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Watching Their Mistress

To say that Alex looked sexy would be redundant. Alex always looked sexy. At least to me. I got the impression that the same was true for my husband, too. Alex could be as dressed down as she liked, in nothing but leggings and a T-shirt. There was no way to hide the body she had. Or her face, for that matter. Green eyes and full lips, framed by her artificially red hair –Alex was as pretty as a doll. She could almost have been a model if it wasn't for the wicked curves of her body. She was too sexy to be a mere human clothes hanger. Too busty, and too curvaceous. Still, Alex found a way to use her incredible looks to her advantage.

Alex always looked sexy. But sometimes, she tried harder than others.

As she sat with her legs crossed, the light shone from the glossy surface of the outfit she wore. You'd think the bright red latex would clash with her hair, but she pulled it off. The rubber fabric clung tightly to her body, hugging every curve and accentuating her feminine form as she sat. I knew exactly how it would feel to wear the provocative dress she was wearing. I knew all too well for myself, ever since Alex re-entered my life, how it felt to wear a skintight latex outfit. It was restrictive, most definitely. But once you got used to the slightly claustrophobic feeling, it could be surprisingly comfortable. And more importantly, it was endlessly sexy. Feeling that slick fabric clinging to my skin never failed to get a reaction from me, making desire burn between my legs at the mere thought of it. I didn't have to wonder if Alex felt the same. I already knew that she did.

Alex looked incredible. And as she sat, for a moment, her shining eyes peered at me. At us. Just for a moment, a moment that was just long enough to cause a shiver of arousal to race through my body as I watched. Then she returned her attention to the man kneeling on the floor at her feet, bowing in front of the throne-like chair she sat in. Her voice as it came through the speakers of Luke's laptop sounded at once familiar and strange, distorted by distance and the electronic wizardry of transmission.

"Kiss my feet," Alex said. She spoke the words in a commanding tone that I knew well. In fact, at the sound of her voice, it took an effort on my part not to lurch forward, as though my body was ready to obey her command. I could feel the heat in my cheeks as I blushed. My ex-girlfriend had me that well-trained that even though I knew her order was not meant for me, I found myself hurrying to obey it. And as always, the sense of shame only added to the arousal that I felt. The cage in Alex's basement that I feared so much was nothing compared to the cage my mind had become, the inescapable prison with bars formed of my own desire. Alex knew that. And so did Luke.

I glanced over at my husband to see his eyes locked on the screen. Luke had never been interested in this kind of stuff. In fact, that was the one significant complaint I had had about our sex life: that Luke wasn't as kinky as I would have liked. Well, those days were very much in the past. Since Alex had come back to my life after a long absence, she had wasted no time in bringing as much excitement as I could handle into our sex life. And Luke had never been happier. After all, he got to fuck Alex. And he got to fuck me, too, whenever our mistress allowed it. Because that's what Alex was. Just as she was for the man on screen whose name we did not know. The kneeling man pressing his lips to Alex's foot as we watched the video she had sent us. The two of us, husband and wife, were no less her property than he was. Perhaps even more so. He was paying for the privilege of being mistreated by her. For us, it was a passion project.

"God, Alex is so sexy, isn't she?" I studied Luke's face as I spoke. He never lifted his eyes from the screen. I was both thrilled and tormented by the way he couldn't seem to tear his eyes away from Alex. For about the millionth time, I wondered just how deep his feelings for her went. It was just sex, or so they say. But in my admittedly limited experience, there is no such thing as just sex. Maybe some people could sleep with someone and never feel anything for them beyond desire. But I couldn't. Maybe Alex could. But then, I reminded myself, as a professional dominatrix, she didn't sleep with clients. She would dominate them. Humiliate them. She would boss them around and make them beg and even torture them, if that's what they paid her to do. But she would never fuck them. As far as I knew, it was only us that she did that with. And even while a strange form of pride bloomed inside me at that thought, it came trailing another thrill of fear. What if Alex couldn't compartmentalize as well as she pretended? More importantly, what if Luke couldn't? My greatest fear was that my husband would fall for Alex completely. Sometimes, I felt as though I could see it happening. And yet that was what made the whole game so exciting. Because something was at stake. No, not something. Everything. My marriage, that had changed so much for the better since Alex came along, that meant everything to me, was on the line.

And yet I couldn't bring myself to stop. Because seeing Luke's eyes fixed on the screen, staring at the video version of Alex while I was right next to him, was the most delicious humiliation. Even just that, something as simple as watching a video together, was enough to have me tingling and trembling with wild desire. That was what Alex had given us. That was what I couldn't walk away from, no matter what the danger.

"Uh-huh," Luke grunted, as though he hadn't heard my comment. His whole attention was fixed on Alex, watching her every movement on the screen in front of him. He didn't seem to notice as I shifted on the bed beside him, adjusting my position while I reached toward him. It was only as my hand found the hard bulge of his cock inside his shorts that he reacted. Along sigh rose from his chest, and his eyelids fluttered in pleasure. I smiled. Alex might have me beaten in almost every way that mattered. But she wasn't here. She had sent the video she had filmed as the first part of a series she was working on, a new revenue stream for her growing business. Ostensibly, she wanted our opinion. But I couldn't help feeling that Alex must know our opinion. She knew how Luke and I felt about her. Most likely, she knew exactly what would happen if the two of us watched his sexy video together. And as I caressed my husband's cock through his clothing, I suspected that this was exactly what my ex-girlfriend had planned.

“I don’t know how she does it,” I murmured as I inched closer to Luke. “There’s just… Something about her. She’s too beautiful. It makes people do what she says.”

"Yeah," Luke said. His attention was divided now, between me and the screen where Alex continued to dominate her willing slave. At least I had accomplished that much. Rolling over onto my knees, I pulled Luke's shorts down. His cock sprang out, hard and ready for action, and I felt the corresponding knot of pleasure in the pit of my stomach at the sight of it. It hardly mattered that it was Alex who had turned him on so much, and not me. In fact – well, if I'm honest, that was a large part of what made the whole scene so darkly enticing to me. I had been replaced by a videotape. And it took every ounce of seductive skill I possessed to focus my husband's attention back on me. Even then, the effort was only partly successful. Humiliation piled upon humiliation, driving spikes deep into my nerves while my desire surged.

"No," I said, poised over Luke's lap with my fingers wrapped around his hard shaft. He had reached for the laptop, about to set it aside. My stomach flipped as I stopped him, forcing a guilty smile on my face. "Keep watching," I said. And while Luke lay back on the bed again, and Alex's kinky video played out on the screen in front of him, I ran my tongue along my husband's erection, from base to tip, tracing the pattern of boiling veins that led to the swollen head of his pleasure. Luke groaned, and the sound found an echo of desire in me, making my pussy spasm between my legs. I wanted him. Of course I did. A large part of me wanted nothing more than to climb on top of him there and then, send his laptop crashing to the floor and ride his cock to ecstasy. I wanted to feel him inside me, to moan and sob with pleasure as he filled the gaping gulf within me, to feel his pleasure erupt along with my own as we made love. But more than that, I wanted to please him. And, I realized as I wrapped my lips around his cock and began to suck gently, I wanted to please Alex. This was what she would want from me. The perfect married slut she had turned me into, who barely had a thought in her head except to please her husband and her mistress. Alex's return had awoken something in me that clearly refused to go back to sleep, a monster that only grew in strength the more I fed it. And I couldn't help myself. When I had first met Alex, I had been an inexperienced girl, and it took a personality like hers to draw me out of my shell enough that I was willing to experiment with other women. But I wasn't a girl anymore. I was a married woman with a husband that I loved, and that I was still very much attracted to. Even more so, now that Alex was around. Now that I was reminded on a daily basis that my husband had plenty of other options than me. Better options. There was that red heat in my cheeks again as a sense of my own inadequacy flowed through me, even as my husband groaned in pleasure at the feel of my mouth around his cock.

The video played on. Alex's body shone in her sexy latex dress as she stood above her groveling slave. I caught a glance at the action now and then as I continued to pleasure my husband. And while I sucked his cock, I kept an eye on him too, watching him watching the screen where our lover put her slave through his paces. Luke's cock was as hard as iron between my lips, and shame burned inside me at the recognition that it was Alex who made him this way.

I felt Luke's cock swell between my lips. But I wasn't ready to bring an end to our game just yet. As much as the idea of blowing him to completion, of acting as a kind of sex toy to make him cum while he watched Alex's video appealed to the ever-growing submissive side of myself, I was just too greedy and too desperate for pleasure of my own. Luke's cock shone wetly as I lifted my face from his lap, and his blue eyes sought mine as he tore them away from the screen. I moved quickly, fueled by lust and the dim sense that if I let myself overthink what was about to happen, I might talk myself out of it. I all but tore my clothes off, flinging them to the floor beside the bed. Luke watched as I turned around, facing the foot of the bed as I took the laptop in my hands. I set it down on the mattress in front of me. With Alex's exploits still playing on the screen, I folded my arms on the mattress and lay my head down on top of them. My knees sank into the bed as they took my weight, my ass raised into the air in Luke's direction. The most submissive pose imaginable, a bitch in heat presenting herself for use. Stray strands of my loose hair trailed over my skin as I looked over my shoulder at my husband.

"Come on, Luke," I moaned. "Give it to me." As propositions go, it wasn't the most elegant one I'd ever made. But it was effective. I felt the mattress shift as my husband moved, the springs bouncing under his weight as he climbed up onto his knees behind me. Turning my face back to the screen in front of me, I smiled as his hands gripped my hips. And when I felt the head of his cock pressing against the wet lips of my pussy, I didn't even try to suppress the long moan of desire that was torn from my throat.

Luke held me tight in his strong grasp, and I cried out in pleasure as he drove himself against me, his hard cock plunging suddenly between my wet folds and making my nerves ignite with bliss. Over my arched back, he could see the screen Alex's video was still playing on. And with a spasm of masochistic lust, I hoped he was watching. Luke's cock slid in and out of me, and I sobbed with pleasure as he buried himself to the hilt inside me, every thrust filling me with growing delight.

"Are you… thinking about… her?" I could barely get the words out around my erratic breathing. And behind me, I felt Luke's body stiffen momentarily, as though he was unsure he had heard me correctly. I bit my lip and trembled on the very brink of orgasm as he paused, his hard cock still buried inside me while my pussy spasmed hungrily around it.

"Yes," he said at last. I cried out as a kind of miniature orgasm tore through me, Luke groaning as he felt the powerful contractions of my sex around his. My whole body shook and shuddered, making the laptop screen in front of me wobble slightly as I convulsed. Everything I feared and everything I hoped for was encapsulated in that one moment of delicious disgrace. My hands clawed at the sheet beneath me, and I moaned myself hoarse as  Luke kneeled behind me, thinking of my ex with his cock buried inside me.

"Oh fuck," I gasped as the tremor subsided slowly. But pleasure still burned in the pit of my stomach, threatening to ignite again at any moment. Humiliation and shame tore up my insides, creating ragged wounds that only physical pleasure could fill. The complicated alchemy of my submissive desires filled me with a strange kind of ecstasy, a feeling I knew I could never get any other way. "Good," I groaned between gritted teeth as my toes curled and my hands gripped the mattress. "I want you… to think of… her… while you fark me…"

Luke gave a strange kind of cry, a mixture of joy and disbelief and desire. At once, I felt his grip tighten, his cock sinking deeper into me while the two of us shouted with joy. The laptop screen rocked and wobbled while Alex plied her trade, binding the humiliated man to a bench and brandishing a cane to make him yelp and squeal. Just as I yelped and squealed while my husband pounded me from behind, a position I had never liked that had now become one of my favorites. Because he liked it. Because it was so submissive. Because Alex commanded it.

*

“Wow.” Alex smiled that smile of hers, the sly grin that never failed to tie my stomach in knots whenever I saw it. Her eyes sparkled like a sunlit sea as she looked at me. “I always knew you were a dirty girl. I’m glad my video had such an effect on you.”

I shivered as she spoke. It wasn't easy to make my confession, to tell Alex what happened the night Luke and I had watched her video. But some part of me insisted on the truth. Maybe it was just another wrinkle of my masochism, a desire for further humiliation in front of her. Or maybe it was because I had learned that honesty was the best policy, and that being truthful about what I wanted and what turned me on, even if it was embarrassing, was the best way to get it. Either way, I told Alex the truth. She asked, and I told her. I told her everything. I told her how I had behaved, and how Luke had reacted. And Alex listened to it all with that same smile upon her face, as though she was delighted but not surprised to hear the truth. After all that had gone between us, she had to know how both me and my husband felt about her. How badly we both desired her. How sexy she was to us. But she never seemed to get tired of hearing it, any more than I got tired of experiencing it. Alex had always been an attention seeker. Under the spotlight of me and my husband's endless desire for her, she seemed to be flourishing like some exotic plant.

“Yes, Miss Alex.” Every time I called her that, I felt a faint stab of shame, like being pricked with some invisible needle. And yet she didn’t even have to tell me to do it anymore. It was starting to come naturally. It was starting to feel weird to think of her in any other way.

Luke was at work. It wasn't common for him to work on Saturdays, but some big project had come in that demanded his attention. He didn't even know that Alex was at our place, and I found myself wondering if he would have gone to work at all if he did know. But I had told him nothing, and neither had Alex. Once she learned Luke wouldn't be with us, she had sworn me to secrecy. Almost as soon she had arrived, she had led me to my bedroom as though this were her house, not mine. And I had followed. While she sat on the edge of our bed, I stood in front of her and related the story of what had happened the night we watched a video. And with every word, I could feel the tension in the room growing.

"Well, that's good," Alex beamed. "If my video turned the two of you on so much, hopefully it will do the same for my subscribers. I think there could be some good money in the website once I get it up and running."

"Yes, Miss Alex." Of course, I knew nothing about the business of dominating men for money. I had no way to gauge whether Alex's venture would be successful or not. But I knew one thing: if it failed, it wouldn't be because of any lack of beauty on her part. The woman was utterly gorgeous, whether in person or on film. The dominant goddess of every submissive's dreams.

“Well, I think the two of you should get a little treat for being such a good test audience,” Alex grinned. I gulped nervously. Experience had taught me that Alex’s idea of what constituted a treat could often be surprising. But it wasn’t as though I was about to argue with her.

Alex stood. Her hands reached toward me, the backs of her fingers running slowly over the skin of my arms. Even that, just that, was enough to make me tremble in desire. As always, I was putty in Alex's hands, ready to be molded and manipulated into whatever shape she desired. And she knew it. Her hands traveled up and down my arms, up and down, moving slowly over my shoulders, over my breasts, making me shiver at the lightness of her touch as her hands descended and took hold of the bottom of my T-shirt. Deftly, she pulled it up over my head and dropped it to the floor. Next, she reached for the front of my pants, and I trembled as I eagerly helped her undress me. My pants fell to the floor, and I stepped quickly out of them, standing before Alex in nothing but bra and panties. Knowing she was coming over, I had put on a nice set. And as Alex's green eyes journeyed over my body, studying me like a scientist gazing down at some interesting specimen, my heart thumped steadily inside my chest.

Abruptly, Alex turned. She knew the layout of my bedroom as well as she knew her own. In fact, she even had her own drawer here, since she stayed over so often. It was that drawer she went to now, sliding it open and rummaging inside while I watched in breathless anticipation. Alex kept some practical items in there. A few changes of underwear. Some T-shirts. A toothbrush and some makeup. The necessary items for when she stayed overnight at our place. But there were other things in there too, more exciting things. Toys and restraints that she loved to use on me. Meekly, I waited to see what she had in mind. I wasn't in the least bit surprised to see a set of handcuffs dangling from her hand as she turned back to me.

"Kneel down," Alex said as she stepped toward me, pointing to the floor close to the foot of the bed. As though there could be no possible argument from me. As though I wouldn't even hesitate to obey her commands. And Alex was right. I didn't. Shamefully, I dropped to my knees exactly where she pointed. And Alex crouched beside me, her own pants drawn tight over her hips as she wrapped the cuffs around one leg of the bed. I didn't even try to fight her as she locked first one wrist, then the other behind my back, trapping me against the bed. For Alex and for me, this was standard stuff. That's not to say that my excitement wasn't rising the whole time, my breath growing short as my mistress chained me down.

Then Alex stood. Stepping away from me, she pushed aside the door of my closet and began to slide hangers along the rod. She really did treat my home and the things inside it as though it belonged to her. But in a roundabout way, I suppose it did. After all, I did. So anything that I owned automatically became hers. Still, I felt a faint sense of outrage tugging at me as I watched her rifle through my clothes.

"I didn't really dress up to come here," Alex said without looking at me. "What do you have that I can wear? What really gets your husband going?" The implication in her words was more than clear. Alex was going to seduce Luke once he got home, the way she had so easily in the past. And she wanted me to help her. It always delighted her to make me participate in my own humiliation like this. As I kneeled beside the bed, I could feel the spreading wetness between my legs as I watched her.

"He – he likes that red dress," I said. I tried to control the catch in my voice as I spoke. But fear was gnawing my insides. What did Alex have in mind? If she just wanted Luke to fuck her, why wear clothes at all? All she had to do was get undressed and lie on the bed, and the mere sight of her would be enough to get Luke ready for action. I was terrified that Alex was planning another date with my husband, to leave me bound alone in the house while the two of them went out to dinner. The memory of the last time that had happened still stung me every time I thought of it. I thought of it a lot.

I watched Alex look at the red dress I had in mind, her mouth turned down at the corners as she gave it an appraising look. But then, her eye seemed to catch on something else. Sliding aside the red dress and a bunch of others with it, she reached deeper into the closet, back toward the items I used most infrequently.

"What's this?" I could hear the mischief in Alex's voice, and it made my blood run cold. Fabric rustled as she retrieved something from deep in the closet. And as Alex turned to me, her face lit up with wild joy, and my heart sank to see what she held in her hands. My wedding dress.

“What?” I gasped. “You – you can’t!”

"Oh, I most definitely can," Alex smiled. Stepping closer to me, she removed the cover from my dress and laid it out on the bed. Trembling, I could only watch as she cast her judgmental eye over my gown.

"It's not as sexy as it could be," Alex said, almost as though she was talking to herself. "But it's not bad. With a few modifications, I think it could look pretty hot. I'm sure Luke will get a kick out of it."

"Alex," I gasped, "Miss Alex." Alex turned to look down at me, her shaped eyebrows rising up her pale forehead. She waited, those pretty green eyes of hers sparkling. But I had simply reacted. I didn't know what to say. Part of me was completely outraged at what she was proposing, seeing it as a total violation of what little autonomy I still possessed. Alex had already taken control of my marriage as it was. But with this, she seemed to be reaching back into the past and stamping her imprint on that, too.

And yet. Could I stop her? Did I dare? I couldn't deny to myself that her idea excited me. Not in spite of how it terrified me, but because of it. Another frightening step down this road we were walking together. But this path she had led me down had been the most exciting adventure of my life. I couldn't bring myself to stop it now.

And while I kneeled and said nothing, Alex slowly smiled. As always, she knew she had won.


The Wedding Dress

Alex went to work. While I kneeled helplessly at the foot of my own bed, my arms held behind me by steel cuffs wrapped around one leg of the bedframe, Alex cast a judgmental eye over my wedding dress. Then, she began to make modifications. Striding purposefully toward the kitchen, she came back holding a pair of scissors. I whimpered pathetically as she began cutting through layers of white silk.

The gown was never designed to be sexy. It was supposed to be classy and elegant. With that said, it wasn't as though I didn't want to look attractive on my wedding day. The bodice of the dress was at least formfitting, with a built-in corset that did wonders for my figure in the photos. In fact, as I remembered, the enhancing effect the corset had had on my boobs had seemed like it might almost be a little bit too much. The sheer lace shoulders of the dress had helped to mitigate my cleavage on the day. And predictably, that was the first part of the dress that Alex attacked. The scissors clicked, and the delicate lace came away.

As I kneeled on the floor and watched her helplessly, I tried to reason with myself. It's not like I was ever going to wear the dress again. I thought of those women who deliberately destroy their wedding dress after the ceremony, and I considered that there was no more exciting way to do that than what was going on between Alex and me. But I couldn't ignore the symbolism of the gesture she was making. Our entire game was based on the creeping fear I had that Alex was gradually replacing me in my husband's affections. It was my dress, and whenever Luke saw it – not that he saw it often – I knew he would think of me and the day we were married. But after Alex had done her job, I knew that would no longer be true. Instead, he would think of her.

But I didn't protest. I felt as though my tongue had turned to stone in my mouth, and I was unable to utter a word. All I could do was watch.

Once she had removed the shoulders of the dress, Alex set it aside for a moment. She undressed briskly, shedding her clothes as perfunctorily as though I wasn't even in the room with her. But I was. I was, and I watched her strip, and as always, I couldn't keep my eyes off her gorgeous body. Envy and desire mingled together in my heart the way they always did when I looked at Alex. She kept herself in incredible shape. We were roughly the same size, and I had no difficulty believing that my dress would fit her. But she had curves I could only dream of. The wedding dress was bound to fit her differently than it had fit me, even back when I wore it to get married. With a gnawing sense of despair, I suspected it was going to look better on her. Just like everything else did.

Alex was completely naked before she reached for the dress. With difficulty, she lifted it over her head and struggled into it. It wasn't easy to find your way through all those layers of silk and lace, I remembered. But Alex managed it eventually. She tugged the dress into place, smoothing the full skirt over her hips and adjusting the neckline. Just as I had thought, her big boobs strained against the fabric of the dress, the soft flesh threatening to spill over the top of the more provocative neckline she had created. The dress whispered as Alex walked past me to stand in front of a mirror, reaching easily behind her back to begin pulling on the laces of the corset. I remembered I had needed help to get the dress on myself. But then, my hands were never as practiced at these kinds of tasks as Alex's were. She was a woman who had ample experience with corsets. And I watched her tug on the laces, the already tight dress growing tighter around her by the second as the hidden boning accentuated and exaggerated her already gorgeous form.

When she was finally happy with the tightness of the dress, Alex tied the laces together in the small of her back and turned to me. The slight smile on her face only added to her regal appearance as she stood above me in the elaborate gown. The corset had given her breasts an outrageous lift and created a deep cleavage that made my mouth water as I looked at it. The insane narrowness of her waist was clearly on display, made even more striking by the way the skirt flowed out from her hips. She looked like a queen. And my worst fears were confirmed. I had been happy with the way I looked on my wedding day, but something told me I had never looked quite like this.

For a moment, Alex stood above me in silence, her eyes gazing into mine. Then, she turned. The hem of the dress trailed along the bedroom floor as she returned to the bed where she had left the scissors. I winced as she stabbed them into the dress near her thigh and drew them down, slashing my dress while I watched. Alex bent, pulling the scissors all the way to the floor to create a high slit in the dress that showed her bare leg every time she moved. With just a few quick modifications, she had turned my wedding dress into something far more provocative. And Alex looked endlessly pleased with herself as she set aside the scissors and turned toward me.

“How do I look?”

"Beautiful, Miss Alex." There was nothing else I could say. But the worst part of all was that it happened to be the truth. Alex did look beautiful in my wedding dress. More than that, she looked sexy. One toned leg showed in the thigh-high slit she had created as she stood with her hands on her hips, and her breasts rose and fell in the tight bodice of the dress with every breath she took. Her bright red hair tumbled over her bare shoulders, contrasting sharply with the pure white of the dress. Alex looked amazing. And she knew it. And worst of all, she knew that I knew it too.

“Good,” Alex grinned. “You think your husband will want to fuck me when he sees me like this?”

“Yes, Miss Alex,” I growled. I don’t think either of us had much doubt about that. Alex never had any trouble getting Luke’s attention, no matter what she wore. But in this outfit, I knew he wouldn’t be able to resist her.

"Good," Alex said again. "But it's not quite there yet. I think I can slut it up a little more." The dress whispered around her again as Alex stepped toward the closet, and  I watched her pick through my shoes. Picking up a pair of high-heeled boots, the same pair I had worn that first day that Alex had come back into my life, she stepped past me to sit down on the edge of the bed. Just seeing those boots reminded me of what had happened when I wore them, trying to look as sexy for Luke and for Alex as I could on my birthday. Objects, items of clothing, can act as repositories for memory. That's exactly what I was afraid of. That the memory of me standing at the altar in my wedding dress would now be forever eclipsed in Luke's mind by the vision of Alex in that same dress, looking far sexier than I ever could.

Alex pushed her skirt aside as she pulled on my boots and zipped them up. Then she stood in front of me again. She was right. The black leather boot showing through the thigh-high slit in the wedding dress was outrageously sexy. The juxtaposition between the symbolically white dress and the provocative glimpses of her body it allowed made for a combination that made my head spin, and the breath catch in my throat. Luke was a lucky man. And sometimes, I felt like the unluckiest girl on the face of the earth. Though at other times, even at the same time, I had to acknowledge that in fact, I might be even luckier than my husband was.

“How’s that?” Alex asked. It took me a moment to answer, as though I’d forgotten how to use my mouth to form words.

“You look amazing, Miss Alex,” I breathed.

“Sexy enough, do you think?”

"So sexy," I panted. "Oh my God, Miss Alex, you look so fucking hot." Alex laughed out loud at that. The bright sound filled the air of the bedroom as she threw back her head, her red hair cascading down over her shoulders. The heels of my boots thumped on the floor as she made her way back across the room toward the drawer that held the few things she kept at our house. She fished out a makeup case, and I kneeled in silence while she put her face on. Carefully, Alex applied bright red lipstick to her lips, making them seem to leap out from her face. Her eyes glinted beneath darkened eyelids. Alex didn't need any help to look incredible, but she knew exactly what she was doing with a makeup brush. When she finally set down her case and turned back to me, I saw the Alex I knew so well. The Alex from the video Luke and I had watched. The Alex who never failed to bring me to my knees in desire and despair.

"Well, I'm glad you find me so sexy," Alex grinned. Her gleaming teeth were strikingly white between deep red lips as she smiled. The dress whispered as she stepped toward me again, standing right in front of me so that I had to crane my neck to look up at her. "That will make your next job much easier," Alex said. Standing with her feet far apart, she reached for the slit she had made in the dress and pulled an armful of fabric aside. I knew at once what she wanted. Holding back the skirt, Alex stepped close to me, her bare pussy shining right in front of my face, framed by the white fabric of my wedding dress. I didn't hesitate.

I inched forward on my knees, gratefully running my tongue over the slick lips of her sex. Alex sighed happily, throwing back her head and closing her eyes as she let the sensations of pleasure sweep over her. My own pussy throbbed with desire as I tasted her on my tongue, feeling the softness of her lips against mine as I gladly kissed her womanhood. Still holding the dress back with one hand, Alex placed the other on top of my head, sweeping my hair back from my face while I licked and kissed her. Her hips rocked back and forth, and I followed the motion of her body with my own, keeping my mouth pressed against her. She moaned as my tongue slid inside her, and I moaned too, the vibrations of my pleasure and desire spreading through her body and enhancing her own. I bobbed my head back-and-forth, rubbing the tip of my nose against her swollen clit as I ate her out. Her taste grew stronger as the juices continued to flow over my tongue and chin, and I delighted in the sensation even as I longed for similar pleasure of my own. But I knew better than to ask. Alex had given me a job to do, and for once, it was one I was more than happy to perform. Whoever would've thought, all those years ago when the same woman first taught me how to eat pussy, that I would be performing the same act for her in such humiliating circumstances? I don't think even Alex could have seen such a thing coming. And yet there we were, my head pressed between her legs in an erotic embrace as I eagerly pleasured my mistress.

Alex gasped. I felt her fingers tighten on the top of my head as her body stiffened. Holding me in place, she pressed her pelvis more firmly against my face, her thighs stiffening as she cried out. I felt the flood of her orgasm against my lips a split second before Alex howled in the pleasure of release, her whole body shaking and trembling with the force of the sensations that swept through her. Diligently, I licked up the juices that streamed from her suddenly spasming pussy, swallowing them down as though I were dying of thirst. In a way, I was.

Finally, Alex released her grip on my head. She stepped away from me and stumbled in my tall boots toward the bed. My wedding dress flared up around her as she flung herself headlong on the mattress, still moaning and gasping in pleasure. And I watched her every movement, licking my lips to get another taste of the sweet nectar of her passion as I kneeled on the floor. My mistress. Alex's power over me was almost absolute, and never more so than when I wanted her so badly. Eating her to orgasm had only fueled the fire that raged inside me, the same force that compelled me to do what she told me to do, no matter how difficult it might be. No matter how degrading and humiliating. I would always do what my mistress said. It was impossible not to realize that truth as I gazed up at her from the floor of my bedroom.

Slowly, Alex rolled over. With some effort, she sat up in the bed, her movements restricted by the tightness of the corset around her torso. Her breasts heaved over the top of the dress as she sucked in air, her cheeks flushed with pleasure and her eyes shining as she stared down at me.

“What a good girl,” she mocked. “Getting me ready for your husband like that. When you got married, he had no idea you were such a good little pussy licker, did he?”

“No, Miss Alex.” Luke had known about my past. At least the details I felt were relevant. He knew I had been with girls. He knew I had been with Alex. She was at our wedding, after all. And with a stab of masochistic pain, I wondered if he had thought of her even on our wedding night. Even if he hadn’t, it hardly mattered now. Alex and my husband were lovers, and there was nothing I could do about that. Even if I wanted to.

With a long groan, Alex lay back on the bed. She said nothing more. And there was nothing for me to say. I knew from bitter experience the futility of begging for mercy, of begging Alex to let me experience an orgasm of my own. Alex knew me all too well. The hornier I was, the more readily I would go along with even her wildest ideas. Besides, the woman loved to tease. She couldn't help herself. And so I kneeled in silence, my breasts rising and falling in my bra as I tried to regulate my breathing. Alex was content to wait, knowing that my husband would soon be home and that she was in for even more selfish pleasure once he arrived. And there was nothing for me to do but wait in silence with her.

We both heard the front door of the house open as Luke arrived. My wedding dress rustled around Alex's gorgeous body as she sat up. The white fabric pooled around her, one bare leg with its sexy boot showing through the high slit she had created as she adjusted herself. Sitting in our bed, propped up against the headboard, her big boobs threatening to spill out of the top of the dress with every movement she made, Alex looked insanely desirable. Luke's reaction was a foregone conclusion. And my heart thumped harder as I listened to his footsteps on the floor outside the bedroom.

“Hello?” Luke called out.

"In here, babe," Alex replied. As Luke appeared in the open doorway of the bedroom, he was already smiling in anticipation. He had recognized Alex's voice, and he knew what that meant. She never came to our house without the situation evolving into one kinky game or other. But Luke would never have had the imagination to guess what awaited him in our bed. His eyes swelled in surprise at the sight of Alex and of me, his jaw-dropping in absolute shock. He glanced down at me where I kneeled chained to the bed, his eyes dancing over my underwear-clad body for a  moment. But it was only a matter of time before his gaze and attention returned to Alex. I could hardly blame him, even as jealousy exploded in the back of my brain. This was what Alex did to both of us, over and over again. Just because it was frequent didn't make me any more used to it that I had been the first time. Luke's lustful gaze seemed to skip right over me and go directly to my mistress where she lay on the bed in my wedding dress.

“What do you think?” Alex asked, striking a pose where she sat up in the bed. Luke took his time before answering, his eyes traveling again over her gorgeous body as though he had never seen anything quite so delightful in his life.

“You look amazing,” he said, while I winced at his words as though I had been struck. “Is that –?”

"Your naughty little wife's wedding dress? It sure is," Alex chuckled. Her breasts jiggled lightly in the top of the dress that barely contained them, and I knew that Luke had not missed the motion anymore that I had. "I'm not sure she should've been allowed to wear white," Alex went on, her red lips spreading in a wide smile as she spoke to Luke over my head. "She was hardly a virgin when you met, after all. The little slut used to beg to eat my pussy before she ever met you." I trembled as I kneeled at the foot of the bed. Alex's words hurt all the more for being true. When we first dated, things had never gone as far between us as they had since my birthday. But that doesn't mean Alex hadn't taught me the sweet surrender of submission. Even back then, when we were young women, she had had a hold on me. A hold that seemed to have only increased as the years went by.

"Come over here," Alex said, patting the bed beside her. Luke stumbled forward, as though her words set into motion some creaking mechanism inside him. He seemed almost mesmerized by the way Alex looked, his focus solely on her as he stepped right past me where I kneeled and watched. Luke shed his clothes thoughtlessly, leaving a trail of garments that led to the bed. At the side of the bed, he dropped his underwear, and I watched his cock swelling to full hardness before my eyes, hunger howling inside me as I tried to resign myself to more frustration and rejection.

Luke climbed onto the bed beside Alex. He arched his body above hers, and I winced again as their lips met in a passionate kiss. It was almost easier for me to watch them fuck to watch them kiss. It was just so intimate, something that Luke had done only with me until Alex came along. But now, they were bona fide lovers. They did all the things lovers do, enjoying one another's bodies at every opportunity, their excitement fueled by my ongoing sexual frustration. It was still me that looked after Luke. It was still me that washed his clothes and cooked his food and kept his house for him. Alex didn't have to do anything but make him cum. And she was good at that. For a bisexual woman, she was certainly no slouch when it came to pleasing men.

Luke groaned as Alex reached underneath him and took his cock in her hand. The silk of my wedding dress rustled, the fabric brushing against his manhood as Alex shifted down the bed. Her long leg rose from the slit in the dress, my stolen leather boot shining dully in the light as she raised it to Luke's side. I watched as she hooked her leg over his back, lifting herself slightly off the mattress as she pulled herself toward him and him toward her. I listened to her sigh softly in pleasure as Luke's lips lifted from hers, kissing her cheek, her neck, making their way inexorably down her chest to where her beautiful boobs swelled in the top of my wedding dress. Alex chuckled quietly to herself as my husband kissed her breasts, burying his face in her enticing cleavage in much the way I wanted to do. Their bodies were already moving in harmony, their motions in sync with the lust the two of them were feeling. I watched Alex sweep the dress aside, exposing her pussy that still shone with the residue of the orgasm I had given her earlier. She wasn't going to take the dress off. She didn't need to. She could get everything she wanted while still wearing it.

Luke laid himself down on top of her. His thick arms supported his weight as his hips moved forward, and Alex gasped as she felt the head of his cock pressing against her wet folds. Luke kept going, and I saw her hands grip his shoulders as he entered her. Alex wrapped her legs around him, pulling him deeper inside her while she moaned in pleasure and raked her nails over his skin. Luke moaned too, overcome with pleasure at the feeling of her tight pussy wrapped around his shaft. The handcuffs rattled against the leg of the bed as I shifted on my knees, trying to get a better view of their sex even though I knew it could only hurt me.

And slowly, inevitably, remorselessly, Luke began to fuck Alex in my wedding dress.

Alex gasped in pleasure. Luke's muscles showed under his skin, alternately clenching and relaxing as he slid his cock in and out of her dripping pussy. Alex threw back her head, her beautiful features half obscured by a tangle of her bright red hair as she closed her eyes and opened her mouth. She was clinging to my husband tightly, as though she could never feel him deeply enough inside her body, and her shrieks of pleasure grew louder and faster as Luke picked up the pace. I had watched the two of them fuck before, of course. I had been made to observe from agonizing solitude, forced to acknowledge what a beautiful couple they made as they pleasured one another. But it never seemed to grow any easier. Wearing my wedding dress, Alex seemed more than ever like an alternate universe version of myself. A prettier, sexier, more confident version. The dress seemed as though it was made for her body, not mine. As though it had been waiting for her since the day it was created. My husband seemed the same way. The two of them went so well together, their cries of mutual pleasure filling the room as they fucked. Deeply and passionately, the two of them losing control, losing themselves in one another, their sexual chemistry off the charts.

Alex cried out, and I cringed in sympathy as I watched the heels of my boots scrape over the skin of Luke's back. But he barely seemed to notice. Alex was thrashing in orgasm beneath him, and I can only imagine how it felt to have her pussy tighten and spasm around his cock as he buried it desperately inside her. Alex never looked more beautiful than she did in the throes of passion; the only time she seemed ever to not be in control of herself. Her legs trembled as she wrapped them around my husband, her eyes squeezed shut as a pleasure so pure it looked like pain raced through her. I thought of her pussy spasming around my husband's cock, and my own pussy spasmed in response. I thought of her juices flowing out around Luke's invading shaft, spreading over the inside of what had been my pristine wedding dress. But now it was hers. Like everything else in my life, it seemed that, too, now belonged to Alex. Along with my home, my possessions, my body. My husband. My sexual pleasure. It was all hers, to use as she saw fit. Just because she looked so good doing it.

Alex trembled and sobbed under the onslaught of a powerful orgasm. And I recognized the way Luke's body stiffened above her. It must've taken every ounce of self-restraint he had to hold out for as long as he did, given the way Alex looked. Her orgasm had barely subsided before his own exploded inside her. I heard her gasp as my husband once again pumped his pleasure into her soft, receptive body. The two of them moaned together, a duet of male and female pleasure that echoed in my ears as Luke collapsed on top of her. There they lay, the two of them,  their beautiful bodies shining with the sweat of ecstasy and their mingled juices soaking into my wedding dress right front of my eyes.

With a deep sigh of pleasure, Luke withdrew from Alex's clenching pussy. Rolling over, he flopped onto the mattress beside her, the two of them basking in the warm glow of pleasure. And all through our house, the house my husband and I shared, photos shone under glittering glass. Our wedding photos, distributed throughout our home. The two of us young and happy and smiling at one another, Luke in his suit and me in what used to be my dress. The dress that now, neither of us would ever forget had become a prop in the sex he had with another woman.


Putting On A Show

The low hum of the machine complemented the busy buzz of the echoing store we stood in. Alex always did like her little trips out to suburbia. It always seemed a little strange to me, the striking juxtaposition between the work she did as a pro dominatrix and her seeming affection for the mores and rituals of respectable middle-class life. It wasn't just her job, either. Alex was an original in every sense of the word. In all my life, I had never met anyone else like her. Which explained how easily she had come back into my life after a long absence and made me wonder how I ever got by without her. Everything was so much more exciting with Alex around. And yet you'd never know it from the way she lived her life. The townhouse she had recently purchased was nice, but it was cookie-cutter by its very nature. One more in a complex of houses that looked exactly like it. At least from the outside. You'd have to know her well, as well as I did, as well as my husband did, to know the truth of what went on in that house. And even out in public, a tiny tremor of suppressed lust raced through me as I thought of the cage under the stairs in the basement. If walls could talk, Alex's basement would have a wild story to tell.

The same applied to Alex's outward appearance. She was a genuine beauty, and she couldn't hide that if she tried. And she didn't try. Not exactly, anyway. It was impossible to miss the deep and artificial red of her long hair, even in a crowded store. Just as it was impossible to miss the curves of her body, the narrowness of her waist between the ample swell of breast and hip that made her so abominably attractive. But Alex wasn't trying to stand out. Not really. Her jeans were tight around her thighs, but whose aren't these days? The heels of her boots added to her height and put a little extra sway into her walk, but there was nothing in her appearance that would instantly make you guess at the secrets that hid behind her clear green eyes. You'd never guess, for instance, that this was a woman who could make me worship those boots of hers if she wanted to. You would never guess, looking at the two of us, the thrilling sexual relationship that existed between us. At least, I hoped not. Alex had always been blissfully unconcerned about who knew what about her. She lived her life out in the open. After all, she was in the process of creating a website to advertise her business. She didn't care who knew what she did for a living. But I had a regular job and regular friends who had no idea about the things I got up to behind closed doors with Alex and Luke. I had a reputation to consider.

Alex's eyes were on the screen of the machine in front of her, reflecting its glow as she watched it work. A familiar form of low-level nervousness bubbled away deep in the pit of my stomach. It always did. Whenever we were doing anything even slightly naughty. Which we almost always were. Leave it to Alex to turn what might have been a routine shopping trip into something wildly exciting, something that only contributed to building the ongoing sexual tension I felt whenever I was around her. She could act as though there was nothing more normal in the world than what we were doing, but Alex knew the truth. She knew exactly what she was doing.

"Looks pretty good," she said, her heels rising slightly from the polished floor as she peered behind the glass window of the machine at what was going on inside. Instead, I watched her. It was still hard to believe that she had come back into my life in such a dramatic fashion. The woman who'd introduced me to so much, who had more or less opened the door of my bisexuality and showed me what it could be like to live without fear and shame. It was a trick I still hadn't mastered, and maybe never will. But Alex had taught me a lot. She continues to teach me a lot, even now. I still have plenty to learn.

But one thing I had learned is that this stuff doesn't go away. Not for me, anyway. You don't get to do the things we did in the bedroom and in the basement and everywhere else in both our houses, and then put them out of your mind. I couldn't separate the Alex that stood in front of me, modestly clothed and looking completely normal, with the sneering dominatrix that haunted my dreams. I couldn't forget the way she had looked in my wedding dress, in my bed, having sex with my husband while I helplessly watched. I was never going to forget that image, and it seemed I was never going to shake the wild thrill that exploded inside me every time I thought of it. Whether intentionally or not, Alex had carved that unforgettable image onto my brain. Sometimes, it was hard to see anything else.

“Do you ever think about getting married?” A bemused smile lit up her pretty face as she turned to me. To anyone not privy to my inner thoughts, the question must have seemed to come out of nowhere. Alex’s gorgeous eyes flickered briefly over my face before she answered.

"Not really," she said. "I like living alone. Besides, it's hard to meet people."

“You seem to do okay.”

“Not like that,” Alex smirked, knowing exactly what I was talking about. “I can’t date people from work. You have to have boundaries. Besides, almost all of them are married.”

"Really?' There was still so much I didn't know. I might be in a kinky relationship with my husband and my former lover, a relationship I would struggle to give a name if I was so inclined. But I still had so much to learn about this world. Alex's world. My only S&M experiences had been with her, back when we were in college. Barring the occasional bit of bondage with my husband in the years that followed, I had had no experience with kink until Alex so recently returned to my life. Certainly, I was nowhere near her level. Alex made a career out of her inclinations, and she knew that world in a way I suspected I never would.

“Yep,” she said. “Single guys usually don’t need the extra excitement. It’s the married ones that want to spice things up. Besides, a lot of my clients are older. Well established. There’s a certain income level you need to reach before you start spending money on services like mine, and it usually takes a few years to get there. I don’t come cheap.”

I chuckled. I didn’t doubt it. Alex was good at what she did; I knew that better than anyone. And like any specialist, she seemed to be very much in demand. She had only recently moved to our town, and was still in the process of building a client list. But more and more these days, she seemed to be busy with work. And I was happy for her, even if it meant that she had less time to spend playing with Luke and I. After all, the more successful the new venture was, the more likely Alex would be to stay in our town. And I had come to realize that that was something I wanted very much.

"Plus, it would take a certain type of man to deal with what I do," Alex went on. Her eyes had returned to the small window to let her watch what was going on inside the buzzing machine. "It's hard to explain. For a guy to be okay with what I do, he'd most likely need to be submissive himself. And in a way, that's what I want. But in another way, it isn't. I have friends in the business who've married clients. I have others who have submissive husbands and live the lifestyle twenty-four seven. I don't know if that's for me. You know I love to be in charge. But twenty-four seven? Even for me, that seems a little much." I could feel my cheeks heating as I blushed, but Alex seemed to have no such qualms. No one in the store was close enough to hear us as we spoke, but I knew it wouldn't make a difference to Alex either way. It did to me. My innocent question had inevitably brought us back to the subject of kinky sex. But then, how innocent had my question really been? It was prompted by me thinking about this woman wearing my wedding dress, modified to make it sluttier than it had been, and fucking my husband in it. How innocent could any such question really be?

“Besides, I don’t need a husband,” Alex said, as a slow smile spread across her face. Abruptly, the machine fell silent, as though to punctuate her words as she turned her eyes back on me. “I have yours, don’t I?”

The breath caught in my throat. My lips trembled silently as I looked at her. Alex and I were close in height, but it always felt as though I was looking up at her somehow. As though she towered above me. I felt as though some invisible fist was gripping my heart as she spoke. Because Alex was right. She knew it. And she also knew that my desire for her and for Luke was wrapped up in my fear of what was happening between them. My fear that if she wanted to, my lover could take my husband away from me. Luke loved me. I knew that. Lately, he had been at great pains to remind me of that fact, sensing my gnawing insecurity as we played with Alex. But I couldn't shake the fear even if I wanted to. And if I were to be honest with myself, I would have to admit I didn't want to. Because the fear of abandonment was all part of the desire. Part of the fun.

"Yes," I said, my voice hoarse and trembling as I licked my suddenly dry lips and glanced around the aisles to make sure no one was listening to us. "Miss Alex," I added. Alex's white teeth showed between her lips as she smiled.

"Good girl," Alex grinned. Turning back to the machine, she slid open the transparent door and reached inside for the freshly machined tag. "Let's go pay for this, shall we?" Without waiting for my response, Alex turned. Her heels echoed on the floor of the pet store as she made her way toward the cashier. I hurried along behind her, my heart racing as I rushed to keep up. Alex already knew every kinky store in town. She could easily have taken me somewhere staffed by people who wouldn't bat an eyelid at the games we were playing. But why would she do that? It was so much more fun for her to know that I was under the constant threat of embarrassment.

And she knew how to fuel that embarrassment, too.

The pet store cashier couldn't have been more than 20 years old, a young girl with her brown hair tied back in a long French braid. Too young for long years of employment to have dulled her interest in what went on in the store. My heart sank as I saw her eyes flicker over the tag that Alex presented to her. The muscles twitched at the corners of her mouth as she read the words, Alex's bitch. Sliding the tag to one side, she ran the pink dog collar that Alex had chosen over the scanner and set it down beside the tag. Alex paid, fishing a card from her purse and sliding it into the machine in front of her.

"Would you like a bag?" the girl asked, eyes moving from Alex to me and back again.

“No,” Alex spoke before I could answer. “She’ll wear it out of the store.”

I gasped, hardly less shocked than the cashier at Alex's words. But a satisfied smile showed on my lover's pretty face as she lifted her head and slid her credit card back into her purse. Her eyes glittered as she looked at me. She was almost daring me to disobey her. Lacking Alex's imagination, I couldn't guess what the penalty of disobedience might be. But I knew it would be severe. I knew it was something I needed to avoid.

And so, right there under the watchful eyes of a bemused stranger, I reached for the pink collar. My hands trembled as I pulled off the tag and pressed the leather against my neck. I felt dizzy as I fumbled with the buckle. I couldn't meet the eyes of the cashier any more than I could meet Alex's. Instead, I stared at the floor while I fastened the dog collar around my neck in public. Just a couple of months ago, something like this would have been unthinkable, even in my fantasies. But now, Alex had made it a reality. And between my legs, I could feel the spreading dampness that was proof of my arousal. It was all Alex needed to get me to do exactly what she wanted.

"That's better." Alex's slender fingers picked up the freshly engraved tag and stripped away its cardboard packaging. I smelled the faint scent of her perfume as she stepped close to me. My hands clenched into useless fists at my sides as I stood in front of her, and Alex deftly threaded the metal tag onto my collar. I blushed to the roots of my hair. The cashier was grinning openly now, trying her best not to laugh out loud as Alex so casually disgraced me. Once the tag was attached to my collar, Alex gave it a playful little flick as she grinned at me. Then she turned, heading for the door of the store.

“Come,” she ordered imperiously. And I was only too ready to follow, to flee the store and the laughing eyes of the young woman watching me. With my heart hammering in my chest, I trotted along behind Alex, and a bright burst of laughter chased me out of the sliding doors of the pet store.

Pulling open the door to Alex's car, I dropped into the passenger seat. A temporary reprieve from the prying eyes of strangers, a place to hide while I tried desperately to process this new source of shame. Maybe Alex didn't care who knew, but I was deeply embarrassed about the things we did in private. And yet Alex seemed to continually be inching them into the light, more and more. And it thrilled me. Sitting in the passenger seat of her car, I squeezed my thighs together, feeling the moisture that was spreading between them. Alex had ordered me to wear a light sundress with no panties underneath, and I was terrified that my juices might show on the fabric. Terrified that the floaty garment would expose me to the public if I moved the wrong way or sat incorrectly. Of course, that was exactly what my mistress wanted. And of course, that only made it more exciting.

"I can't believe you did that," I panted. Sitting in the driver's seat, Alex shrugged. She lifted her eyes to the rearview mirror as she dabbed a dainty finger at the corner of her lips, where a speck of lipstick had smudged slightly.

"What? It's the truth," she said. "Are you ashamed of being my slut?" It never failed to get a reaction out of me when Alex spoke this way. A tremor of desire raced through me, running down my spine to find a warm home between my legs.

"No, Miss Alex," I struggled. 'It's just - in public…"

"A lot of men pay a lot of money for me to treat them the way I treat you," Alex went on. "You should consider yourself lucky that I even keep you around."

"Yes, Miss Alex." I hung my head as I spoke. Alex switched so effortlessly from being my friend to being my mistress. It was enough to make my head spin. One moment we could be discussing her love life, and the next she was back in charge, calling me cruel names and verbally berating me. It was many things, but it was never dull.

Finishing with her makeup, Alex started the car. Without another word, she pulled out of the parking space and turned toward the road. I said nothing. I could feel the tag that dangled from my collar swaying with every movement of the car, a constant reminder of the position she had put me in. In the car, nobody could see. But I wouldn't put it past her to take me now to the most public place she could find, to show me off in front of neighbors and strangers. And I would let her. That was a foregone conclusion. If I had ever had the ability to say no to Alex, I would have done so a long time ago. Long before she fucked my husband and made me her slave.

We drove in silence for a while. I flipped down the visor and looked at myself in the small vanity mirror. The pink flush on my cheeks was more than mere embarrassment. My eyes sparkled with a dull sheen, unable to conceal the excitement inside me. The pink collar around my neck could almost have been a choker, but the tag hanging from it gave me away. I felt rather than saw Alex's pretty eyes flicker towards me for a moment as she drove.

“Do you like it, slut?”

"Yes, Miss Alex." What else could I say? I knew my mistress wasn't really asking my opinion. Besides, I had to admit, I didn't hate it. Or more correctly, not all of me hated it. There's always that part that resisted, the reasonable part of my mind that rebelled against these humiliations and told me to resist. But there was that other, darker part, the part that Alex knew so well. The part that loved it when she treated me like this, that wanted nothing more than to be her bitch and her slut and anything else she wanted me to be. That part loved it. That part got off on the shame and disgrace, and made me squeeze her bare thighs together, and made a faint moan of desire rise in my throat. What would Luke think when he saw me? I already knew. He would think it was sexy to see what Alex had done to me. He would want to fuck, and she would probably let him. The two of them would get off on my embarrassment and have passionate sex right in front of me, and I would do nothing about it. The hem of my sundress crumpled in my hands as I tugged at it nervously.

Wrapped up in my thoughts, I had paid no attention to where we were going. It was with a dull shock that I realized that Alex had driven out of the city, onto a country road that ran between green fields. Where was she taking me? The answer was the same as it ever was. Wherever my mistress wanted to.

Long minutes passed with no sign of any other cars on the road. Prompted by nothing I could see, Alex slowed and steered her car towards a small pullout beside an empty field. A single house broke the skyline out across the fields, hundreds of feet from the road. Besides a few disinterested cows in a nearby field, there wasn't a living soul around.

"You know," Alex began, turning in her seat to face me as she spoke, "when someone buys you a gift, it's polite to thank them."

"I – thank you, Miss Alex," I said, forcing my trembling lips to form the words while she smiled at me. Killing the engine, she opened her door and stepped out of the car. The sound of crickets danced on the warm air in the moment before she swung the door shut again. In the rural air, I could hear her heels on the asphalt as she walked around the front of the car. My door opened as Alex tugged on it. She reached forward, and I yelped more in surprise than pain as she seized a fistful of my hair.

"Not like that," she said, her sea-green eyes boring into mine as she spoke. "I want you to thank me properly."

She tugged on my hair, and I climbed awkwardly out of the car seat. A faint breeze tugged gently at my skirt, and I pressed the fabric against my damp thighs in a pathetic attempt to preserve what remained of my modesty. Alex pushed me down toward the floor, and I felt the grit of the road against my knees as I kneeled at her feet. Still holding my hair, Alex used her other hand to unfasten the front of her jeans and tugged them down to mid-thigh. Then she sat in the passenger seat, spreading her legs as she pulled her panties down. There was no need for her to say a word. I knew what she wanted. And it was exactly what I wanted, too. Ignoring the pain in my knees, I inched forward and lowered my head between her legs.

"That's it," Alex purred with pleasure. "That's a good girl. Eat my pussy like the slut you are." I moaned as she spoke, feeling another wave of arousal wash over me as she mocked me. And I did as I was told, savoring the delicious taste of her desire that only fueled my own. Soon, Alex was moaning in pleasure, and my own hands gripped my thighs as I licked her. If Alex noticed as I reached up under my skirt toward my bare pussy, she didn't say anything. I moaned between her thighs as I ran two fingers over my swollen lips, and Alex moaned in response, my pleasure enhancing hers as I thanked her in precisely the way she wanted.

"You gals need help? Holy shit!" I had barely noticed the truck pulling up behind our parked car until the door was already opening. And as I tried to pull away, Alex used her grip on my head to keep me in place, keeping me between her legs. She didn't care about being discovered. All my beautiful mistress cared about was pleasure. And so I did what she wanted, continuing to eat her out while a man walked from his truck to our car and caught me in the act.

"No, we're doing okay," Alex said, and I could hear the strain of pleasure in her voice as she spoke. The man laughed. With my head between Alex's thighs, I couldn't see him. And I didn't even try to get a look. My one relief in all of this was that my face was hidden from him, just as his was for me.

"I can see that," the man said. The silence that followed was heavy and full. I could hear a faint rustling as he moved, and I wondered what I would do if he tried to touch me. What would Alex do? Perhaps our game had gone too far, but I had no desire to stop it now. My whole body was one great bonfire of lust, and I licked Alex's pussy as though it was the only thing that could relieve the frustration that filled me.

"Just watch," I heard Alex say. I knew that tone well. Alex had a way of modulating her voice at the drop of a hat, from a seductive purr to a sharp command. It was a sharp command that she issued now to the man watching us, and it seemed to work. He didn't come any closer.

"Wow," I heard him say. "You're so fucking hot."

“I know,” Alex said, and I didn’t need to see her face to hear the grin she wore as she spoke. “But just watch. This is between me and her. You can look, but don’t touch.”

"Yes, ma'am," the man grinned. And between Alex's thighs, my cheeks burned with shame. There I was under an empty sky, kneeling and eating Alex's pussy while a stranger watched me. A married woman, being used like some kind of public whore. Worse, even. Whores get paid. I was in this humiliating position purely because I wanted to be.

But as Alex's body started to tremble and spasm with pleasure, I forgot my shame. My desire overwhelmed me again, and my hand crept back up under my dress, no longer caring about the man watching us. Alex shrieked, and her heels scraped on the road surface as she arched her back in the passenger seat of the car. I felt her pussy spasm against my lips and tongue, and I thirstily drank the juices that poured forth from between her legs she exploded in orgasm. Alex screamed and howled, and I moaned like a bitch in heat at the taste of her pleasure while I continued to lick and kiss her pussy under an open sky.

With a final sigh, Alex slumped back in her seat and pushed my head away. I watched her pull up her panties and wiggle her way back into her tight jeans, pulling the zipper closed. I could feel her juices dripping from my face as I continued to kneel on the road in front of her. Nervously, I raised my head slightly and glanced from the corner of my eye toward the watching man. What I saw made me gasp in shock and fear.

I guessed him to be somewhere in his 30s, thickset without being overweight, with a battered ball cap pulled down over his eyes and a worn-out looking T-shirt and jeans clothing him. He looked like a farmer or some other rural occupation. But as he stood watching us, I realized he had not been idle. In one hand, he held his cell phone, recording my total humiliation forever. And in his other hand, he held his erect and exposed cock as it projected from the front of his jeans.

“Come on,” Alex said in a firm voice as she lifted her legs into the car. “Let’s get out of here. “

"Oh, hold on," the man said, raising his face from the screen of his phone as he called to us. But I was already on my feet. I hurried around the front of the car to climb into the driver's seat and pulled the door shut behind me. Alex had left the keys in the ignition, and the engine roared into life as I twisted them. The tires threw up pieces of the same gravel that still clung to my bruised knees as I stomped on the gas and pulled into the road, leaving the nameless man in our dust as we drove away.

The blood roared in my ears, my heart pounding with the heat of a fresh humiliation. And the sound of Alex's laughter filled the speeding car.


Humiliated By My Husband’s Lover

"Your wife is such a slut."

I winced at Alex’s words. But I winced more at what I was watching. No matter how many times it happened, it never seemed to get any easier.

Luke was lying on his back in our bed, completely naked. Almost the moment we had got home, Alex had begun to undress him. She didn't believe in wasting time. And clearly, the road head I had given her had only been an appetizer, a pleasant preparation for the main course. She was still horny. She always was. And so was I. But our desire manifested in completely different ways. The more turned on Alex got, the more dominant she became. And the more excited I was, the more ready to submit I found myself. In the cold light of day, I knew, I would feel a bottomless sense of shame for what had happened. Both at the pet store, and in the country lane where my mistress had disgraced me publicly yet again. But that was a concern for tomorrow. From where I stood right now, desire still filled me, softening the edges of the doubt and fear that I felt. All that mattered was getting off. I could deal with the consequences later.

Not that I was the one getting off. At least, not yet. The minute we had got home, Alex had led Luke to the bedroom. And he was ready, the way he always was. Alex needed only to touch him, to smile at him, to get my husband hard. I could hardly blame him, even if I couldn't help resenting it at least a little. Alex was gorgeous. I knew that better than anyone. And I was as attracted to her as I was to him. But the constant acknowledgment that he found her as sexy as I did was another gnawing humiliation to add to the long list of my continuous disgrace.

"Yeah?" Already, I could detect the strain in Luke's voice. Already, I could hear his pleasure rising, his arousal blooming. And why wouldn't it? Alex sat on top of him, his cock buried in her dripping pussy. She was as naked as he was, her ample breasts bobbing and bouncing as she slowly rocked her hips up and down on top of him. She was taking her time, secure in the knowledge that she had all day to fuck my husband. I wasn't going to stop her. And again, the beauty of the two of them together tugged at my shrinking soul as I watched. They made such a perfect couple. The sexual chemistry was undeniable. And it terrified me.

"You know she is," Alex grinned. She never stopped moving as she spoke, never stopped sliding her pussy up and down my husband's cock while I watched. But she was taking it slow, riding him gently while she told her story. And I stood beside the bed, close and yet totally remote, totally cut off from the pleasure that tormented me. The hem of my light dress crumpled in my busy hands as I tugged at it absently. I alone was still dressed; as dressed as I had been out in public, anyway. Beneath the thin dress, I wore no panties, by Alex's order. Exposure had been a constant threat the whole time we were out in the world. But now, when I wanted to be naked, I was fully clothed. And beneath my dress, my pussy trembled and spasmed, the hot juices of my lust trickling down the inside of my thighs as I watched and whimpered. Alex was going to tell him. Of course she was. And I could only guess what Luke's reaction would be.

"I made her wear that collar in the pet store," Alex said, and her eyes closed for a moment as a tremor of pleasure washed over her. "You should have seen the look on the cashier's face. Especially when she saw what it says on the tag." Luke glanced toward me, tearing his eyes away from the goddess on top of him for just a moment. It never failed to tear my heart, the way he looked at her. Even though I knew I looked at Alex much the same way myself.

“What does it say?” Luke was already slightly breathless. His strong hands held Alex’s wide hips as she bounced in his lap.

“Alex’s bitch,” Alex said. Their mutual laughter pierced me like a knife, and it took an effort to suppress a groan of embarrassment and shame as I listened to my husband and his lover mock me.

"No way," Luke said. His eyes darted toward me again, just for a moment. He had still not shaken his faint sheepishness at what we were doing. He knew this was what I wanted, more than anything. And he was more than willing to play along, especially when it resulted in him being able to carry on his affair with Alex right in front of me. But he didn't truly understand it, and maybe he never would. While he might play at it from time to time, Luke was never going to be the demanding, dominant presence in the bedroom that I had always wanted him to be. Still, it hardly mattered anymore. I had Alex for that now.

"She's lucky I didn't buy a leash as well," Alex laughed. "I could have led her out of the like a little puppy. And she would have let me, too. Wouldn't you, slut?"

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said as humbly as I could manage as Alex turned to stare at me over her shoulder. Her green eyes glittered, and a gasp of pleasure rose from her open mouth as I spoke. I heard Luke groan underneath her, and I gritted my teeth at the knowledge that her pussy had just clenched in excitement around his cock.

"Maybe we'll do that some other time," Alex said, turning her attention back to my husband. Luke groaned again as she leaned forward, placing her hands on his broad chest for balance as she moved her hips up and down a little more vigorously. "Lead your wife around like my little pet. You know she'd love it." Luke grunted in what I could only take to be agreement. But I knew as well as Alex did that he would agree to anything at this point. She had us both right where she wanted us.

"And that's not all," Alex said. She was getting breathless now. They both were, as she bounced up and down on his cock. I could see Luke's chest rising and falling under her hands, and Alex's breasts doing the same as she began to gasp and moan. Their pleasure was overtaking them, making speech difficult. But of course, Alex had a solution for that.

“Tell him,” Alex ordered, her red hair tumbling over her shoulder as she turned to look at me again. “Tell your husband the rest of the story. Tell him what I made you do.” And as she turned back to my husband again, Alex let out a shriek of delight as I began to speak.

"I – we – Miss Alex drove out to the country," I began. My voice cracked as I spoke. Reliving the day's events in front of my husband was to experience the total humiliation all over again. And how would Luke react, to hear what his wife had been up to? But either I told him, or Alex would. While the moans of pleasure grew steadily louder, I went on with my tale.

"She pulled over on a quiet road," I said. "Then she made me go down on her, to thank her for the col

lar."

"Oh my God," Luke moaned. Alex sobbed with blissful laughter as her pussy spasmed around Luke's cock.

"Then… A man stopped to see if we were okay. He – he watched us. He saw everything. He watched me eat Miss Alex out."

"Are you serious?" Luke's blue eyes blazed as his head snapped toward me. I shrugged helplessly. And Alex let out a scream that filled the room. Her back arched, her whole body contorting with orgasm as her thighs gripped Luke's flanks. She trembled and shook, her fingernails raking my husband's chest as she yelled with passion. And Luke shuddered too, closing his eyes and sparing me his stare as the feeling of Alex's orgasm made him moan with lust. I could hear the fresh wetness of their movements as she continued to rock up and down on top of him, already seeking a new climax in the afterglow of her last one. Miss Alex had always been greedy.

"It was so… Fucking… Hot," Alex gasped. "Some random dude. Watching your wife… Be my little whore. He even filmed it."

"What?" Luke's eyes opened wide with shock. He started to rise from the mattress, but Alex leaned forward, pushing him back down. My heart contracted. Had I hurt my husband? It seemed ridiculous to care, after all he had put me through. But hurting Luke, actually hurting him, was the last thing I wanted to do.

"You don't like that?" Alex said. Her bright red hair fell down around her face as she lay on top of my husband. "You don't like the thought of your wife being a public whore?"

“I – I…” Luke was struggling to speak, and Alex lay with all her weight on top of him, her elbows on his chest and her boobs pressed against his skin. I could see that his cock was still buried inside her, and she was still pumping away at him with her hips as she pinned him to the mattress. I thought for a moment the fabric of my sundress would tear as I pulled at it frantically, a useless attempt to relieve the strain I felt as I watched the erotic spectacle.

"Slut, bring me some handcuffs," Alex ordered without so much as looking at me. "Two pairs." I didn't hesitate to obey her order. My eyes still locked on the two of them, I made my way toward the closet where we kept our ever-growing toy collection. It was the work of seconds to find two pairs of handcuffs and bring them to Alex. Still crouched on top of Luke, she held out her hand, and I handed her a pair of restraints. My heart ignited with a strange sadistic pleasure as I watched her take hold of one of Luke's wrists and lock the steel bracelet around it. Let him see what it felt like, I thought with a savage joy. Let him experience how it felt to be totally controlled by Alex.

"What are you doing?" Luke asked. But I noticed he didn't resist as Alex pushed his cuffed hand back toward the headboard of our bed. Her breasts swung free as she lifted herself off his chest, locking the other end of the cuff to the headboard so that Luke's right arm was bound.

“Get his other arm,” Alex ordered.

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said. My sundress floated around my bare thighs as I hurried around the bed. Luke's skin was warm in my hand as I gripped his wrist. He gazed up at me, and the lust that shone in his eyes made my knees feel weak. But I snapped the cuff onto his wrist and pulled his arm toward the headboard. I could feel the strength in him as I struggled to restrain him. He wasn't fighting me, even if he wasn't making it easy for me. But finally, the other cuff clicked onto the headboard, and my husband was locked in place.

Alex sat up. Her hands gripped her thighs as she smiled down at Luke, and he smiled up at her. If either of them noticed the quiet moan that escaped my trembling lips, they gave no sign of it. I thought the two of them had looked hot before. But this new vision was almost unbearably sexy. My strong husband, the thick muscles of his arms bunching as the cuffs held him in place. And my beautiful mistress on top of him, much smaller than him physically and yet so clearly in control. A fresh flood of my juices rolled down my thighs as I wrung my hands with desire and despair.

“It was sexy,” Alex said. Luke moaned as she began to bounce up and down again, slowly at first, once again riding his hard cock as she spoke. “I mean, the guy was nothing special. But that’s not the point. The point is, he wanted to fuck your wife. Maybe I should have let him.”

"No," Luke gasped. But even I could see that his protest was halfhearted. Pleasure was overwhelming him, and his reaction was unmistakable. With Alex slowly riding his cock, I knew my husband could barely think straight.

"He had his cock out," Alex said, never pausing in her rhythmic movements on top of Luke. "He was stroking it while he watched us. We got out of there before he could cum, but I almost wanted to stay and see it."

"You're crazy," Luke panted. But his blue eyes gazed up with wonder at Alex as she rode on top of him.

"And now there's a video of your wife being a total slut," Alex teased. "Who knows what he's going to do with it? Probably show it to his redneck buddies. What if he puts it online? The whole world could be watching your wife eat my pussy. Watching and jerking off to it. Congratulations. You're married to a whore."

Luke groaned, and the handcuffs that held him rattled against the headboard. Part of me wanted him to defend me, to deny Alex's power and tell her not to talk about me that way. But I'll admit; another part of me wanted to see him squirm. Even if it humiliated me too. It didn't matter what Alex had said. What had happened that day had already happened. She was right; the video was out there, and not even Alex could control what happened next. My only hope was that no one watching would be able to tell it was me. But Luke didn't know that.

"I didn't let the guy join in," Alex said. "But maybe I should have. What if I had let him fuck your slut wife? What if I made her suck his cock?"

“Oh my God,” Luke gasped again.

"You know I could," Alex said. "Look at her. She does everything I tell her to. If I order her to suck a cock, she'll suck a cock. Isn't that right, slut?"

"Yes, Miss Alex." Luke cried out with a mixture of shock and anger and pleasure as I spoke. I had no idea if I was telling the truth. In a way, the thought horrified me. Then again, history showed that I didn't have what it took to say no to Alex. Besides, I couldn't deny that there was something strangely erotic about what she was proposing. Not because of the stranger who had watched us, to whom I felt no particular attraction. It was more the thought of Alex making me do something so outrageous, so outside the bounds of ordinary life. The thought of the power she had over me, that I couldn't even say for sure that I wouldn't cross this line if she made me.

Besides, I had to admit; it was fun torturing Luke for change.

"See?" Alex beamed triumphantly. "You love it when I make her suck you off. And when I make her suck one of my strap ons. So why shouldn't I make her suck off other guys? Whore her out. Your little wife, on her knees with a bunch of strangers lined up to fuck her pretty face. How do you feel about that?'

I waited for the answer. I didn't know what I wanted to hear. Desire tingled inside me, mixed in equal parts with fear and disgrace. Alex's patented cocktail. But Luke didn't answer. He merely gasped, and struggled again against the cuffs that held him tight. His eyes rolled in his head as Alex rode his hard cock, completely in control of both of us now.

"Get over here, slut," Alex ordered. Letting go of my skirt, I stepped toward the bed. Alex reached out and grabbed my hair, pulling me toward her again. As I climbed onto the mattress beside my bound husband, Alex guided my head down between her legs. She leaned back so that I could see my husband's cock sliding in and out of her pussy as she rode him.

"Don't just look at it," Alex sneered. "Lick it.' She pushed my head further down, and as always, I did as I was told. I ran my tongue over Luke's cock, tasting Alex's juices as I chased them back to their source. I heard him moan at the feel of my tongue, and Alex moaned too as I sought and found her swollen clit. She held my hair back from my face, and I bobbed my head up and down, licking and kissing them both, tasting their pleasure and passion at the point where their beautiful bodies joined. The two of them moaned and howled in delight as I did my duty, and Alex picked up speed, sliding faster and faster on my husband's cock while the two of them cried out in pleasure. I heard her wild cry, and tasted the hot tide of her juices as she came again, her pussy spasming underneath my lips as she gripped and milked Luke's cock. And he moaned too, overwhelmed by the twin sensations of my mouth and her pussy on his manhood, driving him wild as he struggled uselessly against the cuffs that held him. While Alex howled in pleasure, Luke groaned and exploded inside her, his cock bulging and swelling under my lips in a way that made my own pussy spasm on the empty air. Diligently, I licked up the streaming semen that poured out of Alex's trembling Percy, savoring their mingled taste as they mutually exploded in passion.

The moment passed. Alex shoved my head away, and I kneeled on the edge of the mattress as she collapsed on top of my husband with a low moan. My heart fluttered as I watched the two of them kiss, her hand possessively on his head as their lips locked and their tongues twined around one another, slowly and deeply. Then, with a happy sigh, Alex slid Luke's cock out of her trembling pussy. Rolling off him, she sat up on the other side of the bed from where I watched. Her red hair tumbled down her shoulders as she turned to smile at me.

"How badly do you want to cum right now, slut?" she teased.

"So badly, Miss Alex." That was no more than the truth. The events of the day had me brimming with desire, my pussy dripping with juices as I helped Alex fuck my husband. Nothing seemed more important than orgasm. I would do anything. Just as Alex hoped.

"That's what I figured," Alex grinned, shaking her head as she spoke. "Such a slut." Her legs wobbled slightly as she stood. I watched her reach for her purse that lay on the floor next to her bedside table. Both mine and Luke's eyes followed her every movement as she pulled out her phone.

"I'll let you fuck your husband," Alex said at last. "On one condition. Since you're such a porn star now, I'm going to film it." Beside me, Luke gasped. And I won't deny that another ripple of fear passed over me at the thought. But it hardly mattered. I needed to come, and it was what Alex wanted. The equation was quite simple.

"Yes, Miss Alex." Luke gasped again at my ready compliance. But he shouldn't have been surprised. It was he who'd brought Alex back into my life, but he had had no idea at the time what that might mean. Still, he had undoubtedly reaped the benefits. It was about time that he suffered a little for his pleasure, too.

"All right," Alex grinned. Fiddling with her phone, she stepped across the room and perched herself on top of our dresser. The dark eye of the phone camera was trained on me. I saw her press the screen, and there was that ripple of fear again as she began to record.

"Now make it sexy, slut," Alex said. "As you know, I just fucked your husband. So you're going to need to get that cock hard again."

"Yes, Miss Alex," I meekly said. Trying to shove away my fears and doubts, I focused on the task ahead of me. It was clear what Alex wanted. And I wanted to give it to her. So while Luke lay bound to the bed, I climbed on top of him. Throwing a leg over his body, I straddled him, facing his feet. Facing the camera. Behind me, I heard him groan as my dress rode up around my hips. He could see how wet I was. And I could see the mixture of his and Alex's juices shining on his cock as I ran my fingers over his manhood.

"That's right," Alex grinned as she watched me. "Get that cock nice and hard. Just like a slut should."

"Yes, Miss Alex." My face was in the center of the frame. I was handing Alex a terrible weapon to use against me. But then again, my mistress had all the weaponry she needed. Luke groaned as I stroked his cock, and I felt it twitch against his leg as arousal stirred inside him again. My own desire bubbled inside me. It was a challenge to get him hard again so soon after orgasm. But in a way, I took it as a point of pride. Alex could give my husband orgasms unlike anything he'd ever experienced, but I knew my way around Luke's cock too. And while the camera watched, I set about reclaiming him.

"Good," Alex said again as I lowered my head, pinning my hair back behind my ears like a good porn star would as I run my tongue over Luke's shaft. "Tell me what you are."

"I'm a slut, Miss Alex," I said, raising my head to look directly into the camera while Luke moaned and groaned behind me. "I'm your slut, Miss Alex."

“And who does your husband’s cock belong to?” Alex taunted.

"You, Miss Alex," I said, pausing to run my tongue again over Luke's thickening shaft. "You own my husband's cock, Miss Alex."

“How does it taste?”

"Delicious, Miss Alex," I said, and heard Luke moan again as I placed a playful little kiss on the rapidly swelling head of his member. "It tastes of your pussy, Miss Alex." Alex shrieked with laughter at my words. But behind the raised phone, she lifted her hand and gave me a thumbs-up, her eyes wide with approval as she nodded. I was giving her exactly what she wanted. A video of me acting like a total slut, the public whore she had turned me into that day. Behind me, I knew that Luke could see just how excited it made me to be used in this way as my pussy spasmed on empty air and the juices of my arousal ran down my thighs.

Luke's cock was swelling visibly. I could see his pulse in his shaft as it rose groggily into the air. I felt it thicken as I ran my tongue along it, from base to tip, teasing his rapidly swelling head and tasting Alex's juices on his skin. When he was erect again, I wrapped one hand around the base of his cock. Staring right into the camera Alex held, I took his manhood in my mouth. Luke groaned happily as I wrapped my lips around him, sliding my head up and down and gently squeezing his cock as I moved.

"Look at that," Alex purred approvingly. "He's hard again already. Okay, slut. You may fuck your husband now."

"Yes, Miss Alex. Thank you, Miss Alex." I heard Luke cry out as I thanked Alex, and heard her shriek again with laughter. Rising onto my knees, I pulled off my sundress and threw it to the floor. Inching forward, I took Luke's cock in my hand and guided it inside my trembling pussy. My eyes rolled back in my head, and a long moan escaped my lips as I felt him fill me. I had been waiting for this all day. And the fact that his cock was still slippery with Alex's juices, the fact that she was sitting on the dresser watching us and filming this moment of total intimacy, total humiliation, only made my pussy spasm more around his shaft. Almost immediately, I felt my orgasm rising inside me. And I bobbed up and down on Luke's cock just the way Alex had done while she filmed the entire display.

"That's it," Alex growled, biting her lip as she watched. "That's how a slut fucks." And at once, I felt the welcome surge of pleasure inside me as my pussy exploded in orgasm.

“Yes, Miss Alex!” I shrieked, abandoning myself completely under the camera’s watchful eye. “Thank you, Miss Alex!”


Coming Out

"Are you sure you want to do this?"

It always made me nervous when Alex talked this way. How could it not? Her imagination was so much kinkier than mine, her boundaries so much more expansive. If even she, wild as I knew she could be, had doubts, how could I not? And yet I can't deny that there was a strange sense of pride merging with the fear I felt. She wasn't the only one who could come up with some wild ideas.

“Not really,” I said. “I want you to make me do it.”

Alex smiled slyly at that. She knew better than anyone how badly I needed for her take charge. And she understood even before I did what I needed most from her was for her to take responsibility. To make me do the things I always wanted to do, but could never give myself permission for. That was the dark secret at the heart of our relationship that she understood long before I ever grasped it. That's why I was her servant, her slave, her fuck toy. What she provided for me was cover. A way to do the twisted things I so badly wanted to and still be able to look at myself in the mirror the next day.

“But we both know I can make you do it,” Alex said. “And I will. But you need to understand that this could change things. Permanently. Between you and Luke, I mean.”

I nodded slowly. Of course I had considered that. That was the very thing that had been in the forefront of my mind all these months since Alex came back into our lives. What would all these twisted games do to my relationship with my husband? It was a question that kept me up at night. But I couldn't divorce those feelings of fear and inadequacy from the giddy thrill of playing these games. It was all part of it. Any gambler knows that the thrill of the game increases as the stakes get higher. For me, the stakes had always been colossal. But this latest idea would push things further than ever.

“I know,” I said. “It scares me. It does. But that’s part of what makes it so exciting.”

It was Alex's turn to nod slowly. Leaning forward, she placed her steaming cup down on the coffee table of our living room. We were dressed down, both of us in jeans and T-shirts, just two old friends having a chat. Or so you might think if you couldn't hear what we were saying. If you didn't know the background to our conversation. As casual as it might look, I was painfully aware that what Alex said was true. That this was a conversation that could change the entire course of my marriage.

"I've seen people live the lifestyle before," Alex said at last. "For some, it's the best decision they ever made. For others, it's a mistake."

“But I’m not talking about that,” I said. “I’m not looking for some kind of 24 seven arrangement.”

“Maybe not,” Alex said. “But doing this would be one step closer to that. It would be like coming out. Other people would know. And they wouldn’t forget. Are you ready for that?”

I paused. It wasn't as though Alex was asking me anything I hadn't already asked myself, over and over again. Admittedly, it had been her idea. Something said in the heat of the moment, the kind of ideas Alex loved to taunt me with when we are engaged in one of our scenes. But I hadn't been able to forget it. I hadn't been able to let it go, and the memory of what she had done to me with that stranger by the side of the road came back to haunt me again and again on many sleepless nights. What we were doing was demented. I knew that. But I also knew that I had never felt more alive. And like an addict, I wanted to chase that feeling. I never wanted to let it go.

“Yes,” I said finally. “It scares me. It does. But it’s just so fucking hot. And this is who I am, Alex. You know that. Better than anyone. But I need your help. I can’t do this without you.”

Alex's beautiful face was full of concern as she leaned toward me, and I shivered slightly as she placed one hand lightly on my thigh. Her gorgeous green eyes stared into mine, her features faintly shadowed by the tumbling tresses of her bright red hair.

“Don’t worry, Liz,” Alex said. “Whatever we do, we do it together. I’ll take care of you. I swear.”

And that was how I found myself in the most ridiculous, most humiliating, most exciting position I had yet been in.

It was Luke's birthday. And he had to know we had something planned. After all, it was his plan for my birthday that kick-started this whole chain of events. I don't think any of us, even Alex, could have foreseen where that first day would take us. But here we were, involved in this strange, kinky, three-way relationship. And not one of us regretted it, not even for a moment. So I could hardly blame Luke for expecting something special. Especially when Alex and I both told him not to make any plans, that we would take care of everything.

But at first, things were quite pedestrian. Alex was directing the whole thing like a conductor in complete command of her orchestra. But she didn't know Luke's friends the way I did. It was me that sent out the invitations, gathering a select group of my husband's friends at our home to celebrate his birthday. And if Luke was disappointed at the nonsexual nature of what was going on, he gave no sign of it. He was having a good time with his friends, out in the garden with a can of beer in his hand, chatting about whatever it is men chat to one another about when women aren't around. And I played the hostess, catching up with his friends and the wives of his friends, with everything so normal and suburban. But all the while, there was a tingling feeling at the base of my spine, a gnawing nervousness that only heightened as evening blended into night. Because I knew what was coming next.

Alex was there too, of course. I could never have gone through it without her. Just knowing she was there, her steady unflappable presence at my side, kept me fixated on our devious plan. She was introduced to the people at the party as an old friend of mine, which wasn't untrue. Although it hardly did justice to the central role she had taken up in mine and my husband's lives. But for a while, everything was normal. Or so it seemed.

But the night wore on, and people began to make their excuses to leave. With each departing person, I felt my nervousness grow. It was Alex's idea to wait. There was a core group of people that I knew would be more likely to stay for longer, more likely to get a little bit out of control. And there were certain people I didn't want around when that happened. Some of Luke's coworkers and other people we weren't particularly close to. We had to wait, even though every lingering moment clawed at me. But long after darkness had fallen, the group of people in our home had thinned out to maybe six or eight. People we knew well. People I hoped I could rely on to keep our secret. But if not, so be it. This was what I had signed up for. This was what I had asked Alex to make me do.

I felt a slight touch on my elbow. Turning, I saw Alex at my side, raising her eyebrows in an unspoken question. Taking one last glance around the living room, I nodded. A faint smile pulled the corners of her lips as she turned toward our bedroom, and I followed. Once we were inside, Alex shut the door behind us, and the sounds of the party faded, muffled by the wood.

“So are we going to do this?” Alex asked. “Last chance to back out.”

I shook my head. The fear was a tight knot in my chest, rising up to take hold of my throat as the moment approached. But I didn't want to back out. I wanted to push myself just as Alex pushed me. I wanted this, even if it terrified me. Because it terrified me.

"Okay," Alex smiled. "Take your clothes off." She said it in such a matter-of-fact tone, knowing that I would obey. My hands trembled as I pulled my dress over my head. Alex was already moving toward the closet, pushing the door aside with the familiarity of someone who owned the place. I knew what was inside. And as the faint smell of rubber rose to my nostrils, the corresponding tightness rose in my stomach. Alex carried our outfits over to the bed and draped them over the mattress. It had been a long time. But I hadn't forgotten.

Alex helped me take off the rest of my clothes. It didn't take long. And she was efficient. There was no longer any tenderness in her movements. Suddenly, she was all business. And it was exactly what I needed. She deftly stripped away my underwear, leaving me standing naked in front of her. Crossing the room, she retrieved a bottle of lube from a drawer of my dresser. I trembled in anticipation of what came next. Alex's warm hands and the cool liquid moving over my skin, all over my skin. Caressing and teasing me, making my body shine in the bedroom mirror as my nipples rose and puckered under her hands. Alex's beautiful eyes on my body, on my breasts, her hands finally dropping from my chest to slide over my stomach and reach between my legs. She was diligent. She was thorough. And as my body began to shine more and more with a layer of lubrication, my excitement increased. Alex's hand spent longer between my legs than was strictly necessary. If there was any part of my body that wasn't in need of further lubrication, it was there. And as I moaned softly, Alex pressed her palm over my mouth, stifling my cry. I tasted the flavorless lube on her skin as she silenced me.

"Sssh," she urged quietly. "We don't want your friends thinking there's something going on in here. Not yet, anyway." But her eyes sparkled as she spoke. And her hand never stopped moving between my thighs, pressing against the wet entrance to my pussy while I squirmed and writhed. Alex knew me too well. She knew that getting me excited was the key to ensuring my compliance. The key to her control.

Even though I knew it was coming, I still howled in surprise and rage against Alex's hand as her fingers suddenly stopped their maddening work against my sex. She played me like an instrument. Every fiber of my body wanted nothing more than to cum, then, with my mistress's fingers buried inside me. But she stopped just short of my inevitable release, reading my reactions as though my body were her own. Her tool and her toy. Alex grinned wickedly as she stepped back, lifting her hand from my mouth.

"That's enough, slut," she grinned. "Let's get you dressed." And I hung my head in shame and weary compliance as she spoke. I didn't have it in me to resist her, no matter how badly I wanted an orgasm. Alex picked up the latex maid's uniform in her hands and opened it, and I didn't resist as she began to slide it over my body.

Even with the lubrication she had applied, it took a while. The thin rubber clung tightly to my skin. In fact, I had forgotten how difficult it was to put this particular outfit on. But Alex took her time. There was no rush. And inch by inch, the black rubber covered my skin, its tightness adjusting and correcting my posture as she slid it on. The rubber thrust my boobs together and lifted them up until they looked ready to pour out of the window cut in the dress to expose them. The rubber pulled my stomach inward and forced me to stand up straight, thrusting my chest out to further expose my ridiculous cleavage. The tight grip of the skirt forced my thighs together, and I knew that the way they rubbed with every step would only increase the desire I felt without giving me the release I so desperately wanted. I'd forgotten how sexy it was simply to wear this outrageous costume. Simply to feel the rubber clinging to my skin, restricting my movements and making me feel utterly owned.

"Nice," Alex said when I was finally dressed. "It's been a while. It's nice to have my submissive slutty French maid back."

"Yes, Miss Alex." The words came naturally to me, as easily as breathing. I didn't have what it took to defy Alex at the best of times. In this outfit, it never seemed to cross my mind. I never have been able to fully explain, even to myself, the effect wearing a dress like this had on me. It was like taking on another persona, as though I was no longer myself. I could lose myself fully in the character she had created for me. Her slutty maid. Nothing more than that.

The rubber dress creaked and strained around me as I breathed. I stood still, adjusting to the sensation while Alex tied the white apron around my waist. Slowly, the warmth of my body heating the rubber, I adjusted to its tightness again. Not that I was ever going to forget I was wearing it, of course. After all, that was partly the point.

"Okay, slut," Alex grinned, stepping back and admiring her handiwork. "Sit down." The latex creaked and groaned as I perched on the edge of the bed. Returning to the closet, Alex retrieved the other items she had hidden in there. The white latex stockings and the outrageous black high-heeled pumps that completed the outfit. I sat still and submissive, my hands in my lap, as my mistress crouched in front of me and pulled the stockings slowly up my legs. The outfit was too tight to allow me to do it myself. And as Alex slipped on one shoe, then the other, I knew I wouldn't be able to take them off without help. I was trapped in this outfit, a kind of portable prison that I carried around with me, that made me look like exactly what she called me. A slut. It was exactly what I felt like.

"Stand up," Alex ordered as she rose easily to her feet. I took her hands in my own, accepting her help to rise from the mattress. The muscles of my calves ached at once as I adjusted to the stance the high heels forced me into. I was taller than Alex now, but I had never felt less in control. I never felt more inferior to her than when I was wearing this humiliating outfit.

“Now,” Alex grinned, “you may dress me.”

"Yes, Miss Alex." My trembling hands reached for her shirt, and Alex simply stood and watched me, smiling all the while, as I undressed her. When she was naked, her glorious body fully uncovered, I reached for the lube. Kneeling on the floor in front of her with some difficulty, my movements made awkward by the outfit, I began to rub the lotion into her skin, beginning with her feet and working my way up. I could smell the delicious scent of her arousal as my hands ran over her thighs, my face right in front of her pussy as she stood with her hands on her hips. My mouth watered. I couldn't resist. Bending forward, I stuck out my talk and ran it along the swollen lips of my mistress's pussy, desperate to taste her.

"Now, now," Alex laughed, placing her hand on my forehead as she pushed me away. "I love your eagerness to please. But there'll be plenty of time for that later, slut. Keep working."

"Yes, Miss Alex," I moaned unhappily as I went about my task. The feel of her skin was driving me wild as I smeared her body with lube. The way her statuesque form glistened under the light was fueling the fire burned between my own thighs. I longed to touch her, to touch myself, to feel the sweet release of orgasm, whether hers or mine. The air in the bedroom crackled with sexual tension as I caressed her beautiful body. But Alex wasn't joking. I knew what she wanted, and I did my best to comply. Rising clumsily to my feet, I continued lubing her up, my breath catching in my throat as I caressed her full breasts, my wet palms sliding easily over her puckered nipples. She was so beautiful. So sexy. How could she just stand there, when I knew that she was just as aroused as I was? How could she resist the temptation to simply fuck one another, there and then, and abandon our plan for the rest of the evening? But she could. That was Alex. I would never understand what reserves of willpower she drew her self-control from. And as a result, I would never be like her.

Finally, the job was done. Alex's body shone from ankle to neck, coated in the same lubricant that formed a thin layer between me and the dress I wore. Alex's latex catsuit lay on the bed, and I reached for it, almost groaning at the slick feel of the rubber under my hands as I picked it up. Her outfit made mine look easy to put on. Dropping to the floor again, I started at her feet, slowly and laboriously tugging the tight outfit ever upwards. And Alex didn't help at all. She simply watched me, a look of amusement shining on her pretty face as I struggled. It was a maid's job, after all. I knew what she was thinking. Just as she knew what I was thinking. And the rubber groaned as it stretched, groaned just as I wanted to as it squeezed her thighs, her hips, hugging her feminine form as I pulled it ever higher. Alex pushed her arms through the sleeves that I held open, and I adjusted the catsuit over her breasts. The garment had the same oval window cut out of the chest as mine did, and if anything, Alex's boobs swelled even more provocatively in the outfit. Circling behind her, I buckled the high collar shut around her neck. But she wasn't done quite yet. Without a word, I began to tighten the corset that was built in the latex catsuit. As though Alex's body wasn't sexy enough already. As though she wasn't already blessed with an enviable hourglass figure. Her waist shrank with every tug of the laces as I drew the corset tighter and tighter. When Alex finally told me to stop, her body was almost unbelievably curvaceous. Her ass was a shining black apple below her waspish waist, and her boobs rose magnificently on her chest, trembling and shuddering with every breath she took. She looked magnificent. I hadn't seen her in this outfit in a while, but memories of the wild scenes that had played out last time she wore it rushed through my mind, making me feel dizzy as I stumbled back to stand in front of her again. And the thought that she was reliving those same memories only made my desire that much more ferocious.

“Now my boots,” Alex ordered in a soft voice.

"Yes, Miss Alex." What choice was there but to humbly obey this goddess? I turned toward the closet again, hearing Alex's catsuit creak as she sat down on the bed where I had sat earlier. Her outfit had to be at least as restrictive as mine, but she moved in it as there was nothing out of the ordinary, as though it really was the second skin it looked like on her. I envied her elegance, her regal manner, as she waited for me to return. And I kneeled at her feet again, sliding her feet one by one into the tall boots that went with the costume. Carefully, I pulled the laces tied and buckled each of the many silver buckles that rose up the side of her boots, from ankle to knee. The shining leather tightened around her calves, and Alex leaned back, tossing her red hair from her face as she supported herself on her hands. Though I'd seen her like this before, I still could barely bring myself to believe how magnificent she looked. She really did look like a goddess. And every submissive part of my craven soul longed to worship her.

"Are you going to kiss me?" Alex said coquettishly. As she spoke, she straightened one knee, lifting her booted foot from the floor.

"Yes, Miss Alex," I gasped. Cradling her foot in my hands, gently caressing the spike heel of her boot, I pressed my lips humbly to the top of her foot. Alex sighed happily as I groveled at her feet, showering her boots with kisses. Then, with a single command, she stopped me.

"Stay there," she said. As though I would go anywhere else. I watched her rise and strutted over to my dresser, her body swaying languorously with every long-legged stride as she seemed to shimmy across the bedroom. Picking up my makeup kit, she returned to the same position on the bed.

"You need to look your best for your husband's guests," she said as she reached for a brush. And I stared up at her without a word. The only movement I made was the wringing of my hands in my lap as Alex painted my face. I knew what she could do with makeup, and I knew what her intentions were. By the time she was done, I was sure, I would barely recognize myself. And maybe that was for the best. The makeup became a kind of mask that I could hide behind, in the forlorn hope of preserving the last remnants of my pride. She would make me look like the slut she wanted me to be, the slut I so clearly was. I didn't resist. I simply did what she told me to as she painted my face, adorned my eyes with a thick layer of shadow and smeared bright red lipstick onto my lips.

"There," she said at last, evidently pleased with what she had done. "Now you may kiss me again. Make sure you get every inch of my boots, from the toe to the knee. Go on."

"Yes, Miss Alex." As always, I did as I was told. Alex sat above me, now applying her own makeup while I bent my face to the floor. The leather of her boots was slick and warm under my lips as I kissed her feet. And immediately, I saw the consequences of her latest idea. The bright red lipstick I wore left visible stains on the leather, little puckered kisses that were instantly visible against the deep black of her outfit. My heart raced. Alex thought of everything. But I went on doing what she had asked while she ignored me, applying her own makeup while I worshipped her feet. There was no way to stop what was going to happen. This was exactly what I had wanted, exactly what I had asked Alex to do. To make me do something I might otherwise never have done. To force me into the depths of shame that I secretly longed for.

“There,” said Alex, setting the makeup aside on the bed. “How do I look?”

"Stunning, Miss Alex," I breathed. She smiled at the compliment. But it was no more than the truth. Alex did look stunning. Her green eyes blazed underneath the dark eyeshadow that gave her a wicked, almost sinister beauty. Her own lips were as red as mine, accentuated by her flame-colored hair as she grinned at me. No wonder this woman had so easily stolen my husband. She could have any man she wanted. Or woman, if I was anything to go by.

"Good," Alex said. I shuffled backward on my knees as she rose to her feet. "It's showtime. Time to give your husband his birthday present." I trembled on the spot as Alex returned one more time to my closet. She returned with a black leather leash in her hands. I closed my eyes for a moment, overwhelmed by a turbulent mixture of emotions as she clipped the end of the leash to the ring on the collar of my maid uniform. I opened my eyes again when she tugged gently at the leash.

"Come on, slut," she ordered brightly. "On your feet. Let's not keep your guests waiting." Awkwardly, I rose. My stomach was a tight knot of fear and shame as Alex led me toward the door. The red marks of my lipstick showed all over her black boots, the ghostly trace of a humiliation that soon everyone would see. Smiling back at me over her slender shoulder, Alex pulled open the bedroom door and stepped outside. I had no choice but to follow. I felt condemned as I tottered along behind her in ridiculous heels, the leash slack between us as she led me toward my greatest humiliation yet. Toward the living room where my husband and his friends waited.


A Competition

I don't think I'll ever forget the look on my husband's face as he saw me emerge into our living room. One more in the ever-growing list of unforgettable moments I had had over the past few months. Sometimes I wonder if my brain will have the capacity for all these memories, or if the things that we have done will start to force out other recollections. Phone numbers and email addresses and passwords. If so, so be it. The things I have done with Alex and Luke have changed my life completely, making it more exciting than I ever believed possible. These are the memories you want to hold on to.

Luke had come in from the garden and was sitting on our sofa. I didn't consider it at the time, but afterward, reflection convinced me that was a small mercy. I didn't need to be exposed to our neighbors in my current humiliating position. The exposure I was getting was more than enough. I tried to keep my eyes to my husband, focusing only on him, the man I loved. But all the while, my cheeks burned with shame as they felt the scrutiny of our friends.

Alex, of course, acted as though nothing was wrong. As if there was nothing out of the ordinary about her dressed in sexy latex leading me on a leash. For her, I suppose, there wasn't. Alex had never cared who knew about the way she lived and what she did for a living. She strutted across the room with me shuffling behind her as though she owned the place. She thrived on the attention, blooming like a flower in the sun. Whereas I wanted to cower and wilt and hide.

Conversation stopped as Alex led me into the room. Luke turned his head. I saw his eyes open wide, his jaw dropping in shock at the sight of me. And the way his eyes traveled up and down my body, almost involuntarily, fed the flame of desire that burned between my legs as I walked toward him. I remembered his reaction to hearing that Alex had made me blow another guy. I remembered the sex that followed for weeks afterward. I had noticed the way he was slowly but surely becoming more dominant with me, fucking me like the whore I was, the whore Alex had made me into. He loved it. He loved the fact that his wife was a slut now. And what better way to drive that fact home than this?

Alex led me into the very center of the living room. Joined by the leash she held, we circled the sofa Luke and our guests sat on. All eyes were on us both as Alex stood proudly in the center of the room, and I stood humbly beside her. I could feel the lustful looks of the men, the judgmental stares of the women. No one had been expecting this. But for a long moment, none of our friends said a single word.

“Happy birthday, Luke,” Alex finally said in a loud voice to let everyone here. “His a present for you.” She stepped forward and gave a sharp talk on the leash that made me stumble after her. Bending over the sofa, she handed the end of my leash to my husband. Then she stepped back, her breasts rising even higher on her chest as she folded her arms underneath them. A triumphant smile shone on her face as she watched.

Luke stared up at me. The leash hung slack between us, its end resting in his palm. He didn't know what to do. And the fear I had been feeling all day surged. Perhaps we had done the wrong thing. Perhaps this wasn't what he wanted at all. Perhaps he wanted to keep our new sex life a secret from his friends. But it was too late for that, I reflected. And Alex was watching. Everyone was watching. There was nothing for it now but to play my role to the fullest.

"Happy birthday," I said, raising my eyes to meet Luke's stare for a moment, "Sir." A ripple of laughter raced around the room

"Holy shit," someone said, a male voice from somewhere behind me that made my skin prickle with embarrassment. "You've got her well-trained."

"He does," I heard Alex agree. Someone had to take charge of the situation, and there was no one better suited to it than her. "I'm sure you're all pretty shocked to see Liz like this. But this is who she is. Who she really is."

Wretchedly, I nodded. Luke's fingers closed slowly over the end of the leash he held. My heart soared as I saw the beginnings of a smile on his handsome face. He was certainly shocked. But my biggest fear was that he would be unhappy. Embarrassed, just as I was. But not in a fun, sexy way. However, I could see the light in his eyes. And as I stood meekly in front of him, my hands folded at my waist, my heart quickened as I saw the first faint beginnings of a bulge in his pants.

"Who wants another drink?" Alex called out. "We have a maid. May as well use her." More laughter.

“I’ll take a beer,” said a voice. That was Tony. I could hear the amusement in his words, as though he had never seen anything funnier in his life.

"Me too," said Gary. My heart thumped in my chest as a third male voice chimed in with a similar request. All men, so far. I couldn't decide if that was better or worse. They were ogling me, I knew that. Me and Alex both. How could they not, given what we were wearing? But from the women, I felt a scorching wave of disapproval. As though I was letting the side down somehow. As though each one of them was concerned that now, their husbands would want to be treated the way I treated mine. And who could blame them? Luke wasn't naturally dominant the way that Alex was, but he had quickly learned the benefits to be gained from my submissive nature. He was as delighted with the new arrangement as I was. Whatever went on in the marriages of our friends, I told myself, was none of my concern. What mattered to me was Luke. And Alex. And our friends were now an audience to our kinky little drama.

"Off you go," Alex said to me. "And you can bring me a glass of white wine, too." I could feel her eyes on me. I knew what she wanted. I cringed even as I spoke, the words torn from my constricted throat in the battle between shame and desire that I knew so well.

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said. A gale of laughter rose from the watching crowd as I turned. My leash slipped out from my husband's open hand as I made my way toward the kitchen, feelings everyone's eyes upon me as I tottered along in my skintight dress and high heels.

Fetching a tray from a cupboard, I opened three beers and poured a glass of wine. My progress was slow as I carried the tray back toward the party, terrified of spilling a drop. Oh God, would Alex punish me in front of these people? How humiliating would that be? And predictably, a fresh flood of moisture trickled down the inside of my thighs as I pictured the scene. No; better not to think of that. Better to focus solely on the task in hand, putting one foot carefully in front of the other, forced by the heels and the tight dress to swing my hips provocatively with every step I took. Once again, I withered under the attention of our friends as I emerged back into the living room and made the rounds, handing out the drinks I had bought. I delivered the beers first to the men, feeling them staring down the front of my dress as my breasts swelled over the rubber. I could feel the desire that burned inside them, and it made me feel hotter and wetter and more ashamed than ever. I was publicly on display, a toy for their amusement. Noon of these people wherever going to forget this night. None of our friends would ever look at me the same way again.

Finally, I offered Alex a glass of wine. She picked it up carefully by the stem, regarding me cooly over the rim as she lifted it to her lips. In some strange way, her scrutiny was what was getting me through this ordeal. I couldn't have handled it without her. Her calm, her cool control, made everything slightly less painful. It was the only thing that made it possible for me to endure. And even then, it was far from easy.

"I'll take a wine, too." That was a woman's voice. I saw the smile deepen on Alex's face as I turned my head toward Tammy. She shifted her weight from foot to foot as she looked at me, seemingly almost as unsure of herself in the situation as I was. But her blue eyes glinted, and she offered me a pale smile that I tried to return. She had always been that type. Gary's wife was the open-minded sort, ready to participate in almost anything. Perhaps even this.

Averting my eyes, I hurried back to the kitchen. By the time I had poured the wine, I turned to see Tammy and Sandra standing in front of me.

"What are you doing, Liz?" Tammy asked, her voice full of concern. I felt my cheeks redden again with shame. Her words came from a good place, I knew. But the last thing I wanted to do was to have to explain myself. Somehow, that was even more humiliating than simply being forced to obey.

"It's a present. For Luke," I said, trying and failing to adopt the unflappable nonchalance that Alex displayed.

"Wow," Sandra said. Her eyes traveled up and down my body, taking in the sight of me in my humiliating maid outfit. "I would never do that for Bob. He wishes." Tammy laughed at that, and I tried to echo her laughter. Better if they saw this as all a game, a funny joke that they could be a part of. Better they thought it was that then that they see how badly I wanted this, how desperately I needed it. How deep down, beneath the image of a competent and successful woman that I tried to project to the world, I was simply a submissive slut.

"You call him Sir?" That was Sandra again.

“Sometimes,” I said. “On special occasions.”

"Where did you get this outfit?" Tammy said. Again, her eyes slid over my body, and I couldn't control the blushes that rose to my skin under her scrutiny.

"Why are you asking that?" said Sandra, turning to Tammy. "That's the question you have? Gonna pick one up for yourself?"

"Yeah, right," Tammy laughed. "Can you imagine? That would make Gary's year." Tammy stepped closer to me, raising one hand as she ran her fingers over my arms, feeling the slick warmth of the latex that covered me. It was all I could do not to shudder at her touch.

“What’s it like? Wearing something like this?”

“Tammy!” Sandra said, half shocked, half amused.

"It's… It's weird," I said. "It's pretty restrictive.  But – I don't know. Luke seems to like it."

"Of course he does," Tammy said, as her eyes traveled over my body once again. "You look hot as hell! So does the other girl – what's her name? Alex?" I nodded. As pathetic as it was, I felt as though I could've hugged Tammy at that moment. There was no hint of judgment about what she was seeing. Only a kind of curiosity. Her reaction was making the whole experience feel slightly more normal, slightly more bearable. Even if I knew it was never going to stop being a total humiliation for me.

"So when you're wearing this," Sandra said, folding her arms as she looked at me, "you're his maid? You have to do what he says?" Unable to speak, I pressed my lips together and nodded, staring at the floor. Sandra shook her head slowly. "You'd never catch me doing that," she said.

"I think it's romantic," Tammy said, as my heart swelled with love for her. "She's doing it to make Luke happy. Fuck what other people think. You do you, girl." As she spoke, Tammy lifted the glass of wine gently from my hand. My hands hung at my sides, plucking nervously at the tight latex skirt wrapped around my thighs. I didn't know what to do next. In the submissive state I was in, it was as though I didn't have a single idea in my head. But clearly, Tammy did.

"Well, I guess you shouldn't keep Sir waiting," she giggled, weighting the word Sir with all the irony she could muster. "Let's get back to them, shall we?" I nodded and raised my eyes to meet Tammy's. She peered deep into mine, an unspoken question on her face. I knew that look. It was the same look Alex sometimes gave me when she was checking that everything was okay. I nodded again, forcing a thin smile onto my painted lips. Everything was okay. It was terrifying and exhilarating and humiliating. But it was okay.

"Make sure you don't catch this on something," Sandra said she stepped forward. I all but winced as she took hold of the leash. She stepped toward the living room, and I had no choice but to follow. Being led around like a puppy by Alex was humiliating enough. But to have Sandra holding the leash made every submissive part of me burst into life. I cringed and blushed as I hurried along behind her, but I didn't say a word. I didn't try to stop her as she led me back to the living room, with Tammy following behind us.

Back in the living room, things changed. My heart contracted as I saw Alex sitting in Luke's lap, her arms draped around his neck as she laughed loudly at something he had said. The light shone in the tight latex that clung to her thighs, and she kicked her heeled boots in the air as she squirmed on top of my husband. His arm was around her tiny waist, his hand on the rounded bulge of her hip. I had no doubt that beneath Alex's perfect ass, Luke's cock would be rock hard and pressing against her through the rubber catsuit she wore. Jealousy and shame erupted inside me at the sight.

"So what do you want to do with your slutty little maid, Luke?" Alex's eyes were on me as she spoke. But she squirmed and wriggled in Luke's lap, evidently enjoying the feel of his erection against her ass as she teased me. "You know she'll do whatever you say." Another ripple of laughter echoed around the room at that. Finally tearing her eyes away from me, Alex moved her head closer to Luke's, her red lips moving as she whispered something in his hair. I saw his eyes widen, and a shocked grin spread across his boyish face. My stomach fluttered with fear as I wondered what she had suggested.

"I think your husband deserves a nice birthday blow job," Alex said, and a roar of shock and amusement rose from our guests as she spoke. She loved the attention; I could see that. After what happened here tonight, I wouldn't put it past her to hand out business cards to our friends and invite them to her dominatrix studio. And from the looks on the faces of some of the guys as they stared at her, I wouldn't be surprised she had some takers.

Part of me had always known it would come to this. A large part of me wanted nothing more. But that didn't stop fear and shame from washing over me as I meekly stepped forward. The end of the leash slipped from Sandra's hand as I approached my husband and the vixen that sat in his lap. If that was what they wanted, I would do it. I would suck my husband's cock right in front of all of our friends, like the submissive slut I was.

But Alex had other ideas.

"I didn't say from you," Alex snapped as I stood above the two of them, about to drop to my knees on the floor of my living room. While I stopped dead, uncertain of what was going on, Alex turned back to my husband.

"You don't want her sucking your cock, do you?" she asked, raising her voice slightly as she batted her eyes at Luke. "You know I do it much better." Without waiting for him to answer, Alex pressed her red lips against my husband's, smothering his mouth with a passionate kiss. Another gasp rose from our watching friends as Alex and Luke made out on the sofa. It was nothing new to me, of course, but it never stopped being difficult to watch. It never failed to get the desire humming inside me, to push me ever further into my wretched submissive state.

"We should have a competition," Alex said brightly as she finally lifted her lips from my husband's. Still sitting in his lap, she lifted her head to address the entire room. "We'll see who gives the best blow job, me or this slut. But I want Luke. Who wants to put their dick in this whore's mouth for me?" More gasps. Our friends weren't used to hearing Alex say such things. I was, and yet it had the same effect on me now as it did the very first day she came back into our lives. Under the tight latex dress I wore, my pussy was streaming. The orgasm she had denied me still burned deep in the pit of my stomach, ready to come out at the slightest touch. But Alex would never allow it. And it was that desire, she knew, that would keep me submissive. It would keep me going along with this outrageous situation she had created.

"I'll do it." That was Tony. More outraged laughter echoed around the room as he spoke. He was staring at me with a predatory smile, not bothering to disguise the way his eyes moved over my body. I had known Tony for years, and never once thought about him in that way. In fact, since marrying Luke, I had never really thought about any man in that way. Women, sure. But not men. Still, the memory of the blowjob I had given by the side of the road weeks earlier at Alex's command reverberated in my mind. I couldn't deny that it was hot. And the fact that Tony knew me, knew my husband, only made it hotter. It wasn't even about him, I realized. He could have been anyone. It was the fact that Alex was going to make me do this. My husband, it seemed, was going to allow it. I turned my face to Luke. Alex was still smiling at me, her arm still wrapped around Luke's neck, grinding her ass against his erection. I could see the disbelieving joy on his face, his sheer arousal at everything that was going on. Slowly, breathlessly, as though he couldn't believe himself what he was agreeing to, he nodded.

"Perfect," Alex cackled with glee. Releasing her hold on Luke, she rose to her feet, commanding all the attention in the room again as she turned to face him. "First one to swallow wins." The latex catsuit shone with every movement she made as she dropped to her knees in front of my husband, her rubber outfit groaning around her. Luke stared in disbelief at me as Alex unfastened the front of his pants, and just like that, his erect cock rose into the air in front of all our friends. Tony stepped toward me. Barely able to tear my eyes away from Luke, I felt him take hold of the leash close to where it clipped onto my outfit. With his other hand on my shoulder, he forced me down to my knees. And I didn't resist. It was as though I moved in a dream, the dull shock of the moment making everything seemed surreal, as though it wasn't really happening. If only I could believe that. If only I could believe that this was some twisted fantasy I was having, instead of a real and actual humiliation I was enduring in front of all our friends. And while Alex hovered over Luke's lap, already taking his cock in her hand, Tony unzipped his pants and produced his own member, swollen and ready, in front of my face. Luke and I looked at one another across the room. His eyes were half-closed, the desire obvious on his face as Alex toyed with him. And I could feel my own desire seeping down the inside of my thighs as I kneeled in front of his friend.

“What happens to the loser?” That was Sandra. Alex paused, turning her head away from Luke to smile across the room at the other woman.

"That's a good question," Alex grinned. "Let's make this interesting. If she can make her guy cum before I make her husband cum, I'll let her have an orgasm. After all, that's what she wants most of all. Isn't it, slut?"

"Yes, Miss Alex," I panted, while our friends laughed at me again.

"And what if Liz loses?" I couldn't understand the way Sandra was pushing things. I couldn't begin to imagine her motivations. Which she disgusted? Was she turned on? Was she simply messing with me, just because she could? I had no way of knowing. She and I had never been particularly close, but there was no animosity between us either. Her motivations were opaque to me. I was too caught up in my own desire and shame to give it much thought. Besides, the devious grin on Alex's face took up all my attention as she spoke.

"If she loses," Alec said, pausing dramatically as she savored the moment, all attention on her she spoke, "that just means she needs a lot more cock sucking practice. She'll have to be our oral pleasure slave for the night. A little cum dumpster for her husband's friends. Okay?" The shock in the room was palpable. But it only grew as I slowly nodded. Alex always knew just how far to push things. She understood, better than anyone else, that I wanted to be a slut. And what could be more slutty than what she proposed?

"Okay," Alex smiled. "Begin." And with that, she turned back to my husband again. I heard Luke's gasp of pleasure as she enveloped his cock with her mouth, pinning her red hair back behind her ears as she bobbed her head up and down. I felt Tony's hand on the back of my head, pulling me toward him, and I didn't resist. Instead, I opened my mouth as he slid his cock inside, and my cheeks hollowed as I sucked him. I felt like the biggest whore in the world, kneeling in our living room in a sexy outfit in front of all our friends with Tony's cock in my mouth. My juices streamed down my thighs as I stroked his shaft with one hand and cradled his balls with the other. Tony grunted happily above me as I used every trick I knew, swirling my tongue over his swollen head while he bucked his hips, fucking my face. I kept my lips tight around his shaft and tried not to gag as his member invaded my mouth. And all the while, Luke watched. Over Alex's bowed head, I could see his eyes on me, even as he gasped in pleasure of his own. Even as the slurping sound of Alex blowing my husband filled the room, warring with the sound of my own service of Tony.

For years, Luke's had been the only cock that had been in my mouth. Since Alex came along, Tony's was the third I had sucked since I met Luke. But lately, I had had plenty of practice. In no time at all, Tony was shuddering and gasping above me, his body stiffening as his pleasure approached. I felt lust swelling inside me at the thought of an orgasm. I didn't even care how Alex intended to deliver it to me. Whether she fucked me or Luke did, it hardly mattered. The main thing was that I would get to cum. So I sucked harder on Tony's cock, running my tongue frantically up and down it as I attempted to draw the cum right out of his balls.

But Alex knew my husband almost as well as she knew me. I never stood a chance. My heart froze as I heard Luke's long moan of release, and Alex gulped as he pumped his cum into her mouth. She had won. And defeat washed over me, battling with the shame and arousal I felt as I listened to her drink down my husband's semen in front of our friends. Only a moment later, Tony erupted in my mouth. I was forced to swallow his load as quickly as I could while his pumping cock continued to fill my mouth. His cum tasted like defeat and humiliation. Once again, as I should have known she would, Alex had won. And now, I was in for an even wilder night than I had already had.


A Wife Gets Used

Cold water splashed and swirled in the bathroom sink as I rinsed out my mouth. The sound of the running water echoed back from the glossy tiles that my husband had laid years earlier. Our bathroom. Our house. All relics now of a different time. An easier, less confusing time in our lives. When I had believed in a few rock-solid certainties that had since been revealed to not be so rock solid after all. After marrying Luke, I had never thought I would be with another man. Or woman either, for that matter. But even when Alex returned, reentering my life like some beautiful storm that tears everything down in its wild exuberance, I had never thought things would go this far. Playing with her was different, somehow. Because she was my former lover, and because she was a girl. No matter what I did with her, it never seemed like a betrayal of Luke. Perhaps because he was so enthusiastic about the whole thing.

This was different. It was different even from our adventure a few weeks earlier, when Alex had made me suck off a complete stranger by the side of the road. This was a greater betrayal even than that. Because Tony was Luke's friend, and many of Luke's other friends had now seen the awful truth of what I was.

A slut. That's what I was. I raised my eyes to the mirror above the sink and studied a face that I barely recognized, made up by Alex into a mask of sexual availability. Bright red lips and deep shadowed eyes, my skin caked in a flawless coating of powder. I barely recognized myself. But the mask could only go so far. Deep down inside, where it mattered, I remained myself. I remained Liz, Luke's wife. And that, I had long ago realized, was what I most eagerly wanted to stay.

There was a soft knock on the bathroom door. I spat out a mouthful of water as I rinsed the taste of Tony out of my mouth.

"Just a minute," I called, while my stomach bubbled and boiled with anxiety. I had a long night ahead of me. Alex didn't make jokes. When she said that I was going to be the oral slave for the party, I had no doubt she meant it. And I did not doubt that she could make me do it, too. For all that we had done together, Alex still hadn't discovered the line that I wouldn't cross. And maybe there wasn't one. Maybe there was no limit to my submission to her. I had no idea myself. All I knew was that I desperately wanted to do what she told me to. And the more painful and humiliating it was, the better. Out there, they were waiting for me. Luke's friends, the witnesses to my deep humiliation. They were waiting for the show to begin. And the private sanctuary of the bathroom could only hide me from them for so long.

"Liz, it's me," said Luke's voice on the other side of the door. "Can I come in?" The fear bubbling in my stomach achieved a new peak at the sound of his voice. What did he want to say to me? I felt my latex French maid's uniform tighten like an elastic band around my thighs as I stepped toward the door and turned the handle. Luke entered the bathroom and closed the door behind him. I felt his hands on my elbows as he held me gently, and for a moment, neither of us said a word. His eyes moved over my face as he studied my expression, as though trying to read my complex emotions on my features. Or as though he were trying to peer beneath the mask of the party slut to see his wife underneath it all.

"You okay?" he finally asked. I felt the faint weight of the heavy makeup on my face as I forced a smile onto my red lips.

"Of course I'm okay," I said. "Are you?"

"Well, yeah," Luke said slowly. "I mean - are you sure you want to do this?"

My smile was more genuine this time. I couldn't help it. Luke always had a way of doing this, of appearing at just the right moment with the compassion that never failed to melt my heart. In some ways, it was the opposite of the way I felt in the red heat of these games when nothing mattered except desire. And yet, the two were linked. My heart swelled with the reminder that my husband still loved me, after all. I knew how much he loved playing with Alex, just as I did. I knew how well she could please him physically, and how beautiful she looked doing it. Sometimes, it was a mystery to me why Luke loved me the way he did. But I couldn't deny the truth whenever he came to check on me like this. He was as excited by these kinky games as I was. But like me, he was also concerned to keep our marriage intact.

"No," I said slowly, and the latex of my outfit creaked as I exhaled, the tight rubber hugging every curve of my body and making me feel somehow more exposed than I would have felt completely naked. "I'm not sure about any of it. But it's what Alex wants me to do, and –" there was no need to say anything more. Luke of all people knew how impossible I found it to deny anything to my former lover. Nothing excited me quite as much as being bossed around by Alex. And the more outrageous the things she asked of me, the more desirable she became. She had never seemed sexier to me than she did that night, completely humiliating me in front of our friends for her own perverse amusement. It was the ultimate expression of her power, the power my desire for her granted. And even if I had wanted to, I couldn't have denied the steady flowing of my juices between my legs at everything that was going on.

"Well, you don't have to," Luke said. "You don't have to do everything she tells you."

“I know,” I said, peering up my husband as he stared down at me, his face full of concern. “But I want to.” Slowly, a smile crept across his face. I felt the same smile spreading across my own lips as we grinned at one another. That was the heart of the matter, the complex equation of the game Alex had drawn us both into. She was constantly making me do things I didn’t want to do. And that was what I wanted most.

“Are you okay with it though?” I asked, the smile falling from my face as I spoke. “I mean, these are your friends. I don’t know what’s going to happen when we go back out there. If you don’t want me to do this, just say it.”

"And you'll do what I say?" Luke asked. "Even if it's the opposite of what Alex told you to do?" My husband was still smiling as he spoke, but I wondered if there was more to the question than his expressions suggested. And so I considered my answer carefully before I spoke.

“Yes,” I said at last. My latex dress creaked as I took a step closer to him, and my boobs, exaggerated by the tight fit of the dress, pressed against his chest. Slowly, my hands slid over his chest. Somehow, Alex had me feeling nervous to touch my own husband. After all, she hadn’t authorized it. And it seemed clear to me that she intended to keep Luke to herself for the night.

"Are you sure?" Luke asked. "You know she might punish you." And now I knew he was teasing me, at least a little bit. He would never be the natural dominant that Alex was, that I had always wanted him to be. But he was learning. He was getting more and more used to our little games, and if he couldn't understand my submissive desires, he was at least learning how to fuel them.

"Yes," I said, drawing out the words slowly and carefully as if to savor the taste, "Sir." Luke sighed happily as my hands continued to slide down his body, and under the hard ridges of his abdominal muscles, I found the bulge of his cock inside his pants. Alex had just blown him to completion right in our living room, right in front of all our friends. But at my touch, I felt his manhood swelling again. My husband was having a memorable birthday, that was for sure. And after all, wasn't that the whole point

?

"Does she really suck your cock better than I do?" I asked, the smile returning to my face as I felt Luke's manhood harden in my hand.

"She – it's… different," Luke said carefully. A faint spasm of jealousy twisted like a knife inside my guts while I continued to smile wickedly at him. If Alex had decided that I was to be an oral slave for the evening and that my mouth would be a tool for the pleasure of men, I was more than willing to start with this particular man.

"Maybe I just need to remind you of what I can do," I said. Luke opened his mouth, but no words came out. Taking his hand, I led him deep into the bathroom, away from the door. There was a soft mat just outside the shower, and I relied on it to protect my knees as I sank to the floor in front of Luke. The thought that I would be spending much of the rest of the night on my knees caused a strange thrill of shame and lust to ripple through me as Luke stood above me, watching my every movement. I knew that the outrageous cleavage my outfit gave me would be more visible to him than ever as he stood above me, and I hoped he was enjoying the view as I reached for the front of his pants. His cock was hot under my fingers, and already half-erect as I fished it out of his pants. Smiling up at my husband, I stroked his shaft, feeling him harden with every heartbeat as I kneeled in front of him. A birthday blowjob for her husband; it was every slutty wife's duty.

But it wasn’t to be.

"Are you in there, slut?" That could only be Alex. Her words were accompanied by a rapid tapping of her knuckle on the bathroom door. I stiffened at the sound of my mistress's voice, and Luke turned his head toward the door.

"Don't say anything," I said to him in an urgent whisper. "I want to blow you. Don't tell her we're here." But it didn't matter. Trampling boundaries in stiletto heels was Alex's specialty, and this was no exception. The door handle rattled, and fear swelled in my heart as the bathroom door flew open. Clearly, my husband had forgotten to lock it behind him.

It took Alex approximately half a second to see what was going on. I cringed inwardly at the sight of her, standing in the open doorway in her outrageously sexy black latex catsuit, her hourglass figure enhanced to ridiculous proportions by the built-in corset that made her look unbearably sexy. Her eyes blazed, framed by the twin curtains of her bright red hair. Her spike heels echoed on the bathroom floor as she strode toward us, crossing the small room in a couple of steps. Ignoring Luke, she came straight to me, and I gasped as she grabbed the metal ring that hung from the collar of my dress. The latex groaned and creaked as I stumbled to my feet, pulled upright by Alex. Off balance, I stumbled backward, until the bathroom wall stopped me, my back colliding with it as it knocked the wind out of me. Alex gripped my throat, and her eyes blazed as she pinned me against the wall. Behind her, Luke stood as though turned to stone, his cock emerging from the front of his pants as he watched. He was fully hard now, whether from my actions or from the sudden appearance of Alex, I couldn't say. But as far as Alex was concerned, it may as well have just been the two of us in the room. Her attention was all on me, and I almost wilted under her fierce stare as she held me by the throat.

"What the fuck is going on in here?" she asked. Her voice was quiet, the words as sharp and brittle as broken glass. I trembled under her stare as I tried to answer.

"I… I just wanted to give my husband a birthday present, Miss Alex," I said, as submissively as I could manage. I saw the corners of Alex's mouth twitch as though with the beginnings of a smile. But her eyes still blazed as she stared into mine.

“And who gave you permission to do that, slut?”

"I – no one, Miss Alex." Alex nodded. "That's right," she said slowly, raising her eyebrows as she spoke. "No one said you could do that. Your husband's cock belongs to me tonight, and I didn't give you permission to touch it. Did I?"

"No, Miss Alex." I was in an agony of submissive lust as I spoke. God, I love it when she takes control like this. When she's aggressive, cruel, an unstoppable force of nature that is the sexiest thing I've ever come across. Inside my dress, my thighs were wet with my desire as I trembled and throbbed to her touch.

Still holding me by the throat, pressing me against the bathroom wall, Alex leaned forward. I stared at my husband over her shoulder as she placed her mouth next to my ear. She began to whisper, and I kept my eyes on Luke as she spoke quietly, her words just for me. Luke's face showed a look of shock, but he made no move to stop what was happening. He never did. Deep down, my husband was no match for Alex.

"You're doing so well," Alex whispered into my ear. "This is making me so hot. But I want to put on a show for these people. I'm going to be very, very mean to you. I'm going to make you do outrageous things. I'm going to make you pleasure all of these people while your husband watches. Is that okay? Nod if it is. If it isn't, touch my wrist, and we'll do something else."

Now it was my turn to stare at my husband with a look of disbelief. Alex was so good at what she did that it was easy to forget that it was a role she played. Especially when that was what I wanted to do. In the heat of the moment, I wanted to believe the fantasy, that I had no choice in any of this, and that Alex was some cruel goddess making me do these naughty acts. But that was only a partial truth. For all her dominance, Alex wasn't a psychopath. None of this was fun for her unless she knew she had my consent. And she did. I felt her hand tight around my throat as I nodded. "Good girl," Alex purred into my air. "You know I love an obedient slut. Are you going to do everything your mistress says? Are you going to suck whatever I put in your mouth and do as you're told?" I nodded again, and the faint chuckle that Alex made in my ear made me tremble with outrageous lust.

"Good girl," she said again. "Ready?"

I nodded a third time. Alex lifted her mouth away from my ear, smiling at me now as she still held me by the throat. She raised her other hand, and before I could even see what she was doing, she delivered two quick, stinging slaps to my breasts. I yelped in surprise as she struck me, once on each boob, and my nipples swelled, pushing against the latex as I writhed in desire.

"There's plenty of other dicks out there that need sucking," Alex said, once more thoroughly possessed by her dominatrix persona. "Leave your husband to me. I'll take care of him. You need to serve our guests."

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said as meekly as I was able. Threading two fingers through the ring of my collar again, Alex turned and led me toward the bathroom door. I followed, my downcast eyes studying the way her round ass strained against the skintight latex of her costume. I couldn't meet my husband's gaze as we passed him, leaving him standing in the bathroom, a shocked expression on his face and an erection rising from the open front of his pants.

Leaving the bathroom, Alex led me back into the living room where Luke's friends waited. I could feel a strange tension in the air as every eye rose to look at us as we entered. I felt the heat of a crimson blush rise to my cheeks as Alex led me to the center of the room. My mistress seemed incapable of shame or embarrassment, but they filled me the way water fills a cup as I cringed in front of our audience. And predictably, the same sense of shame and humiliation made my desire growl like a leopard inside me.

"I bet none of you ever knew that Luke's wife was such a slut, did you?" Alex said. "Well, she is. The dirty girl just can't suck enough cock. Isn't that right, slut?"

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said humbly as a quiet gasp rose in the living room at my response.

"So who's next?" Alex said in a firm voice. Still holding the ring of my collar, she looked around the room, her challenging gaze meeting each and every one of our guests as though daring one of them to step forward. Raising my eyes, I saw the looks that passed between our friends. For a moment, there was silence. Most of the men were here with their wives. Tony was single, but he still wore that look of weary contentment the guys often get after orgasm. His cum was still curdling in my belly. Clearly, Alex intended to offer me to somebody new.

"I –

"

"Don't you dare, Bob!" Sandra's eyes blazed as she spoke to her husband, and a ripple of nervous laughter sounded around the room. Bob's eyes darted from his wife to me and back again, never settling on either of us for long. But I could feel his gaze travel over my body, taking in the swell of my boobs exposed by the window cut out of the latex uniform, and the way the skintight glossy material hugged my hips. Sandra's husband wanted me. That much was obvious. And while I felt no particular attraction for him, the depths of his desire nevertheless plucked at that same cord of excitement inside me that Alex was so masterful at using.

But while Bob writhed in indecision, torn between his desire for me and his unwillingness to upset his dragon of a wife, Tammy spoke up.

"Can I – can we try something?" Her uncertainty made a striking contrast with Alex's total confidence. But Tammy stepped forward as she spoke, her pretty blue-and-white dress floating around her. Her blue eyes blazed as she smiled awkwardly at me. And I did my best to return her smile. I remembered her concern for me in the kitchen earlier. But also remembered her curiosity. The whole situation, my shameful submission to Alex and to Luke, had intrigued her. I felt a strange new desire bubbling inside me as she approached.

"Of course," Alex beamed. "She's here for our pleasure. She's here to be used. There's only one rule; don't fuck her. She doesn't get to cum." A ripple of laughter swelled around the room at her words. Even Tammy's lips compressed in a faint smile as Alex spoke. Alex released her grip on my collar as Tammy stood in front of me, her hand resting lightly on my arm.

"Can we go to the bedroom?" Tammy asked. She turned to Alex as she spoke, seeing at once where the power lay. It might be my house, but that hardly mattered anymore. Alex was in total control.

“Sure,” Alex grinned indulgently. Tammy’s smile brightened she turned to look over her shoulder.

"Gary?" she said. Across the room, her husband's eyes opened wide in disbelief.

"Are you serious?" New laughter echoed around the room at his words.

"Of course," Tammy smiled. "I just want to try it out. Don't tell me you're going to turn this opportunity down?" More laughter rose from the audience as Gary stepped forward without another word. His eagerness showed in every line of his face as he walked quickly toward his wife, toward me. And Tammy turned back to me, her smile deeper and more mischievous than ever as she held my upper arm in her hand.

"Okay," she said, evidently unsure of herself but unwilling to let the moment pass. "Let's go." She stepped forward, and I walked with her, letting her lead me past Alex, out of the living room, down the hallway to wear our bedroom door stood open. That same fear and delight bubbled inside me as I let Tammy lead me toward the bed. Submitting to Alex and to Luke was the biggest thrill of my life, something that no matter what they put me through, I had never once regretted. But being handed off like this to others, to people for whom I felt no particular desire, was totally different. Even more humiliating, somehow. Which, of course, given the strange labyrinth of my desire, only made it more exciting to me. And that excitement overcame any other considerations. It's not that my doubts and fears vanished. It's just that, overwhelmed by the lust I felt, they didn't seem to matter so much anymore.

Tammy's dress spread around her as she sat down on the bed. My bed. Gary closed the bedroom door before stepping closer to us. He was as nervous as a virgin as he looked at me, and at his wife. I could hardly blame him for feeling unable to believe his luck. And who knew Tammy had it in her? She had always been the open-minded kind, the sex-positive kind. But I can't honestly say I had ever imagined her doing anything like this. And I stood at the foot of my own bed, dressed up like a slutty maid, waiting to see exactly what this might entail.

"This is so crazy, Liz," Tammy said, smiling up at me as she sat on the bed. "Are you for real? Like, you'll just do whatever she says

?"

"Yes," I said uncomfortably. I didn't like to talk about my submissive desires. I almost would have rather the two of them fell on me like animals and used me the way Alex gave them permission to do. Somehow, that seemed easier than talking about it. But Tammy was doing the right thing by making sure I was okay. I tried to remind myself of that as I stood in front of her and Gary.

"I never knew you guys are so kinky," she giggled. "I have to say, it's hot. What you think, honey? Isn't Liz sexy like this?"

"She sure is," Gary smiled. He stepped closer to me, and I didn't resist as he wrapped an arm around me, his hand pressed against my hip through the thin latex that covered it as he pulled my body against his. Between my legs, the steady drip of my juices had become a virtual torrent. I hadn't touched a drop of alcohol all night, but I felt drunk with the moment, giddy and uninhibited, as though I was picking up what was in the atmosphere of our house. The atmosphere Alex had created.

Tammy sat back, supporting herself with her hands on my mattress as she watched her husband hold me. Gary's other hand was tentative as it crept toward my body, as though he was waiting at any moment for his wife to object. So was I. But Tammy never did. Instead, she simply watched, her pretty blue eyes blazing and the smile never leaving her face as she took in every moment of what was happening. Gary's hand slid easily over the glossy latex I wore, reaching for the ample swell of my boobs. I moaned involuntarily as his thumb slid over one of my nipples, the faint bump visible through the black latex after what Alex had done to me. Tammy giggled as she watched her husband tweak my nipples, and another slow moan poured out from between my lips. I couldn't help it. And even if I could have, I probably wouldn't. Tammy's teeth showed white as she bit her lower lip, watching me through half-closed eyes while her hands made fists on my bedsheets. She was excited. And so was Gary, as his hands continued to roam over my body, growing in confidence as his wife watched without objection. I felt like exactly what Alex described me as, an object to be used for the pleasure of others, a toy with no opinions of her own. It was paradoxically freeing. And as Gary fondled my breasts through the latex outfit, I moaned and gasped with submissive pleasure in front of Luke's friends.

I didn’t know what was going to happen. Although I felt that I could take a pretty good guess. And the thought of all that lay ahead of me burned inside with an unquenchable flame. We were really going to do this. I was going to be the biggest slut any of these people had ever seen. And deep inside, the thought delighted me.


The Party Favor

Sometimes, all you can do is let yourself go. Let the moment sweep you away. Lose yourself in a role. Alex has taught me that, among many other things. Her dominant persona came very naturally to her, arising organically from her personality. But that didn't mean she was some snarling megabitch in her day-to-day life. Her actions in the bathroom moments earlier proved that. As for me, it was in my nature to submit sexually to powerful people. I had known that for years, ever since Alex introduced me to it, if not before. But there was more to me than that. Outside of the bedroom, outside of the wild games we played, Luke knew that I was anything but submissive to him. It was a role. A performance. And telling myself that somehow made it easier to do what I was doing in my bedroom with Tammy and Gary.

"Take his cock out." Maybe my submissiveness helped me to detect dominance in others. Tammy was no natural domme, the way Alex was. But she was endlessly curious. I could see the delight and fascination on her face as she ordered me around. And she seemed more sure of herself in the situation we were in than her husband did. Perhaps it's harder for men, when told their whole lives to respect women, to turn that conditioning off. Or maybe it was merely the presence of his wife in the room with us that caused Gary to moderate his behavior. But I could see right away that although Tammy was sitting on the bed, merely watching, she was the one who would be directing what happened between us.

And I did as I was told. I knew what Alex would want, what Luke would want. They wanted me to obey. They wanted me to be the submissive slut they had told everyone I was. The naughty French maid devoted to the pleasure of our guests. So that was the role I would play, and try to lose myself in, try to forget every other aspect of who I was and who these people were that I was serving. Gary stood still, hardly believing his luck as I reached for the front of his pants. Already I could feel his hardness through the fabric, his cock swollen with need as he stared at me. He grunted as I touched his skin, fumbling his manhood out through the front of his pants. Each one is different. I was relearning something I had known and forgotten, in all the faithful years I had spent with Luke. Alex didn't count. She was a woman, and it was Luke's idea to bring her back into our lives. I never felt that I was cheating on Luke with her, not even a little bit. But other men were different. And yet I had seen more unfamiliar cock in the past few weeks than in the long years that preceded them. Still, I thought to myself, it's like riding a bike. You never really forget what you're doing.

"That's right, stroke it," Tammy grinned. And with every command of hers that I obeyed, I could feel her growing more comfortable with this new relationship between us. I had seen the same thing happen with my husband. I knew this road. And it excited me to travel it again with Tammy.

“You want her to suck your cock, honey?” Tammy asked her husband. “It’s okay. That’s what she’s here for.”

"Yeah," Gary said, nodding as he looked at me. And I smiled. I couldn't help it. Alex was a genius when it came to this kind of thing. For all my fear and doubt about this new development, I had to admit that what was happening was incredibly hot. Being used by an established married couple, like an enhancement to their pleasure, an introduction to kink for the two of them, was unbelievably exciting for me. And as Alex knew better than anyone, the more excited I got, the more submissive I became.

My latex outfit creaked as I sank to my knees in front of Gary. I smiled up at him as I stroked his manhood, letting him know that it was okay. I wanted to be there. And even though I had never felt any particular desire for him personally, the scene that the three of us were involved in excited me enormously. Because even if she wasn't in the room, it was Alex that was behind it. I was doing her bidding, even if she wasn't there to see it. And while Gary moaned and Tammy cried out in disbelief, I opened my mouth and fed Gary's cock inside.

His taste was different to Luke's. Not unpleasant, necessarily. But different. Still, I let my cheeks hollow as I sucked, wrapping my lips tightly around Gary's shaft as I began to bob my head up and down. I continued to stroke him, too, running my hand up and down the base of his shaft while he moaned above me. I could feel his excitement in my hand and between my lips, could feel every faint pulse of his blood as his orgasm approached. It was easy, really. When it comes to physical pleasure, men are uncomplicated creatures. In no time at all, I had Gary panting and gasping with pleasure. My stomach churned as I braced myself for his orgasm, resigning myself to swallowing his load the way Alex would want.

The bed creaked as Tammy sat up to get a closer look. She hovered above me, bending forward to watch as I blew her husband. I felt her hands on my head, sweeping my hair back from my face as I rocked back and forth.

"That's right," Tammy said, and I heard the excitement in her voice, the faint snarl of desire as she watch me debase myself. "Suck that cock. Make my husband cum." As if I needed to be told. I knew exactly what I was doing. Tammy kept her hands on my head, but she didn't control my movements the way Alex might have. I bobbed my head back and forth all by myself, letting Gary fuck my mouth while he moaned and groaned. I couldn't see it, but I could imagine Tammy's wedding ring shining among the strands of my hair as I blew her husband, and a fresh torrent of my juices rolled down the inside of my thighs at the thought. There was a time, I reflected, when I was like this couple. Like any other couple. The time when I might have been somewhat reluctant to blow my husband, to give him that pleasure that most men crave. It was somewhat demeaning, I always felt. And it turned out I was right. But what I had failed to understand was that that was what made it so exciting. Now I had a whole group of men to service, and it felt fantastic. I was reveling in my inner sluttiness as I served Gary at his wife's behest.

Gary's body stiffened. A long moan escaped his lips as he reached his climax. A second later, I felt his cock erupt in my mouth. I tried not to splutter and choke as his orgasm filled my mouth and throat, swallowing quickly as his semen continued to pour from his member. Tammy cried out in a kind of shocked delight as she lifted her hands from my head. I went on sucking and swallowing, still holding Gary's cock in one hand as I sucked it dry. Only once his orgasm had passed completely did I let go, his manhood slipping wetly from between my lips as I sat back on my knees. Shame and disgrace made my skin crawl, but they were accompanied by a perverse sort of pride that I had done my job, and done it well. I had made Gary cum in front of his wife, just as I had been instructed. I still knew what I was doing when it came to pleasing men, even if those men weren't my husband.

"Oh my God," Tammy said beside me. I felt her hand in my hair, smoothing it back from my face with a strange kind of affection. "That was so hot." I turned my face toward her, smiling at her while her husband's cum glistened on my lips. And she smiled back at me, delighted with what she had witnessed. I could still see that excitement burning deep in her blue eyes as she looked at me. Excitement bubbled inside me, too, as I wondered what would happen next.

With a sigh, Gary sat down heavily on the bed beside his wife. His cock was soft now, his body sated with pleasure. Which is more than could be said for his wife. From my knees, I watched as the two of them embraced, her lips seeking his hungrily as they kissed. I watched, feeling the jealous prickling of desire as they kissed one another. I didn't know where my husband was. But I knew that Alex would be with him. After what had happened in the bathroom, she wouldn't let Luke out of her sight. And for all I knew, he could be fucking her right now. My heart contracted at the thought as I watched Gary and Tammy kiss.

“How was it?” Tammy grinned at her husband as she pulled her mouth away from his.

"Good," Gary said carefully. Dazed with pleasure as he might be, he at least had the good sense not to praise me too much in front of his wife. But Tammy laughed, and I heard the note of wildness in the sound.

"Just good?" She asked. "It looked better than good from where I was sitting. She swallowed and everything!" My cheeks burned anew as Tammy cast a sidelong look at me. But she returned her stare to her husband as she spoke again. I saw the way her eyes traveled over his body, and I knew exactly what she was feeling. "Watching you two has got me so horny," Tammy went on. Her hand moved over Gary's lap, reaching for his manhood while he grunted in surprise. "Come on, Gary. Fuck me."

"Give me a minute," Gary laughingly protested. Tammy took his shaft in her hand, grasping it hungrily. But Gary was still soft. Luke had stamina, and ever since Alex came along, it seemed he had more trouble keeping his cock soft than he did in getting hard. I didn't have much basis for comparison, so I had no idea whether my husband's refractory period was normal or not. But I knew that I rarely had to wait for him. Gary, however, was different.

And while I watched Tammy pawing at her husband, listening to the slight whine in her throat as she tried and failed to get him hard enough to fuck her, a wild idea occurred to me. I don't know where these things come from. Sometimes, it almost seems as though I carry a little Alex inside my head, feeding me with strange and thrilling impulses. But that's just a way of avoiding the truth. Ultimately, these ideas come from me, from the submissive part of my brain that makes these naughty games so exciting. Alex is a symbol, a kind of lightning rod for me so that I can externalize urges and desires that are very much internal. The reality, the real and true fact that I struggle to admit even to myself, is that Alex doesn't make me do anything. She only gives me permission to do what I already want. And what happened in the bedroom with Tammy and Gary was proof of that.

Tammy's thighs were warm under my hands as I slowly lifted her dress. She turned her head to me, her eyes flickering over my face in disbelief. I raised my eyebrows in a wordless question as my hands continued to slide slowly up her legs, pushing her dress out of the way. And Tammy's teeth showed in a wide smile as she grinned her assent at me. I had no idea what her level of experience was. We had never been close enough to talk about those kinds of things. I found myself wondering if any woman had done for her what I was doing as I reached up under her dress. I could feel her trembling slightly as I gently took hold of her panties and began to pull them down. At her side, her husband watched, unable to believe what he was seeing. But I kept my attention on her. I made the moment all about Tammy as I slowly pulled her underwear down her legs. And I wish that Alex was there to see as I inched forward on my knees and lowered my head between Tammy's thighs.

"Oh my God," Tammy whispered slowly, closing her eyes as I ran my tongue over her quivering lips. "Oh my God, this is so naughty." She was right about that. And the same sense of the forbidden washed over me, fueling my own desire that was doomed to go unfulfilled. The taste of her excitement filled my mouth, so different from Alex's, and yet so familiar. If Alex wanted me as an oral slave, that's what I would be. For men and for women. And feeling Tammy trembling and quivering at the touch of my tongue and lips against her body was all the encouragement I needed.

I took my time. There was no need to hurry. And I could only imagine what was going through Tammy's head as she lay back on my bed, letting me lick her. I had never been with a straight girl before. By the time I met her, Alex was already an experienced bisexual. It was she who taught me to pleasure a woman, just as she had taught me so many other things. But if I was introducing Tammy to the delights of lesbian sex, I wanted to make it a positive experience for her. So I licked and kissed her dripping sex slowly and gently, teasing her at times with my busy tongue, and at other times plunging headlong into her while she gasped and moaned. A woman's pleasure is totally unlike that of a man, and in a sense, I needed to learn Tammy's body as I went, studying her reactions to learn what she liked best. Very different from servicing her husband. But if anything, it was even more thrilling. And when I finally felt her hands on the back of my head, pulling me greedily against her as I drove my tongue between her silken folds, I knew that I had done my job well. Tammy howled in pleasure, and the sudden flood of her juices washed over my face, the taste of her sweeping away the lingering flavor of her husband's pleasure and replacing it with her own. Tammy gasped and thrashed on the mattress as her orgasm overwhelmed her, and I drank it down every bit as thirstily as I had swallowed Gary's load, my stomach filling with the mingled juices of this married couple as I performed the role Alex had assigned me.

"Holy fuck," Gary said. I raised my head from between his wife's legs, looking at him for the first time in a long time. Clearly, my performance had excited him. He was hard again, his cock standing out proudly from between his legs. And Tammy saw too. Grinning, she rolled over onto her side, taking her husband's member in her hand.

"Fuck me, Gary," she gasped in a breathy voice. And Gary didn't need to be told twice. Rising from the bed, he shed his clothes in seconds. Tammy moaned in pleasure as he climbed on top of her, pushing her dress further up over her hips as he pressed his cock against the wet entrance to the pussy I had just eaten. Tammy moaned loudly as he slid his organ inside her, and I dug my fingernails into my palms as I watched, squirming with desire and jealousy as I listened to her gasp and howl in the pleasure that I was denied. Kneeling at the foot of the bed, I watched, unable to tear my eyes away as Gary pumped his cock in and out of his screaming wife. Her legs trembled and thrashed, and she wrapped them around Gary's hips, pulling him in deeper as he fucked her on my bed. His balls swung and swayed underneath him as he pounded her, filling my vision as I watched. I trembled as I saw her wet lips spasm around his cock, her moisture shining on his shaft. The smell of their sex filled the air of my bedroom. I cringed as though blows were raining down on me with every thrust of his body against hers.

Tammy gasped and howled. At close range, I watched her cum, Gary grunting and moaning in pleasure as he felt his wife's pussy tighten around his cock. But he kept on fucking her, swept away by his own pleasure with every thrust. I couldn't help myself. I rose to my feet. Neither of them seemed to notice at first as I made my way around the bed, my movements made awkward by my skintight maid uniform. But as I climbed onto the mattress with them, Tammy's eyes opened briefly to stare up at me. Kneeling on the bed, I bent my body over hers, and she moaned happily as I pulled her dress higher and higher. Reaching down between her and her husband, I rubbed my fingertips against her clit, feeling her body bounce as her husband pounded her. Tammy was in ecstasy as I caressed her breasts with my other hand, teasing her nipple through the bra she still wore. She gasped for air, her breath coming short and urgent as her pleasure swelled. She came again, and again, driven beyond the limits of ecstasy by the combined feel of my hands and Gary's cock. I tried to ignore the heat between my own legs, the constant trickle of my juices between my thighs as I played with her body. Alex had decided it was my duty to please these people, and that's what I tried to focus on while my own needs went ignored.

Finally, Gary collapsed on top of his wife with a long moan. I barely had time to snatch my hand out from between the two of them as he came. Tammy shrieked as she felt the eruption of her husband's cum inside her. My own pussy spasmed around empty air in sympathy as I remembered what that felt like. If Luke had been in the room with us, I don't think I would have been able to help myself. I would have flung myself at him. But he wasn't. In my bedroom, there were only the three of us. Two people panting and sighing in the contentment of orgasm, and a third still alive and desperate with unrelieved lust.

I sat on the edge of the bed while Tammy and Gary embraced. Their lips met again, and they kissed while their shaking buddies embraced one another. The intimacy of the moment made me feel like an intruder as I watched. For a moment, they seemed to forget all about me, wrapped up completely in one another and the pleasure that they shared. But eventually, Tammy turned her head away from her husband and stared at me with a kind of disbelief on her face.

"Wow," she said at last, her eyes glassy with pleasure and her voice still breathless with physical exertion. "That was the best sex I ever had." Gary gave a kind of strangled laugh that I took to be agreement with his wife as he lay beside her. My breasts heaved in the window of my outfit as I took a deep breath and let it out in a sigh. It was all I could do to resist the temptation to reach up under my tight skirt and touch myself there and then. I wanted nothing more than what they had, the red pleasure that still glowed in Tammy's cheeks as she smiled at me. And the fact that it was forbidden to me, by order of my beautiful mistress, only made me want it more. But I didn't dare break Alex's rules. Even if I felt as though I had never wanted anything more than that.

Tammy sat up. She pulled her dress down around her, as though I hadn't just licked her pussy to orgasm. As I hadn't just watched as Gary give her the fucking of her life. Suddenly coy now that her pleasure had come and passed, she covered herself up demurely.

"We should get back to the party," she said. But she could barely keep the laughter out of her voice, a kind of giggling disbelief at what she and I and her husband had done. Gary was grinning too as he rose from the bed and began to pull his clothes back on. No matter what happened, I knew that the two of them would never forget the adventure we had shared. I wondered how many times they would each replay the memory of this day in their heads, both alone and together. It was a strange feeling to think that I might forever be a sexual fantasy that another married couple shared.

Once Gary was dressed again, Tammy stood. Unsure of herself, she placed a tentative hand on my arm again, and I stood. Resigning myself to my fate, I let her lead me toward the bedroom door that Gary opened to let us pass through. Blushing, Tammy guided me back into the living room where the rest of our guests waited.

I could feel their attention on us, and I knew that Tammy could feel the same. Voices fell silent as we emerged, with Gary bringing up the rear. Cringing in the center of that bright circle of attention, I stood beside Tammy, waiting to see what would happen next.

"Well," Tammy said at last, as laughter bubbled up through her words like water through rocks, "I just had my first threesome!" Laughter erupted from everyone watching, shattering the tension of the moment. And I blushed as readily as Tammy did as everyone commented at once.

"Awesome," I heard Alex say. Once again, she was sitting in Luke's lap, her long legs crossed over one of his while she draped her arms around his neck. The glossy latex of her black catsuit shone in the light, a strange echo of my own outfit in a different key. The sharp heels of her tall boots flashed as she swung her legs happily. "I hope our little maid here was very helpful."

"She was," Tammy said, patting my arm gently as she released her grip. "That was - that was amazing, honestly." And a murmur of approval echoed around the room as Tammy stepped away from me. Gary followed her, and once again, I was alone in the center of the room, my hands folded meekly in front of me like the slutty maid I was while predatory stares traveled over my body. Alex was smiling at me. I saw her shift her weight in Luke's lap, and her gorgeous green eyes glittered in her beautiful face as she studied my expression. She was enjoying it. My blushes, my embarrassment. My inability to meet the eye of anyone in the room for long. She loved it. It was exactly what she wanted, and exactly what she knew I needed. I could hardly blame her for savoring it, at least a little.

"Who wants to use her next?" Alec said loudly, making sure the whole room could hear. "You can do anything you want with her. Just don't fuck her. Don't let her cum. Maids don't get orgasms." More laughter followed Alex's words as she spoke. I heard the murmur as couples whispered to one another. I was tired from all that had gone on that day, but the insistent buzzing of desire kept me alert to every detail of what was going on in the room. I noticed that more empty glasses stood on surfaces throughout the room. The eyes of our guests shone a little brighter, a little more unfocused. The alcohol was flowing and was making this bizarre situation seem more normal. Lowering the inhibitions of our guests in a way that ultimately delighted and terrified me.

"All right, fine." My head snapped up as Sandra spoke. She set aside a nearly empty glass of wine on the windowsill as she rolled her eyes, and her husband grinned. She stepped forward, and I stared at her in disbelief as she approached. She had seemed so against what was going on, almost disgusted by my submissiveness. Then again, I could still remember the way she had taken the leash in her hand and led me out of the kitchen earlier, returning me to my husband. Sandra was giving every impression of having been pestered into this by her husband. But I wondered just how true her little act was. Either way, I was about to find out.

"The bedroom's down there?" Sandra asked, pointing down the hall. Alex nodded, grinning in delight as her eyes flickered from Sandra to me and back again. Sandra reached up and took the ring on the front of my collar in her hand, hooking one finger through the metal and pulling me forward.

"Come on, Bob," she said briskly, not bothering to turn around to look over her shoulder at her husband as she led me back down the hallway toward the bedroom. "Let's get this over with. By the way, this counts as your birthday present, too." More laughter swelled in the living room as she spoke. But I barely noticed. Tottering on my high heels, I followed this woman I hardly knew as she led me back into the bedroom that still smelled of other people's sex.


Used

Sandra was all business. I had no idea what her sexual preferences might be, and until that moment, I had had no reason to wonder. But as she led me into my bedroom, holding the ring on the front of my collar in her hand, I couldn't help but notice how unphased she seemed to be by all this. How readily she took control. It was astonishing. Then again, was it anymore astonishing than the secret I had been keeping? None of our friends would ever have guessed the true nature of our sex life. Until that day, none of them even knew that I was bisexual. Happily married to a man, it had never come up. They were learning now, in the most dramatic way possible. What other secrets go on behind closed doors? The most conventional couples can turn out to have the wildest sex lives. I was living proof of that.

"Give me a hand, Bob." Sandra's husband stepped forward as his wife released her grip on the ring of my collar. His hands on my body were gentler than hers were, as though he was worried he might hurt me. As though he was worried they might be going too far. But Sandra had no such concerns. It seemed hard to believe this was her first time sexually dominating someone as she pushed me down onto the bed. The tight latex of my maid's uniform creaked and groaned around my body as I sat heavily on the mattress. Sandra pushed me down further, until I lay on my back, unresisting and yet at least a little worried as she stared down at me with a slight smile just beginning to show on her lips. Sandra had never been in my bedroom before, but that didn't stop her heading toward the closet and rummaging around in there as though she owned the place. As though I was the guest of her and her husband, and not the other way around. Soon, she found what she was after. The low chuckle she gave tugged at my heart as she stood beside the bed again with a length of rope in her hand. Soft bondage rope, the kind Alex liked to use on me sometimes. Fear fluttered in my heart as I stared up at Sandra and saw her eyes shining with delight. But I didn't resist. I couldn't resist, as though I were trapped in some kind of strange dream, as though I had forgotten that I could have a will of my own. I was there to serve. Alex had been more than clear about that. And serving Alex meant serving Sandra and any others of our guests that felt like using me the way my mistress did. Alex no longer even had to be in the same room as me to control my behavior

Bob watched, probably hardly able to believe his luck as his wife wrapped a rope around my wrists. Sandra pulled the line tight, tying my hands together in front of me with the rope. Then she pulled on it, raising my hands above my head as she bent over the headboard. I did my best to move up the bed, squirming awkwardly in my tight dress as she pulled. She found the eyebolts set into the back of the headboard, and with another knowing chuckle, tied the rope to one of them. I was trapped. Sandra had me right where she wanted me. Right where that strange dark part of my desire longed to be.

With me safely immobilized, Sandra turned to her husband. I watched her press her body against his as she embraced him, and their lips met in a passionate kiss. Sandra and Bob had never been the most demonstrative couple. I had never seen them kiss before, outside of perhaps a quick peck on the cheek. But passion was in the air that night. Desire fuels desire, and the revelation of my submissive streak to our friends was having an interesting effect on us all. Not to mention the steady flow of alcohol that was washing away the inhibitions of our guests. Making everything seem, if not normal, at least not as wild and strange as it obviously was. But I didn't have the excuse of drunkenness for my actions. I hadn't touched a drop. The only stimulant coursing through my body was desperate lust.

Sandra drew back from her husband, and his arms fell to his sides as he released her. A sly smile showed on her face as she turned to me, and my heart fluttered in my chest. I lay on the bed helplessly, my arms bound above my head and the tightness of my rubber maid's outfit keeping my legs together. More than ever, I felt like a toy for their amusement. Just waiting for them to decide to play with me. I felt a mingled roar of nervousness and joy as I saw that Sandra intended to do just that.

She reached for the button of her jeans and quickly unfastened them. The white denim slid down her legs as she undressed, stepping out of her jeans and shedding her silk top. Bob stepped forward, already smiling at what was happening, but Sandra stopped him with a single hand on his chest. "Just wait," she said. "Just watch. I want to try something." A look of confusion crossed Bob's face, but he did as his wife said. Standing beside the bed, he watched her undress just as I did. Without a hint of shame or self-consciousness, Sandra removed her bra and wiggled out of her panties until she was completely naked. Only then did she climb onto the bed, her weight on the mattress making my body roll slightly as she climbed on top of me. She threw one leg over me, straddling my stomach as she sat on top of me. I felt her weight with a strange pull in the pit of my stomach, as I looked up at her naked body and remembered all the times Alex had taken up a similar position over me. Sandra sat for a moment with her hands on her hips, grinning maliciously as she stared down at me. Her eyes traveled over my body again, drinking in the sight of me in my ridiculous uniform. I couldn't have felt more exposed if I were completely naked. The skintight latex hid almost nothing from her prying eyes. And I watched her bare breasts sway as she leaned forward, placing her hands on my boobs. I whimpered quietly as she squeezed them through the latex that barely covered them, and her thumbs slid over the raised bumps of my nipples that showed through the black rubber.

"Look at you," she smirked. "I always thought you were just some regular vanilla wife. I had no idea you were into this kind of stuff."

I said nothing. I felt that anything I did say could only get me into more trouble. Sandra and Bob would hear the desire in my voice, the desperate need to be used and abused. By them, and by anyone. Silly, really. It wasn't as though I had any pride left to protect. The truth was out, and none of our friends were ever going to forget what they had learned about me that night. Sandra certainly wouldn't. She stared down at me as though she was trying to memorize every detail of what was happening in front of her, as though she were mentally taking a photograph of me in my outfit tied to the bed beneath her. And when she quickly raised her hand, I knew what was coming. I closed my eyes and tried to brace for the blow as Sandra slapped my breasts, first one, then the other, making them jiggle and bounce in the oval window cut into the front of my outfit. I yelped as I felt the sting of the blow, softened only partially by the thin layer of rubber that covered my skin. And shamefully, I felt my nipples pressing even harder against the latex as Sandra laughed evilly.

"Whore," she snarled. "That's what you are. Isn't it? Just a submissive little slut like that other girl said."

"Yes," I whimpered, my eyes still squeezed tightly shut as though that might make the whole experience less embarrassing. There was no point denying it. As the pain of Sandra's blow swelled through my chest, I could feel an accompanying arousal building with it. What kind of person gets off on being treated like this? A submissive slut, that's who. It was what I was, and had always been. And I had wasted so many years of my life trying to pretend to be something other than what I was. What I am.

"Your husband must really enjoy having you like this," Sandra went on. "He gets to fuck that beautiful girl out there, and you have to serve his guests. Not a bad arrangement if you can pull it off." I opened my eyes to look up at Sandra and caught her casting a smiling glance over at her husband before returning her gaze to me. Her eyes glittered, and her cheeks were flushed. Sandra was excited. Perhaps she had some bisexual tendencies of her own. Or maybe she just got off on the feeling of power. It didn't matter. Either way, she was clearly enjoying being in control of me, having me at her mercy. And so was I. And as Sandra moved forward, crawling on her knees higher up my body toward my face, I felt my mouth watering in anticipation of what I knew was coming. I heard Bob cry out in a kind of strangled shock as he watched his wife straddle my face, lowering her pussy onto my mouth. And I didn't hesitate. At once, I began to lick her, tasting the arousal of my husband's friend's wife in a way I had never thought that I would. Her taste was different to that of Tammy or Alex. Her juices didn't flow as copiously as those of my mistress, but I nevertheless felt the building of her arousal as her lips convulsed against mine. I heard the sharp intake of her breath, and the long moan of satisfaction that followed it. And guided by her responses, I licked and lapped at her, devoting myself to bringing her a pleasure that I knew would not be returned. It was what I was there for, after all.

Sandra's cries grew louder and louder in the bedroom, just as Tammy's had done only moments earlier. Our bed had never seen action like this, our sheets damp with the juices of so many different women. I'd never envisaged such a scene as Luke and I picked out our bedroom furniture together, years earlier. I had thought this part of my life was over. I had missed it, sometimes. But not enough to make me go to a great deal of trouble to get it back. Honestly, I was scared of putting Luke off. Going too far, venturing into realms of kinkiness where he would be unwilling to follow. Clearly, I had underestimated him. He was the one who had opened the door to all this by bringing Alex back into my life. And while there was no way he could have foreseen everything that came with that, he certainly wasn't complaining. Even as I labored underneath Sandra, her juices flowing down my throat as her pleasure mounted, I wondered what Luke was doing in the living room. With Alex. She was too sexy to resist. Alex could turn heads in a burqa, but in the skintight latex catsuit she was wearing with its built-in corset, the woman could raise the dead. Luke would be no more able to resist her than I was. He would go along with anything she wanted when she looked the way she did. And I knew better than anyone the depth of Alex's sexual imagination.

It was my turn to moan between Sandra's thighs as I felt her deliver another stinging slap to my boobs, refocusing my attention on her. Her other hand reached down between her legs to grab a handful of my hair, and as I felt her buck her hips and grind her pussy against my mouth, I knew that she was close. The hard bud of her clit rubbed against my nose, and I kept my tongue against her silken folds as she gyrated on top of me. Swept up in unignorable pleasure, Sandra wasn't gentle. If she had ever cared about my feelings, she certainly didn't now. She was lost in pleasure, and no one is more selfish than a dominant woman on the edge of orgasm. I knew that better than anyone. With a piercing cry, Sandra came, coating my face in the juices of her orgasm as I gulped and swallowed. Inside my dress, I could feel my own moisture spreading and pooling beneath me. My own desire was a constant gnawing presence, clawing at my heart no matter how I tried to ignore it. And the more pleasure I brought to others, the more desperately I wanted it myself. That was the whole point. That was Alex's plan all along. She knew that side of me better than I knew it myself.

Sandra moved above me. I blinked in the sudden light as she dismounted my face, kneeling on the mattress beside me. Her body arched over me, her small breasts hanging down from her chest as she turned and crouched on her hands and knees above me.

"Fuck me, Bob," she gasped. I winced at the desperate need I could hear in her voice. A need that found its echo in my own bound body. But the difference was, my husband wasn't here to take care of me. He was with Alex instead.

Bob quickly shed his clothes at the side of the bed and climbed onto the mattress with us. Sandra moaned as she felt her husband's cock, already hard from watching me pleasure his wife, pressing against the wet entrance of her sex. She clutched the bedsheets in her fists as he slid his manhood inside her, his shaft pushing aside the dripping walls of her pussy while the two of them moaned in pleasure. I could see it all. Unable to turn my eyes away, no matter how much it hurt, I stared up and watched as Bob fucked Sandra above me. His cock shone with her juices as it slid in and out of her body, making her moan again with fresh pleasure while the bed rocked to their movements. I was moaning too, I realized. Moaning and gasping hungrily as I watched what I couldn't have. The act of sex being dangled right in front of my face yet totally out of my reach.

The agony of frustration made the minutes pass slowly. To me, it seemed as though Sandra and Bob talked for hours, their cries of passion echoing around the room as her body trembled and spasmed in his grip. To them, I was sure, things seemed much quicker. But finally, I saw Sandra arch her back in one last spasm. I heard Bob groan as her Percy clenched around his cock, pulling him deeper inside as he drove himself hard against her. Sandra's breasts quivered as they hung down above me, her whole body shaking violently with the force of another powerful orgasm. The light shone in the trails of her juices that ran down the inside of her shaking thighs. The smell of their sex mingled with that of Tammy and her husband in my bedroom as I watched. Bob's body stiffened, and I heard him growl with relief as his leaping cock pumped his cum deep inside his wife. The two of them moaned and sighed as they rode the waves of pleasure that swelled inside both of them, leaving them gasping and breathless.

Bob withdrew. I could see their mingled juices shining on his cock as it softened. He climbed off the bed, no doubt feeling suddenly awkward at what had happened, now that his lust had subsided. And perhaps Sandra felt the same way. Perhaps not. She said nothing as she sat down slowly on the edge of the mattress, breathing deeply as she tried to recover from the pleasure she had felt. I watched, saying nothing. What could I possibly say? They had used me for their pleasure and taunted me with what I couldn't have, just as I knew they would. And it had felt every bit as terrible and wonderful as everything else that happened to me that night. Everything that Alex had orchestrated.

Finally, Sandra got up. Bob was already dressed by the time she began to put her clothes back on. Her movements were clumsy and awkward, her body tired from multiple orgasms. I lay where they had left me, wondering if they had anything else in store for me, or if I was to be released. But I didn't dare ask. The silence in the air that so recently vibrated with howls of pleasure was intimidating. The best course of action, I knew, was to wait.

Sandra paused at the side of the bed. Fully dressed again, she stood beside her husband. Turning to me, she cast a heavy-lidded glance in my direction. She raised her hand, and I cried out as she delivered another quick slap to one of my boobs.

"Whore," she said again. And with that final insult, she turned and left. With one last confused glance in my direction, Bob followed her out of the bedroom, back to the living room where the rest of the guests were. Trembling and shivering as though in the teeth of a winter storm, I lay bound on the bed. Sandra's insult wouldn't have stung half so much if I didn't know it for the truth. There was no argument I could make against it. It was the truth. Clearly, I would let anyone do anything to me for the pure sexual thrill of being used. This was what I had become, what Alex had made me into. Tears stung my eyes as I lay tied on the bed, but they weren't the tears of sadness. It was more like a release of pure emotion, the only release I could give myself. The tension of desire never left my body, and I rubbed my thighs together as much as the latex dress would allow while I squirmed helplessly on the mattress, my ridiculously high heels catching on the sheet with every movement. And I didn't say a word. The party went on without me, and I lay in silence, a prisoner in my own bedroom, waiting to be used again.

I've noticed before the strange effects that desire can have on time. How the need that I feel, that Alex fuels in me, can shrink hours and magnify seconds so that the time I spend submitting to her and to my husband seems to bear very little relation to the ordinary passage of time. I don't know how long I lay in bed. My guess is that it wasn't very long. But my mind wandered and drifted while I waited, my thoughts a scattered collection of images and half-formed ideas that it would be impossible to put into words. I lay awake, but it felt as though I wandered in the deep caverns of a dream.

When the bedroom door finally opened, I raised my head from the mattress. My heart clenched like a fist as I saw Alex step into the bedroom and shut the door behind her. That catsuit was something else. No matter how many times I saw her wear it, no matter how prepared I thought I was for the way she looked, it seemed always to take me by surprise. Her beauty was almost unearthly, her sex appeal like an unstoppable force of nature. I felt my pussy spasm at the sight of her, as though it recognized its true mistress. Playing with Tammy, with Gary, with Sandra, and with Bob, had been utterly thrilling. A crazy game that I would never have thought I would enjoy the way that I did. But it was nothing compared to the way Alex made me feel. I only had to look at her, in the full force of her beauty, to be swept away with the lust that I couldn't control. Only she could do that.

"Well, look at you." There was a hint of laughter bubbling up in her voice she spoke, her green eyes blazing as she stared down at me. But the purr of her words sent my heart racing, the smile on her face igniting my desire as I watched her approach. The light shone on every delightful curve of her body, reflected by the high gloss of her latex catsuit. She swayed enticingly in her high heeled boots as she sauntered toward the bed, always graceful, always in control. I felt again as though I was some prey animal being stalked by a beautiful hunter. I wanted to be caught.

"How was that?" Alex asked. Her catsuit creaked as she sat down on the edge of the bed. Reaching over my head, she tugged gently at the rope that bound my arms to the headboard. "Did you like being used by your friends?"

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said. The words came naturally to me now. So naturally that it seemed almost strange not to call her by her title when we weren't playing. Although those occasions were becoming more and more rare as time went on.

"It wasn't too much?" Alex was still in character, the poised and superior dominatrix that turned me on so much. But a hint of her true personality broke through in the concern she clearly felt for me. My heart melted as I gazed up at her.

"No, Miss Alex," I said, my breasts heaving in the window of my maid uniform as I sighed. "It was intense. There were times I wasn't sure I could go through with it. But it was so fucking hot."

"Good girl," Alex beamed, "that's a good girl." She knew what those words did to me. And her hand reached my face, her thumb gliding over my cheek as she wiped away the tears that stained my skin. I watched her as she raised her thumb to her red lips, her eyes locked on mine as she tasted my tears on her tongue. And an electric shudder passed through me as I lay on the bed beside her, helpless and overcome, ready to be devoured by this unbelievable woman.

Alex bent her beautiful body over mine. I felt the weight of her breasts on my chest, our latex outfits squealing against one another as she pressed her mouth to mine. We kissed, and I felt the faint salt taste of my own tears in her mouth as her tongue invaded. I moaned softly as Alex placed one hand on my throat, squeezing gently, just enough to remind me she was in control. As though I could ever forget. When she finally lifted her lips to mine, I could see the faint flush on her cheek through the heavy makeup she wore. To think that anything I did could excite this goddess was to feel my own excitement reach boiling point.

"I think the party's winding down now," Alex said in a soft voice. "You tired everyone out. You were such a good oral slave for everyone. You sucked so much cock and ate so much pussy, just like the slut you are. Isn't that right?"

"Yes, Miss Alex." I couldn't keep myself from squirming on the bed beneath her. Every word she spoke was like another drip of gasoline on the flames of my desire. It's useless to compare one lust with another in a life like mine, tormented continuously with desire as I am. But it would be hard to imagine wanting anything more than I wanted Alex at that moment. I wanted her to fuck me, to reclaim me from everyone that used me that night, to make me cum and to make me hers in the way that I knew only she could. But I would have to wait. My beautiful mistress had other ideas.

“I have one more job for you though, slut,” Alex said.

"Yes, Miss Alex," I said, without a trace of hesitation. A smile lifted the corners of her red lips as she sat up. I watched every movement of her gorgeous body as she climbed onto the bed, straddling me the way that Sandra had done.

"While you were in here serving our guests, I gave your husband another little birthday present," Alex explained. My breath grew short as I watched her reached down between her legs, sliding open the zipper of the catsuit the covered her there. Her exposed pussy shone, her lips wet and engorged as she crawled higher up my body. Once again, the smell of sex filled my nostrils as she sat above me. Her pussy hovered in front of my face, just too far to reach with my extended tongue. And Alex laughed out loud as she watched me crane my neck and reach for her eagerly.

"God, you are a hungry little whore, aren't you?" Alex giggled. "Good. Good. Because your husband left a big fat load inside me, and I need you to clean it out." With that, Alex finally sank down on top of me. I felt the wetness of her sex against my lips, and another powerful tremor raced through me as I tasted her. Shame and humiliation tore up my insides, but I brushed them away as I licked her. She wasn't lying. Beyond her familiar taste, I could taste that of my husband, and as she sat on my face, I felt his semen slowly roll out of her into my mouth. I swallowed it all, drinking down the juices of their pleasure, the same pleasure that had been denied to me all night. I knew there and then, if I hadn't known it before, that this was where I would always be. Beneath my mistress, enslaved by her beauty. Happy to please her in any way I could, happy for the opportunity merely to touch her and play some small role in the sex life of her and my husband. She had me completely. I was her slave, well and truly. My heart soared at the thought of all that lay ahead of us while I drank down the mixture of Alex and Luke's cum that was like nectar to me.
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