourselves. She didn't have to work hard to get us to bend to her will. Now, I knew, she was stroking my husband's cock in a restaurant bathroom. Probably whispering sweet nothings to him as she did. Perhaps kissing him, pressing her gorgeous body against his, seducing him second by second as he responded with helpless pleasure. My husband in her grasp. It was exactly what Alex wanted. And the shame and fear it created in me were, in some way I still couldn’t fully understand, exactly what I wanted, too.

Another photo resolved itself on the screen in front of me, pushing the others out of sight. And I let out another moan at the fearful image. I had been right; the two of them were in a bathroom stall together. This time, the angle had changed. Alex was still holding the phone in her left hand, still pointing it at herself. Always the center of attention. But now, the phone was held lower, capturing more of the wall beside them. Not that I spent a lot of time analyzing the background. Because what caught my eye and held it was the terrifying sight of Alex's red lips wrapped around Luke's cock.

She still had her right hand around his shaft. Her red fingernails matched her red lips, just as she had intended. Cock sucking lips, she had called them. She was as good as her word. Luke's cock was hard and thick in her mouth, the head engulfed completely as she looked slightly sideways at the camera. Her eyes were half closed, and her green irises glittered under her dark lashes. Her cheeks were slightly hollowed, and I could see that she was sucking eagerly on his manhood. I knew all too well the moans and groans of pleasure that Luke would be making as she blew him. And I gasped and shuddered as I stared at the photo of my betrayal, unable to take my eyes away.

Suddenly, the vibrator began to buzz again. I sobbed with shame and pleasure as I felt the vibration swell inside me again, radiating out from between my legs and making me squirm and writhe on top of the toy. The buzzing went on and on, and in my hyperaroused state, every second was sheer bliss. My pussy spasmed desperately, and the hot juices poured out of my body to puddle on the floor beneath me as the toy did its job. I cried out, hardly daring to let myself believe what was about to happen. But it happened anyway. The vibrator kept buzzing, and whether Alex had finally taken pity on me or she'd simply forgotten to turn the toy off, I didn't care. I howled in pleasure and a twisted kind of triumph as my orgasm erupted inside me, torn from my body by the buzzing toy.

And all the while, my eyes never left the screen in front of me where Alex sucked my husband’s cock. Even my moment of greatest pleasure was adulterated with humiliation. I wouldn’t have it any other way.


Cuckquean Humiliation

As the last faint pulse of pleasure faded in the echoing cavern of my body, I let out a long sigh. Rising up on my knees, I lifted myself away from the buzzing vibrator. For the moment, I was too sensitive to endure it any longer. But I knew that that situation wouldn’t last long. Even in the throes of utter bliss, I could feel the first stirrings of the next orgasm. I had been teased too long and too cruelly to be satisfied with one bright burst of pleasure. Even while the joy of my last climax still glowed within me, I was already becoming hungry for the next.

The vibrator stopped buzzing. I settled back down on top of it, waiting. I had no way of knowing if Alex had meant for me to cum, or if my tormented state led me to climax quicker than she had hoped. It didn't matter. She might be in a different part of the city, but my pleasure was still very much in her hands. And not just my pleasure. The photo she had sent me still showed on the screen of the laptop. Her holding Luke's cock in her hand, and her blowing him in the bathroom stall of the restaurant where they had just had dinner. Alex could be such a slut when she wanted to be, yet she always seemed completely in control. She had given my husband a date he was never going to forget. Grudgingly, I had to concede that I hadn't given him a night like that, not even back when we were first dating. I wasn't Alex, after all. She was one-of-a-kind. Totally wild, totally uninhibited, endlessly creative when it came to new possibilities for pleasure and torment. She was born to do the work that she did. Back when we were dating, I had known about her dominant tendencies. I had enjoyed them then just as I enjoyed them now. But while Alex's desires hadn't really changed in their nature, they had transformed completely in their degree. She pushed things further now than she ever had back when we were dating. As confident as she had been then, she was even more so now. She was a woman at the height of her sexual powers, the beauty of youth wedded to the wisdom of experience. She was unstoppable. There was no way I could even dream of competing with her. And as the pleasure drained slowly away inside my body, my own inadequacies and fears spoke up louder than before. She had my husband. She was able to please him in any number of ways. And I was locked in a cage in her basement, unable to do anything except wait.

And they kept me waiting. After the photo of Alex blowing Luke, things went quiet for a long time. She had told me the dinner was over. After what they had done in the bathroom, I knew that they were eager to get somewhere private so that they could tear each other's clothes off and do what they had been building towards all night. A small spark of hope flared in my heart as I wondered if they would be coming back here. I knew what it felt like to be forced to watch my former girlfriend fuck my husband in front of me. It was torture. But what I was going through, locked up alone in the basement, was no better. If anything, it was worse. At least they were there, in front of me, just on the other side of the cruel bars that contained me. I couldn't be ignored. I would be part of the scene, even if only a passive one.

But the laptop on the floor in front of me stayed maddeningly silent. Whatever Alex's next plan was, she felt no need to inform me of it. And I waited and waited, my breath slowly regulating itself and my heart slowing its frantic hammering inside my chest. I could feel the residue of my orgasm trickling down the inside of my thighs, confined by the tight latex maid's uniform I wore. My breasts heaved, taunting me with the mocking words Alex had written on them in red nail polish. And as I considered my humiliating appearance, the strange turns of events that had led me to this inescapable prison, the rising sense of shame I felt only fueled my desire. As though I hadn't just enjoyed a powerful orgasm, as though I wasn't still kneeling in the pool of pleasure my body had melted into, I could feel once again the swelling of lust inside me. My desire stirred itself, growling inside me as I waited and wondered what would happen next.

The vibrator stayed silent. The screen of the laptop darkened as time passed with no further activity. The only sound in the basement was my breathing, and the quiet creak of my tight latex outfit as I adjusted my uncomfortable position. Once in a while, the water heater would fire up for a minute or two, punctuating the utter stillness in the basement. It only served to remind me that time was passing while I kneeled there, uncomfortable and restrained, simply waiting.

As focused as I was, I saw immediately when a small white light on the top of the laptop screen turned on. For a moment, I wondered what was happening. And then, as the screen suddenly changed, I realized. A strange combination of fear and delight swelled inside me like music as Alex appeared on the screen in front of me. The laptop she had set down on the floor had a built-in WebCam. A small box in the corner of the screen showed me as I appeared to her. Alex was looking at me, just as I was looking at her. With a secondary thrill of despair, I realized that she was now in my bedroom.

“Well, hello there, slut,” she purred, drawing out the words as though savoring the way they tasted on her tongue. “Having fun?”

"No, Miss Alex," I answered truthfully. Sure, the orgasm I had finally had was sheer bliss. But it shone brighter in memory for the darkness that surrounded it. Being left alone here, handcuffed and caged, was torture. Delicious torture, admittedly. But torture all the same. Alex knew that. She laughed at my answer as she adjusted the screen slightly.

"That's too bad," she chuckled. "Because your husband and I had a wonderful dinner. Not to mention dessert. Did you see the photo I sent you?"

"Yes, Miss Alex." I lowered my head as I spoke, my cheeks burning with shame. We both knew what photo she was talking about. We both knew what Alex meant by dessert.

“Good,” Alex said. “I wanted you to know what a magical evening we were having. And I hope you’re learning a few lessons in how to treat a man right.”

"Yes, Miss Alex." Since my birthday, I had had plenty of practice in swallowing my pride. There was no point arguing with Alex. I knew how to please my husband, and I inwardly bristled at the implication that I didn't. Being anything other than the submissive slut my mistress wanted me to be was a very bad idea. I was painfully aware that if she chose, she could easily turn off the video link and not contact me again all night. I would have to spend the whole night in the cage in Alex's basement while she enjoyed the luxury of mine and my husband's bed. As usual, Alex held all the cards. All I could do was give in.

"Now for the best part of the night," Alex went on. As I raised my eyes to the screen again, I saw her eyes sparkling. She was using a laptop, and from the position of the camera, I saw that she had set it up on the dresser that faced the bed. The wide angle gave a full view of the bedroom. It was strange seeing my room, so instantly familiar, from this unfamiliar angle. But then, was far from the strangest thing about what was going on.

Behind Alex, I could see the bed. And I could see my husband sitting upright, leaning back against the headboard. He was watching the screen in front of Alex, the screen that revealed me to the two of them. Another thrill of shame tore through me at the thought of what he was seeing. Me in my outrageous latex French maid uniform, my hands cuffed behind my back and Alex's mocking words painted on my cleavage while I straddled the vibrator. Hardly the most dignified position to be in. Alex knew how she had left me, but Luke hadn't been present when I was assigned my position for the night. His eyebrows climbed his forehead in surprise as he stared at me. I saw the way his eyes moved, even from across the room, as he looked at me. He could hardly help himself. The skintight latex I wore did nothing to conceal the shape of my body. And I'll admit to a faint sense of satisfaction to see him look at me with hunger in his eyes. I couldn't compete with Alex. No one could. But even the fact that my husband wanted me at all, while she was in the same room with him, gave a much-needed boost to my crumbling ego. Having him see me like this was totally humiliating, course. But the look of lust on his face was a small reward that I hadn't anticipated.

"I've been waiting for this all day," Alex grinned. My attention snapped back to her as she rose. I watched her make her way across the room toward my husband, her dark dress clinging to her body with every movement she made. She all but floated across the room in her high heels, swaying seductively like a hypnotist's pocket watch. And my husband was mesmerized. I growled inwardly as his eyes left the screen that revealed me to him and moved instead to watch Alex approach. He smiled up at her, and I felt the ever more familiar bitterness of defeat as I saw the look on his face. He wanted her. Of course he did. I could hardly blame him for that. After all, like the consummate lady's maid, I had helped to make Alex look as good as she did that night. I had known where it was all leading. But that didn't make it any easier to take as I watched her climb onto our bed, her dress straining around her and emphasizing the wicked curves of her body as she sat beside my husband. Their lips met, and I groaned out loud this time as they kissed. The photo had been bad enough. But the video was worse. I could hear the wet sound of their lips meeting and writhing against one another. I could see the passion in their movements. I heard Alex's dress rustle as my husband wrapped his arms around her, his big hands on her rounded hips as he pulled her closer. Torture. Pure torture. All the while, I could feel my body responding. Juices of my desire ran slowly down the inside of my legs, coating the vibrator I sat on all over again with my humiliating wetness.

I could hear Alex chuckling again as she lifted her lips from my husband. Her hand drifted down his body, its destination never in doubt. She picked apart the buttons of his shirt with practiced ease, and the zipper of her dress groaned as it slid down her gorgeous body, guided by my husband's hand. I saw her tight dress part at the back, revealing her pale skin and a bright red bra I had put on her earlier that night. Alex opened Luke's shirt completely and pushed it down over his shoulders, revealing his torso and broad chest. Her hand never stopped. Slowly, it sank lower, tugging at the belt of his pants while he peeled her dress off her shoulders. I watched transfixed, unable to tear my eyes away as the two of them undressed one another. They looked so beautiful together, it was hard to take. I've never been much of a consumer of pornography, but this was totally unlike that. This was real, and raw. And Alex and Luke looked better than any porn stars I had ever seen. And that was my husband there on the screen. Not some horse-cocked actor who was paid to perform. The look of excitement on his boyish face was real.

His cock was already hard as Alex unfastened his pants and pulled them down his legs. Despite the restroom blowjob, my husband was ready to go again. While Alex rolled up onto her knees, Luke peeled off her dress, struggling to slide it down over her hips until the stretchy material finally released its grip and slid down to her knees. Alex kept her shoes on as she wiggled her way out of the dress, letting it fall to the floor beside the bed. Luke's clothes followed. In no time at all, my husband was naked, and his lover was in her vibrant red underwear that went so well with her hair and her lips and the nails I had painted. Even nearly naked, Alex seemed still to be in costume. The dominant goddess of my wettest dreams. And increasingly, I had no doubt, of Luke's, too. But this was who Alex was, in her deepest core. She'd always been that way. Sure, she was playing a role. But it was a role that fit her better than any outfit she would ever wear. She was in her element, totally comfortable in my bed with my husband. While I was imprisoned in her basement. What a bitch she could be, I thought to myself without any real rancor behind the thought. Yes, Alex was cruel. She did things to me that nobody else ever did, things I would never have imagined I could allow. Yet I was grateful to her for it. As hard as that was to admit in moments like this.

In only her underwear now, Alex descended on my husband again. Their lips met in another kiss as she straddled him, and then I heard his mouth against her breasts as she sat in his lap. I could imagine with fearful clarity how it would feel to be astride Luke at that moment, feeling his erection pressing against my pussy through the thin fabric of the sexy red underwear. But it was Alex who got to experience that particular thrill, not me. Never me.

My mistress looked as spectacular from behind as she did from in front. I envied her slender arms, her supple back, the wide spread of her hips as she sat astride my husband. I watched her rock slowly back-and-forth, two of them kissing and murmuring to one another as the pleasure grew. It was intimate. It was fascinating. No matter how much it hurt, I couldn't tear my eyes away. And while my husband kissed my ex-girlfriend's boobs, Alex reached down between her legs and took his cock in her hand once again. From behind, I could see the way her arm moved, stroking it, caressing it. Making Luke groan against her skin with undeniable pleasure.

Abruptly, Alex dismounted. I watched her kneel beside my husband on the mattress again, backing off a little. I didn't miss the sly smile she tossed towards me, grinning at the screen of the laptop that revealed my anguish while I watched them. Then Alex bent forward, supporting herself on her elbows. Her hand reached out for him, and I was reminded of the photo from the restaurant bathroom as Alex took my husband's cock into her mouth once again. Sweeping her red hair back from her face, she pinned it behind her ears as she bobbed her head up and down. Both sides, I noticed. She wanted us both to see. She didn't want either of us to miss a single detail of the pleasure she was giving to Luke. It was working. I saw his eyes close, and a tense shudder passed through his beautiful body as he groaned. Alex might be fervently bisexual, but she certainly knew how to please a man. In a matter of moments, Luke was panting and moaning, the muscles of his arms swelling with strain as he gripped the headboard behind him, making the wood creak. I gasped as I watched, as though I too could somehow feel the sensations that overwhelmed him. But I had nothing. Nothing but the faint pressure of the silent dildo between my legs. And almost involuntarily, I squirmed on top of the toy, moving my hips back and forth as I rubbed myself against it.

Alex's green eyes flashed as she looked toward the screen again, my husband's cock buried in her mouth. Luke gasped as he released his grip on the headboard. Giggling girlishly, Alex raised her head from his lap and smiled first at Luke, then me. She didn't want the show to end so soon. She hadn't finished yet. What happened next caught me completely by surprise. And while I had watched this show before, forced to witness my husband fucking another woman right in front of me, I soon learned that there was still some boundaries left to cross.

Luke rose up from the bed. Alex yelped in happy surprise as he took her voluptuous body in his arms and threw her easily down onto the mattress. I watched him move like a panther as he backed away down the bed, moving toward her feet. And Alex understood as quickly as I did. She sat up, occupying the space that Luke had just moments before. Her back was against the wall, and her breasts rose in her red bra as she raised her arms and laid them across the top of the headboard. She was staring right at me. She was staring right at me while I gazed up at her from the deep well of shame, and she held that tormenting gaze, the smile of total triumph on her face, as my husband lowered his head between her legs. Alex squealed happily as Luke began to lick her, and I cried out in utter abandonment. What he was doing was so intimate. The last thing, I had thought, that was reserved just for us. I didn't care that it was a double standard, and that I had done little else besides eat Alex's pussy since she came to town. This was different. This was cruel. This was wrong. So why was it so horribly exciting? The cuffs that help my wrists behind my back rattled as I struggled. But they held. The vibrator was cruelly silent beneath me. Alex had no intention of giving me any pleasure to dull the edge of this pain. She wanted me to feel it in every molecule of my body, deep down in my soul. And I did. I watched Luke's shoulders move as he lay down on top of her, his head in her lap, her removed red panties still clutched in his hand. And Alex sighed happily as she raised one leg, bending at the knee to allow my husband greater access to her womanhood. Luke went right on licking, even as she draped that same leg over his shoulder, her high heel digging slightly into the skin of his back. I had to admit it. She looked magnificent. She looked regal, sitting upright on the bed for my husband to worship. And Luke's willingness to submit to her beauty showed in every line of his naked body as he licked and kissed her dripping sex.

Alex moaned in pleasure. I saw her legs tremble. Her red bra strained to contain her swelling breasts as she breathed deeply and let the air out in a long sigh. And finally, Luke raised his head from between her legs. Alex smiled down at him as he rose up on his knees again. His back was to me now, his attention focused solely on her. But Alex's pretty eyes darted from him to me and back again.

Gripping the headboard tighter, Alex began to move. She climbed up onto her knees, folding her legs beneath her. I watched as she got up from the bed and stepped onto the floor. Luke watched too, twisting at the waist as he sat on the mattress in temporary confusion. His eyes moved towards the screen just as hers had, but my husband had none of her natural confidence. He looked slightly sheepish, even as her glistening juices showed on his cheeks and chin and lips. A spasm shook my heart as I stared at him. He has betrayed me yet again, unintentionally finding a new way to twist the knife in my guts. But I couldn't be angry at him, not really. After all, I knew if I demanded that these games end, Luke would have been the first to take my side. He was starting to understand the appeal of submitting to Alex. After all, he had now had a little taste of that raw-edged joy himself. But he still didn't truly appreciate what this all meant to me. He only knew that in some strange way, it made me happier than anything else in my life. And let's face it; there were plenty of benefits for him, too.

Alex reappeared in front of the camera. My heart soared as I watched her pick up her cell phone from the dresser where she had left it. The cell phone that remotely controlled the vibrator I straddled. She climbed back onto the bed, taking her time the way she always did. A red bra still barely contained her boobs, and she still had her sexy shoes on her feet. But besides that, Alex was naked. I watched every movement of her beautiful body as she climbed back onto her bed, at the foot this time. She turned around, facing me as she took up a position on her knees and elbows. Her round ass rose up above her head, pointing directly at my husband. His favorite position. Luke couldn't hide the sheer joy on his face as he sat up and positioned himself behind Alex. Her eyes never left the screen, peering at me through the magic of the live feed she had set up as though I was in the room with them.

I saw her teeth shine between her red lips as she felt my husband's hands on her hips. I saw her eyes roll with pleasure as she felt the head of his cock pressing between the dripping lips of her pussy. Luke's face was now hidden from my view, invisible above the camera. But Alex filled the frame in front of me. I could see my husband's body only in part, his abdominal muscles showing as he rocked back and forth and plunged his cock deep inside his lover. And while Alex's free hand gripped the sheet beneath her, her red hair flailing around her face as her body rocked to the rhythm my husband set, I saw her other hand press the screen of her phone.

I cried out as pleasure seemed to explode inside me. She had activated the vibrator again, and my shout of surprise soon turned to one of passion as those deep, powerful sensations filled my body again. It was almost too much to bear. I howled out loud as I threw back my head, closing my eyes momentarily at the sheer ferocity of the sensations that tore through me. Over on the other side of town, Alex couldn't hear the way my yells echoed back from the walls of her basement. But she could hear the ecstasy in my voice as the vibrator did its work.

And her own pleasure was growing. I could see that as her body shook beneath Luke. She kept her eyes on me, still smiling that wicked smile. But I could see her face becoming flushed, beads of sweat beginning to form on her smooth forehead. Her hands gripped the edge of the mattress, her phone set aside for now. The vibrator buzzed as frantically as ever between my thighs. It would stay on until she switched it off. I desperately hoped that she would leave it running long enough for me to succumb to the pleasure building inside me.

"Cum for me, slut," Alex snarled, her pretty face contorted by sadistic pleasure. "I want you to cum while you watch your husband fuck me. I want you to watch him cum deep inside me, and knows that there's nothing you can do about it. Go on. Cum." I cried out again as her words hit home, fueling the shame and desire that burned inside me. The vibrator was relentless, and so was my pleasure. I rocked and bucked on top of the device, no longer caring how ridiculous I looked on the screen in front of Alex and my husband. All that mattered was pleasure. And while my cries of ecstasy rose, so did Alex's. So did Luke's. The three of us panted and moaned and gasped as our bodies surrendered to ultimate bliss.

My body stiffened as though I had been struck by lightning. A bright jolt of pleasure tore through me, and I felt myself erupting. I almost fell to the floor as  I squeezed the vibrator between my legs, grinding myself against the buzzing round head while I gasped and howled.

Alex laughed out loud, laughter that soon turned to a shriek of pleasure of her own she watched me cum. Another easy victory for her. Another burst of stolen pleasure, taken from the husband of the girl she had once dated. And as Alex's pussy spasmed around him, Luke gave in with a loud moan of pleasure. I watched Alex's body lunge forward as Luke drove himself into her, burying himself in her sex as he let himself go with a long groan. Alex closed her eyes, her eyelashes fluttering as she felt the soft explosion of Luke's orgasm inside her. And I sobbed with mingled pleasure and disgrace as I watched the same thing, knowing that he had given her something that should have been mine, and mine alone.

Alex's flailing hand reached for her cell phone, and the buzzing of the vibrator instantly stopped. I sat back on my heels, trembling as powerful contractions continue to rock my body. While Luke slowly withdrew and sprawled on the bed behind her, Alex grinned at me. She said nothing. There was nothing to say. We both knew the awful, terrifying, bright-burning truth. My husband was hers.


A Cuckquean Released

After the video call had ended, the laptop screen in front of me darkened. Caged and cuffed as I was, I couldn't reach it to reactivate it. Luke and Alex were gone, and I was all alone. With nothing to think about except what had happened, and what it all might mean. I knew by now, of course, just how powerless I was when it came to my ex and her relationship with my husband. Exactly as powerless as I wanted to be. But Alex had a way of continually turning the screw. Finding new ways humiliate me. And as I climbed off the vibrator I was sitting on, stretching my weary limbs as much as my bondage would allow, I was confronted again with the hopelessness of my situation. The bright glow of the orgasm I had finally had was slow to fade. And the feelings of physical pleasure were blended as always with a gnawing sense of shame. It wasn't enough that I had had to see what I had seen. I had to confront the humiliating fact that I had achieved orgasm while watching it.

Since she had moved into a new home, Alex took no steps to make the cage in her basement any more comfortable. I sat awkwardly on the concrete floor, leaning against the cool bars. The latex French maid outfit she made me wear still clung to me and made movement even more difficult. Slowly, carefully, engaging my core until the muscles of my stomach burned with the effort, I lowered myself down onto the floor, curling up on my side. As exhausted as I was, it seemed impossible that I could even think of sleeping in such a position. But with nothing better to do, I closed my eyes. The things I had seen, that night and on other nights like it, paraded behind my eyelids, just as I knew they would. But there was nothing I could do about that, either. And I thought of Alex and of Luke, no doubt relaxing in my bed. Probably asleep already, worn out by the sex they had had with one another. Luckier than me. Better than me. Alex loved to cultivate an air of superiority, and as I lay locked up in her basement, it was almost impossible not to agree.

I awoke to the sound of footsteps above me. Surprised to find that I had managed to sleep after all, I blinked weary eyes against the light that shone in the basement. I couldn't even guess what time it was. How long had I slept? From the fatigue I still felt, I knew it couldn't have been long. The kind of short sleep that only makes things worse, the rest that makes you feel more tired. But someone was in the house. I blinked rapidly again, trying to adjust my eyes to the light. Up above me, the footsteps continued. Two sets. There were two people in Alex's house.

The door to the basement opened, and the footsteps grew louder as they descended the staircase above me. I tried to sit up, my slutty latex outfit creaking in protest with every movement I made. With my hands still cuffed behind me, it was practically impossible. My shoulders ached. My mouth was dry, and I felt ragged and worn. I didn’t want to be seen like this, not by anyone. But it wasn’t as though I had a choice.

Alex appeared in front of me. She had changed out of her clothes from the night before, standing now in her basement dressed in jeans and sneakers and a tight T-shirt. She looked as fresh as spring flowers, a jarring contrast to the shabby appearance I knew I must be making. And as she stood in front of the cage, her bright red hair falling carelessly over her shoulders, she smiled at me. I watched as Luke descended the stairs and stood beside her. His eyes sought mine. The faintly worried expression on his face pierced me to the heart. No amount of Alex's cruelty could ever make me feel the way the slightest kindness from my husband did. Alex opened her mouth, but it was Luke's voice that rang out first in the quiet area of the basement.

“Are you ok?” he asked.

"Yeah," I mumbled, and cleared my throat before attempting to speak again. "Yeah, I'm ok." Alex stepped forward. In a few quick strides, she was at the door of my cage. The lock clicked, and the solid steel bar that held the door shut groaned as she drew it back. The door swung open. In an instant, Luke was inside, pushing past Alex as though she wasn't even there as he crouched on the floor beside me. Gently, he supported my shoulders as he raised me to a sitting position. I sighed as I felt the tension in my arms finally released as Luke unfastened the cuffs that held my wrists together. I heard his shoes scrape on the concrete floor as he squatted, and I raised my legs as he placed one arm underneath them. Luke stood, lifting me into the air as though I was weightless as he carried me out of the cage. Closing my eyes again, I wrapped my arms around his neck and buried my head against his chest. I could hear his heart beating slowly and evenly in the cavern of his chest as he carried me out of the basement toward the light. Alex followed behind us, but I barely spared a thought for her. At that moment, after the longest night of my life, I finally felt safe in my husband's arms. And more than that: I felt loved. Luke carried me into Alex's house, and I must've fallen asleep again in his arms. All I remember is the weightless sensation of being supported by him, and feeling as though I would happily stay in that position forever.

When I woke up again, I opened my eyes on an unfamiliar ceiling. I felt that momentary confusion that I often feel when waking up in a strange place, amplified in this case by genuinely not knowing where I was. Raising my head from the pillow, I glanced around. I was in Alex's bedroom. And the events of the previous night came rushing back to me all at once, the reminder of why I was in her house exploding in my brain like a chorus of fireworks. Not for the first time, I was gripped by a kind of disbelief that we had done what we had done. All three of us. It seemed beyond belief, like a wild story from the life of someone else. A story you would hardly believe if someone told it to you. But this is my life, not the tall tale of some kinky pervert. This was me, a woman who considered herself completely ordinary, completely normal. Even my bisexuality, that had always been the most interesting facet of my romantic life, had been dormant for years. Until Alex came along. Until Luke invited Alex back into my life and changed everything.

In Alex's bedroom, I was alone. Lying back on the pillow, I stretched, raising my arms into the air while pointed my toes toward the foot of the bed and letting out a long groan. It was only then that I realized that I was naked. Hard to believe, even in my state of total exhaustion, that Alex and Luke could been able to peel the skin-tight French maid's outfit from my body without waking me up. I must have really passed out. As much as I searched my mind, I could remember nothing after Luke carried me up the stairs out of the basement.

The light that came through the window of Alex's bedroom suggested late afternoon. I had slept the day away. Even a mistress as demanding as Alex would have to concede that I deserved my rest. My body was still tired, and I could still feel the slight aches in shoulders and back and legs that came from wearing my ridiculous outfit for so long. As I glanced around the room, I wondered where it was now. And then I wondered why I was wondering that. The game, it seemed, was over. And my aching body was glad of that fact. As much as I loved to play with Alex and with Luke, I could only take so much. And yet, in some shadowy corner of my mind, I detected a faint note of regret. There was some part of me, a part I had barely guessed the existence of until recently, that was as insatiable as Alex was. The part that needed to submit every bit as much as Alex needed to dominate. It was what made us work so well together. It was what made this whole relationship so exciting.

Although it was easy to forget when Alex was around, the body has needs besides sex. Moving stiffly, I sat up in the bed and swung my legs to the floor. Alex's bed was insanely comfortable, like sleeping on a cloud. But with great reluctance, I rose to my feet. I knew the layout of my former lover's new home probably as well as she did. Still naked, I walked across the hallway to the bathroom to relieve myself. The face I saw reflected in the mirror told the story of all that I had been through. I was tired, yes, and it showed in my face. But there was more than the bathroom light to explain why my eyes glowed the way they did. My makeup was smeared and smudged, adding to the dreamy smile on my face as I stared at myself. Alex's slutty fuck toy. That's what I was. At least last night, anyway. I knew, beyond a shadow of a doubt, that I would be again. Impossible to keep the smile from my face as I considered what had happened, and what was going to happen in the future.

I had started keeping a toothbrush at Alex's place almost as soon as she moved in. And I was grateful for that foresight as I brushed my teeth in front of the mirror. Feeling at least a little freshened, I stepped back out of the bathroom and returned to the bedroom. In the hallway, I could hear voices rising from the house's lower level. Alex and Luke were talking. My cheeks burned as I wondered they were talking about. But the lure of Alex's bed proved too great for my tired muscles to resist. Just five more minutes, I told myself. Just another quick lie down, and then I'll be able to face them.

Sinking gratefully onto the mattress, I closed my eyes. Immediately, drowsiness washed over me. I drifted in and out of consciousness, still aware of where I was and why, but with my rational thoughts interrupted by outbursts of strange and indescribable dreams. Each time I woke up fully, I told myself it was time to get up. Each time, I failed to do so, sinking once again into a thin layer of fitful sleep.

I don't know how long I dozed for. But I woke up to the sound of Alex's voice. I saw her smiling as she stepped inside her bedroom, her pretty eyes blazing the way they seemed always to do when she looked at me. Crossing the room, she sat on the edge of the bed, and I smiled as she reached out a hand to me, smoothing my hair back from my face. Behind her, Luke appeared in the doorway, smiling shyly too as he entered the room. After all that had happened, seeing them was like seeing the sun after the blackness of a violent storm. It was almost hard to reconcile their friendly faces with what they had put me through the night before. But that was the nature of the games we played. I knew that Alex did this kind of thing for a living, but I couldn't imagine how that would work in real life. For me, the games we played were only fun because I knew that deep down, they were just that. My husband loved me. And so, in a different way, did Alex. We used to be lovers, and as I lay there in her bed, smiling up at her, I reflected that we were again. But beyond that, we were friends. She was addicted to pushing my boundaries, to making me do the unthinkable and tormenting me for her own amusement. But that didn't mean she didn't love me. Quite the opposite.

"Morning, sleepyhead," Alex grinned as she continued to push stray strands of hair back from my face. "Or good afternoon, I should say. We thought you'd never get up."

"I tried," I said. "Your bed is just too comfy." Alex chuckled as I stretched my body again under the blanket that covered me, feeling the aching muscles of my feet and legs slowly relax. It was bliss, in its own way. A totally different kind of bliss from the dark ecstasy I experienced in the cage in Alex's basement. But bliss all the same.

"Big night last night," Alex grinned at me. I nodded. Behind her, I could see that Luke's eyes were on the floor. He always seemed to feel faintly ashamed of the games that we played in the cold light of the day that inevitably follows. Perhaps even more than I did. It was strange, considering that I was very much the submissive partner in our threesome. But Luke, I remind myself, was newer to this world than I was. Although Alex and I had never played quite this hard in the past, she had still introduced me to some kinky games when we were younger. As far as I knew, nothing in my husband's sexual resume had prepared him for this. Alex, whether because of her job or simply because of the natural confidence she had always seemed to be blessed with, didn't bat an eyelid when it came to indulging her desires. To her, these things were as natural and inevitable as the sunrise. But to me, and more especially to Luke, this was still uncharted territory.

"Yeah," I said, for want of any better comments to contribute. I could feel the heat rising in my cheeks, and I wondered if Alex noticed. She usually did. Often these days, I got the feeling that there was virtually nothing I could keep hidden from her. No one on earth knew me better than my husband. But when it came to this particular dark corner of my heart, Alex was undoubtedly the expert. She seemed to know more about my pleasures and desires than even I did.

I felt the bed sink slightly under her weight as Alex swung her legs up onto the mattress and lay back. Pulling the blanket over her, she pressed her body against mine, lying fully clothed beside me as she wrapped her arms around me. I embraced her back, smelling the sweet scent of her shampoo as I pressed my face against her neck. She moved, and as her lips brushed mine, a thrill of desire raced through my tired body. While my husband watched, we kissed, her lips soft against mine in a way my husband's would never be. A way that couldn't help but remind me just how deviant even this, even a relatively chaste kiss, really was. How many husbands get to watch their wives make out in bed with another woman? Especially one as gorgeous as Alex. I supposed I would never fully shake that wonder I sometimes felt that she had come into my life not once, but twice. It wasn't as though she didn't have plenty of other options. Men, in particular, lined up to be abused by her. From what she told me, they paid incredible amounts of money for the privilege. But in her free time, it was me she turned her attentions on. Me, and my husband. As her warm tongue probed the inside of my mouth and I kissed her back, passion rising inside me like hunger as I felt her body pressed against mine, I banished my doubts and surrendered to the moment. It didn't matter why Alex played with us. It only mattered that she did.

"You were amazing last night," Alex said as she pulled her lips away from mine. "You were so sexy, all locked up in my dungeon. Wasn't she, Luke?"

"Yeah," my husband ruefully admitted. I felt another tremor of desire as I raised my head from the pillow to look at him. His eyes were on me again, and the bright rectangle of the window behind me was reflected in his blue stare as he smiled. I smiled back. I might be totally submissive to Alex when it came to sex, and therefore to Luke too, when she demanded it. But at times like this, I got the sense that I was guiding him through these dark passages that Alex constructed, a labyrinth that concealed an absolute treasure at its heart. Luke had always been afraid of going too far, unwilling to risk hurting me. It was why he had always struggled to dominate me the way I wanted. And while Alex had told him plenty about just how far I wanted to go – needed to go – Luke, I could tell, still felt unsure.

But my obvious happiness encouraged him. Still smiling, Luke made his way around Alex's bed. I shifted to one side, pressing my naked body even more closely against Alex's fully clothed one to make room for my husband as he climbed into bed with us. I lay there between the two of them, naked and exhausted, yet already feeling the growing excitement I knew so well. What a lucky girl I was, to be in this weird relationship with two people as sexy as Alex and Luke were. And I heard Alex chuckle happily as I rolled away from her, draping an arm over my husband's chest as I kissed him too. Like a butterfly flitting from flower to flower, I moved back-and-forth between the two of them, kissing my husband and my mistress alternately and feeling my tired body respond to the stimulation.

"I can't believe you did that," I said at one point, turning back to Alex with my eyes wide while she grinned at me. "You're so mean to me."

“You love it,” Alex laughed. Nuzzling against her, I kissed her neck, feeling the hot throb of her blood against my lips as I moved over her fragrant skin. Behind me, I felt Luke move, his weight making the mattress bounce as he shifted onto his side behind me. And I pressed back against him, arching my back as I ground my ass against his crotch while I continued to kiss Alex. Even I could hardly believe that I was horny again after what the two of them had put me through the previous night. I was. There was no point denying it to myself. Or to them.

"I do," I said quietly, in a voice that Alex nevertheless heard quite clearly. My mouth moved over her skin, and Alex chuckled again as she saw what I was up to. I kissed my way over the front of the T-shirt, my mouth moving to the bulge of her breasts that strained against the fabric. She didn't try to stop me as I reached under the blanket to the bottom of her shirt and pulled it up over her curvaceous torso. Instead, she raised herself up on one elbow and helped me take her shirt off, tossing her red hair back from her face as she cast the garment aside. Hungrily, I pressed my face against her breasts, kissing her soft skin and burying myself in her delicious cleavage. Even through the jeans Luke was wearing, I could feel his erection pressing against my ass. And my body responded. I felt my pussy clench and spasm, already hungry for him. For her. And Alex groaned as I took her breasts in my hands, squeezing and massaging her until her nipples stood out in the fabric of her bra like two small pebbles. I ran my thumbs over them, caressing and tweaking, and I felt Luke's hands on my hips from behind.

"It was such a mindfuck watching you two on that screen," I went on, my words punctuated by kisses to Alex's boobs as we embraced. "It was horrible. But you looked so sexy." And my hands moved as I spoke, journeying down Alex's body to reach for the front of her jeans. She wasn't idle either. While I unfastened her pants and pulled them down over her hips, her hand reached between my legs to caress the already swollen lips of my dripping pussy. I let out a low moan as she touched me, spreading my thighs wider to encourage her. And the breath caught in my throat as behind me, I heard Luke unfastening his own pants. I felt him shift his weight, and his clothes fell to the floor. When he rolled back against me, wrapping his arms around me from behind as he reached my naked breasts, I could feel his hard cock pressing against me. And I wanted nothing more than that. I wanted to feel what Alex had felt the night before, in our bed, the sexual bliss she had stolen from me. I moved my body, bending even further at the waist while Luke moved into position behind me. I gasped as I felt the swollen head of his cock pressing against the entrance to my sex. And I heard Luke moan as Alex reached between my legs to take his cock in her hand. Slowly, expertly, she guided my husband inside me, a part of our lovemaking no matter what we did. Luke pulled my body against his, and I cried out as he penetrated me, his cock sinking deep inside me and filling me with joy as it began to slide back and forth.

Alex rolled a half turn away from me. Sitting up in the bed, she reached behind herself to fastened her bra and drop it to the floor. I watched, my cries growing louder and faster as Luke fucked me from behind. I knew how much he loves that. And there was a time when I rarely gave it to him. But now, in my hyperaroused state, I didn't feel ready to deny him anything. Besides, I had competition now. Alex seemed to love getting on all fours for my husband, or at least loved what it did to him. I couldn't afford to be complacent anymore. And in the dim way that these thoughts sometimes occur to me at these moments of nearly intolerable passion, I realized that that was part of the gift that Alex had given us. If I had ever taken Luke for granted before, I was sure that I never would again. Not as long as there were women like Alex out there. Kinkier than me. Sexy than me. Far more uninhibited than I would ever be. Seeing my husband through her eyes made him so much more desirable to me. I was ready to give Luke anything he wanted just to feel him inside me again.

Alex lay down beside me again. Between my moans and gasps, I felt the puckered flesh of her nipple brush against my lips. Gratefully, I took it into my mouth and began to suck while my hand busied itself between her thighs. Feeling the soft down of her pubic hair against my palm, I curled my fingers inside my mistress, reaching for that spot inside her that I knew so well. Her silken folds were wet and ready, trembling and contracting around my fingers as I touched her. Alex moaned, her hand against the back of my head holding me close as she fed me her breasts. I lay on my side, my body rocking to Luke's persistent thrusts as he plunged his manhood in and out of me. My whole body was trembling, my senses flooded with the two of them as I lay between them in Alex's bed, finally physically part of the show I had been forced to be a mere spectator to the night before. Moans and gasps of pleasure filled the air as the three of us worked on one another, the pleasure of one feeding and enhancing the pleasure of the other until all three of us were writhing and squirming and crying out in bliss.

I felt Alex's pussy grow tight around my fingers. The sudden warm jet of her juices filled my palm, and she threw back her head she howled in orgasm. I felt her nipple tighten between my lips as I sucked on it, and her whole body convulsed in obvious pleasure as she writhed and moaned at my touch. It felt good. It felt more than good to be doing this to her, to have at least some modicum of control for once. And in response, my own pussy contracted.

Luke moaned, his breath hot against the back of my neck as he held me close against him. His thrusts grew erratic, his rhythm decaying as his pleasure ignited. I felt every movement of him inside me as though our bodies had become one. His cock surged, swelling to its maximum as it suddenly erupted. Luke moaned and shuddered and gasped, squeezing me so tightly in his arms that I felt as though he would force the breath from my body. His cock pumped his cum deep inside me, and at that inimitable feeling, I gave in to my own pleasure. Alex's nipples slipped from between my lips as I cried out in bliss, my whole body shuddering in a powerful orgasm that shook the bed we lay on and filled the air with my cries of bliss. My legs thrashed in the tangled sheet beneath us as I squirmed and writhed, overcome with a pleasure so profound that it hovered on the edge of pain. This was nothing like the feelings that had coursed through me as I kneeled in Alex's basement, watching the two of them fuck on-screen. That, too, had been powerful, but in an utterly different way. Whereas that was dark and shameful and all the more erotic for being so, this was nothing but light. The room was filled with the light of the sun, and the air was filled with cries of pleasure, and my body felt as though it was filling up and overflowing with light as I surrendered to an orgasm that felt like it had been years coming. With a great sigh, I finally relaxed. Alex groaned as she rolled away from me, wrapping her arms around her bare breasts as she sighed. And Luke withdrew, his softening cock sliding easily out from my twitching pussy as he gasped in unmistakable pleasure.

No one said a word. The three of us just lay there, soaked in sweat and in the residue of our shared pleasure. Nothing in my life up to that point had ever been as intense as the relationship I shared with my husband and with this other woman. No matter what it cost, I wasn't willing to let it go.

Read Parts 1-9 here
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